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Prologue:
 
God had to be destroyed and Lucifer could do it. But only if Jack helped him shuck off the shackles of hell. Jack hated God more than he'd ever allowed himself to realize. He knew that Lucifer wasn't the root cause of the hatred in man's heart, God was the creator of man, the heart, and the hatred. 
Lucifer's hands were clean; he'd been tucked away in hell the whole time.
Before he could stop himself, he said to Lucifer, "Let's kill that mother fucker."
Lucifer cocked his head to the side and a lopsided grin played on his lips. "You won't regret this, I promise."
Lucifer reached his charred fingers through the opening of the hole between realms and began to pry it wider, inch by inch. Jack reached inside and helped him. Together they were able to really put some muscle into it. His fingers brushed against Lucifer's and he felt a thrill run through him; he couldn't wait to meld himself with this perfect being. He couldn't wait to unleash Lucifer's awesome power against their complacent, lazy, good for nothing God. 
When the hole was roughly four feet around, Lucifer put one charred leg through. Jack reached in and took his hand to help. Lucifer grabbed it in a tight squeeze. Jack felt that thrill once again, but also something else. He felt uneasy, like what he was so sure of a second ago would not turn out well for him at all.
Lucifer reached through and grabbed his other hand with unreal force. He pulled himself free from the hole and stood before Jack in all his splendid glory. He let go of Jack's hands and started to brush the charred bits of flesh off of his body. When he was done, the floor around him was covered in two inches of ash. But the amazing thing was that Lucifer looked exactly like Jack when he was done.
Jack shook the disbelief from his thoughts and said, "So what now? How do we do this?"
Lucifer laughed heartily. "I can't believe how eager you are. I can't believe the strength of hatred you possess. It is perfect. You are perfect."
Jack smiled and nodded.
Lucifer mused aloud, "I tricked an atheist into releasing me from hell. I'm a fucking genius. Hey atheist, did it ever occur to you that I am about to make free will a thing of the past? God gave you free will, the greatest gift ever bestowed, and I am about to take it away. You knew that and yet you released me anyway. Your hatred for God overpowered your rational thoughts."
Jack furrowed his brow. This wasn't really going the way he'd expected it to. 
Lucifer said, "Get in the pit." With that, he grabbed Jack around the waist and picked him up. Jack was startled by it and tried in vain to resist but the angel had him in a death grip. 
As Lucifer walked towards the still enlarged hole, he said, "He'll be watching to see if my embittered soul has escaped. He does check in from time to time, just to make sure I haven't found a way out. When he looks in and sees your twisted carcass of a soul, he'll assume all's well in hell. He'll think you're me."
Jack yelled out but it was a waste of breath. He finally gave up and mumbled to Lucifer, "It wasn't supposed to happen like this. Please stop."
Lucifer smirked and said, "Yeah, I can't be trusted. Most people know that. Sorry pal but there's no other way."
Lucifer shoved him forcibly through the hole, into the firey agony of hell.
"Sorry again buddy, I wish it didn't have to be like this, I really do, but you have to take my place."
Jack's skin erupted. He screamed out in agony as his clothes disintegrated away from his body. As his skin bubbled, his hatred intensified. 
His tears of frustration and torment immediately sizzled as they left their ducts. He helplessly watched as Lucifer pulled the hole shut on him.
 



One Year Later
 
 
Jack's Back
 
Jack fell flat on his face, wheezing. Thick white smoke trailed out of his mouth as he exhaled. His skin tingled. He stood up, barely comprehending where he was and why he was naked. 
His legs were weak beneath his weight.
His skin was on fire, literally. He couldn't feel the heat from it. The flames died out within seconds.
He brushed at his charred flesh with his hands. The pain failed to register. Thick ashes fell away from his body and gathered at his feet in large clumps. 
He started to feel better. 
He noticed a baseball sized red metallic sphere on the ground at his feet and he stooped to pick it up. As he touched it, he knew it was important, but he didn't know why or how. If only he had a pocket to put it in? 
He knew he shouldn't be here, but where was he and where had he come from? His head ached too much, he couldn't concentrate. Maybe it would come to him later, and maybe not. 
What he needed more than anything right now was clothing and a warm place to sit. 
The air was frigid and the sidewalk was glazed in ice. His hooves slipped out from under him as he tried to move. 
He had a vague sense that where he'd just come from was the opposite of this. He'd come from a hot place, and now he was freezing. He'd sell his soul for something right in between. 
He looked around but his vision was swimming in and out, making everything hazy. The icy air stung his eyes, causing further vision loss as the tears welled up. 
He heard human voices, and they were screaming bloody murder. The screams were full of instinctive fear, revulsion, and awe. Or maybe his ears were going bad too? 
He saw vague shapes moving quickly away from him. 
He stumbled against a wall and used it to guide him as he made his way forward. 
He needed clothes in the worst way, not because he cared about his public nudity of course. Screw what others thought of him. They were all lichen on the undersides of his hooves. 
He would crush this world beneath his knees as he prayed to God for sweet release. The thought of God sent his fury twirling upwards, higher and higher, almost taking him with it. 
But he had to take one thing at a time. He had to find some nice warm clothes. 
He accidentally kicked something. It was heavy, and it was alive. It scurried forward again and bumped into his leg. 
Jack bent over and stared at the creature. It was an arachnid of some sort, or maybe a crustacean but it was distinctly different in that it had large mammalian eyes complete with thick long lashes and what appeared to be a tan, circumcised human penis dangling beneath its grotesque, spider-like body. It measured about two feet around and stood a foot tall.
Jack felt a sort of kinship or maybe an affection towards the creature. It was cute to him in the same way a puppy is cute to a teenage girl. He put a hand on it and it quivered in delight. 
He cleared his throat and said, "Get me some clothing at once."
But his voice came out ferocious and coarse. It sounded like, "Ghett mee summm clothesss aat wunnnssss."
The spider scurried off. 
Jack stood where he was, knowing that the weird little creature would not fail him because it was here to serve him. 
He heard screams again, but they were intermittent now and more distant than before. 
His vision was beginning to return to him. And then the world quickly came into sharp relief. 
He was on a city street. Shops lined both sides and snow covered cars were parked up and down the otherwise deserted road. A lone bird circled overhead; apparently it had missed the memo to get out of town until winter passed. Or maybe it wasn't a migratory bird. 
Jack didn't know and he didn't care.
He saw a fat woman running from a shop doorway up ahead and his blood boiled. He almost lost himself in the fury her presence brought but he was the master of himself, he controlled the beast inside and allowed her to escape even after she slipped on the ice and fell right on her fat, ugly ass. 
He looked down at the iced over sidewalk. He noticed his bare legs were muscled and hairy and red. Instead of weak, pink human feet, he walked on hooves, black as tar. Each was as big as a canned ham. 
He stamped the ground with one and the windows of the shops rattled in their frames. It made him want to do it again but he controlled the urge.
He held a hand out and inspected it. Instead of fingers, he had muscular, heavily knuckled talons with black razor-sharp claws at the ends. He flexed his fingers and smiled. He could do some damage with those fuckers. 
He reached up and touched his own face. It felt leathery and too large but it was difficult to discern features simply from touch alone. He turned about to look in a shop window and his reflection shone back from the glass. 
No wonder those people ran from him in fright; he was magnificent. 
His entire body looked as though it was designed for waging war. He was a mighty war machine. His head was immense, eyes black as obsidian, teeth pointed for consumption of all that stood in his way, horns pointed forward, not for defense, but for mauling his victims. His skin, taut from breeching against the muscles fighting to burst out, was a deep crimson, dappled here and there with coarse black hairs. 
He was a physical specimen. 
The sight of his own reflection sent a surge of adrenaline through him. Then he saw his tail and his heart sank. It was thin and feeble, with a little tuft of black fur at the end. Where was the musculature? Where were the razor sharp spikes? He reached back and grabbed it. It felt weak. He growled in a deep baritone. 
Oh well, he thought, nothing's perfect. 
He saw a whirl of motion moving down the street. It was a pile of clothes moving towards him. It bumped into his leg and then stopped. 
Jack reached down and picked each article of clothing up to inspect. The spider had done well. Perhaps he'd let it live. 
He pulled a large sweater over his head, careful not to destroy it with his horns. It clung to him tightly. He slipped a humungous pair of jeans on and then tucked his stupid fucking tail down one of the pant legs. He pulled a winter coat on and he started to feel warmer. 
The spider scurried off once more. 
Jack checked himself out in the window again. He looked like a damn dork. The sweater had three snowmen on it, all wearing scarves of different colors. The jeans bulged out in all the wrong places and they were way too short. His body was not designed to be clothed. It was meant to be stared at in awe and fright, not covered up. But it was freezing so he had no choice. 
The spider came back with a wood saw clutched between two of its thick legs. Jack picked the saw up and gave the spider a quizzical look. The spider ran up Jack's body, all the way up to his head, and then it pulled on his horns, as a sort of hint. 
Jack guessed what it wanted him to do, but why? Why hide what he was from the world? Why be afraid of revealing his splendor to a weak, little planet full of pathetic creatures?
He had no memories, and that was what convinced him to trust the spiders judgment in the end; the spider seemed to know more than he did.
He swatted the spider away and it clanged off the shop window to his right. It didn't seem too bothered by the rough treatment. 
Then Jack sawed at his horns with all of his might. He must have cut too close because there was a lot of blood when he was done, that was black and oily, and it stunk of smoke and burnt hair. Then again, the stink might have come from the friction burns he'd inflicted on his horns as he sawed away.
Each horn hit the sidewalk with a deafening thud. When he was done he let the saw fall from his grip. 
He said to the spider in his deep ominous voice, "That better not have been for nothing."
The spider just stared up at him with its soulful, watery eyes. It was a look that made Jack's heart melt. 
He bent down and put a hand on the spider. It quivered again and then it scurried off. 
Jack picked up his horns and put one in each pants pocket. They might come in useful later as weapons. 
Then he remembered the red ball he'd seen earlier. He must have dropped it at some point because it was resting on the ground a dozen feet behind him. He clopped over and retrieved it. Its dormant power coursed up his arm. 
The ball was important, he just didn't know why yet.
 



The Impostor
 
Lucifer smiled and kissed Melanie, his live-in girlfriend, on the cheek. He ruffled his adoptive sons hair but the boy shrugged him off and backed out of reach. Lucifer didn't care. He didn't care for either of them but he had to keep up appearances. 
They thought his name was Jack. Jessie thought he was his real father and Melanie thought he was the man she'd fallen in love with over a year ago. What they didn't know was that he'd tricked the real Jack almost exactly one year ago and switched places with him, assuming his identity, even his characteristics and mannerisms.
He thought of poor Jack roasting in hell. All Jack had tried to do was help him. He didn't deserve what Lucifer had done to him. But Lucifer had to do it because God checked in on hell from time to time and did something akin to a head count. God would mistake Jack's soul for his and then be on his merry way, none the wiser. 
Lucifer knew God didn't suspect a thing because if he did, he'd be dead or roasting right now. 
He'd already wasted a year getting situated. Time was of the essence and he just didn't know how much he had to play with anymore.
Melanie said, "Luke, you forgot the car keys."
Lucifer had insisted they call him Luke instead of Jack because the name Jack brought back feelings of regret. Also, he hated the name. Luke was close enough to his actual name without letting the cat out of the bag.
They'd all assumed new identities after the ruckus last year, but Luke's was the only alias that had stuck.
Lucifer said, "Whatever would I do without you?" 
He pulled her close and kissed her fully on the mouth. Then he retrieved the keys and left. 
He was on his way to his church. He had built it from the ground up over the past six months and he had quite the following already. There were new recruits waiting to hear his sermon and he hated to leave his adoring fans wanting. 
As he got in the car, he nodded at one of the two men patrolling the grounds of his house. They were parishioners, working for him for free, simply because he'd asked. They didn't have a clue who he really was either or else they most certainly wouldn't be so eager to help. 
He'd told Melanie that the patrols were only there to keep a lookout and to keep them safe. 
The truth was very different. He had the house watched to make sure Melanie and Jessie didn't take off while he was gone. He wasn't being overly protective, or controlling, he worried that either of them might suspect that he's not really Jack, but instead Lucifer. 
News like that could not circulate. God could not know. 
The constant charade was exhausting but it was necessary. And with some luck, it would pay off soon enough.
He pulled out of his driveway and headed off to work. He had lies to spread and fears to exploit. He loved his job.
 



Jack's Lady
 
Melanie watched Luke pull out of the driveway. She had mixed feelings about her man these days. The man she'd met a year ago was a kindhearted, intelligent, easy going atheist. This new version was a highly driven religious nut. 
He'd swung so far in the opposite direction he even had a religious following of what she could only describe as cult members. 
He'd explained his new position simply: He'd seen the depths of hell and he'd do anything to never have to see it again. He never once tried to force her to see things his way, which she was grateful for. 
She was a true believer; she just didn't much care for the way God was running things. But that was all in the past. The present situation was even more bleak to her.
Things had not turned out the way she'd hoped. The love of her life seemed to only pretend to care for her these days. The absence of passion was evident despite Luke's efforts to hide it. 
How had they arrived here? Just a year ago, they'd shared something terrible but also special. They'd taken on a secretive underground government operation in order to free Luke's son, Jessie. 
Jessie was a small, weak looking boy but he possessed an unnatural power that made the small hairs on the back of her neck stand to attention whenever she thought about it. When he dreamt, his dreams became reality. Some of his dream manifestations were living creatures which had helped them escape from the facility last year with horrifying consequences. 
The government scientists studying him had no clue that his powers came from a sacred ritual performed during his conception a decade earlier. They just thought he was weird and scary and spent countless hours attempting to exploit his abilities. But in the end, his abilities baffled them. They couldn't know the true magnitude of the big picture.
Luke was Jessie's real dad but he didn't even know Jessie existed until he was brought into the government facility to help study the child's strange powers (he'd been tricked by Jessie's birth mother during a one night stand a decade earlier and then left in the dark about the birth). 
What only a select few people were aware of was that Jessie's powers had been borne of hell. It was all by design, to aide in Lucifer's escape from his hellish prison. Those involved with helping Jessie were all aware of the endgame and they were eager to release Lucifer. Lucifer wasn't the bad guy; he was a misunderstood angel who only wanted to undo the horrific shit God had inflicted upon mankind; that was all. 
Lucifer would overthrow the status quo and set himself up as a new, caring, compassionate God who actually gave a damn about mankind. That was the plan.
It was Luke's job to release Lucifer from his bonds. Luke was a late arrival to the whole situation but he caught up quickly and performed his duties admirably.
She remembered the details from a year ago like they had just happened yesterday:
All of their planning had come to a focal point and it was time for Luke to finally release Lucifer.
He'd opened the portal to hell with a red death ball that came from Jessie's dreams (that also killed on contact). The ball had become two dimensional as it floated above the ground. 
Time ceased for Melanie at that point so she didn't see what happened next, but Luke told her it became a hole between realms and Lucifer was on the other side of it, looking back at him.
He spoke to Lucifer for a long time but in the end he rejected his advances and locked him back up in hell for eternity. It was a turn of events no one had foreseen. Lucifer was denied entry. A decade of planning was thwarted by Luke's inability to pull the trigger.
Melanie was secretly overjoyed by the outcome though. She'd fallen in love with the man and the thought of an angels soul residing within his body kind of freaked her out. 
That's when things went sideways. Everything got really boring in a hurry. 
They'd adopted aliases, although hers and Jessie's didn't stick the same way Luke's had (his real name was Jack). They drove from hotel to motel a lot those first few months. 
Then out of the blue, Luke got religious and started his own weird little cult. After that, money was no object. One of his followers even gave them the house they now lived in. 
The church Luke presided over was once an old school house, converted to an antique store, and then eagerly bequeathed to him by the owners. 
Luke spent a ton of time and money tricking the building out until it was more church-like. His following was rabid and growing by the day.
So Luke's life seemed to have a purpose, but what of hers? 
She was a bright ex-soldier with ambitions of her own, but it seemed like that all took a back seat to Luke's wants. 
He probably wouldn't even give her children of her own since they hadn't been intimate in a very long time, for reasons she just couldn't put her finger on. 
And what of poor Jessie? She'd mentioned enrolling him in school but Luke rightly pointed out that if he dozed off in class and one of the dream-creature abominations materialized, they'd all be found out and the government would have them executed (because of what they'd done last year to those poor military guards at the facility). 
So she home schooled Jessie the best she could and just hoped every day for a change of fortunes. 
For his part, Jessie seemed to have adjusted well enough, although he had taken a distinct disliking to his father. She didn't understand that because Luke was a good man despite his quirky flaws, and he seemed to genuinely care for his son. 
Maybe Jessie was acting out because he felt like Luke had abandoned him at birth, but that was unfair. Luke didn't even know he existed until a little over a year ago. Jessie's mom was the one at fault. She'd performed the ritual that made Jessie special, failed to inform the father of the child, and then when things got scary with the boy, she simply abandoned him; she didn't have the moxy to finish what she'd started. (Child services then picked him up and it soon became apparent that he was unique. That's when the government stepped in and that's when she and Luke got involved.)
Jessie's mom caused all of his pain, not Luke. She deserved his ire.
Emotions are a funny thing, she thought, especially at such a young age.
She wandered through the silent house, pausing at the kitchen window to watch one of Luke's devout followers walk past. He was patrolling the house as a lookout for approaching government agents. It sure seemed to her like they'd left one prison (the underground government facility) for a new, self imposed prison.
She turned the TV on, watched a game show. She wept as quietly as she could, careful not to let Jessie hear her.
 



Jack remembers...a little
 
Jack's memories started to come back to him, but each one seared his brain, and he fought to cast them off before they did too much damage or caused him too much pain. 
He had been tricked by Lucifer. Lucifer had used him to escape his hellish prison, then he threw Jack inside so that God wouldn't get suspicious. Apparently God checks in on hell from time to time to see that all souls are present. 
But according to the plan as explained to Jack, it wasn't supposed to go that way. Lucifer was supposed to just come along for the ride, inside Jack's body. They were supposed to be two drivers of the same car (with neither of them stuck in hell). For various reasons related to his hatred of God, Jack was fine with sharing his body with the soul of God's nemesis. But that's not what happened. He'd been played for a fool and tossed into the pits of hell like a piece of garbage.
Lucifer had stolen his identity and he guessed that he'd also assumed his life since then. Did that mean he was with Jessie and Melanie? Had he killed them already? That thought brought a wave of fury with it and Jack snarled. He felt his horn nubs tingle. 
The spider scurried off into another room for safety. 
The spider had found them an abandoned home to hole up in as Jack got used to the earth again. The earth seemed foreign to him like how old childhood memories always come crashing down when you revisit a place where you grew up. Didn't that house used to be bigger. Didn't the park used to be more colorful and have more vibrant scents? Wasn't my second grade teacher twice as tall, with the scowl of a demon?

Apparently all memories were lies. That was how Jack felt right then. 
The earth was drab, lacking any of the luster he remembered. Maybe it was because he'd spent the past year untouched by all things mortal? Or maybe he'd put it on a pedestal where it didn't belong in the first place. 
Maybe he didn't respect earth anymore because he'd called hell his home for the past year.
He just couldn't remember any details. That was probably a good thing because those memories were almost certainly poisonous, maybe even deadly.
Jack tilted his head up and sniffed the air. He looked all around; God was still in command, he knew. So why hadn't Lucifer destroyed him like he said he would?
Maybe that was another one of Lucifer's lies? Maybe his assertion that he would kill God upon release was a ruse to trick someone into freeing him?
It didn't matter now. Jack, was here to set things straight. 
He would kill Lucifer for his deceitfulness, make sure his son was safe and reunite with the love of his life, Melanie. At least that was what he remembered as his original plan. 
The spider still seemed to know more than he did, so he let the little guy take the lead. He trusted it, as one would a loyal pet. It was like a guide dog, only uglier and far more terrifying. 
He'd recently named the spider Dick-eyes because it had a human dick and eyes, but he reserved the right to rename it as soon as he thought of something better.
Dick-eyes came back into the room with a baseball cap for him to wear. Jack put it on, struggling to pull it past the sawn off nubs where his horns once were. The spider left once more, only to return a few minutes later with a bottle clutched between two of its legs. Jack picked up the bottle and the spider took off again.
It was a bottle of fake tan cream. Apparently the spider thought he should go incognito while he was up here. 
That made Jack wonder if he was a marked man. If God found out that he had escaped hell, would he come after him? 
Worse still: If God checked in on hell and noticed that the presence of evil had diminished, he'd go looking around the earth for Lucifer. And if he found him first then Jack wouldn't get the satisfaction of killing him. 
 



Cult Leader
 
Lucifer looked over his rapt followers. He was preaching about the apocalypse again to all that would hear him. It was their favorite subject, but only because he'd convinced them that it was coming very soon and he could save them from the tortures of hell. 
He remembered an old saying that went something like, the greatest trick the Devil ever pulled was convincing man he doesn't exist. But Lucifer knew better. 
Technically, the Devil did not exist. Not yet anyway. 
Becoming the ruler of hell was tempting to him, as it always had been, but he worried that it might be a death sentence. The ruler of hell had better be an equal to God or God would quickly make things right with the universe. Whoever took that throne should be very fucking prepared to defend it. The throne was his birthright, but he had to be careful about when he accepted it or it would be a death sentence too. That was his belief. That's why he was doing all of this. He needed to be ready when the war broke out. 
He said in his clear, booming voice, "The apocalypse is cresting the horizon as I speak these words to you and it is more terrible than anything you can possibly imagine. Hell's army is eager to rip and rape."
The crowd was quiet, like kindergarteners hearing Green Eggs and Ham for the first time.
"The Devil knows you all by name. He wants to shake each of your hands and kiss you on the forehead right before he lets his demons have their fun with your meat and your souls. He cums all over himself as he imagines what he'll do to you; all of you."
Lucifer knew that you had to be crude to get through to some people. With TV and the internet and books readily available, people had heard and seen just about everything, so he decided he had to kick it up a notch to get noticed.
"You might be wondering, what will the demons do exactly? 
"They will sodomize you until you get used to it, and then they'll get creative. Your flesh is their play thing and they've had millennia to come up with various ways of rending and manipulating it to cause you the most severe pains and them the most serene pleasures possible. Then, when they're done, the fires of hell will cleanse your memory. You'll forget what being ass raped felt like and how long it takes to pass out from being skinned alive. You'll forget all the tortures because that means they all become new and fresh, over and over and over again, throughout eternity."
An old lady left through the back doors but that was alright, Lucifer always lost a few as he gained dozens more. Plus, if he'd disgusted her enough, she'd go and complain to others and some people would show up simply out of a morbid curiosity. 
In the end, Lucifer would get all the followers he needed. His message needed to be spread for the lies to reach the right ears. 
He needed an angel to hear him and believe him and he couldn't get that unless one actually showed up for one of his sermons.
 



Jessie the Dream weaver
 
Melanie made a grilled cheese for Jessie. He wouldn't eat it but she still had to try. 
The boy was skin and bones and yet he possessed such amazing power within that frail body; power granted to him from hell through the sacred rite that took place when he was conceived. 
She wondered why he still had the power. 
After Lucifer was denied entrance to the earth realm, she'd assumed Jessie's strange powers would go away. Lucifer was trapped forever on the other side so what use were the dream powers to Lucifer anymore? With the doorway bricked up, what use was there for a key?
Then again, Jessie's dream creatures and objects materialized less and less nowadays so maybe it would just take time to go away. She hoped that was it.
Jessie was playing video games in his room as was usual, when she came in with his sandwich. He glanced at her quickly, then back to the screen, then at her again. He was intense when he played. It seemed like the only time he was ever really in the moment was when he was playing.
When she put the plate on the dresser beside his bed he turned off the game and said, "Thanks Melanie. Thank you for everything. I know this must be hard for you."
She was proud of him the way a mother should be. He was smart as hell and calm in a Zen-like way, which was especially impressive since he was an eleven year old boy, cooped up at home all day, every day with no friends and a father who spent more and more time away from home. 
She smiled and said, "Read a book while you eat." 
He nodded but she knew he wouldn't. He was a boy after all.
Then she closed the door and went to take a nap on the sofa. 
 



Jack's ugly as Sin
 
Jack looked himself over in the bathroom mirror. He looked hideous but at least he looked like a hideously disfigured human being and not a freshly escaped damned soul. 
People probably wouldn't scream and run away from him anymore. Something about that made him sad.
He'd tried the tanning lotion but it wasn't enough to hide his deep red skin tone. The spider got him some make-up putty that people use on Halloween to add scars and such and Jack applied it liberally to his face. He smoothed over the deep musculature with it, like spackling a wall. His face looked fatter but also much less demonic. 
He then cut his talons down with a pair of garden sheers (when the scissors broke from too much resistance) and the spider found him a pair of gloves large enough to fit even his oversized hands. 
He wore a tan overcoat now and he'd traded his baseball cap out for a ten gallon cowboy hat that better covered his nubs. 
He looked ridiculous but that was intentional, to draw the eye away from his Satanic features. 
He wasn't entirely satisfied, but it would have to do. He felt like he had little time before God discovered his prisoners missing and came looking. 
Jack wanted to deal with Lucifer himself and if God wanted a piece of him afterwards, then so be it. 
He'd take on God too, no problem. The idea thrilled him. He didn't expect to beat God or kill him, just to inflict a little damage on the bastard. After all, God had allowed all of this to happen to him. God made the rules, Lucifer had only manipulated them.
A memory came to him like a bolt of lightning: During his time in hell he'd realized one thing; he deserved to be there. 
He'd accidentally caused the death of his only friend. He had killed a bunch of military personnel to free his son from the facility they kept him in. Then he killed two angels, although the word kill might be a stretch. Maybe he'd just vanquished them or something. But his intention was to kill them and God judged intentions equal to acts. 
Then he'd went against God's will and freed Lucifer from hell. 
If anyone deserved to go to hell, it was him. 
He pulled the red metallic ball from his coat pocket. It was eager to kill. When he used it to help his son escape from the facility, it had been a mystery to him, but now that he'd spent some time in hell, he understood its purpose more than ever; it was a soul collector. It was a glutton though because even though it was bursting with souls, it was greedy for more. 
But there was more to the death ball that he couldn't put his finger on just yet. He didn't let the absence of information bother him though. He knew the answers would come to him in time. His memories grew by the hour, so it wouldn't be much longer before the mysteries of the ball were remembered.
He willed it to float before him and it did so obediently. He moved it around the room with the power of his mind. It brought back old feelings, feelings of wonderment and joy; feelings he'd long ago given up on as silly and baseless. 
With a full year in hell under his belt, he now knew there was no hope. Lucifer would know that soon enough too.
 



Angel Rape
 
Shelly Collins ran her skinny ass off. Some angels had found her and they were trying to rape her. 
She didn't know why God had chosen her to bring forth the new messiah, but she didn't agree with his decision one little bit.
Her life had gone to shit a month ago.
That was when the voice came to her. She'd heard that clear voice within her head, plain as day as it recited some sort of prophecy. 
It was God speaking. 
It said she would give birth to a holy being, part human and part angel. 
Shelly had been drinking that night so it was easy enough to shrug it off as a trick of the imagination, that is, until a fucking angel burst through her window the following morning and tried to grab at her. 
It was fast but she got lucky. It was so worked up that it ran right into the edge of the door frame as she made her escape. Several more attempts were made on her virginity, and so far she'd evaded them all. None of it seemed real, even though she was given almost daily reminders that her virginity was some kind of beacon to sex starved angels.
But could she keep this up forever?
She even considered letting a random dude deflower her just to taint the goods, but she didn't know for sure if being a virgin was even important. She couldn't bring herself to do it anyway, so it was a moot point.
She did not want to be the twenty first century version of the Virgin Mary and it wasn't right that no one had even bothered to ask her for permission. 
God really did work in mysterious ways. Mysterious and disgusting ways. He was a sociopath. 
The angels were mauling one another as they chased her. Apparently she was a hot ticket and they weren't comfortable with gang rape so they were trying to take out the competition. It worked in Shelly's favor because their in-fighting slowed them down and she was able to lose them in the dark.
God, she hated the fucking angels.
 



The First Lead
 
Jack's horns were growing back at an alarming rate. He could already see them peeking over the top of his forehead, curling down in front of his eyes. Rather than use a wood saw again for a temporary fix, he opted for permanence. He reached up with both hands and pulled at them with all of his might. It didn't hurt, he just felt a strong pressure on his forehead. His arm muscles bulged from the exertion. 
There were crackling noises followed by two wet pops, and the horns came loose in his hands, one after the other. His vision turned red as blood streamed into his eyes. 
It still didn't hurt. 
Maybe nothing would hurt him anymore, ever since he'd endured the tortures of hell. 
But when he felt a mild headache coming on, he knew that wasn't quite true. He could be hurt, it would just take a lot to do any damage.
He tossed the under-grown horns against the far wall and then he tightly wrapped a towel around his forehead. It soaked through with his blood in an instant.
He thought about breaking off his hooves to see if there were feet hidden inside of them but he thought better of it. If there weren't, he'd feel like a dumbass and he'd have to hobble along on stumps; not exactly an ideal situation considering all that he needed to accomplish.
Dick-eyes came scuttling into the room. It had a magazine clutched between two of its legs. 
Jack bent down to retrieve it. It was a National Enquirer. He looked at the spider like it was an idiot with shit for brains but then the spider scurried up his leg, across his abdomen and chest, and then down his arm that held the magazine. It tapped the front cover impatiently with one of its large, hairy spider legs. 
The cover story was titled, "Why do angels keep trying to rape me?" 
Jack read it through. 
Apparently some young lady from Chicago believed that she had been chosen the same way the virgin Mary had been chosen, but instead of receiving God's seed, she was to receive the seed of an angel...and apparently she was not on board with that. She claimed to have fought off half a dozen angels already but they kept coming back for her. She said her future child was supposed to be the new messiah or something along those lines. At the end of the piece, the reporter said that the delusional girl was unavailable for a follow-up interview. 
Did that mean she was in hiding?
Jack had no leads on Lucifer so he figured he'd go see what this insane girl was up to. Lucifer was an angel, despite what he'd morphed into outside of God's grace, so maybe Lucifer had tried to rape the girl too, if of course, her story checked out and she didn't turn out to be a crack pot. If so then maybe she'd know where Lucifer was hiding. 
It was worth a shot, and the spider liked the idea so it would probably bear fruit.
Jack placed dick-eyes on the floor and then rewrapped his head. The blood streamed less now so he put the cowboy hat on to hold the towel in place. He draped his windbreaker over his shoulders and said to Dick-eyes, "Get the gang together and debrief them. We need a vehicle too. Hurry now."
He glanced one last time at the magazine in his hand and his eyes fell upon a headline at the bottom of the front page. It read, "Satan Comes to Wisconsin, page 8."
He flipped to page eight out of curiosity but the story was small, lacking any truth or details. No one had snapped a photo of him but someone had drawn a rendition. It made him appear cartoonish, with huge horns and reptilian eyes, but at least they drew his tail with as little accuracy. The tail looked powerful and it had spikes up and down it. If only that part were true, he thought. 
He snickered and tossed the magazine down at his hooves.
He had to do a better job of flying under the social radar. He didn't think God read the National Enquirer. He could only hope people regarded the magazine the way he remembered: As a bullshit rag for hillbillies and weirdoes. 
 



Uh Oh!
 
Jessie had a dream. He dreamt of monsters. When they began to appear at the foot of his bed in brilliant flashes of light, his eyes flickered open and he whispered, "Find Jack."
The monsters rushed out of the room in a terrifying, undulating wave as Jessie drifted back to sleep.
 



Afraid of Monsters
 
Melanie dove behind the sofa. Hideous beasts emerged from Jessie's room and fled the house with a seemingly singular purpose. They dented walls and broke furniture as they went. 
By the time she gathered the courage to peek over the top of the sofa, the creatures were all gone and the house was destroyed. The carpet was torn to shreds, the pictures from the walls were all on the floor, broken, and the air smelled of smoke and wet hay.
She'd seen some of these creatures in the past. The werewolf was certainly familiar, the sight of it sent chills up her spine. The tiny bat-mobiles, she remembered from a year ago, drove across her walls and ceiling before exiting through the front door. Before she laid eyes on the rest, she'd ducked behind the sofa for safety.
She didn't know what this meant but the last time these creatures appeared, a lot of people died.
 



Trickster gets Tricked
 
Luke said evenly, "Son, where do you think they went?"
Jessie lied, "I don't know. They ran away before I even woke up."
Luke cocked his eyebrows at the boy and then wheeled on Melanie. His features were overcome with confusion and maybe just a hint of fear. 
"The last time those things showed up, it was a massacre, but at least there was a purpose behind it. What the hell does this mean?" 
He was trying his best to hide the dread building in his heart. 
Melanie shrugged. Their fight was long over. Maybe the creatures had nothing to do with them. She bit her tongue though. It looked like Luke's anxiety was ready to burst at the seams. 
He paced back and forth, deep in thought. Then he remembered the red death ball. Where was the damn thing? Shit, he'd tossed it away a few days ago. Its power was all dried up, so it was just a useless trinket, right? 
But that must have something to do with this. The ball had once been a portal. Lucifer had used it to cross over and then he'd shut Jack inside. Had the ball been reactivated, and if so, by whom? 
Could Jack be pulling the strings from hell, the way Lucifer had last year? No fucking way. Lucifer spent millennia learning how to manipulate the earth realm from hell-side, and even then he wasn't very good at it. There was no way Jack could figure it out in just a year. 
Then what did this mean? 
Was God starting to figure things out? Nope. God was not a subtle man. He wouldn't bother with conjuring creatures, he'd just point down and Lucifer would evaporate. That's how the guy had always worked when he even cared enough to intervene, which was almost never. But he'd act when he found out Lucifer was trying to activate the apocalypse. 
Yeah, Lucifer was pretty sure God had no hand in this. Maybe the child was just going nuts as his powers waned?
Now that he was earth-side, he didn't possess the ability to tweak Jessie's dreams anymore, probably because he didn't need to now that he had escaped. That was it. Jessie was acting on auto-pilot without Lucifer there to lead the way and direct the dreams.
He turned to Melanie and smiled. "We'll keep an eye on things, but let's not worry about the things we can't control.
She nodded her head but she didn't understand his nonchalance. His son could have been killed today, and Melanie too.
 



Road Trip
 
Dick-eyes had stolen a truck. Jack didn't even bother asking how it had got it to their hideout, he just got behind the wheel and drove.
It was tough with the hooves but he managed.
They were about an hour away from Chicago but once they got there, things would get tricky. They had no idea who the girl was or where she was holed up. But they knew angels were trying to rape her, so all they had to do was keep an eye out for an angel running around with a rage induced boner and follow him to her. 
Easier said than done. Jack wasn't even sure he'd be able to recognize an angel when he saw one, but they had nothing else to go on. 
If only Jack's memories would come back to him, maybe there was a better plan that made more sense that he'd simply forgotten about, buried somewhere deep in his head.
Oh well, at least Dick-eyes seemed to know what their next move should be. 
 



Angels and Demons
 
Shelly was running again. She was thankful for her agile frame because she'd been doing a lot of running lately. 
The angel had lost sight of her, but it was quick so she knew it would catch up to her. Right now, all she could hope for was a miracle or some type of divine intervention and she knew for a fact that wasn't about to happen.
A sly smile flitted across her lips as she ran. This was all so absurd. She couldn't even go to the cops. She guessed that an angel most likely wouldn't care one way or the other about just raping her in the lobby of the police station in front of every cop in the city. And she also guessed that the cops probably wouldn't be able to stop it.
She'd tried to go to the press but they basically made a laughing stock of her. 
Oh yeah, she thought, who'll get the last laugh when I actually do get raped by an angel? Oh, wait. Never mind.
This time was worse than the others. Usually these fuckers found her at night or in the early morning hours when it was still dark out. She didn't know why that was. Was it because it was only at nighttime that she stayed in one place, hiding out while she slept? Were they able to sniff her out, or follow a trail, or whatever?
But that was ok because it was easy as pie to lose these idiots at night. They were blind as bats in the dark. 
But this angel had spotted her on the streets in broad daylight through pure, dumb luck. She wouldn't be able to lose him in the dark like she had with the others. 
This might be it for her, she realized. She was about to be raped. The scummy fucking prophecy was about to be fulfilled whether she liked it or not.
Her legs kicked harder as the realization hit her. They worked like perfectly timed pistons, propelling her onwards at breakneck speed. 
And then the angel was upon her out of the clear blue. It wrapped her in a bear hug and maneuvered her down a narrow alleyway. 
It pushed her against a brick wall with no pretensions of tenderness. She was powerless against it. It's flesh was impervious, like solid concrete. 
Tears streamed from her eyes. This was it.
The angel was ugly as fuck too. It had a blotchy, bulbous nose, yellow teeth, awful breath, and a mole the size of a marble on its right eyelid that made the lid droop and lent it a demented looking quality. It's eyes were bloodshot. 
It looked like this angel was spending a lot of time hitting the bottle during his stay on earth because he had a booze hound's complexion. 
She hated to admit this to herself, but the rape would be worse because of how grotesque he was. It was an ugly thought but it was just how she felt.
As he was reaching up her shirt with his calloused hand, a blur of motion came rushing into them, knocking them both to the pavement.
Her vision went in and out but what she saw made her throat lock up, trapping the scream inside forever. 
A fucking werewolf was mauling the shit out of the rapist angel. As reality blurred she had a vague realization that maybe that was just the delirium tricking her eyes into seeing something that could not be real. Werewolves don't exist. But then again, angels don't exist either.
Just as her brain shut down completely, an oversized and blood-soaked demon wearing a cowboy hat and a tan windbreaker stood over her and smiled sadistically. 
She heard its massive hooves clopping the ground in great, loud bursts as it circled her prone body, no doubt excited to feast on her flesh and then her soul.
She heard the gnashing of teeth beside her and the angel's death throws as it lost the battle for its life against the ravenous hell hound. She felt warm blood specks hit her cheeks and hand as the werewolf tore.
Two big beautiful eyes with thick lashes were suddenly peering into hers from only inches away. Then she saw that they were attached to the biggest, gnarliest spider her nightmares could have ever concocted. What the hell was going on?
Her brain was trying to reboot but it was getting far too many system errors. 
Then all went dark.
 



Karl Marx, the Snitch
 
Lucifer saw it out of the corner of his eye, but he'd smelled it almost an hour ago. The hell beast was waiting patiently out of sight for the right moment to approach him. It stunk of hell. The charred flesh smell and that awful stink of livestock tickled Lucifer's nose and brought back old hate-filled memories.
Now was not the right moment for anything hell related. His adopted family were inside the house and two of his followers were circling the property on lookout. There were too many potential witnesses and he couldn't afford for any of them to start asking questions about hell beasts or question why one of them might want to bend his ear.
He didn't know what the beast wanted, but he knew it was friendly. He knew that because he was Lucifer, the greatest being to ever grace hell or earth. No hell spawn would dare fuck with him. 
This creature was probably bringing news and Lucifer's curiosity got the better of him. 
He told his men to take off, shaking each of their hands and thanking them for their service to the cause. 
When they finally left, he took a walk around to the back yard and stepped behind the garage. He knew the beast would get the hint and follow him back there.
The beast was larger than most, but Lucifer recognized him. He was eight feet tall with the lower body of a gargantuan ant and the head and torso of an old grey bearded man. 
Jack had called him the Karl Marx ant but that was only because the bushy grey beard looked like the famous Leftist's. 
The Karl Marx ant approached carefully. He held up his human hands as a sign of good will and surrender.
Lucifer smiled and beckoned him closer. This had better be good or he'd rip the monster limb from limb and cast him back into hell forever. And when he returned to his rightful home, he'd inflict even more punishments on the ant. No one wasted his time, not even his closest allies.
 



The Band's Back Together
 
Jack stared at the thin young woman, unconscious on the sofa. They'd brought her back to their hideout for safe keeping. She hadn't stirred yet even though they hadn't exactly been gentle with her. The werewolf had crushed her against the side door the entire drive back and Jack had accidentally bonked her head as he pulled her out of the car. She'd have probably been better off if they'd just left her alone.
She looked young, maybe early to mid twenties. Her hair was auburn but it was matted in angel blood at the moment. She was slender and fit, and pretty enough for a girl who'd been living like a vagrant for the past month.
Dick-eyes was busy setting up perimeter sweep shifts for the hell spawned creatures that had recently become a part of Jack's group. They'd found him and Dick-eyes as they searched the city streets of Chicago for the rape victim to be. 
At first, the sight of them put him on edge and he was certain he was in for a fight, but then he remembered some of them from his past life; they were here to help. They'd helped him in his past life rescue his son and he not only owed them a debt of gratitude, but he knew he could trust them with his life.
They had all died for his cause then and they'd do the same for him now. It was reassuring to know that. 
How they'd found him without drawing any unwanted attention to themselves was nothing short of a miracle because they looked exactly like what they were: Beasts from hell.
Getting them back to Wisconsin was a problem but Dick-eyes stole another vehicle and they each brought a load back with them. Each vehicle was packed like a clown car, but with hideous hell borne beasts and one skinny unconscious girl. 
They were lucky the cops didn't spot them and pull them over. Or was it the other way around?
The werewolf was there and the pig, and the hyena too. The small bat-mobiles (bats with wheels for legs) rolled lazily along the ceiling, fast asleep. 
They'd had to house the white tiger in the bathroom because of its blow-hole on its back that spewed out a thick blood-like substance all over the damn place. 
He put the stupid goatraffe in the tool shed out back but only because it was a frickin' douche bag. All it did was say fuck off and spit at you. It was basically useless in battle. 
The clones were absent, which made sense because why would he need them on this mission? They looked nothing like him anymore now that he was no longer a man.
The invisible female monster that had taken a shine to him wasn't with them either but maybe she was still upset that he'd shunned her advances the last time around. It was too bad because she had come in very handy being that she was invisible and invincible at once. She was the perfect shield. 
Maybe she was here, just looking on like a love sick voyeur, but it was impossible to know for sure. But he imagined she wasn't here because she'd be groping his junk by now.
The writhing mass of naked beautiful women was absent too but that was ok. Their usefulness was determinant on the enemy giving a shit about nude female forms. Lucifer wouldn't care about them the same way the guards at the facility had last year so their effectiveness would be nullified. 
The toad was nowhere to be seen, and Jack was glad for that. It was useful but it made him sick to his stomach. It was the size of a Volkswagen Beetle and it ate people alive, slowly and painfully. Then, when it was done swallowing, it would shit out a dozen or so tiny versions of the person it had just eaten. He'd seen it do just that and it nearly turned his stomach inside out. It had eaten an enemy guard and then shit out a bunch of little versions of him last year. The little guards then took up the fight, but for their side. Jack was relieved that it hadn't shown up.
None of those absences bothered him much. What made him suspicious was the absence of the Karl Marx ant creature. That guy was a smart tactician of formidable size and speed who would've come in handy against a foe like Lucifer. Jack felt his absence more than all the rest put together. 
Oh well, they'd make do without him. 
Plus they had two extra creatures. One was a small black cat. He didn't know what unique skills it had but he knew when he found out, he'd be amazed, or more than likely, mortified.
The other confused him even more so. It was a fat green, hairy caterpillar. It was as long and thick as a python, but cute rather than scary. He named it Mr. Pickles because it looked a bit like a pickle and sent it to stay outside in the backyard, only because he kept tripping over the thing. He had no idea what skill-set Mr. Pickles had but he was excited about the possibilities.
He looked upon the snoring girl again. She was an innocent in all of this and yet here she was, completely involved whether she liked it or not. 
Angels were trying to rape her to fulfill some weird prophecy and Jack had kidnapped her to help him locate Lucifer. 
Poor girl. What had she done to deserve this? Nothing.
Jack had been an innocent once too and he had terrible things happen to him that were out of his control. He'd lost his entire family as a boy. Then his uncle was given custody of him but as soon as the checks from the State stopped rolling in he abandoned him without a word. 
It was at that point that that skank tricked him into a one night stand. She'd set up some kind of long forgotten archaic ritual unbeknownst to him. That's when his son Jessie was conceived. 
Then one set back after another meant he was living a shadow of the life he should have been enjoying. 
He was a loser and his luck got worse by the hour until that fateful day when he was contacted to join a secretive government study. 
He jumped at the chance. It would be his opportunity to pull himself out of the gutter and realize his full potential. 
It backfired on him to say the least. 
It had landed him in hell.
He stared at the small girl and felt a kinship with her that he was certain wouldn't be reciprocated once she woke up and laid eyes on his hideous form. He most certainly didn't appear to be a victim anymore. 
He was pleased by that. For the first time he was in control of his destiny.
 



Waking Nightmare
 
Shelly awoke slowly, languorously. Her head hurt like a son of a bitch. What had happened? Had she been raped and left for dead? Was she already dead?
When the memories came flooding back, she wished that was all that had happened to her. She could deal with that because it fit in with her newfound version of reality. 
Instead, she was in a room with Satan and his minions and they looked fucking pissed. She hoped they'd make it quick, but she knew deep down that they'd draw out the tortures for as long as possible. 
How had she gotten to this point in her life? What had she done to deserve any of this? 
If she had a gun right then, she'd have put it under her chin and pulled the trigger. But then, don't suicides go to hell? Would she be playing right into their hands?
None of this made a lick of sense.
Satan spoke to her and the windows of the house they were in rattled, and the floorboards quaked as the very air reverberated ferociously all around. 
His voice made tears stream from her eyes, and her breath seized in her throat. 
Its voice was guttural and deep and vicious, but the words were almost kind. Almost.
She was right in the middle of trying to decipher what it had said to her when she saw what it had on its head.
It had a huge spider on its blood-smeared head, in place of the cowboy hat it had on the last time she'd seen it. 
The spider had a dick. The spider had a dick. The spider had a human dick.
That was the tipping point for her. She passed out.
 



Interrupted Message
 
"Speak," Lucifer demanded, barely able to conceal his disgust.
The Karl Marx ant hesitated, which made Lucifer's blood froth.
"Speak now," he bellowed.
The ant said in its high faluten accent, "Something is afoot you should know about sir. I came to you as soon as I could."
"Get to it."
"You're in danger."
Just then Lucifer heard a rustling sound from behind the ant. He peered over its shoulder and he was shocked to see Jessie standing there wearing nothing but his pajama pants. He looked so small and frail behind the bulk of the immense ant creature.
Lucifer thought, ah shit, the cats out of the bag now. 
But he could lie to the boy. His lies were convincing. He could trick the child into disbelieving his own eyes if he had enough time alone with him.
But then Jessie did something unexpected. He pointed at Karl Mark and said in a quiet, measured voice, "Stop it."
Lucifer did a double-take.
The ant stared at the ground for a long time, its lip quivering.
Jessie dropped his arm to his side and stood rooted to the spot, glaring at the ant.
The ant looked into Lucifer's eyes. It seemed like it wanted to say more but it was afraid to.
Then it turned back to Jessie, gave the boy a curt nod, and then vanished in a brilliant flash of light that made Lucifer wince. 
Before Lucifer could process what had just happened, Jessie was already headed back inside the house.
 
 



Dealing With the Devil
 
Shelly bolted for the door. It was an instinctive reaction that had saved her ass plenty of times lately. She threw it open, took a step forward, and screamed at the top of her lungs. There was a werewolf blocking the exit and it was snarling at her.
She fell to the floor and the werewolf advanced, its gigantic head low to the ground.
Then Satan loomed over her, reached a hand out and ruffled the werewolf's black fur. 
The beast sat down and panted, its thick, bushy tail wagged excitedly. 
Satan tipped a bottle of whiskey back and took a long pull straight from the bottle. Then he held it out for her to take. She took it from him because she was afraid of what might happen if she told him to get fucked. He stared at her until she tipped it back too.
It was awful, but mostly because of the stench that came from his lips touching the bottle seconds before. It gave the drink a charred meat flavor. She pretended it was yummy and handed it back. 
Satan's index finger brushed against her hand as he took it and it sent a shiver down her spine. The skin he'd touched turned red and started to itch. She fought the urge to scratch it in front of him.
He nodded toward the doorway so she picked herself off of the floor and turned around, heading back into the living room. She wasn't one for taking orders but what else could she do?
Satan followed her in and closed the door on the now placated werewolf door guard.
He waved his taloned hand towards the only sofa so she took a seat and waited for the tortures to begin. 
For some reason she was starting to get the feeling he wasn't going to kill her, but she couldn't trust her diagnosis of the situation. Maybe he was just toying with her. 
It didn't matter. She wasn't about to escape any time soon; these guys were no angels, they were demons and they had her dead to rights. Her fate was in their hands.
Satan started by saying, "My name is Jack."
She said, "Do you mean like Gentleman Jack?"
"Huh."
"You know, the Devil."
"No, it's just Jack. Jack Mayberry. I was human once. I'm no devil. I might be a demon, but I can't remember."
"What do you want with me?" She was astounded by her own boldness but sometimes she got that way when she was cornered or afraid. It was her default attitude when shit went tits up.
Jack said, "I need you to help me find Lucifer."
Shelly pointed to her left and said, "He's over there," and then when he looked in that direction she took off running for the kitchen.
He reached out and grabbed her around the midsection before she made it. 
He didn't say a word and she didn't struggle once she felt his power. 
He forcefully placed her back on the sofa, gave her a stern look, which was serious since he already looked evil, and then he sat Indian style on the floor in front of her. He was so tall that his eyes were level with hers.
For the first time she noticed that his eyes were green. That surprised the hell out of her because it humanized him just a little bit. Maybe he was telling the truth. Maybe did used to be a man.
He said, "I'm going to use you as bait to lure out Lucifer. Angels want to rape you and they know you on sight. Lucifer was an angel. That is all I want with you. If you try to escape, knowing now that my intentions aren't nefarious, I'll take it personally."
"So I'm your prisoner?"
"If that's the way you want to see it, there's nothing I can say or do to change your mind. I'd like to think you'd want to help me destroy Lucifer."
"I really don't care."
"Lucifer stole my life and trapped me in hell. He has my family. I need your help. Will you help me willingly or do I need to keep an eye on you?"
She heard the low growl of the werewolf from the other side of the door and took it as a not so subtle warning. 
"I'll help you if you keep the other angels away from me." 
Suddenly, she was seeing clearly. This was a decent compromise considering she had no other options.
"Thank you Shelly. I appreciate it." He stood up and held out his hand.
She shook it and her hand was fully enveloped in his huge fist. It stung and itched immediately.
He let go and said, "We'll start out tomorrow. I'm pleased to have you on board. Let me introduce you to my team."
He let out a nearly subsonic, throaty growl. She assumed there'd be dogs barking for miles around and car alarms going off in Denver. Her hair shifted in the barely detectable breeze created by his vocal rumble.
Then bizarre monsters started to come through the doors, one at a time. 
He put a hand gently on her shoulder to quell her flight reflex.
The monsters lined up like soldiers and Jack introduced them in order.
Once he'd introduced them all around, he said, "This is Shelly. Angels want to plant their seed in her to make a sort of messiah. Say hello Shelly." 
Shelly waved meekly and then Jack dismissed the monsters.
Some were so horrifying her memory refused to process what her eyes had seen so she could only vaguely recall details even moments afterwards. Others were simple like the pig and the hyena.
Jack said, "I'm sorry if this all seems surreal to you. You'll get used to it. Trust me, a person can get used to anything."
Shelly said, "I know. A month ago I was a regular twenty one year old college student with a normal mundane life. Now I'm the future mother of the messiah, angels are trying to force themselves upon me, and the devil is using me to lure out Lucifer."
Jack said, "I'm sorry you see me as a devil. I was a regular guy only a year ago. I had a job and a girlfriend and a son. Then I made a bad decision and it turned me into this."
"What happened?"
"I told you. Lucifer tricked me."
"How so?"
"You ask too many questions."
"Did he lie to you?"
"He convinced me into seeing things from his point of view. He tricked me into releasing him from hell. And as thanks, he made me take his place while he assumed my identity. There, that's the whole story. Sorry if I come off as gruff talking about it but I harbor just a little resentment towards the guy."
"I understand. I didn't have a say in what happened to me either. No one asked me if I wanted a kid. No one asked if I wanted to have sex with an angel. I get it dude."
"Ok then. Good pep talk. Don't worry. We'll set this shit straight soon enough. Get some sleep."
It was a command and not a mere suggestion so Shelly nodded and shut up. 
Jack said, "I hope you decide to stay the night. The help can get feisty."
It was a barely veiled threat that Shelly took seriously. The last thing she wanted was to see that werewolf, or any of the creatures for that matter, up close and personal.
Jack walked from the room. Then he came back with a blanket and a pillow. As he left again he said threateningly, "I never sleep, Shelly."
In a way, she was glad for that. The angels predominantly came for her at night. They'd be in for a big fucking surprise this time.
 



Like Father Like Son?
 
Lucifer walked into Jessie's room and quietly closed the door behind him.
He didn't know what had happened or how to broach the subject without giving too much away but he had to know what Jessie was up to.
The boy acted defiant. He didn't look from the TV screen until Lucifer turned it off with the remote.
"We have some things to discuss son."
Jessie looked into his eyes with a steady gaze, unnaturally calm and collected for an eleven year old boy.
Lucifer said, "What happened out there today? That creature was about to tell me something important but you stopped it. Why?"
Jessie shrugged.
"You will tell me boy."
Jessie stared right at him rebelliously and said, "You think you can make me talk but you can't. I'm tougher than you think I am."
Lucifer knew he could make the child talk, but he didn't know why Jessie was keeping secrets from him in the first place.
Jessie stared at his hands and seemed to change his tune. "I'm sorry dad. I don't know why I say the things I do. Sometimes I dream that you're really the devil and that my real dad is trapped in hell forever. I know it's a dream but it feels so real. I know it's fake though."
Lucifer was shocked that the boy had such keen insight, but at least Jessie had doubts about it. Lucifer could stoke those doubts in time and the boy would come to trust him implicitly. It was Lucifer's fault; he should have been paying more attention to the boy.
He asked, "So why did you make those creatures appear? Why did you make the ant thing disappear?"
Jessie said, "I didn't mean to make the creatures, and I thought the ant monster was going to try and hurt you. I just wanted it to stop. I didn't make it disappear. I don't control them like that."
Lucifer was confused now. Was the kid lying? He couldn't tell anymore. That was odd because he could always sniff out deceit. 
He'd have to keep a closer eye on his family affairs from now on. His plans were starting to bear fruit and he'd hate for them to be ruined because he'd taken his eye off of his phony family.
As he left the room he said, "Don't tell Melanie about any of this."
"I know dad."
 



Freak show
 
Shelly was parched. For just a few seconds she forgot where she was, but then the smell of animals came to her and her memories kicked into overdrive. 
She was being held hostage by hell spawn to try and lure angels to them. At least she felt like her life had some sort of purpose, nefarious as it was.
She wandered into the kitchen and stopped dead in her tracks. 
Jack was dozing in the kitchen chair. So he was a fat liar; he did sleep. Then again, the bottle of whiskey in his right hand was empty so maybe he'd fallen into a booze coma. 
But that wasn't what disturbed her. What made her halt on the spot was the sight of the creatures and what they were doing to Jack as he slept. 
The spider that Jack kept calling Dick-eyes was on his head and it was laying webbing across the two circular wounds where she could only assume horns used to protrude from. The werewolf was licking his hands and then alternating to licking his face. 
Jack slept through the whole thing. 
The little bats with wheels instead of legs were busily nipping at his thick leathery skin, barely moving out of the way in time when the werewolf changed position. The little cat was rubbing itself against him too, but that just looked like normal cat behavior. 
But around this place, who knew what was normal and what was not?
In Jack's left hand was a steel red ball the size of a baseball. She noticed, not for the first time, that he always kept it with him. 
She took a step closer despite the fact that there were nightmarish demon creatures all around, and held her hand out to touch the ball. 
The cat hissed at her and its shackles raised. The werewolf let out a low throaty growl, and Dick-eyes swatted her hand away with one of its thick hairy spider legs. 
She took the not too subtle hint: The ball was off limits. She was just glad the monsters warned her rather than killed her.
She crept past them and grabbed a glass from the cabinet as quietly as she could. Dick-eyes watched her in silence as she filled the glass from the tap.
She realized she might not be able to get back to sleep after this.
She walked from the kitchen and put the glass on the floor beside the sofa and then went off to find the bathroom to pee.
She found it and she almost screamed. The place was slopped in thick, oily blood. It dripped from the ceiling. It filled the sink and the toilet. Then she heard rustling from behind the shower curtain and a large white head peeked out at her. It was the creepy tiger with the blow hole. She'd forgotten all about it. 
She decided she could hold it until morning, and so she traipsed back off to bed, trying her hardest to make her short term memories fail her.
 



The General Returns
 
General Marks was so close he could feel it in his bones. 
From the surveillance van parked a block down he watched Jack (who now called himself Luke) walk inside his house, oblivious to the fact that today would be his last day to draw a breath of air. 
The very notion sent a thrill all along the general's body.
The trail had turned cold almost instantly a year ago, when those bastards had slaughtered his men and taken off with the child, a child who just so happened to be a top secret classified asset. 
General Marks had only be spared by his superiors because it was obvious to them that he could not have stopped it, nor could anyone in the military, regardless of training or foreknowledge. What those people had done was brutal and fiendish. And they'd left dozens of bodies in their wake.
This was his new assignment: Track down the fugitives and dispose of them before anything became public knowledge. 
The government was not in the business of holding and experimenting on children, at least in an official capacity. It was his job to bury that secret for good.
It should have been easy enough given that he had fifty highly trained men and women at his disposal and all the might of the U.S. military at his back, but alas, he'd been running in circles until now. 
As it stood, he only had thirty two men with him because he'd had to dispatch the rest elsewhere to try and pick up the scent of the fugitives. 
They'd gone far and wide, as distant as Tijuana and western Europe, so there was no way to call them back in time to involve them in the forthcoming ambush. 
That was ok though, thirty two men should be sufficient so long as they kept the element of surprise and also, as long as the boy didn't have a chance to dream up any more of those murderous nightmarish creatures. 
He had to be careful, because this was his final shot at redemption. 
Luckily for the general, Jack (Luke) had made a bit of a name for himself as some sort of cult leader. The general would have never pegged him as a religious nut, but you never knew with people nowadays. 
One of his followers had secretly taken video footage of one of the sermons, if you could call it that, and posted it online. 
As soon as the general found out, he attained the address for the video operator, then he went to his house, took him into custody and basically threatened the shit out of him until he gave up the location of the church.
The guy was still in custody and he'd remain there until the operation was a success.
The general absently touched one of the tiny wounds that covered his entire body. He received them after failing to kill Jack (Luke) as he escaped a year ago. He hadn't caused the wounds though. 
In fact, he had simply walked away even though he could have easily killed the General on the spot. 
But then these tiny miniature soldiers, all less than a foot tall, just jumped him from out of nowhere. 
He'd thought the fight had been drained out of him until those little fuckers started shooting him with their little guns and punching him with their undersized fists. His resolve quickly returned and he massacred those little pricks, one by one. 
Each of them vanished in a flash of blinding light as soon as they were dead.
The memory brought a smile to his face. Nothing could make you feel more like a man than literally crushing other men beneath your boot heal.
Now it was Jack's (Luke's) turn. After that, he'd move on to Jessie and Melanie.
He'd hit them in the morning in quick succession.
 



A Murder of Angels
 
Shelly awoke from a fitful sleep to the sounds of an almighty scuffle. The more she awoke the closer the sounds came. Her body wanted to react but her sluggish mind was having none of it.
Then Jack burst through the living room door with an angel in a headlock. They were both covered in blood, but none of it belonged to either of them. 
Jack didn't give Shelly so much as a sideways glance as he dragged the angel head first into the kitchen. 
Shelly was afraid to approach but too curious to stop herself. When she opened the door to the kitchen, Jack was shaking out his hands and Dick-eyes was spinning a thick web around the now sitting angels wrists. In a matter of seconds, the angel was bound to the chair, fully immobile despite his thrashing protests. 
The angel looked pissed. He spat, "You'll fucking burn for what you did to my brothers."
Jack laughed heartily. "That's like telling an ugly guy you'll take away his good looks."
"Kill me now and get it over with."
"I promise you will be taken care of. But how long will it take and what tortures will you endure until then? That is up to you."
"You can't actually torture me demon."
Jack pulled the red metal ball out and said, "I can capture your soul in this."
"So?"
"And then I can return to hell with it."
"So what?"
"Have you ever been to hell? It's not easy to escape, even if you don't belong there."
"You got out somehow and you're just a punk. I think I'll be fine."
"I sure hope you're right buddy, because if you're wrong, there's a whole smorgasbord of devilish delights down there for a pretty little angel like you."
The angel shut his mouth and started to pay attention to the massive demon now. He was clearly afraid for his soul. 
"What do you need to know?"
"Where's your big brother Lucifer these days?"
"Um, he's in hell, dumbass."
"Um, no he isn't, idiot."
"You're fucking kidding me? How did he get out? It's not possible. I need to go see the boss. Kill me or let me go. But hurry up about it."
Jack laughed again. "I can't let you go now, dip-shit. You'd go to God and I need him out of the picture until I can get my hands on Lucifer. The last thing I want is for God to have all the fun."
"Lucifer will eat you alive you low level demon scum."
"Maybe he will, maybe he won't. I don't care. I just want to put a beating on him. I suppose I don't really care if I lose in the end."
"Oh, you'll lose."
Jack lost his patience. "Alright buddy. You don't have any info. Time to get in the ball."
The angel squirmed around like his life depended on it.
Jack simply touched the ball against the angels forehead and he slumped over, dead. 
A second later his body lit up like a flare.
Jack turned to Dick-eyes and said, "Did any of the other three survive?"
Dick-eyes said nothing but in that silence Jack found his answer: The other angels had died from their wounds. That was too bad. He'd have liked to ask them some questions with his fists.
Shelly watched in abject horror as it all went down. 
She was secretly thankful that Jack and his minions were there for her. That angel was a big dude. He might have actually succeeded in raping her. And if he was with three others, they would have had her pretty easily. Jack, the devil man, was her knight in bloody, gross looking armor. 
She had daydreamed of loftier things for herself when she was a little girl, like a prince charming or a rugged lumberjack with a heart of gold, but hey, you get what you get, and that ain't much.
Jack saw her in the doorway for the first time. He held up the red ball for her to see and he said, "This thing is active now so that means that you are not to touch it under any circumstances, you got it? It will kill you on contact."
Shelly nodded. She sure as shit wasn't going anywhere near the thing. Especially now that she knew it captured the souls of the deceased. She hadn't ever believe in the human soul, but there were lots of things she had been forced to change her mind about lately. If her soul was a real tangible thing, she was pretty sure it wouldn't enjoy a stay in hell.
The black cat rubbed against her legs and she had the sudden urge to punt it through a window. She wasn't a cat hater, or cruel to animals in any way, but she felt creeped out by its touch. She stared at the thing and watched it circle her legs, purring. 
A serene calmness enveloped her and she suddenly felt very tired. The questions she had could wait until morning. She had some sleep to catch up on.
 



Sympathy For the Devil
 
Shelly awoke to the smell of pancakes. The black cat had taken up residence at her feet. It was fast asleep when she stood up and walked into the kitchen. 
Only then did she remember the terrible things that had happened last night. But the kitchen looked clean so maybe she'd only dreamt it up? She'd always had an overactive imagination.
Jack looked at her over his shoulder and said, "Take a seat. I tried not to burn any of this, but I'm a demon, so you'll have to forgive me."
Shelly smiled and took a chair. Somehow she was starting to get used to all of this.
Jack had a kitchen towel draped over his shoulder and a spatula in his hand, as the room slowly filled with smoke. 
Shelly stood up and said impatiently, "Who the hell burns pancakes?"
She snatched the spatula from him and said, "Sit down. I'll do it."
Jack's chest swelled and she heard him snort in indignation but he got his anger under control because he followed her orders and took a seat. The chair creaked and groaned beneath his bulk.
Shelly asked, "So how many angels souls are inside that murder ball?"
Jack said, "I'm sorry you had to hear that part. I didn't want you to know how awful the ball really is. I just wanted you to know that it's dangerous."
"I overheard you threatening that angel last night."
"I see. I have personally killed three angels with the ball so far. I killed the first two a year ago when I was still a man, and had no idea what the ball actually was."
"What is it?"
"It's a sort of Limbo where you can trap souls, but only if you've used the ball to kill them."
"Is it evil?"
"Sure sounds evil to me. What do you think?"
"Yeah, but it took out that angel and that guy was probably only here to rape me, so I guess despite the fact that it's evil, it's still good to have on our side."
Jack said, "Like me."
"I'm not convinced you're evil."
"Then you're misguided."
"You're trying to kill Lucifer, right? I think that makes you one of the good guys."
"Nope. Sorry. I actually sympathize with what Lucifer is trying to do. Under different circumstances I'd be helping him. I'm only here to get revenge for what he did to me."
"How many pancakes?"
"Eight."
"Holy shit!"
"I get hungry and it's been a long time since I had pancakes."
"What did they feed you down there?"
"I don't remember much about being inside. I have hazy memories and vaguely formed recollections, but nothing I can put my finger on."
"Butter?"
"Of course."
"So how are you going to do it?"
"What?"
"Kill Lucifer?"
Jack shrugged and filled his oversized mouth with pancakes. They were about the most delicious thing he thought he'd ever had. He let out a moan, realized how inappropriate it was, and got himself under control. 
Finally he said, "Lucifer tricked me and now he's got the only people I've ever loved. I might not be able to kill him but I'll find a way to hurt him. He won't be forgetting me in a hurry afterwards."
"If you're here to save your family, that's an altruistic act. Maybe it'll prove to God that you don't belong in hell."
"I'm honestly not worried about what God thinks of me. Fuck that guy."
Shelly cringed at the blatant sacrilege. Jack was a man with convictions and those were often the most frightful men to contend with. She was glad he was on her side, or at the very least, not against her.
Jack said, "We've got a lot of work to do today so I hope you're well rested."
"I would be but some punk ass demon woke me up while he was killing an angel last night."
Jack smiled for the first time. This girl was a spitfire. He was glad to have her onboard the team. He only hoped Lucifer would react to her presence the way the other angels had. She was his ace in the hole. 
Shelly watched through the kitchen window. She saw the pig and the hyena pass each other as they made the rounds. 
She saw the shed off in the distance. The goatraffe was in there. Jack had told her to stay away from the shed because the creature was a jerk. How could it be any worse than the werewolf or the giant spider? 
Then she saw three freshly covered plots in the back yard and could only guess that's where the dead angels were buried.
She wondered if she'd go to hell by association for those three unmarked graves.
The cat rubbed its body against her legs and all worries left her. She knew instinctively that the cat was causing this euphoric bliss, but she welcomed it regardless. Her nerves were frayed and the cat was helping stitch them back together.
"What's the cats name?"
"I don't fucking know."
"Can we call it Prozac?"
"Call it whatever you want. I'm still trying to figure out what benefits it brings to the table. It seems worthless so far."
"Well, it makes me feel better, if that's any consolation."
"It's not."
"Ok then. It's agreed. Prozac is mine from now on. You're not to put it in harms way."
Jack glared at her at first but his gaze softened. "Sure. The cat's yours. Have fun with it."
Shelly picked the cat up and draped it around the back of her neck like a scarf. The cat quickly fell asleep as though that was its purpose. Now she regretted her first instinct last night to kick it. The cat was pretty awesome.
 
 



Surprise!
 
Lucifer was on the stage inside his church speaking to two of his high ranking followers when it happened. A highly trained team of military personnel burst through the front and rear doors. 
His followers got down on the ground, like it was a stick-up but Lucifer just glared at the hostile men and women in uniform defiantly. 
They kept their distance, fanning out along the walls, and then a stocky middle aged man walked in. That was the leader. That was the man to contend with.
He looked around, as though expecting an ambush from every side, and when none came, he strode forward with renewed confidence.
The man smiled a cruel, sadistic type of smile and then he said, "Remember me, don't you? You didn't think I'd ever find you, did you? Well here I am, and it's time for you to pay for what you've done you piece of shit."
Lucifer raised his eyebrows and said in a measured tone, "I don't believe we've met. My name is Luke and this is my church. I consider this trespassing and I'll thank you to take your men and leave here at once before I'm forced to call the authorities."
"Fuck you Jack. I know who you are. I know where you live. I have men going for the bitch and the boy as we speak."
Lucifer realized for the first time that Jack's past had caught up with him. These men were from the facility Jack had escaped from. 
These men would try to kill him, that was certain just from the murderous look the stocky man gave him.
"Who are you sir?"
"I'm General David Marks, as you well know, and I'm here to provide some military justice. Make your peace with your maker you fake assed preacher because you're about to pay for what you've done."
 



Uninvited Guests
 
Melanie heard the shots and rushed to the window. One of Luke's followers was on the ground and he wasn't moving. She heard another report from the opposite direction. Whoever was coming had no doubt just taken out the second lookout. 
She ran to Jessie's room and tugged him out of bed by the arm. 
She led him to the basement door and said, "It's happening right now buddy. We've gone through this. Everything's going to be ok. You get in the crawl space and after enough time has gone by and the coast is clear, you take off running. Wave down a car and go right to the police."
She wasn't sure the police would be able to protect him from military justice but it was worth a shot. She could only assume these armed men would go after Luke next and with her and Luke out of the picture, Jessie had no one to go to. It was his only option, albeit a crappy one.
But she had some guns under the bed that might open up some more possibilities. 
She closed the door behind the child. There wasn't a hint of fright to his features. If only she could be half as brave, she'd get through this.
She ran for the stairs and took them two at a time, just as the front door was smashed inwards and a male voice yelled, "Everyone get on the fucking ground."
Now she regretted not keeping the guns more accessible, but what could she do? She had an eleven year old boy in the house and boys love guns.
She pulled the small briefcase sized case out, fiddled with the three digit combination, flipped it open and ran a clip home in each of the twin pistols. The act of loading her weapons brought back old memories.
She was a good shot and she was calm under pressure. These bastards might kill her, but they'd have a big fucking fight on their hands. She was no wallflower. Just because she played Suzy homemaker didn't mean she couldn't perforate a jerk.
She ran from the bedroom and took up position at the top of the stairs. She trained her gun on a spot on the floor below. Anything that made it into that vicinity was getting shot.
 



Fucked
 
General Marks smirked. He moved further into the church to better see Luke's (his new alias) expression. He had the man dead to rights, and he wanted to see him squirm, up close and personal.
But despite the fact that he was facing imminent doom, he had a serene, almost pleased look on his face. 
That just made the General irate.
The General stopped ten feet before the little stage his nemesis was standing on and said, "Look at my face. Look at what those demon creatures did to me. You were involved in releasing them and you're going to feel the pain I felt, and then some."
Lucifer looked the general up and down, but said nothing.
To emphasize his point, the general pulled a pistol out and shot one of the cowering followers in the back of the head. The man flopped to the ground, dead. The echo from the shot dissipated in a couple seconds.
The other crouching follower let out a little squeal and then he started to weep, but Lucifer was altogether unmoved by it. 
The general wasn't really being a sadist. He'd have to kill all the witnesses and dispose of their bodies anyway so he was just making it work to his advantage; to scare the piss out of Luke. 
He had three men outside the doors to make sure no one else came in, to minimize the casualties. But he could do whatever he pleased to these folks. They were in the wrong place at the wrong time, and orders were orders.
Lucifer just shook his head sadly at the General. That only served to anger the General further. 
General Marks said, "Fuck the charades," and aimed his gun at Lucifer. 
Lucifer winked at him and smirked so the general shot him in his smug little face. 
To the general, the release he got from it was akin to a long overdue, pent up orgasm. This moment had been a long time coming. He'd had endless dreams of this moment and now it had come to pass. Now he could move on.
But Luke wasn't hit. The general missed him from ten feet out. He was a good shot, so maybe his pistol was gummed up. 
It didn't matter though. He pointed a finger at Luke, and every gun in the room went off. The gunfire slowed after five or ten seconds.
The air stunk of gunpowder now and little wisps of smoke wafted throughout the cavernous church. 
But Luke was still standing there. His clothes were in tatters but there was no blood on them. 
When the general saw that he was unfazed, he panicked. Despite all he'd seen in life, his brain still wasn't conditioned to process the impossible. He stumbled backwards by a step.
One of his men whispered, "What the fuck?"
Then Luke spoke. "I told you that you had the wrong guy sir. But you tried to hurt me, so now we have beef."
With that, Luke got down on one knee and pushed his hands into the floor. It didn't appear as though he'd broken the floor boards. His hands and forearms simply sunk in like the floor was made of mud. 
General Marks could see Luke concentrating, and his shoulders heaving just a bit. 
Then Luke looked up. He looked around the room, taking it all in.
The general heard a scream and when he turned to the source, he saw that one of his men had erupted into flames. Then another scream from the opposite side of the room came to him. Another man was aflame. All around him, men and women were burning. The shadows in the church flickered and danced as his men died in abject agony.
The general turned on his heels and ran for the front doors. He'd never considered himself a coward, but there was nothing to be done in a situation this surreal. His training hadn't covered anything like this. Before he reached them, three columns of flame rose from the ground right in front of him. 
He halted in his tracks. He turned about, disoriented. All of his men were lit up like matchsticks. Some were flailing around, while others were writhing on the ground. The screams were becoming strangled and weak. 
Why weren't his sentries outside coming in to help? Hadn't they heard their teammates dying?
When the screams died off, Luke pulled his arms out of the floor. His shirt sleeves were missing from the elbows down and his skin was red raw. Smoke or maybe steam rose from his bare arms. 
He stepped from the stage and the general screamed. 
Luke laughed as though he was having the time of his life. He walked right up to the general and stopped a foot in front of him. 
The general got down on his knees and begged for mercy. He was weeping like a baby. 
Luke said, "This is pathetic." 
Then he placed a hand on top of the general's head. 
Instantly the general felt a sense of calm wash over him. He realized it like an epiphany: He had gone after the wrong guy. This wasn't the Jack that he knew. This was some kind of God. 
The touch took away all feelings of hopelessness, regret, guilt, greed, sadness, and all the other emotions that had plagued the general over the past year. He gave himself wholly to his new God.
 



Mopping up
 
Lucifer wiped his hands on his pants leg as he walked from the splattery remains of the general. 
Everyone inside the church was dead; well, almost everyone. He walked back up to the stage and loomed over his last remaining follower. The guy was quaking. From where he stood he could clearly see that he'd pissed himself too. 
He couldn't have any witnesses to what had just happened and he wasn't sure how much the guy had seen. He reached down and put his hand on his followers head. The man instantly relaxed, right before he went pop. 
But his work was still not done. There were men outside the church and there were men going for Melanie and Jessie and they all had to be stopped. 
But first, to get rid of the evidence. He plunged his forearms into the ground once more and beckoned the flames. He sent them to every dead body and let them burn as brightly and ferociously as was needed to turn the bones into dust and then ash. 
When he was done, he forced the fires away.
He slowly took a single step from the church and was shot in the chest point blank for his troubles. He grabbed the rifle, and then the arm that held it, and dragged the shooter inside the church to dispose of him in private. 
The guy kept firing until Lucifer placed his hand on top of his head. Then the man slumped to his knees, a big dopey grin on his face. 
Lucifer popped him and waited for his buddies to come snooping around. 
He knelt and dug his arms into the ground again, summoning the fires, but forcing them to stand their ground until they were needed. 
The first guard pointed his gun through the doorway and opened fire. Lucifer pretended to slump forward, dead, to lure him and his companion inside. It worked. 
The man and his teammate, a woman, crept into the building and closed the church doors behind them.
The woman screamed at the sights and smells of death and the man said, "What the fuck is this?"
Lucifer gave them fire.
 



Quick Draw
 
Melanie had taken two men out already but now she was fucked because the rest now knew where she was. 
She didn't know exactly how many armed men and women were down there, but there were a few, at least, and only one of her. They had the advantage but she still maintained the higher ground.
The sounds of footsteps and whispers were peculiarly absent for a full minute. Then she heard a scuffle and saw a young man and woman dragging Jessie past her field of vision. The child didn't appear hurt but it was difficult to tell from so far away.
How had the bastards found him? Did Jessie make a noise? No, they probably checked the crawl space because it was the most likely hiding place. She felt like an idiot for not thinking this all the way through.
The woman bellowed, "We have the boy. Come out unarmed."
The threat was implied: They'd shoot him if she refused.
But then again, she was pretty sure they'd shoot them both anyway. But she had no choice but to comply. 
She placed both of her pistols at her feet and said, "Weapons are down. I'm coming downstairs."
She put her hands behind her head as she descended. 
The woman had Jessie lofted in the air in a choke hold, more to act as a meat shield than to keep him from escaping. 
The man approached and patted her down roughly. 
"All clear," he said. 
The woman shoved Jessie into Melanie and trained her gun between them.
The woman said to Melanie, "You know why we're here. We don't want to make this any harder on you than it has to be."
Melanie nodded. She knew this day might come. She just wasn't ready to die right then. She tried to make peace but she couldn't. 
The man said in a soft, reassuring voice, "Please kneel."
Melanie looked at Jessie and nodded. There were tears in his eyes.
She knelt first, hoping he'd follow her lead. This could all be over quickly and with little heartache if everyone did their part.
Jessie glared at the man and said, "No."
The armed man said, "Come on kid," then he looked at Melanie and said, "Please ask him to join you."
Melanie's voice was croaky as she said, "Please Jessie. This will be over in a second. There's nothing to fear."
Jessie had the man locked in a defiant stare. "I'm not afraid. I'm sad."
Jessie's features hardened so subtly Melanie almost missed it. She tried to get him to look into her eyes, but his gaze was far away and unfathomable. 
She said, "Jessie. Please."
Finally Jessie's eyes came back into focus. He looked at Melanie and smiled so sweetly she thought her heart would evaporate. 
He said, "Stand up Melanie. They're gone."
Melanie opened her mouth to plead with him some more when his words sank in and she stopped herself. 
She looked towards the man but he was no longer there, and neither was his female comrade. Melanie looked back at Jessie, then back at the empty space where their future assassins once stood only seconds earlier. 
She didn't know if she was dreaming or going insane. Had she imagined the whole thing? 
Jessie reiterated, "Stand up."
Melanie stood on wobbly legs. She looked around just to be sure and then she started to sob uncontrollably. Jessie hugged her midsection until her wracked fits of anguish subsided.
She finally asked, "What happened?"
"I think they had second thoughts about killing a kid and an innocent, unarmed woman so they left."
"I didn't see or hear them leave."
"I did."
Melanie shook her head until the thoughts aligned. But it did no good. Reality was not conforming to her perceptions. 
She suspected Jessie had a hand in those two soldiers vanishing, but she couldn't prove it and for some reason she was afraid to ask him just in case he told her the truth. 
She took his hand and they both walked out the front door together. She had to find Luke. Soldiers would be coming for him too, if they hadn't done so already.
 
 
 
 



Relief
 
Lucifer drove like a bat out of hell. He rounded the corner of his block and saw Melanie and Jessie walking down the sidewalk hand in hand. 
His heart leapt for joy. He'd grown attached to them in his own way. Plus, if they were alive, then the situation hadn't gotten exponentially out of hand; he didn't want to show up on anyone's radar just yet.
He screeched to a halt and jumped out of the car. 
Melanie looked bewildered and emotionally wrecked but the boy looked as he always did: Disinterested.
Melanie was stammering but Lucifer got the gist of what happened. Armed men had come for them and they'd somehow defeated them.
She said she'd killed at least two of them at the foot of the stairs so he had his work cut out for him. Those bodies had to go.
After a few minutes of negotiating he was able to talk Melanie into returning to the scene of the crime so he could assess the situation. He wasn't exactly sure how easy it would be to bury the bodies without attracting any unwanted attention, but he couldn't give them fire in front of Melanie and the boy so he'd just have to wing it. 
But when they went inside, the bodies were gone. There wasn't even any blood on the walls or the carpeting. But there had been a struggle, that was for certain. Ornaments and knick knacks were strewn about, pictures were broken. The front door had been obliterated. So what the fuck happened to the bodies and the blood? 
Maybe their comrades came back for them when Melanie took Jessie outside?
Unlikely, but at least he had one less thing to worry about.
He told Melanie to get some trash bags and he had Jessie go and get the broom and dustpan. The place could be put straight in less than an hour. He called up one of his followers, a handyman by trade, and asked him what it would cost to have a brand new front door put on his house ASAP. The guy told him to keep his money and said he'd be over in twenty minutes to take measurements. Lucifer hung up and called another follower. He said, "There's some kind of white ashy residue on the floor in the church. Would you mind stopping in later to clean it up?" 
Of course the guy didn't mind. He was elated to have received a personal call from his pastor.
Lucifer smiled to himself. There had been no irreparable damage done from the attacks and he'd gotten a chance to flex out his powers. 
This had been a good day.
 



Joy Ride
 
Jack's hoof kept slipping off of the accelerator and it was pissing him off. At one point the hyena started to laugh at him so he reached into the back seat and clobbered it on the head. The pig snorted its amusement. 
Shelly just stared out the window, wondering when some unfortunate angel would pick up her scent and give chase. She hated the idea that she was live bait, but she hated the idea of being raped more, so que sera sera.
She looked at Jack as he drove. He had an intensity to him she couldn't quite wrap her mind around. He was a man on a mission. 
His horn wounds seemed to be healing up, no doubt from all the webbing Dick-eyes was covering them with, and she'd swear his ruddy skin tone was beginning to lighten, the mottled black blotches clearing up too. He still wore the ridiculous outfit and the cowboy hat, but that just endeared him to her.
Finally Jack pulled over onto the gravel and said to her, "You fucking drive. I can't take this anymore"
She knew he was just mad about his hooves so she didn't take offense at his outburst.
They got out and switched places. 
They'd been driving around for hours already and hadn't come across a single angel. It was quickly becoming apparent to her that this was to be a marathon rather than a sprint. But she didn't think Jack had the patience to deal with the pace of it. He was getting restless.
To try and alleviate his anxiety she started to ask him questions.
"Hey Devil boy, how old are you?"
"Concentrate on the damn road."
"Come on, I'm going to guess you're in your early thirties. Is that close?"
"Shut up girl."
"What's your favorite color?"
He looked out his window defiantly.
"Favorite food then?"
He reached into the backseat and grabbed the cat, Prozac. For just a second she was afraid he was going to toss it out the window to shut her up, but instead he dropped it in her lap.
She felt that serene calm wash over her again. 
She had thought Jack was the one tightly wound, but it turned out he was fine. She was the one who needed to relax and the cat gave her what she needed.
"Sorry Jack."
"No problem."
"So what's the plan? Are we just going to keep driving around Wisconsin, hoping beyond reason that we get lucky?"
"You're right. This is like watching paint dry. Let's change tack. I have something a little outside the scope of our plans I'd like to do since we're so close by."
"What's that?"
I 'd love to go and kill this guy in Illinois. Want to help me?"
"Not really. What did the guy do to you?"
"He murdered an old high school girlfriend of mine. Last year Lucifer told me about him. He said he's a local realtor and he golf's on the weekends, and my stay here is limited so why not make the most of it, right? Plus, if Lucifer knew of him, then maybe he knows something about Lucifer and his whereabouts."
She knew he'd added the last part to convince himself he wasn't just a bloodthirsty demon, but a man with a reasonable agenda that could pay off.
She shook her head. She didn't want someone's death on her hands, but then the cat nuzzled against her neck so she said, "Sounds good to me."
Jack said into the rearview mirror, "Dick-eyes, see if you can find out where the bastard's hiding."
Dick-eyes did not look pleased about it, probably because it deviated so far from the original plan, but Jack glared at the spider and after a few seconds it seemed to relent.
 
 
 
 
 
Aftermath
 
Lucifer watched Jessie through his open bedroom door. The boy was hiding something but he couldn't for the life of him figure out what it could be. He assumed the boy was basically worthless now that he'd fulfilled his requirement; that is, help Lucifer escape the clutches of hell (even though the boy wasn't aware that the plan had actually worked). 
But the child still had a link to hell-side and he was somehow still able to allow low level hell spawn to pass over to this side. That should have been impossible. 
The only reason he was able to do it last year was because Lucifer willed him to do it from hell. The boy was born special but his gift should have withered and died when it was no longer useful. 
Lucifer had passed this niggling curiosity off as some type of aftereffect but something about it didn't ring true. He understood so little about the ritual that allowed him to escape. But it seemed counterintuitive that Jessie would still have access to hell when it was not a necessity now, nor would it ever be again.
He watched the frail child's chest rise and fall. He wanted to just walk in the room, grab the boy by his neck, and force him to spill the beans. 
But that would be inappropriate. The last thing he wanted to do was to draw unwanted attention his way. He hated hiding his true self but it had become a necessary requirement to ensure he wasn't returned or obliterated by his jailor.
He went into the living room and sat beside Melanie. He hated this part. She needed to be comforted, and he sucked at faking compassion. Luckily the handyman peeked his head around the corner and said, "All set folks."
Lucifer quickly got up and cuffed a few hundred dollar bills in his hand. The guy tried to refuse it but he eventually gave up and said his goodbyes. 
The events of today had made one thing crystal clear: He had to hurry his plans up because he couldn't possibly keep every little thing under control. Things had to escalate quickly.
 



Fore!
 
Shelly stayed in the car. They were at a golf course near the Illinois border. Even though it had snowed just days before, being April in Wisconsin, it was now warm enough to catch nine holes. 
Jack and the monsters had emptied out of the car already and were marching down the fairway like an army straight out of a nightmare. Shelly considered dashing into the bar and grabbing a few road beers but she thought better of it; what if they had to make a quick getaway and she was inside, getting change or getting hit on by a barfly?
She squinted to try and see what was going on. The monsters had all stopped and there was a small figure of a man among them now. She couldn't see from this distance but she would bet good money that he was pissing himself.
Jack might not get a chance to kill the guy if he had a heart attack first.
She sighed and wondered, not for the first time, how her life had come to this.
 



Birdie
 
Jack knew the fucker when he saw him. He didn't actually know him in person, he could just sense the evil lurking inside his otherwise ordinary body, despite the fact that the guy was in his early forties and wearing plaid pants and shiny white golf shoes.
The dude was so busy lining up his shot he didn't see them until they were right on top of him. 
When he did look up, first he froze on the spot, and then he screamed bloody murder. He tried to move but his knees wanted to take him in two different directions, each counteracting the other
Jack said, "I am Satan and I'm here judge you." He almost smiled when the man pissed his pants. The Satan part was a nice touch too. Just saying the name aloud gave him a rush of adrenaline.
"Do you know why I am here?"
The guy stuttered, "Bbbecause of mmy ccrimes?"
"Yes. Your sins have led me here. You have taken innocent lives, yes?"
"Yes."
Right then Jack knew he was the guy who had murdered his ex. Jack had dated her in high school and then things went sour. Soon afterwards she wound up dead, mutilated and stuffed between her own mattress and box spring. He'd been the prime suspect until his many alibis came forward and vouched for him. The cops never did find the murderer. 
But Jack was staring right at him. He wanted to ask him questions like, why did you do it, and were you dating her when you did it, or did you just single her out at random, but his fury demanded immediate satisfaction.
"Are you ready to be judged?"
"Nnnoo."
"Too fucking bad." Jack quickly reached down and grabbed the guy by the ankle. He lofted him into the air with one hand, and held him dangling upside down like that for a few seconds. 
The guy screamed and pled for his life. He begged for forgiveness. 
Then Jack pivoted his hips and half turned as he tossed him like a Frisbee. The look on the guys face was priceless and the hyena laughed maniacally. 
Jack watched as the guy disappeared off in the distance. The fall would kill him for sure. 
He yelled, "Fore," as a cruel joke and the pig snorted. 
Dick-eyes just rolled his eyes at him but Jack ignored it.
Jack had wanted to inflict funny little tortures on the dude, but he knew Shelly was watching and he didn't want to mortify her more than she already was. It was too bad though because he didn't get the sense of release he was expecting.
It was at that moment that he realized Dick-eyes was right; they had a mission that was far more important than silly vendettas. Even though the mission itself was a grandiose vendetta in of itself.
 



Par for the Course
 
Shelly watched as a man came rushing through the air towards her. Then he soared right over the top of the car and disappeared from sight behind her. 
He was a dead man flying. He was screaming the entire time. His screams had that Doppler effect of changing pitch as he drew near and then changing again as he receded from view.
She was glad the werewolf had stayed behind because it wouldn't have been so kind to the guy. It would have eaten him alive if Jack let it.
 
 
 
 
 
 





Enemy Within
 
Simon Jones walked the perimeter of his Pastor's house. He volunteered for the duty whenever he could get the time off of his real job. 
He had been one of Luke's first followers, and Luke valued those first few who had seen something special in him, more so than those who'd come along afterwards. Simon used this favoritism to his advantage, to get prime surveillance shifts. 
Luke Hadn't explained to them in any way that made any sense, why they were walking circuits around his house twenty four hours a day, armed to the teeth, but no one questioned it. No one but Simon.
Dave and Jacob had taken the earlier shift. Simon hadn't seen them when he came on duty, which was weird because they'd always stop and talk between shifts about their families and about God and the approaching apocalypse and whatnot. 
Simon's suspicions were further piqued by the blood stains he found on the grass in the backyard and the bullet casing he found beside the front sidewalk. 
No cops showed up, and none of Luke's family had mentioned anything out of the normal taking place earlier in the day. 
The only other difference he noted was a brand new front door, but his imagination filled in the details. He guessed that the old door had been rammed in or shot to shit by whoever it was that left behind the shell casing and spilled the blood of his friends. 
So where were all the bodies? 
Whoever attacked the house had failed, so what had happened to them? 
Why hadn't the cops come asking questions?
These were just more questions he would never ask Luke.
That was because Simon had a secret.
Simon had volunteered to clean the church on a Friday a little over a month ago. There was a sign up sheet for every duty and he was usually one of the first to volunteer for just about everything.  
But he'd been forced to call in sick that day. He went off to bed with a stomach full of cold medicine and he woke up a few hours later feeling good as new. He decided he was well enough to come in and do his duty for the church after all. 
He was spraying down the urinals in the men's bathroom when he felt the floor vibrate beneath his feet. It made his teeth chatter. 
At first he thought it was an earthquake, but those don't happen in Wisconsin to any discernible degree. 
The air thinned out and he was forced to leave the bathroom to try and catch his breath. But once he exited, their was a stench that accompanied the poor air quality. 
It stunk of burnt bacon and chemicals. But there was an underlying aroma that almost overpowered the awful stink. It smelled like a mixture of ozone and freshly baked bread, his two favorite smells. 
Although every fiber in his body screamed out for him to get out of that church, he just had to find the source of the smells. 
He tip-toed down the hallway and took a peek around the corner into the main assembly area where the sermons were given. 
There were little shadows flickering across the walls from some unknown flame. He crept out a little more to try and find the source of the flame. 
Maybe a gas line had ruptured? Maybe that was what had caused the vibrations; a natural gas explosion.
But what he saw was far worse. He saw Luke in flames. He almost rushed out to help him until he noticed the gas canister at his feet. 
Luke had set himself on fire. Self immolation, it was called. He still had that urge to go help, but there was something decidedly off about the entire situation. For one thing, Luke didn't seem to mind it. He wasn't screaming or thrashing around. He just stood there impatiently, waiting for the flames to die of their own accord. 
Simon watched in horror as the flames eventually died down, leaving a charcoal husk in place of his friend and mentor Luke. 
But then Luke started to scratch and brush at his burnt flesh. He worked at it for several minutes until eventually, big thick clumps of ash and charred human flesh started to fall from him and gather at his feet. 
When he was done, the naked man that Simon was looking at was no longer Luke and he was no longer a man. 
He was so stunningly beautiful Simon nearly wept. He was taller and broader than any man and his musculature looked like it was honed for battle. 
His soul was on display and it was perfectly sublime. 
Then Simon heard a sort of crackling sound and saw the creature's back twitch. Two perfect angel wings unfurled behind his back. They were thick and strong looking, and they were black as night. 
That was when Simon knew what he had witnessed. He'd just seen an angel slough off it's human disguise. And that angel was Lucifer. 
As if to add credibility to his fledgling theory, the creature took flight, screaming in the most monstrous voice Simon had ever heard. It hurt his ears and forced him to flee just so his eardrums wouldn't burst. His heart was buzzing like a bee as he made his way back to the sanctuary of the bathroom. 
He could hear the wings beating the air as the beast flew around inside the church. What was it doing? Was it just stretching it's wings out? 
For ten full minutes Simon hid in a bathroom stall, holding his ears and weeping. His imagination got the better of him. He'd already run through a dozen scenarios where the beast would find him cowering in the bathroom and kill him, by the time the noises died off and the air became still again. 
Then the air became thick with those odd smells once more. Simon was certain that if he crept out and took a look, Lucifer would be in flames just like before. 
He was also certain that once those flames died down, Luke would emerge from them as though nothing supernatural had happened. Simon hadn't realized he was hyperventilating until it was too late and he passed out.
Thankfully no one found him like that or questions would be asked and Luke might become suspicious. 
By the time Simon gathered his resolve and left the bathroom, it was dark outside and the church was silent and empty.
He could have easily ran away from it all. He had seen something mortal men were only supposed to see right before or after they died, and only the bad ones. 
Whenever he thought back on it, his breath caught in his throat and his heart skipped a beat. 
But he spent many a night praying to God for guidance, and when he received none, he realized Lucifer was his problem and he was all alone on this. He had to find the inner resolve necessary to deal with this fucked up situation. 
Lucifer was alive and well on earth.
And worst of all, he had a son.
 
 



Contemplating the Apocalypse
 
Melanie slept in the bean bag chair in Jessie's room. The boy had turned the volume of the TV all the way down while he played video games but once in a while, her eyes would flutter open when he clicked the buttons on the game controller with too much vigor. 
Her dreams were an odd mix of hope, despair, murder and love. A single tear rolled out of her eye as she dreamt. Jessie crept towards her and gently wiped it away. As he got back in bed her fevered dreams evaporated and she slept peacefully.
Luke sat on the sofa in the living room, deep in thought. He hadn't tried to stop Melanie from sleeping in the child's room. He knew she was overly protective. Plus he just didn't give a shit. 
They hadn't slept in the same bed since he'd broken out of hell. It wasn't that he was repulsed by her or anything. He worried that if he had sex with her he'd show up on God's radar. Angels weren't allowed to mate with humans. It was a huge no-no, and any angel found breaking the rule would be dealt with swiftly and mercilessly (and he would always technically be an angel, no matter how much his hatred morphed him internally). 
But only a month ago, a message had come through the ether. Apparently, one lucky angel would finally get to impregnate a human but it couldn't just be any girl (like Melanie). The girl had been pre-chosen. 
He could only imagine his brothers clambering over one another for the chance to create a new age messiah. It wouldn't matter though. A messiah born of human and angel wouldn't be able to do shit to affect the world if Lucifer's plans played out the way they were supposed to.
In fact, it was a fortunate turn of events. According to an article he'd read, the girl was less than fifty miles from him and every angel would be making a beeline for her. When they arrived for the ceremonial raping, they would hopefully be close enough to pay attention to what he was doing with his church. 
Because that was his ultimate goal. He had to convince an angel that the apocalypse was coming and hope that the angel reported it back to the boss. So far none of his idiotic brothers had shown up, but if the girl was still chaste there was still a chance. 
The alternative was less than appealing.  In lieu of an angel just happening upon his doorstep because it was in the neighborhood, he'd have to ramp things up, get a hundred million followers or more and then wait for the angels to appear, wondering what all the fuss is about. 
But he didn't want to do that. He had charisma, but getting that many people to pay attention to what he had to say could take a decade or more.
He wondered if he should somehow try and reach the girl. Maybe offer her safe harbor or something. At least introduce himself. No, he had to be subtle. He couldn't risk his brothers seeing him for who he really is.
He'd bide his time and pray for good luck.
He wondered, not for the first time, where those creatures Jessie had conjured up had gone off to. He wanted to dismiss their appearance as a fluke but the more he dwelled on it, the more paranoid he became. Of course, he could kill all of them with nothing more than a thought, but still. They were pesky and they weren't supposed to be here. 
And what of the military? He'd just wiped out a bunch of them and he had to admit that it felt great to flex his muscles, but were there going to be others?
He put all of that trifling bullshit to the back of his mind. Obstacles like those were easily removed and he had bigger fish to fry. He had to invoke the apocalypse.
 



Stockholm Syndrome
 
Jack stared at Shelly as she drove them back home. 
He must have been too obvious because she said, "What the fuck is it?"
Jack thought long and hard before responding. "Listen, I don't think Lucifer's going to fall into our trap. The fact that he hasn't raped you already is proof enough he doesn't care about God's little prophesy."
"Then why the hell am I here?"
"Because I was clutching at straws. You were my only lead, but I'm pretty sure now that you're not going to draw him out like I had hoped."
"What does that mean then? Are you cutting me loose?"
"Yes. You're free to go as soon as we get back to the house."
"Tough shit. I'm staying. And you're going to stop angels from assaulting me, got it?"
Jack laughed aloud. "You don't give the orders around here girl. God has a plan for you. In case you haven't noticed, God and I aren't exactly on speaking terms. By association, you're my enemy. Consider yourself lucky that I've protected you this much."
"Fuck that. I'd rather be a right hand man to Satan than a boot polisher to God. I may not be useful as a lure for Lucifer but I attract a shit load of angels and one of them is bound to know where Lucifer's hiding."
"I don't think so. Lucifer will be laying low. I don't know if he's still cooking up a scheme to take over or if he's just enjoying life outside of hell, but either way, he wants to avoid detection at all costs."
" I don't care Jack. I'm staying."
Jack opened his mouth to disagree but Dick-eyes scurried forward from the back seat and crawled on top of Jack's head. Jack stared up at it and after a few seconds of silence, he nodded. 
He said to Shelly, "Dick-eyes here thinks we need to keep you with us. He's worried you'll buckle and tell an angel what we're doing here and the angel will tell God."
"So now I'm your captive?"
"It appears so."
"Good. You don't need to tie me up or anything because I'm going nowhere."
Jack groaned out loud but Shelly knew it was for show. 
 



Death to Jessie
 
Simon saw his chance. Lucifer had left for the morning and the rest of the house was silent as the grave. He told Steven, his fellow patroller, that he was going inside to take a leak. 
Steven argued with him that it was against the rules but Simon lied and told him that Luke had said it's ok because their port-a-potty in the back yard was overflowing (he'd seen Steven relieving himself at the back fence on several occasions so he knew he didn't have a clue about the state of the port-a-potty). 
Steven mulled it over and finally let it go. It wouldn't have mattered though, Simon was going inside, with or without permission because the son of Lucifer was being hidden away in there and he was defenseless at the moment.
He knew he didn't have the strength to defeat Lucifer, but he could take out the kid, no problem.
He walked up to and then through the front door.
The girlfriend was in the living room in her pajamas nursing a steaming cup of coffee. Her eyes went wide at first when Simon walked in, but she recognized him and waved. "What's up Simon?"
"Sorry for barging in miss, but the port-a-potty's out of order and I was hoping I could sneak in and use your restroom. I didn't know you were awake or I'd have knocked first."
"Don't worry about it. I'll leave the door unlocked until Luke gets the port-a-potty replaced."
"Thank you so much."
"Do you know where the bathroom is?"
"Yeah. Thanks again." Simon walked down the hall, and when he was out of earshot, let out a heavy sigh of relief. He hated that he had to do this. Melanie was a sweetheart and the kid was cool enough, but there was no other way.
He reached into his cramped waist band and pulled out the revolver. It was heavy in his hands. He would make this as quick as possible. When the boy was dead, he'd push a round through Melanie, just in case there was more to her than met the eye, and then he'd camp by the front door and wait for Luke to come wandering in. He was pretty sure a bullet wouldn't kill Lucifer, but he'd be an idiot to not try. If it did nothing, he'd eat his own gun and call it a mission accomplished.
He slowly slid the boys bedroom door open.
 



Jessie the Conundrum
 
Melanie jumped at the gunshot report. Her coffee went all over her pants and into her shoes, but she barely noticed the burns. She ran towards the noise and realized in horror that it had come from Jessie's room. There was a single wisp of smoke from gunpowder floating in the hall outside his bedroom.
She pushed his door open and was stunned at what she saw. Jessie was glowing with a faint light, like a halo. He was standing on his bed. There was a man face down on the floor, dead. But there wasn't any blood. Jessie was staring at the man with an intensity Melanie had never witnessed before. All at once the man burst into a flash of brilliant light and when the light diminished, his body vanished.
Melanie looked to Jessie again. His glow faded as he slumped back into the bed.
Despite all the crazy shit she'd seen over the past year, she was momentarily speechless. Finally she stammered, "What the fuck just happened? Did you do that?"
Jessie seemed to be mulling over what he should say. Eventually he said, "He came in with a gun and shot at me. I had no choice."
Melanie ran to him and started to roughly inspect his body for bullet wounds.
"Where did he hit you?"
Jessie pointed at his own face but there were no marks, let alone a fatal gaping bullet wound.
She said, "I don't understand."
"I can't tell you everything Melanie but just know that I'm more than just a weird little boy and it'll take more than a silly little gun to kill me."
She shook her head, trying to make sense of what he was saying.
He continued, "Promise me you won't breath a word of this to Luke."
"What's to say? He wouldn't believe me anyway."
"He would. He knows something's coming. If you told him, he'd worry."
Melanie had a sort of epiphany. Well, it had been a lingering suspicion but she'd managed to squash it whenever it had come to her in the past. She asked, "Is Luke Jack or is he Lucifer?"
"I think you know."
That was all she needed to hear. She said, "Alright then, get your shit, we're getting the fuck out of here."
Jessie shook his head sadly. "We can't go. Jack is back and he's coming for us."
"What? My Jack? He's coming for us? If fake Jack is Lucifer that means my Jack is in hell. How did he escape?"
"I can't give you many answers and for that I'm truly sorry. You'll see."
"Ugh. What the hell has my life become?"
He answered, "What it was always meant to be."
She stared at the boy. "Ok then, what the fuck are you?"
He looked down and whispered, "When you find out, I don't think you'll love me anymore."
That softened her and she said, "I'll always love you, no matter what you tell me."
He said, "It won't be long before everything is clear."
She shook her head, had one last look around, and shut the door behind her as she left the room. It was all too much to take in. Her disgust had been replaced with a newer, more awful kind of disgust. She wanted nothing more than to escape this mess, but she was stuck here; chained by her devotion to those she held dear. But those she held dear were hiding things from her; important things. 
She had one objective now: Get as drunk as possible, as quickly as she could. Who cared that it was the middle of the day?
She grabbed a bottle of vodka and the jug of orange juice from the fridge. She brought it all back to the living room and filled her empty coffee cup with the mix. 
She slammed it back and waited for the alcohol to slow down her fevered thoughts.
She hoped Jessie was telling the truth and not just coming up with imaginary scenarios. She hoped Luke was Lucifer. She hoped the real Jack was coming for her. 
It scared her to imagine what might happen, but anything was better than this so called life she'd fashioned for herself.
 
 
 



Running From the Cops
 
Shelly noticed it first: The distinct sound of helicopter rotors. 
Jack was asleep in the passenger seat despite the fact that he'd told her he never sleeps.
She said, "Wake up dude."
Jack mumbled something incoherent and jolted awake. "What the fuck is that noise?"
Just then a siren erupted and strobe lights shone behind them. Shelly could only guess that maybe the golf course owner or the bartender had seen a bunch of scary monsters kill one of their customers and they reported it to the authorities.
Jack said, "We can't fight them because we'll kill them all, and I don't think we can outrun a chopper. Our best bet is for you to drop us all off and we'll scatter. Hopefully the chopper will be more interested in us than it is in you. You drive back to the house, and try not to lead them to us."
"Why don't you just kill them?"
"Are you kidding me? I'm not evil. Those people are innocent. I expected more from you."
"I know. I don't know what I was thinking."
"Ok then, slow down after you take that right up ahead." Jack looked in the back seat. "Everyone get out when she stops. Meet back at the house."
Shelly slowed down and as one, all the doors burst open and all the creatures scattered.
Jack said, "Good luck," and then he took off running. 
It was odd seeing a beast so powerful and evil looking, fleeing.
Shelly floored it. The chopper seemed to veer away from her but that fucking squad car was still right on her ass. She'd never been in a high speed chase before, but compared to the things she'd been through these last few days, it was par for the course.
 



Regroup
 
Jack was the last to get back to the house. It turned out that the cops didn't care as much for catching a pig or a hyena as they did for capturing a devil monster. But he was fast and agile and after a long zigzagging trek, he'd managed to lose them.
Surprisingly, he wasn't out of breath in the least. He actually felt exhilarated.
His minions swore they hadn't slaughtered any cops as they made their escape. He was glad for that. He'd been spotted, but that wasn't nearly as bad as getting caught. If God was paying attention, he would have missed what happened because it had remained inconsequential.
He made sure the werewolf was extra vigilant in its rounds. He even let the Goatraffe out of the shed just in case they had to make a run for it on a moments notice. He regretted that right away. The thing spat on him and told him to fuck off. He hit it in the solar plexus but it just spat on him again and kept saying fuck off until he slammed the back door on the asshole. 
He didn't think it was much of an ally but it had helped him out once before so maybe it would come in handy again.
All were present except for Shelly. Had they caught her? If they had, would she give them up or lie for them?
Dick eyes suggested they move on just in case she spilled the beans but Jack had to give her more time. He trusted her almost as much as he trusted the spider.
 



Jailbird
 
Shelly had been caught. 
It turned out she sucked at high speed chases. She'd tried to take a corner too quickly and when she hit the curb her passenger side tire exploded and the car ground to a screeching halt with sparks flying and men yelling over loudspeakers for her to get the fuck out and get on the ground. 
She knew that was the end of the line so she jumped out and tried to take off running but that fucking cop shot her from behind with his tazer. The pain had been excruciating. She would have preferred to have been shot through with a bullet. 
She rubbed the wounds left behind from the electrodes while she waited in the interrogation room for the cops to come in and give her the third degree.
She decided she would tell them everything that had happened to her over the past month except where Jack was hiding out. They weren't going to believe her no matter what she told them so she might as well just tell the truth. 
She couldn't wait to see the looks on their faces. 
She wondered if her jail cell would deter angels from trying to molest her. She wondered if the cops could do anything to stop them if they decided to come for her.
She wished she was back with Jack. He was the ugliest, scariest protector the world had ever seen, but she missed him dearly.
 



Drastic Measures
 
Lucifer was starting to feel the pressure. Jessie was acting truly weird all of a sudden. Melanie was starting to piece things together, he could tell. A military unit had assaulted him and his family. He need to ramp things up. 
As it stood, his members numbered in the thousands; he needed millions to attract the attentions of his fellow angels. 
Or he could take a short cut, as risky as that may be. 
He said, "Fuck it," to himself. He logged onto the computer at church and searched for Shelly Collins, a name he'd made sure to memorize since it was a name whispered by God to all of the angels to be the mother of the next messiah. God hadn't spoken to anyone in two thousand years, so to say it was a special treat would be an understatement of biblical proportions. 
He got a couple of meager hits for Shelly. She had a social media presence but she hadn't logged on to any of her accounts in over a month to post status updates or chat or whatever the hell it was kids did on those sites. 
He saw an article with her featured prominently. The article was about angels and it did not paint them in a favorable light. 
Then he saw a fresh police report (one of his followers was a cop and despite it being against the law, had been coerced into giving Lucifer access to their databases. Lucifer was glad he'd had such foresight now). Shelly had been arrested for a bizarre attack that had left one man dead at a nearby golf course. She was being held in Kenosha but no bond was posted so either she was being denied bail or she hadn't yet gotten to that point. That was fine.
He'd pay her a visit, and he didn't need bail money to spring her.
 



Footsies
 
Jack nudged Dick-eyes out of the way with his hoof. The thing wouldn't shut the fuck up. It kept insisting, in its own language of clicks and jitters, that they needed to clear out of the house.
Finally Jack got angry and stamped his hoof down on the floor. The entire house rattled and Dick-eyes took off for the kitchen. 
Jack's hoof ached from it. He sat down and crossed his leg to get a better look at the damage he'd done to himself.
The hoof had cracked in several places. Jack pried at the cracks and they widened. It didn't hurt but he was nervous about what he'd discover if he peeled the entire hoof off. He did it anyway if only because a broken hoof is a useless hoof. He tore and pried and when half of it lay in chunks on the floor, he saw something that he'd sort of expected to see; a human foot was hidden beneath the hoof. He eagerly tore the rest of it off and then marveled at his new foot. It was pale and moist and it stunk of month old socks but it was human and it looked at least as strong as the hoof that had housed it.
He crossed his other leg and worked at that hoof now.
Within twenty minutes he was standing on wobbly legs, testing out his new feet. They were a little tender but they were toughening up by the minute. 
He found some nail clippers in the bathroom and went to work on the mangled, distorted toe nails (deformed from being stuck inside the hoof).
When he was done, he felt like a dip-shit. He'd wasted a lot of precious time on the feet. He'd used them as a distraction from reality. Dick-eyes was right, the longer they waited for Shelly, the more likely it would be that they'd be discovered.
Dick-eyes came into the living room slowly, probably still afraid Jack was mad at him. 
Jack smiled and said, "Let's get moving, huh?"
Dick-eyes looked at Jack's new feet and scurried over to inspect them.
Then he scurried back into the kitchen. He returned with a soapy washcloth and dropped it on Jack's bare foot.
Jack got the hint. "You don't smell so good either buddy." Then he said,  "Get everyone ready to move out. We need a new house to hide out in. Also, if the cops did get Shelly, we need to find a safe way to break her out of jail."
The spider gave him its grim look but Jack just waved it off. The thing had an agenda and it clearly hated to deviate from it.
 



Jailbreak
 
Shelly heard muffled gunfire. 
So this was it then. The angels were coming and Jack and his minions weren't around to help her this time. 
How many angels were going to gang rape her? 
So much for the police motto: To protect and to serve. These idiots were about to be run through in no time.
Or, she hoped, it was Jack taking on the entire Kenosha County police department to break her out, like the hero her imagination had elevated him to.
A cop came rushing into the holding area. He was panting, looking about frantically for an escape route.
He said, "He won't die. He just keeps coming."
"Who."
"Some dark haired guy."
So it wasn't Jack. It was just a rape-happy angel.
Shelly said, "Just let him in here. He's coming for me. The sooner you guys get out of his way, the less likely he'll be to kill you to get to me."
The cop looked at her like she had ten heads. He said, "Shut the hell up girl. You have no idea what's going on out there."
"I think I have a pretty good grasp of the situation."
There was a loud crash outside the door the cop had just come through. He jumped in the air and then he took off through another exit, leaving Shelly unattended. 
She had a silly thought: Why not get undressed right now and lay down on the little cot? She was going to be raped and there was nothing she could do about that but she could make it easier on herself. 
Before she went through with it, it was too late. The door opened and a man casually walked through. His eyes darted straight to her.
Shelly's breath caught in her throat. 
The man was stunning in ways her brain could barely comprehend. 
He wasn't much older than her, had a good physique and handsome features, but it was his eyes that made her crumble. There was so much beauty and hope and love and despair that she thought she might cry tears of joy and hope just staring into them.
But when he grabbed her cell door and tore it out of its mounting, she knew it wasn't really a man. It was an angel, but one unlike the others. 
And right then she knew who she was dealing with. This was Lucifer. Lucifer was about to rape her. Under different circumstances (like if she didn't know he was Lucifer) he might not have had to rape her. She might have given herself to this beautiful creature freely.
But if he wanted rape, he didn't act like it. He grabbed her gently by the hand without saying a word, and led her from the jail cell. For some odd reason she obeyed and quietly followed his lead.
A cop took a shot at them the second they left the holding cell area. Lucifer was too quick though, and acted like a meat shield for her. Bullets zinged right off of him as he walked toward the exit. 
Another cop took a pot shot from over the top of a desk. It zipped past Shelly's neck and that seemed to infuriate Lucifer. He growled and took two steps towards the shooter but he must have had second thoughts about killing the guy because he quickly resumed his escape. 
Even though Shelly knew this did not bode well for her, there was something to admire about the fallen angel. He was strong and purposeful. He seemed to value her life, but then why was that? And he had restraint; he could have killed that cop but he rose above it and let it go.
A tiny part of Shelly's shell shocked brain was hoping Jack would show up like a knight in shining armor and save her, but the more rational part knew that Jack and all of his hell beasts wouldn't stand a snowballs chance in hell against this guy.
 



Lucifer Steals Jack's Girl...Again
 
Jack's feet were far better equipped to handle the accelerator and brake than his hooves had been. He was driving barefoot only because he didn't have any shoes, but that was ok, he liked it better that way.
He idled to a stop outside the police station. He figured if push came to shove he could just march right in there, let the bullets bounce off his hide, rip the cell door open and carry Shelly to safety. That was assuming this was the right place. Maybe they were holding her somewhere else, in another nearby jail. Maybe the cops hadn't got to her and she was still out there driving around, trying to lose them. But if she'd been caught, it would have probably been in or around Kenosha. 
He figured he'd hang out, see what was up, and decide from there.
His thoughts turned to stone when he saw the fucker. It was Lucifer nonchalantly waltzing right out the front door with Shelly in tow, being led by the hand like a child. 
Jack's horns erupted from his forehead and sent a searing pain that made him scream out in agony. The scream shattered the windows of the car and caused the werewolf to howl. 
Lucifer had Jack's body and face and mannerisms but he exuded that peculiar glow that only Jack and others who'd seen hell first hand could detect. 
Jack's feet started to curl up and harden as he gripped the steering wheel in a fit of fury. The pain was intense as his newly released feet crusted over and became hooves once more. The tail he'd ripped off like an old scab grew like a worm wriggling out of the mud during a rainstorm. His skin hardened and he saw it redden. His claws grew out before his eyes. 
It was the pain that stopped him from reacting. Every fiber of his being screamed out for him to rush Lucifer and destroy him, or die trying. But the pain immobilized him. 
He watched through the foggy windshield as Lucifer poured gasoline over his own head and then lit himself on fire. 
Woohoo!, Jack thought, but Lucifer wasn't committing suicide, he was molting. 
His human body peeled off in thick chunks of char and ash and the real Lucifer emerged before his eyes. 
Jack had to admit to himself, the creature was magnificent and formidable. When every last flickering flame died down Lucifer grabbed a shell-shocked Shelly in a bear hug and took off into the sky with his immense, leathery black wings. 
At the last moment, he looked into the car and acknowledged its occupants. The look of arrogance was obvious as he sneered at them and then winked their way, right before he disappeared into the sky.
Jack said fuck and he shook the steering wheel with impotent rage. 
He smacked the spider off the passenger seat and through gritted teeth said, "Why did you bother undemonizing me if it could all be undone in seconds?"
Dick-eyes said nothing.
Jack looked at the abandoned gas can outside the police station and said, "Can I do that? Can I shed my form with fire?"
Dick-eyes told him he could not.
It seemed Lucifer had him beat at every turn. He was bigger, stronger, smarter, knew all the tricks, and yet Jack still wanted to take him on. He ached for the opportunity, and he'd just let it slip through his fingers. Where the fuck was Lucifer taking Shelly? Was he really going to rape her as the prophecy foretold or were his plans more grandiose?
Why was Jack still sitting in the car with a back seat full of monsters while cops poured through the doors with guns in their hands and indignant, fearful anger painted across their expressions?
He had to find Lucifer. And maybe this was his lucky break. He said to the werewolf, "Can you pick up his scent?"
The werewolf couldn't but only because Lucifer had taken to the skies. 
But the pig could, if the bat-mobiles could work together and get him airborne quickly enough. The pigs nose was more powerful than the werewolf's and he was lighter to carry. 
The pig squealed with delight when Jack told him what he wanted. 
He drove a block down, turned the corner and then got out to let the bat-mobiles out of the trunk. He told them what he expected and they seemed upset about it, but that was probably because the pig was a fat bastard and the bat-mobiles weren't used to hard work.
Because they had wheels in place of legs they were forced to bite into the pig to get a grip. It took two dozen of them to lift it into the sky. And with that, they disappeared from sight, the pig squealing the whole time. 
Jack thought about making a joke about pigs flying but he knew it would sound stupid and inappropriate. Plus, these dumbasses probably wouldn't get it.
This might be their last and only chance to get Lucifer. He sure hoped the pig would come through for him.
 
 
 
 
 



On Angel Wings
 
Shelly wasn't afraid even though she was flying a couple hundred feet from the ground. The wind was frigid but Lucifer gave off a kind of warmth that pervaded beyond her flesh. He had her grasped just tightly enough that she wasn't afraid of falling, but not so tight as to hurt her.
She felt his chest muscles tense each time his wings flapped, but he wasn't out of breath. He seemed almost serene. Although she'd met some crazy characters over the past month, none intrigued her like this one. 
The thing that brought her back to reality was the smell of him. He smelled like gasoline and burnt meat. 
She shook the juvenile romantic notions from her head. She was being kidnapped, flown to God knows where, so that the mightiest creature she'd ever laid eyes on could rape the shit out of her.
But those eyes of his kept playing tricks on her sensibilities. His breath was warm and sweet, like kettle corn. His body was warm and hard.
Stop it, she told herself. This guy is evil. This guy will be the main character in the worst chapter of your short, freaky life.
She thought of Jack. A selfless thought came to her: She hoped Jack wouldn't try to save her because Lucifer would kick the shit out of him without breaking a sweat.
As she thought this, she could have sworn she saw the strangest thing: There appeared to be a pig chasing after them through the air. But it was sideways and kind of tilted over, like it was being carried by some unseen force against its will. 
She shook her head and closed her eyes tight. When she opened them again, the pig was gone. 
Maybe insanity was the only way for her poor brain to process this weirdness. 
When she heard a faint, distant squeal, she knew she was losing her marbles.
 



Waiting for the Pig
 
Dick-eyes had found them another empty house to shack up in for the time being, so Jack waited patiently for the pig and the bats to return. 
He could only assume Dick-eyes had found a way to relay to the pig where they were hiding. Maybe he'd cased the place out beforehand and told the pig. Maybe he'd sent one of the remaining bats after the pig and its brethren to relay the update. He didn't worry about it though. Dick-eyes seemed to always come through for him and he trusted him now more than ever.
He flopped down in the recliner. It was an oversized model, but still too small for Jack's muscular ass. But that didn't stop him from getting comfortable and slipping into a fitful sleep.
He dreamt of war and blood. He dreamt of bones and cries for mercy. 
When he woke up, he had a boner that had ripped through the crotch of his pants. He'd never felt more proud of himself in his entire life. He wished he had a camera.
But then he thought of Melanie and his emotions flipped over on end. The love of his life was gone and only his nemesis knew where she was. And his son was with her. He hadn't had long to get to know the boy but he was a sweetheart and Jack had taken an instant liking to him.
He knew his whole reason for breaking out of hell was to reunite with his loved ones, but he was no closer to that dream yet. Lucifer was a dumbass though by putting himself squarely on Jack's radar. Had Lucifer not shown up tonight, Jack might've never found a trail to Melanie and Jessie. Now he had a lead, if only the pig came through for him. 
He worried Lucifer would see or hear the pig chasing after him and kill it. He worried the pig would lose the scent. He worried that no one had told the pig where they had decided to hide out so even if it found out where Lucifer was hiding, he wouldn't have anyone to come back and tell. 
He looked down and his boner was gone. 
 



Going to Church
 
Shelly's fear resurfaced as soon as they started to descend. Lucifer came to earth like a comet and when he landed her teeth chattered and she worried she might have sustained a concussion. 
He carried her through the church doors like a newly married groom carrying his wife across the threshold. 
The fact that he had brought her to a church surprised her. The fact that he had keys to the church and seemed to regard it as a familiar place surprised her more. 
It looked pretty typical. There was a large crucifix against the back wall, right behind a podium. The Christ figure glared out across the empty, expansive congregating area. The windows were stained glass, but they looked new, like they'd been installed as an afterthought, to create the appropriate image. Instead of the usual bible, the pews were adorned with newly bound copies of the Book of Revelation. On the cover of each was a picture of the planet earth in flames. 
But the most striking feature of the church was the podium atop the massive stage. It was clearly designed to illuminate and aggrandize the speaker. It was only then that Shelly guessed that this was Lucifer's church.
But why would he need a church?
"Why do you have a church?"
"Quiet down girl. The answers to all of your questions are too large for you to wrap your feeble mind around."
"Hey, fuck you."
Lucifer smiled despite himself. "Ok then, I have a church so that I have a pulpit to spread my word."
"What's your word?"
"I am spreading word of the impending apocalypse to all who will hear it."
"The apocalypse is real?'
As Lucifer dropped Shelly to her feet and took her hand he said, "It's a possibility. The Devil will awaken and declare war upon God and earth, or something like that. That's the prophecy."
"It doesn't sound like you know what you're doing."
"Just because my schemes are elaborate doesn't mean they won't work. I'm a chess master at life, always a hundred moves ahead of everyone else, including God."
As Lucifer brought her into a back hallway and they began to descend a flight of stairs she said, "So are you going to start the apocalypse?"
"I'm not the Devil yet. But if enough people believe it's coming, God will find out and then he will have no choice but to make his next move."
"And what's that?"
"The Rapture."
Shelly shook her head. She just knew that the Book of Revelations had been written by a crazed hermit who suffered from fevered dreams or dementia or some other affliction of the mind. It was hard to swallow that he had hit the nail right on the head. 
She said, "So when the Rapture comes, then what?"
"Nothing. Then I do nothing at all for a very long time."
"Huh?"
The thing is, most people are good. So when the Rapture comes, most souls go to heaven and only a meager few thousand or million will be left here on earth."
Shelly still didn't get it but she waited for him to elaborate which he did. He seemed to enjoy the sound of his own voice, and she had to admit to herself, she kind of enjoyed it too.
"I wouldn't dare take the throne in hell with so few souls on my side. He'd wipe the fucking floor with me. But here's the kicker. After the Rapture, His hands are basically tied until the Devil starts the war. It's the prophecy He laid out. Even He has to adhere to its laws."
"Listen dude, I don't follow you. I don't think your plan's gonna work because it makes no sense."
"You didn't let me finish. Even though there will be just a small percentage of people left on earth after the Rapture takes the righteous ones, I will leave the corrupt souls be so that they can breed and spread into larger and larger numbers. The children of assholes will probably grow up to be assholes too. This may take as long as twenty generations but eventually there'll be enough evil souls on earth that I can take that I'll have a fair shot at toppling the old regime. I just have to be patient."
"Twenty generations is like a thousand years. Can you live that long? Can you wait that long?"
Lucifer eyed her coolly. "I was in hell longer than that. If I could endure the tortures of hell for millennia then I can endure boredom for a very long time."
"Plus that's like a nature versus nurture experiment that could blow up in your face. Just because the parents are evil doesn't mean their offspring will turn out that way."
"And yet I'm confident my plan will work. I've seen it work out that way too many times to doubt it."
Shelly thought, this rape sure isn't going how I thought it would.
Lucifer said, "You now know more about the fate of humanity than anyone else on the planet. I hope you appreciate that."
"Sure."
Lucifer rolled his eyes and led her to an unused girls bathroom in the basement.
She said, "You're raping me in a fucking bathroom? I thought you'd be more original than that, Prince of the angels."
Lucifer wasn't one to be caught off guard but he stammered when she brought up rape and when she referred to him as an angel. 
He said, "I would never rape someone. I'm not the bastard you think I am." 
With that, he shoved her through the bathroom door and locked it with a deadbolt from the outside.
He yelled through the door, "You're not my type anyway girl. Keep quiet or I'll show you true fear."
Shelly yelled back, "Fuck off angel boy."
He smirked to himself as he walked back upstairs.
Even though he was using her to lure in rapist angels, he decided right then that he would be damned if he let any of those fuckers actually get to her. She was his kind of girl.
 



Waiting and Contemplating
 
Jack realized he must have dozed off again. He rubbed crusted up drool from his mouth and tried to remember his dreams. 
But because his dreams were about hell, they came back to him as wisps of smoke that just as quickly dispersed. 
But he felt a sense of something profound from the dreams, despite the fact that specifics evaded him: He was not afraid of hell. He realized that it was a truth he'd denied so far during his stay on earth. Not once had he thought far enough ahead to imagine what would happen once his fight with Lucifer was over. He somehow knew he was going to have to return to hell, and yet it didn't bother him. It barely registered in his thoughts.
Dick-eyes was asleep on top of his head. Jack reached up and shook him. The spider quivered and awoke. 
Jack whispered, "Are we going back to hell when this is all over?" He felt foolish for asking the question but he suddenly felt like he should know more of the plan, including how it would all end.
Dick-eyes communicated wordlessly that they would have to return, no matter the outcome. 
Jack knew that that was the answer, but he wanted verification. He reached up again and gently, affectionately laid a hand on the spider. Dick-eyes trembled with some kind of uncontrolled delight and involuntarily pissed, the warm urine running down Jack's face and neck.
Jack's first instinct was to fling the damn spider against the wall to kill it, but he resisted. He picked the spider from his dome and gently placed it on the arm of the chair so he could get up and find a towel in the kitchen.
As he mopped the piss from his face, he noticed the black cat standing on the window ledge, watching through the window intently. The thing looked on edge.
Jack said, "I know pal. We'll find her."
He wondered how long it was going to take the pig to show up with directions. He was getting anxious for a fist fight.
 



Jack, the Unwanted Distraction
 
As Lucifer ascended the church stairs he thought about what he had seen earlier tonight. Jack was most definitely out. Clearly he had been affected by hell, at least physically. It happened to the best of them. There was no way to avoid the insidious influence of the blasted place. 
But he knew it was Jack on sight. He'd taken the man's identity and there was just no way to do that without glimpsing the man's soul too. It was the only way to pick up subtleties like mannerisms and physical tics. It was Jack and he was pissed.
But how had he escaped? Was something going on that Lucifer was not privy to? Was that what the Karl Marx ant was trying to tell him behind the garage?
It didn't matter in the grand scheme of things but it was a niggling curiosity that plagued him. Lucifer was the most magnificent creature to ever grace the barren landscape of hell and it had taken him millennia to figure out how to escape, and even then, luck played a big part in that escape.
Jack could not have escaped on his own. He hadn't been there long enough to figure out how to ignore the tortures, let alone how to escape them. Someone or something was at work helping him. 
Lucifer's heart raced when he imagined that maybe God was somehow involved, but that was not even a possibility. God did not play chess, God played Whack-a-Mole. 
Could it be a fellow fallen angel, helping Jack from the inside? No way. They were idiots but not idiotic enough to back the wrong horse. He'd promised them all a place at his side when the war was waged and won and each of them accepted their place eagerly. He trusted them with his life. And he was pretty sure none of them knew how to escape anyway.
It probably had something to do with the death ball he threw away. The timing couldn't be a coincidence. He'd just gotten rid of the ball and all of a sudden, Jack was back. 
Maybe there was more to the ritual that had released him than he'd taken into consideration. The specifics had eluded him even as they were playing out, but he'd assumed the ritual had run its course the second he was released. Why would there be more to it than that?
He had to let go of his paranoia, he chided himself. There were much bigger fish to fry than an infant demon with a childish vendetta.
 



Ugly is only Skin Deep
 
Jack took his chair and waited patiently. All of the planning was about to pay off or belly-flop based on what information the pig came back with.
He wondered why his horns had grown at the sight of Lucifer. It must have had to do with the anger that rose in him like an earthquake triggered tsunami. It was merely an outward manifestation of that anger. 
He was really upset about the hooves. He'd just spent a lot of time breaking those bastards off and they regrew in seconds. 
He reached up and tugged on his horns. He thought about ripping them from his skull again but he decided against it. Who cared if anyone saw him for what he was? He was over all of that now.
Just as he formulated that thought, Dick-eyes came walking from the kitchen with a wood saw, the same one he'd used on the horns during his first day on earth. 
Jack waved him off saying, "I'm done hiding. It's time to fight."
Dick-eyes quivered and then turned towards the kitchen again. If Jack didn't know any better he'd say Dick-eyes seemed proud of his decision. 
Jack stood up and tore off his clothes with a flourish. Now he felt better; less confined and less phony. 
Just as he was about to take his seat, the pig and its little bat-mobile escorts arrived.
 
 



Poor, Delusional Child?
 
Melanie cleared her throat loudly from the doorway to Jessie's room. She'd drank just enough for her thoughts to loosen and come unraveled and now she had more questions for the boy. They were insane questions; questions only a delusional person would ask, or someone very drunk and very confused.
He sat up in bed. He didn't appear sleepy or groggy even though it looked like he was in the middle of a nap. In fact, it looked like he hadn't been asleep at all.
Melanie sat on the edge of his bed and stared into his eyes.
"I have one question for you, and I think I deserve the answer."
"Ok."
"Are you God?"
"Yes."
"Fuck."
She stood on wobbly legs and left the boy again. Then she peeked her head back in and said, "Is there a reason for all of this nonsense?"
"There is Melanie. I'm sorry you were deceived."
"I ought to ground you for this shit."
She slammed the door and decided right then to slam the rest of the vodka.
She'd signed up for some crazy stuff in the past but none of what she'd done should have led her to this bizarre scenario. Her Jack was newly released from his hellish bonds, Lucifer had taken his identity and resumed his life, and now God was hiding out in Jack's son.
She inched the child's door open one more time and asked, "Were you always God or did you take over Jessie recently?"
Jessie was getting uncomfortable with her constantly barging in and asking more questions but he seemed to compose himself before answering. 
"The ritual that was performed during my conception, the one that gave Lucifer access to the earth realm, released me into this child. I was born this way."
"Why?"
"I can't risk telling you that."
"Is that right? Well check this out."
Melanie walked into the room and unplugged Jessie's TV. Then she disconnected his game systems and as she was walking out with them in her arms she said by way of explanation, "If you're God and you've been tricking me this whole time, then this is your punishment: No more video games. 
"And if you're lying to me about being God then I'm also taking away your game and TV privileges because your imagination is going haywire. I sure hope it's just your overactive imagination Jessie or you're never getting any of this stuff back."
Jessie simply nodded and smiled as she closed the door for the last time.
 
 



Unrequited Desires
 
Lucifer had made a quick run to the nearest gas station to pick up some grub for his captive. He'd warmed up a frozen burrito and a cheeseburger in the microwave in the church break room.
He didn't know what she liked so he'd grabbed a little of everything. It only dawned on him as he made his way downstairs that he hadn't considered whether she was a vegetarian or not. Maybe she had allergies? 
Why was he so worried about whether she'd like it or not? He only had to keep her alive long enough to attract a stray angel or two and then, once the angel took the bait, she would be useless to him. 
But the thought of disposing of her upset him. Only then did he realize that he was being influenced by God's stupid fucking prophecy. But he wasn't going into a rape rage simply because he hadn't been a real angel in a very long time. No, she was affecting him on a more subtle level.
He'd planned on taking the food inside the locked bathroom and sitting down to speak with the girl, maybe find out a little more about her, or about Jack, but this new epiphany scared him enough that he simply shoved the food across the floor, yelled, "Eat up girl," and quickly slammed the door shut. 
He couldn't let his newfound lust or cravings or even fledgling love sidetrack him. He just knew he was close to getting what he wanted and he'd be damned if some dumbassed prophecy derailed him now that he was almost at the payoff end of all of his scheming and manipulating.
He caught himself standing at the door trying to listen for movement from within and he had to force himself to walk away.
He had to get ready for some serious sermons over the next few days. He hoped it wouldn't end up being a marathon but he was ready for it if that was the case. There was just no way to know when the angels would come for the girl but he knew he had to be in the middle of a sermon when it happened.
 



Pigs Fly
 
The pig was shivering but Jack couldn't wait for him to warm up. He needed to know right away whether the mission was a success.
The bat-mobiles all lit up like road flares. They burned with an unreal intensity for several seconds and when the light from each went out, the bats were gone. Jack knew that could only mean one thing, the bats had served their purpose. They'd done what they were meant to do and now they'd returned to hell. That sent a surge of euphoria through him. If they'd done what they were here to do then the mission was fruitful.
The pig explained as much in his grunting, snorting way.
Jack discovered where Lucifer had taken Shelly and he was a little surprised that he'd taken her to a church. Was Lucifer working with God now? No way. Lucifer had relayed his hatred for God to Jack right before Jack released him from hell, and although Lucifer had proven he could not be trusted since then, Jack felt the fallen angels fury when he spoke of his Father. It must be a trick then? But what? 
Jack bent down and kissed the pig on top of its pink head. The pig snorted and then it was engulfed in the same blinding light that had taken the bats. In a second, it was over and the pig was no more.
Jack considered the possibilities and then threw them away as inconsequential. Fuck the worrying, he thought, I've got an angel to kill.
Dick-eyes climbed up on his head and awaited orders.
Jack said, "Get that fucking Goatraffe and find Mr. Pickles. Also, let the tiger out of the bathroom. Then let everyone know that the time is now. 
Dick-eyes jumped to the floor and scurried off excitedly.
Jack picked up his shredded, discarded pants and rifled through the pockets. He came out with the shiny metal death ball. 
He let it float an inch above his hand. He willed it to move about like an angry hornet, careening this way and that. It's real power was still somewhat dormant so he could only hope he found a way to unlock it's full potential by the time he faced Lucifer. He'd need all the help he could get.
 



The Payoff
 
Lucifer addressed his flock. They faced, him mesmerized, like adolescents hearing their first campfire tale.
"It is upon us right fucking now. The horses are being bridled and shoed by their four horsemen as we speak. For those not chosen, fire will consume them all. And that's only the beginning of the torments that await. You can easily escape even the most excruciating pain in life by simply dying, but in the afterlife, there is no getting away from it."
There was a crashing noise as the twin doors to the church were thrown open. A sex starved angel burst through and looked around, wild eyed. 
He didn't recognize Lucifer and he didn't seem to notice the hundreds of sets of eyes upon him at first. 
He dashed forward and bumped into a parishioner. His eyes came into focus and he looked around with clarity for the first time. He mumbled an apology and sniffed the air just to be sure he was in the right place. Then he took a seat to try and blend in.
Lucifer knew he was only playing along until all of the parishioners cleared out. Then he would resume his hunt for Shelly.
Lucifer's heart thundered within the confines of his chest. He would love nothing more than to take the angel apart, piece by wet piece, but he had to restrain himself. 
The angel was his unwitting ally. He tried his hardest not to smile as he spoke.
He said loudly, "Welcome brother. I know why you are so frantic. The apocalypse is cresting the horizon as we speak and we are here to make ready for it."
The angel looked at Lucifer, still failing to recognize the grandest of all God's creations, and smirked. 
He said, "I think I would know if the apocalypse was triggered. What makes you think you know more than me?"
"I have heard it from the source."
"God does not speak to you. You are misguided and foolish."
An audible gasp reverberated around the cavernous room but Lucifer held his hands up to instill quiet among his followers.
"I did not hear it from God. I heard it from the enemy."
The angel gave a muted snort of derision. 
Lucifer continued, "The enemy has taken the throne. He has lost all patience. The apocalypse is his birthright and he now knows it. Doom upon those who pay no heed."
The angel stood and glared after Lucifer. "The throne remains vacant. The enemy still cowers. You know not what you speak."
Lucifer knew there was no way for the angel to know what was happening in hell, so he was only guessing. 
He said firmly, "The enemy cowers no more. He tires of scheming and waiting. He thirsts for pain and revenge against his father. The power shift will be swift and unforgiving to those who have chosen the wrong allegiances."
He knew that last part would pique the angels curiosity. The angels had always been ambiguous about their allegiances. They were a fearful bunch, afraid of backing the wrong horse or stepping the wrong way. 
The angel said, "If the enemy has spoken to you, tell me what he calls himself."
"He is ruler of hell, the king of all angels and now the king of all the fallen."
The angel whispered, "Shit."
Lucifer laid it on thicker. "He amasses his army as we speak. We can hope only for the Rapture to save the souls of those undeserving of his torments."
The angel didn't reply or even acknowledge what was said. He had a faraway look in his eyes. 
Finally he said absently, "We knew there would be a messenger, but we thought it would be a messenger sent from God, not the other guy. This is bad. What is your name sir?"
"The messenger has no name of consequence." Lucifer made this part up on the spot, hoping it sounded as ominous to the angel as it did to him.
"Yes. Of course. Thank you."
The angel turned on his heals and walked to the doors. He sniffed the air one last time for his quarry but he knew his true mission now was to inform God of the approaching apocalypse. 
Lucifer prayed he could find God and he prayed God would listen.
 



Dick-eyes is Awesome
 
Jack studied his minions. How the fuck was he going to take out the mightiest creature ever created with this ragtag gathering of dumbass misfits?
He sighed and shook his head. He turned the death ball about in his large hand but the ball's true power hid from him still.
Dick-eyes must have sensed his frustrations because he separated from the group. He looked up at Jack with his soulful eyes and then he started to quiver. Before long he was shaking uncontrollably at Jack's hooves. 
Jack took a step back to better witness what was going on with his faithful servant. The spider had many tricks up its sleeve but Jack wasn't remotely prepared for this latest one. 
Dick-eyes' exoskeleton cracked at the seems and fell away in large, black chunks. Beneath was a red arachnid, shiny with pus and blood. 
Then the spider did two things at once. It grew exponentially in size as its shape morphed. Two of its front legs snapped upwards and flattened out against its abdomen. It's spider's snub-mouth elongated into a snout. Its course hairs fell to the floor, shed like a dog's winter coat. 
Still it quaked as it grew. Scales formed upon the surface of its raw skin and hardened before Jack's eyes. 
It continued to grow despite the fact that the room and its occupants were getting more and more cramped. 
The other creatures had backed up but there was no more room for them so they'd decided to go into the kitchen. 
The Goatraffe spat on the floor disgustedly. God, Jack hated that motherfucker. 
Dick-eyes was at least five times the size of Jack by the time he realized what it was morphing into. Only then did he understand that Dick-eyes would need more room to grow.
Jack started to take the room apart with his bare hands to make space. He crashed into the walls to take them down. He smashed the doorframes to pieces with deft swings of his fists. He stamped the floor with his immense hooves. 
The floor finally gave out and they both fell into the basement. Dick-eyes oversized mass cracked the cement floor of the basement where he landed. 
Jack jumped to his feet and took out each wall in the basement in quick succession. 
He didn't know if any of it was necessary, if the constriction would limit or even hurt his friend, but it was the logical thing to do to maximize growth while ensuring Dick-eyes' safety. 
Finally he used his horns to destroy the outer cinderblock walls. He was barely working up a head of steam when it was all over. 
The creature that used to be his small weird spider buddy was now a behemoth of hellish proportions. The creature still had those soulful eyes but the dick had vanished. It was unlike a dragon only in the conventional sense. 
It wasn't majestic or beautiful but Jack felt its newfound power electrify the room. It was mottled black and a deep crimson, just like Jack. Its wings were thick and rubbery. Its feet were each as long as a man and webbed for some stupid reason, maybe to help it steer in the air, like a rudder. Its scales were large and metallic looking. 
It was a sight to behold and Jack's breath caught in his throat.
But then Dick-eyes did something he hadn't expected. He looked at Jack, winked knowingly, and then blasted him with flaming dragon breath. 
Jack tried to run but there was nowhere to go. The heat felt like it was burning off his very soul. The agony was so much worse than anything he'd ever felt before. 
But that wasn't right. The agony reminded him of hell. The dragon was scorching him with hellfire. 
Jack's agonized brain had no more time for conjecture, he just had to get away before the fire destroyed him. 
He scrambled towards the remnants of the staircase but the dragon stepped on him and held him to the ground with its huge foot. Jack was helpless against its might. The dragon burned him for what seemed like an eternity. 
Jack's thoughts slipped in and out of reality. His soul longed for the sweet release of death but it didn't arrive. 
 



Escape Plan
 
Shelly had a plan. It wasn't much of a plan but she had little to work with so it would have to do. There were no windows to escape through. The door was pretty impenetrable. So she had only one way out. Lure Lucifer inside, then somehow get past him before he knew what was happening. She knew it was destined for failure but she wasn't about to just quit.
She pulled her shirt over her head and tossed it on the dirty floor. She unclasped her bra and let it join the shirt. She pulled her shoes off and then her pants. She was now naked and cold but that was the point. 
She called out as loudly as she could and waited for the sound of approaching footsteps. When none came she called out again. Still nothing. She went into a stall and banged the toilet seat up and down. She yelled as loud as her hoarse voice would allow. 
Finally she heard a door slam shut and sensed someone getting closer. 
A voice from the other side of the doorway said angrily, "What the hell do you want?"
"I need to see you."
"Say what you have to say through the door. I don't have time for this."
"Please. I need to see you."
She heard Lucifer mumble, "Jesus fucking Christ," right before he opened the door.
Shelly had never seduced a man before so she simply tried her best not to come off as clumsy or desperate. She was leaning against a cold sink, chest pushed out, hips cocked to the left, as Lucifer popped his head through to see what all the commotion was about. 
If she could just get him to walk towards her, she could use the element of surprise and get away. She just had to be quicker than he was. When she felt his magnificent presence, she knew her plan would fail. But she had to try anyway.
 



Taken by Surprise
 
Lucifer wasn't expecting the girl to be nude when he opened the door. He shut his eyes against the glory of her flesh but he couldn't maintain such enormous control over his urges. 
He threw the door wide and strode towards her. She was everything he wanted in life, and then some. Just as he was within a foot of her he noticed the fear hiding within her expression. He didn't want this girl to fear him. That wasn't the plan. 
He embraced her in a hug. She was cold to the touch and trembling. She started to cry in his arms.
He whispered, "Put your clothes back on. You're free to go."
She looked into his eyes and he felt his heart ache. Then she began kissing him. He couldn't help himself anymore. He took her head in his hands and kissed back. His senses reached their limit and he could control himself no more.
 



Prophecy Fulfilled
 
Shelly thought, well that wasn't how I imagined losing my virginity: To Lucifer on a cold bathroom floor in a church. 
And yet it was so much better than anything she'd ever imagined for herself. 
The initial plan had gone to shit immediately and then an unnatural urge propelled her into his embrace. She no longer thought of escape. If anything, she now wanted the opposite: To never have to leave his side.
She knew there was a bigger picture, that something immense was pulling her strings but it didn't matter now.
She thought, does this mean I'm pregnant now? Am I carrying the child of Lucifer. 
Rather than dread, a feeling of completeness enveloped her. She not only felt overjoyed, she felt a sense of purpose in life that had evaded her for so long.
 



Tempered
 
Jack whimpered like a baby. The fire brought back memories of hell. It was like he was reliving the past year of torment but all at once. It was too much to bear. 
He begged, "Please Dick-eyes, stop," but the fire kept rushing him, crashing into and through his very soul. 
And then, all at once he felt a calm wash away all his fears. The fire became familiar, like stumbling upon a long lost teddy bear in a box in the attic or reuniting with a childhood sweetheart. 
He stood up as wave after wave of flame hit him with increasing ferocity. He turned to face the flame and welcome it. He felt home here. 
Just as he was hoping it would never end, it of course did. 
He instantly felt the cold air tickle his skin, but it was different than before. He could feel it, but it didn't affect him in any way. 
He watched as his mottled red and black skin crackled and hardened into something resembling cooled lava. His eyesight was going out but then he realized it wasn't that; the remains of the broken house were in flames. The smoke billowed thickly and made it impossible to discern anything more than a few feet away. 
Dick-eyes moved his huge head towards Jack but Jack was neither afraid nor angry. He knew now what had to be done. Dick-eyes had hardened him for battle by reminding him of what Lucifer had forced him to endure for the past year.
It was an obscene form of tough love but Jack appreciated it.
 



Torn
 
There was a very real part of Lucifer that wanted nothing more than to say fuck the apocalypse. He desperately wanted to run off with Shelly and forget all of his old hatred and vendettas. 
But at the same time, he knew it was a trick. God's prophecies had a way of making something fated seem like an act of pure, luck driven chance. And the very notion made Lucifer sick to his stomach. 
He thought he'd managed to escape the influence of God, but now he'd allowed himself to get reeled right back in. 
He was torn so he did the only thing he could think of doing. He locked Shelly back up in the bathroom. He had to get his head back in the game and the girl was an unwanted distraction. But that wasn't exactly true: He did want her. He wanted her again, right now.
He distanced himself physically, hoping that the feelings would diminish as he walked away. He took the stairs two at a time and was breathless by the time he reached the top, but not from the exertion of climbing the steps, it was from fighting his impulses to return to the woman of his dreams. 
But he had to force those feelings away for now. 
It worked, but it was bittersweet. He no longer felt like she was his whole world, but the absence of that feeling saddened him.
He shook his head. He had to get a grip. He was acting like a lovesick teenager, not the mighty fallen angel, Lucifer. 
If his plan worked, God would soon enact the apocalypse and then the chess match would begin. And Lucifer only played to win.
Just as he was congratulating himself on his mastery over his base desires, he found himself outside the bathroom door again. He didn't know how he got there. He didn't remember descending the stairs or deciding that this was an acceptable idea. Before he could steel himself against opening the door, his hand reached out of its own accord, and opened it up. He was back in the room even as his thoughts screamed, run dammit, run.
Shelly ran to him and jumped into his arms. His thoughts evaporated, replaced by a joyous bliss he didn't think he even deserved.
He kissed her and she said, "I knew you couldn't leave me here."
He put her down and said, "Shelly, I need you to know that I have something big going on right now. I want you, but that will have to wait until my plan has reached fruition. Can you help me stay focused on that? Afterwards, I promise you the world, and then some."
She nodded her head eagerly. She said, "Are you planning to destroy Jack? Because I think you should reconsider. He's not that bad."
Lucifer didn't mean to, but he laughed right in her face. 
She looked pissed so he explained. "Jack is a mere mosquito to someone like me. I am going to destroy God."
It was Shelly's turn to laugh but she stopped when Lucifer glared at her without a hint of compassion. 
He said, "It is my purpose. He created me, loved me, and then disowned me. My punishment demands retribution. I will have my revenge even if it destroys me."
Now Shelly looked aghast. "I can't watch you die. I only just met you."
She felt like an idiot for giving in to her desires so easily but it felt so right.
"Then help me win."
"What's the plan then?"
"For now I can only hope that God doesn't call my bluff. If he believes that I have ascended to the throne as Devil and that I have unleashed the apocalypse, then he has no choice but to enact the Rapture. With all the good people gone, I'll breed an army of damned souls here on earth."
Shelly shook her head. "I still don't really get it."
"It's a numbers game. Once I have bred enough, I'll fight him. Until then, God's hands are tied. He can't fight me until I wage the war."
"Are you sure about that?"
"It is the doomsday prophecy. It is vague about when it will happen and who will take the throne but it is otherwise an ironclad prophecy with little room for interpretation. It will come true."
"I'll help you any way I can."
"For now, just help me from falling further in love with you. There's a suspicious part of me that thinks this was God's plan; to put us together to disrupt my process thereby derailing my plans."
"I sure hope you think more of me than that. I'm no one's pawn."
"Shelly, I fear we may both be his pawns. But you can win a chess match with two pawns if you're smart enough and make all the right moves."
Shelly realized she had every reason to hate God. Maybe not as much as Lucifer, but still. God had sent a horde of sex starved angels after her to rape her. Wasn't that reason enough to want revenge? She was starting to think so. 
She said, "I'll do whatever it takes."
 



Time to go
 
The house was crumbling to pieces around them. Jack made for the stairs but Dick-eyes stopped him and beckoned for him to hop on. 
Jack laughed heartily and was more than eager to ride a fucking dragon out of the decrepit house. He climbed what was left of the cinder block wall and then jumped up on the dragon's back.
Dick-eyes flapped his wings once and shot straight up into the air. The smoke swirled around in twin tornadoes before settling once more. 
Dick-eyes came down gently on the lawn. Jack heard screams off in the distance and a cacophony of approaching sirens. His minions were waiting for him on the lawn. 
Jack said, "You fuckers know where to meet us. Don't get caught, and kill as few civilians as necessary."
The werewolf howled and took off. Jack knew it wouldn't adhere to his command. It would probably kill every single civilian it came across. It might even go out of its way to rack up some extra kills.
The Goatraffe said, "Fuck off," then turned and meandered away. Jack didn't think the freaky creature would make it very far but he also didn't care. He hated that guy.
The cat jumped on the tiger's head. At first the tiger tried to buck it off but the cat clawed it's eyes and so it eventually relented. It too turned and took off at a run, the cat holding on for dear life as it went.
Mr. Pickles, the python sized caterpillar was wrapped around the hyena's neck and body like a grotesque scarf. The hyena didn't appear too pleased about its unwanted passenger but it too turned and wandered off, following orders.
Jack turned and looked up at his magnificent new steed. He was about to address it as Dick-eyes again but he now knew it's real name. 
It was his loyal companion Cerberus, the guardian of the gates of hell.
He said, "Take me to him, Cerberus," and then he ran and jumped at the beast. He didn't quite make it to the top and he sure hoped he didn't look like a doofus scrambling up the last couple of feet. It was undignified for a person of his stature but at least he didn't fall flat on his ass. 
Cerberus simply waited patiently for him to get situated. Then in a clear voice he said to Jack, "You can call me Dick-eyes if you still want to."
"No. And I'm sorry for that."
"No need. Lets go get Lucifer. I've always hated that punk. He ruined my home and he'll pay for it." As he spoke, little tendrils of smoke escaped from between his razor sharp fangs. 
Jack was simply giddy to have this new warrior on his side and he felt like a chump for not realizing what was staring him right in the face this entire time.
Cerberus took flight and Jack had to hold on for fear of falling. 
He could now see the strobing lights that accompanied the sirens of the police cars. They'd obviously be called by frightened neighbors but they were too late. 
Lucky for them.
As Cerberus climbed higher into the clear blue sky, Jack thought, this is nothing like how I imagined this as a kid. 
As a child he'd often daydreamed about owning a pet dragon and flying it away towards some new quest or battle. The reality was that the dragon was a true monster from hell that seemed to care little for his safety as it swooped up and down and around, smoke that trailed from its mouth was hitting Jack directly in the eyes, stinging them shut, and the quest might end up spelling his doom.
It was funny; earlier today, this huge beast had perched atop his head as a grotesque, but small enough spider, and now he was riding it into the sky, holding on with all his might. Quite the role reversal.
Finally he had enough of the swooping and daredevil flying maneuvers and he bonked Cerberus on the head with his meaty fist. 
He said, "Slow down God damn it."
The dragon let out a hearty laugh, shot fire ahead of them, and then flew forward even faster.
"Fucker," Jack whispered.
Cerberus' voice fought against the howling wind. He said, "Your enemy is an angel with wings. How can you hope to fight him if you can't stand to fly?"
"I won't let him get off the ground."
"Good luck with that tactic," Cerberus said sarcastically.
Jack said, "Whatever dude. If you drop me I'll beat the crap out of you."
Cerberus laughed again which just pissed Jack off.
 



Stifling Desires
 
Shelly was an enabler. Lucifer had hoped she'd help him fight the urge to lust for her but she'd spent the past hour doing just the opposite. Apparently she had just as little control over her desires as he did.
Was this how a succubus operated? If so, he finally understood why one could spell trouble for the object of its desire. 
He made a tough decision but one that he thought might help them rein in their passions. He decided to take Shelly home to meet Melanie and Jessie.
Shelly hated the idea but once Lucifer explained himself she reluctantly agreed. 
The idea was that they'd be too uncomfortable in the presence of Melanie and the child to jump each others bones. It was worth a try despite how awful the idea sounded coming out of his mouth.
Shelly looked uncomfortable during the ride there and said, "Do you think your girlfriend will beat the tar out of me?"
"She's not my girlfriend. She's Jack's. I've never been intimate with her."
"Then why does she stay?"
"She loves Jack and she thinks I'm him. I think it's time to come clean."
He realized for the first time that he could let her and Jessie go free now that his plans were underway. They were basically worthless to him now anyway. He had to admit to himself that he'd miss them but not so much that he was willing to maintain this charade into the foreseeable future.
Plus Jessie had begun to creep him out these days. The kid was a weirdo.
But maybe he'd hang onto them for a while anyway. If Jack attacked, he would do so cautiously if he feared Melanie and Jessie might get caught in the cross-fire.
Yeah, he'd wait to release them. It was the smart thing to do.
Shelly said, "I want to take a hot shower as soon as you're done showing me off to the missus. I reek."
"You smell delicious to me."
They pulled over half a mile from the house and attacked each other with renewed vigor. Each time was like the first time. 
Lucifer wondered just how much the prophecy had to do with these latest carnal desires. If Shelly was already pregnant then the prophecy was complete and he should no longer feel compelled to be with her. That meant that this was real. It wasn't preordained any more. 
 



Lovers Reunited
 
Melanie had just finished strapping her thigh holsters on when she heard footsteps coming up the front sidewalk. Lucifer had tricked her for a year, taken the love of her life, and now she was going to have her revenge. 
The booze helped fuel the hatred in her and give it teeth. 
She didn't think bullets would stop Lucifer but she was done being a puppet. She had to make a stand even if it was a foolhardy one. Again, the booze helped inform her decision to confront the fallen angel. 
Jessie's revelations had meant only one thing to her: She was all alone in this. If what he said was true then everyone had a side or an agenda, and she was just an afterthought. Well fuck that.
The only reason she hadn't packed her shit up already and hightailed it out of there was because Jessie wouldn't leave. Otherwise they'd be on their way to a normal life by now.
The front door opened so she took up her position at the top of the stairs like she had against the military folks. It was a good vantage point, but there was a loud, screaming part of her brain telling her that this could only end in her own death and that she was wasting her time. Too bad she didn't give a shit anymore.
She yelled out, "Stop Lucifer. I know who you are. I know you're not Jack."
A demonic voice shook the entire structure of the home. It said, "I am Jack. I'm back."
Melanie almost popped out of her hiding place and ran downstairs to embrace her long lost love when she saw a beast emerge into her line of sight below. It was humungous and hideous. Clearly Lucifer had shed his Jack suit. That could mean only one thing: He was done with the charades and he was going to dispense with her and Jessie. 
She cocked her pistol and said, "Get out of this house if you know what's good for you. I'll shoot you dead, so help me God."
"Is that you Melanie? This is Jack. I look different now but it's me. Honest."
A giant horrendous head appeared at the foot of the stairs. Melanie shot. She was a crack shot so she knew she hadn't missed but the head remained, unharmed. A wicked smile of jagged teeth crossed the mottled, burnt face of the demon.
Could it really be Jack or was it Lucifer in the flesh, playing another trick on her?
Just for good measure, she shot it in the head again. The head didn't so much as shudder from the impact. The demon slowly ascended the stairs. 
Melanie didn't realize she was wetting herself until it was already too late to stop it. She got to her feet and backed up a step, firing off another round as she did so. That one was useless against the monster too. As the demon closed the distance she gave up completely. 
The beast was upon her in a second. But instead of tearing her legs off, it wrapped her up in a hug. It's skin was like steel and smelled of charcoal. Her skin stung and itched on contact. It was frightening but eerily familiar. 
And the familiarity brought clarity with it. This was Jack, disfigured from his stint in hell. She wept openly and Jack hugged her tighter. Her skin stung less as the seconds ticked away. She heard his heart booming within his cavernous chest. He took her head in both of his hands and stared down, into her eyes. "I found you. I finally found you. I've missed you so much."
She noticed for the first time that his eyes were exactly the same green color and shape as Jack's eyes. If they weren't framed by such a grotesque face, they might almost be described as kindly.
She said, "I only just realized that the person I thought was you for the past year was really Lucifer in disguise. That's why I had my gun. I was going to try and fight him."
"Let me do that baby. You just get Jessie to safety."
She was about to say something along the lines of, Jessie can't be trusted. He might even be God in disguise, playing games with all of us, but she never got the chance. There was an almighty roar that came from outside. It sounded like it could have come from a dinosaur or a jet engine. Through the window, she saw a jet of molten lava streak across the front lawn.
"What the fuck is that?"
Jack stared through the window. His breath caught in his throat. Finally he said, "Do you remember that weird spider with the ding-dong and those human eyes? Well he came back with me and he turned into a kind of giant dragon thingy."
"Ok."
"Well he just gave me an early warning. Lucifer's coming."
"Shit."
"You got that right. Take Jessie out the back way. Wait, is Jessie alright? You haven't mentioned him yet."
"Yes he's fine. It's complicated. We'll make a break for it but you better come back to me in one piece."
Jack looked down at his hooves. "I don't think we have a future together. If I win, I understand that I have to return to hell immediately."
"But you just came back to me. You can't leave so soon." She could hardly believe she was saying this to the beast that loomed over her. But she was starting to see through the armored hide of the monster to the man within. 
"We'll see what happens. Now go."
 
 
 



Late to the Party
 
"Cerberus!" Lucifer yelled. "You dare to go against me?"
Cerberus said, "You don't belong in hell. I should have never let you call it home. You are tainted meat."
"I'm about to take over hell you dip-shit. You've aligned yourself on the wrong side." This wasn't the first time this kind of thing had happened to Lucifer so he wasn't too surprised by the treachery.
Cerberus said, "Jack is here now. Jack is my master."
"So you are a pet then? I must say I like your new incarnation. What are you, a dragon or something?"
"Something like that."
"It suits you. So where is Jack then?"
Cerberus turned its giant head away from Lucifer as an act of defiance. Lucifer decided right then that Cerberus would bear the brunt of hells punishments after he took it over.
He turned to Shelly who was cowering and hiding behind him, fearful of the goliath dragon parked on the front lawn. 
He said, "Sorry about this. I need to dispense with Jack and then we can move on to better things. Sometimes when a mosquito buzzes around your head you lose sight of the bigger picture. I need to squash the mosquito. I know you've grown fond of him so I'm sorry for what I'm about to do."
Shelly was paralyzed with fear. She nodded dumbly as Lucifer took her hand and led her back to the car. He put her in the passenger seat and said, "This won't take long."
Then he popped the trunk and took out a five gallon gas canister. He walked ten feet from the car and started pouring the gas over his head.
He yelled at Cerberus, "Care to do the honors?"
Cerberus huffed and a thin wisp of smoke escaped from its mouth. "I'd rather get sentenced to an eternity in heaven than help you."
"Suit yourself."
Lucifer pulled a Zippo out of his pocket and lit it. He sparked up like a flare. 
Shelly started screaming and tried to get out of the car to save him but he yelled, "I'm fine. This is how I shed the Jack suit."
She shook her head but she trusted him and remained seated. Now she was visibly shaking which just made Lucifer more furious that Jack had come here. Maybe he'd take his time with him. Jack had endured hell but Lucifer could do worse to him than hell ever had.
He was fully enflamed when he heard a gruff voice behind him saying, "Fuck off."
He turned in time to see what looked like a cross between a goat and a giraffe standing a few feet away. Then the thing spat on him. The spot where the spit hit his skin sizzled and the flame went out there. The goatraffe spat again and another spot went out. 
Lucifer yelled, "You'll fucking pay for this when it's all over you ugly piece of shit.
The goatraffe said, "Fuck off," at which point Lucifer decided to end this stupidity. But before he could take a single step towards the annoying creature, he was bowled over.
He jumped to his feet in time to stop the werewolf from goring him. It lunged at him again, and he grabbed it by the snout. He picked it up and tossed it over his head, into the street. It yelped but quickly regained its composure as it got back to its feet. It rushed at him like a runaway freight train but Lucifer was ready. As soon as it was within striking distance he reached out with both hands, took the beasts head and twisted in one deft move. The werewolf fell into him, carried forward by its own momentum. 
But by the time it hit the ground it was already dead. As it erupted in a flash of blinding light, Lucifer said, "I'll see you on the other side pal."
It was only then that he noticed the flames on his body had been almost completely extinguished. He was covered, head to toe, in goatraffe spit. It made his stomach turn. Lucifer moved towards the goatraffe and as it took a backwards step, it said, "Fuck off," one last time before it too erupted in a flash of light and subsequently vanished.
Lucifer looked back at the car to make sure Shelly was still safe. He didn't know how many hell spawned creatures there were and he didn't know for sure whether they'd stoop low enough to go after her. 
She was sobbing uncontrollably in her seat. Her head was in her hands and her body shivered. He had to end this if only to end her misery. 
As the last flame flickered to death, he popped the trunk of the car again and grabbed some shop rags. He wiped the viscous spittle from him but there was a lot of it and it was too slippery to stick to the rags. He had to sort of wipe it off, using one rag after another. 
By the time he was done, he was still damp and smelled like a mixture between a barnyard and a gas station. Luckily he hadn't used up all of the gas from the can. He was about to go back to it and dump the remains over his body when he saw a white tiger standing between him and the can. 
The tiger had a blowhole and a thick red ooze gushed upwards from it. It splattered all over the road. Lucifer made for the gas can, figuring he could easily dispatch with the tiger on the way, but as soon as his feet touched the red ooze, they came out from under him. He hit the road hard and then had a tough time getting up as his hands and legs slipped around under his own weight. 
His vision went white so he knew the tiger had vanished in a flash; its work here done. 
He felt helpless. He couldn't gain purchase of the ground beneath him, try as he might. 
Then he heard the car door open. He turned in time to see Shelly bolt from the passenger seat. She worked her way around the red ooze and snatched the gas can up. She slid it towards Lucifer and he reached out to grab it but it whizzed right by him, just out of reach. 
Shelly muttered, "Shit," and ran back around the red fluid to retrieve the can again. This time her aim was true and Lucifer grabbed the can as it rushed towards him. He poured the contents over his head and body while laying in the road. It wasn't the most dignified way to do things but by now Lucifer just needed this to end.
He flicked the Zippo and he burst into flames. Only then did he notice Cerberus laughing his stupid dragon ass off.
 



Lucifer, Unbound
 
Shelly got back in the passenger seat of the car and watched as the love of her life burned to a crisp. She was shaking from fear and adrenaline. Her mouth was dry and her finger tips were tingling. 
Only then did the distant sounds of sirens and gunshots come to her. She looked around, fearful of what might happen to the poor cops if they came upon this madness. Two blocks ahead of her she could just barely make out the shapes of police cruisers and cops standing beside them with their guns drawn. There was some sort of magnificent firefight going on and it took a few seconds for her to see exactly what it was they were shooting at. When she saw the hyena dashing this way and that, bashing into front fenders of cop cars to disable them and goring runaway policemen and women before they could reach the real battleground, she knew what was up. The hyena was guarding the upcoming fight between Jack and Lucifer. He wasn't about to allow any distractions.
Then she heard a similar commotion behind her. Just a block past where Lucifer was burning she saw the Mr. Pickles the caterpillar, it's hairy body extended the entire width of the road, acting like a huge, impervious tire spike, it's spiky hard hairs puncturing every tire that touched them. 
The cars were all immobile but it appeared as though those cops were smarter than their fellows across the way because they were outside their cars, backing away from fright or maybe confusion. 
 
She felt something like an earthquake and the air crackled and heated up as her vision turned red. She was far too disoriented to take all of this mayhem in at once. It was like watching ten movies at one time.
She saw a police helicopter whiz over the horizon. It was tipped on its side and the outside of it was sizzling. She didn't know what had caused the malfunction at first until she heard an almighty roar (the earthquake she'd felt seconds earlier) and felt that intense heat all around her again. The flame that came rushing out of the dragon's mouth was like a laser, with pinpoint accuracy and it hit the helicopter right on its side door. It exploded from the heat and the impact, breaking into pieces that rained down half a mile distant. 
Just when she didn't think she could take any more, her black cat, Prozac, crept through the open window and dropped into her lap. It purred as she put a shaky hand on it. 
Instantly she felt a familiar serene calm wash over her. She hardly cared that the cat was Jack's minion and therefore it would likely work against her new boyfriend Lucifer. She just enjoyed the peace it brought her. Then she realized that maybe the cat was never meant for Jack to use. Maybe it was meant for her all along.
The red fluid that surrounded Lucifer in the road bubbled and popped as the flames from his erupted body reached it. Soon he was surrounded by a great wall of crackling fire. As the red fluid burned it evaporated and she watched as he gingerly got his feet beneath him. 
He slowly walked through the fire and emerged on the other side. He was still aflame but his skin looked charred and brittle now. 
The flames licked themselves to death and then he started to brush and claw at his burnt flesh. It fell away in vast clumps of ash and char. 
When he was done, the creature that emerged was more beautiful than anything Shelly had ever imagined possible. 
He was larger than Jack, with eyes that held the wisdom of the ages, a perfect complexion, shiny hair that looked like it smelled great, even though she knew it probably really smelled of gas, and perfectly black wings that jutted out from his shoulder blades. 
Her heart was racing. She had to stop herself from rushing him and jumping his bones all over again.
The cat in her lap purred loudly, and once more, that surreal calm enveloped her senses. Her passions wept out through her pores and she slumped in her seat, at ease.
She looked at Prozac and smiled. "Cock-blocker," she said with a trace of wry humor in her voice.
 



Cutlery
 
When Melanie woke Jessie, he rubbed his eyes and said, "I think I had another dream."
Absently, as she uncovered him and nudged him to his feet, she said, "Oh yeah, what about?"
"I don't remember." 
He seemed genuinely perplexed that he couldn't remember his dream. That worried her because his dreams brought insane things into the world.
He pointed at his bedside table and said, "I must've dreamt about those."
She turned and saw a knife and a fork, side by side. They didn't look out of place really except that they didn't resemble any of the silverware they owned.
She said, "What do they do?"
"I honestly don't know. But I think Jack needs them."
"Are you kidding me? Jack is here right now and he's about to battle Lucifer. I'm not going to get in the middle of it just to give him silverware."
"You should though."
Melanie sighed and said, "Fine, I'll be right back and you'd better be dressed when I get here."
Jessie yawned and said, "Ok."
 



Melanie picked up the silverware set and rushed to the front entryway. Jack was just about to walk through the front door when he turned to her. She held out the fork and knife and said sheepishly, "Your son wants you to have these."
He gave her a quizzical look before taking them in his hand.
As soon as he took them they started to transform. They grew in size and malevolence. The knife twisted and elongated until it was as long as Jack was tall. It was four inches thick and pointed on either end. It was the cruelest looking spear Melanie had ever seen.
The fork grew in much the same way. It thickened and elongated until it was as long as the spear. Jack had to juggle it to his other hand when it got too big. By the time it was done growing it was clearly some type of pitchfork or trident, and even meaner looking than the spear.
Melanie felt a palpable power now emanate from Jack. He smiled wickedly.
He said, "Thank you Melanie. These belong to me. I didn't even know I owned them until right now." 
He leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. 
She flushed and wrapped her arms as far as they would go around his waist. "Go kill that son of a bitch."
"Yes dear."
 



The Final Memory
 
When Jack grabbed his weapons from Melanie, all of his lost memories rushed back like a tidal wave. The simple act of touching the weapons was all it took. And he knew why. The trident and the spear were weapons only the Devil could wield. 
He remembered everything now. He remembered the tortures of hell like they had only happened yesterday. At first the tortures were unbearable but as time went on, he actually learned to enjoy them, in a weird, sadistic kind of way. Because he knew that God had put the tortures in place, he refused to succumb to them. 
You weren't supposed to love hell, he knew this. Even Lucifer hated hell when he was there. But that's because Lucifer wasn't man enough to embrace it. 
As soon as the tortures weren't doing their job on Jack, they simply ceased. That was when he realized he was special. His hatred was too powerful for even hellfire to scour clean. He felt the powers of hell as though they were his powers. The more he became comfortable with them, the more they became a part of him. 
What Lucifer couldn't have known was that Jack's hatred, that had been subdued and hidden for his entire life, blossomed life a desert flower in the heat down there. His hatred transformed him into the very embodiment of hell.
And then he had an epiphany: If hell couldn't affect him, maybe he could overcome hell itself.
He fought off the demons and fallen angels that guarded the throne with ease. They each had that unique look of surprise that comes so very rarely. It happens only when ones rock solid preconceived notions are dumped on end effortlessly, with no forewarning. Apparently they were to guard it for Lucifer to ascend to when he damn well felt like it. Apparently they weren't ready for a guy like Jack to come along and take Lucifer's birthright like a bully taking a nerds lunch money.
Well, fuck Lucifer. The seat was vacant; it needed an ass to make it complete and it should not have been kept waiting for a viable ass. Jack's was ably suited for the task.
Soon after he took the throne, Cerberus and his fellows approached and swore their allegiance to him. Jack took them up on it.
Task number one was: Find and kill Lucifer, and in doing so, save his family.
The demons agreed but Cerberus explained to him that he could not retain his memories in the earth realm. The agony within his skull would certainly kill him instantly and then he'd be back at square one, stuck in hell. The memories had to trickle back so he could assimilate them and become numb to them, piece by piece.
Jack thought he'd be able to handle it. He thought Cerberus wasn't giving him the credit he deserved, but he reluctantly agreed just to get the show on the road.
This flood of memories couldn't have come at a better time. Jack was ready now. He could defeat Lucifer, probably pretty easily. He made ready to rush from the house and catch Lucifer by surprise.
His heart was racing from the adrenaline rush of impending battle. It was time for revenge.
 



Jack Attack
 
Cerberus was ignoring Lucifer in that way you do when you want the object of your hatred to know you're ignoring them, just to piss them off. 
Lucifer knew he should probably kill it first. He didn't need Jack and Cerberus both coming at him at once. He could easily defeat them but it would go more quickly if he took them out one at a time, and Shelly would be less likely to get caught in the middle.
But before he could destroy the dragon, Jack came bursting out of his house. The door shattered from its frame in shards of splintered wood, a few of them hitting Lucifer in the face, even from so far away.
Lucifer yelled, "Use the handle next time you fucking idiot." It seemed like everyone was eager to break his front door lately.
Jack was holding a mean looking trident and a spear. 
His red death ball whizzed through the air like a frenzied bat. It hit Lucifer in the face but the impact did no real damage. Jack didn't seem surprised that it didn't destroy him like it did the other ethereal creatures; Lucifer had ascended beyond any of Jack's past foes. Trinkets would do little to hurt him. The death ball flew out of sight, abandoned as a weapon for now.
But then Lucifer took a closer look at the twin weapons Jack carried in each hand and only then did he realize he was fucked. Something was wrong. This wasn't Jack. Well it was, but he had changed into something far more elegant and ferocious, something able to handle the weapons he had with him. 
Jack thundered across the yard and Lucifer shrieked like a sissy just before Jack hit him with an uppercut to the jaw. Before his vision returned to him, Jack started to gore him in the belly with his horns. 
Lucifer jumped to the side and lashed out but Jack was far too fast. He hit Lucifer's arm away easily with his trident and then stabbed at him with the spear. Luckily Lucifer dodged the attack because the spear would have surely killed him.
Now all he could think of was escaping. He had to get Shelly and they had to get the fuck out of here. He was in over his head. He hadn't imagined this kind of thing happening. It should have been impossible. 
Jack was no mere demon. His power was too much for that. He had taken the throne. He was the Devil. And that was how he'd managed to escape hell in just one year; because he wasn't a prisoner, but the warden, so he could leave whenever he damn well felt like it. Lucifer couldn't defeat the Devil; he was only an angel, albeit, a badass one. But the Devil was God's equal.
Lucifer knew he stood no chance and just to punctuate it Jack bashed him over the head with his trident, then picked him up bodily and chucked him across the lawn like a rag doll. 
He got to his feet in time to see Shelly emerge from the car. A black cat was cradled in her arms and she came running for him, panic painted all over her features. 
He unfurled his mighty wings and took flight right before Jack lunged at him again. Now all thoughts were centered around keeping Shelly safe from whatever collateral damage might come her way.
He swooped down and picked her up around the waist as gently but firmly as he could. Jack came for him again but missed his feet by inches. He flew upwards as fast as he could and then flew away. 
He heard Jack snarl and call him a fucking coward as he made his escape.
But he knew he was defeated. He had to put some serious distance between him and Jack because Jack would surely mount Cerberus and give chase. He was weeping as he held Shelly to his chest. 
His entire existence was for nothing now. All of his planning had come crashing down in the past couple of minutes. Jack had stolen his destiny right out from under him and there was nothing he could do about it.
How had Jack managed it? Why hadn't God destroyed him the second he ascended?
But more important to the current situation: How the hell were they going to escape with the Devil and Cerberus chasing after them?
He had to call up every ounce of determination because there was no way he was going to let Shelly get hurt.
He flapped his powerful wings as hard and fast as he could.
 



Hell on Earth
 
Melanie tried to stop him but Jessie was too fast. He ducked around her outstretched arms and rushed out the front door.
When she came through the gaping hole that used to be her front entrance, what she saw could only be described as madness. 
A dragon was perched in the middle of the lawn, seemingly oblivious to the chaos surrounding it. The road was in flames. The air stunk of farm animals and lighter fuel. Car alarms were going off all over the neighborhood. A winged creature was flying off into the distance, clutching a young woman, and Jack was acting demented. 
He was snarling as he rushed towards the dragon. He leapt into the air with superhuman agility and mounted it. Then he looked down at her and Jessie and the air suddenly crackled with menace. 
He pointed at his young son and bellowed, "You!" His anger reached a fever pitch but it was now directed at Jessie. 
The angel in the distance receded from view and apparently had also receded from Jack's thoughts. 
He dismounted the dragon and strode forward. 
He said to Jessie, without a hint of fatherly love, "Alright motherfucker. When do we do this? I'm as ready as I'll ever be."
Melanie looked at the small boy in his pajamas. If Jessie was frightened, he didn't show it.
She looked back at Jack and said, "Stop it Jack."
Jack gazed upon her and his expression softened. He explained evenly, "This boy is not who you think he is. This is the real enemy."
 



The Light
 
Jack ran at Jessie but when Jessie screamed, "Stop," Jack froze in time, mid-stride.
Everything froze except Jessie. 
Melanie could swivel her eyes and she was still breathing but she could do nothing more than that. Even the dragon was helpless against its invisible restraints.
Then Jessie erupted in a magnificent blast of white light. But the light did not dim this time like it did with the departed hell spawned creatures. It remained, stinging their eyes, forcing them to look away. As it died back down, it became the rough shape of an adult human, but otherwise it was unidentifiable as anything remotely terrestrial. 
A calm, but older, steady voice came from the blinding light.
It addressed Jack. "I have put you through enough already. Fight me when you're better prepared."
Jack grunted but otherwise he was speechless.
Melanie tried to look at the light, to see if the small child was enveloped by it, but she knew he was not. Jessie was gone, and only God remained.
The light continued, "None of this has worked out the way I imagined it would. You were not supposed to take the throne Jack. I'm still puzzled as to how you did it. Lucifer was supposed to take it.
"I knew all along what his plans were. He was going to force my hand and make me enact the Rapture. Then he'd breed what was left of humanity to create an army large enough to overthrow me right before taking the throne for himself. It was a good plan and I was willing to play along to help mold him into the adversary I deserve. That's why I created a new messiah, to guide those poor lost souls to me instead. The unborn child would be the most influential living being the world has ever known.
"But all of that is redundant now. You're destiny was clear-cut: You were supposed to be the patsy in the grand scheme of things. But against all odds, you've changed the outcome."
Jack grunted and Melanie saw his arm move very slightly.
The light said, "I can see already that your powers are close to my own. That is unexpected but it's good. We shall make a game of this when you are strong enough."
Jack growled and his jaw opened. He snarled, "You've caused all of this misery. I did not wish to become the Devil or to be apart from Melanie. Lucifer did not need to go through what you put him through. You are God. You could have created a counterpart instead of molding one."
"Where's the fun in that? Plus, I can't create the kind of hatred you possess. I only did this because I am beginning to wonder if my way is the only way to govern."
"You don't govern, you ignore."
"Well, I've been occupied in the vessel of the child for over a decade and things seem to be running just fine without me."
"Then why don't you kill yourself?"
"By allowing you to live, that could be exactly what I'm doing."
"You'd better believe it kiddo."
"I was never truly your son Jack. I'm sorry for the manipulation but I wanted a front row seat to this. I thought I was going to witness Lucifer claim his birthright, but the poor dear is just too cowardly. His schemes were nothing but ill-advised delay tactics. 
"And your involvement was supposed to be of insignificant consequence. You were only meant to test Lucifer, not make him run away like a scared puppy. Lucifer proved to be unequipped for the challenge, but you, on the other hand, could be quite the formidable opponent."
Jack broke free of his invisible bonds and walked right up to the light. He jabbed a forefinger into it and said, "Now that I remember what I am, you have no chance against me. I am not what you had in mind for as an adversary. I will recreate hell any damn way I want. And I'll destroy all that you hold dear, including heaven itself."
The light flickered. The voice said, "Bring it, bitch," and then the light evaporated just as Jack wheeled around with his spear to stab it through. He struck only air and when he realized what had happened he snarled at the sky with impotent rage.
"You bring parlor tricks to a fist fight you fucking coward, " he yelled at no one in particular. "You'd better believe I'll be learning a few tricks of my own before we meet again."
 



Fallen Angel
 
Lucifer's wings felt weak but he couldn't stop or Jack would be upon him and they would die horribly. But he couldn't muster the strength to go on much further. 
He fell closer to the earth as his wings gave in to the overwhelming exhaustion. That had never happened to him before. He had the stamina of a million men. Something was off. 
He came down on his feet at a jog, holding Shelly tight against his body the entire time.
Shelly looked into his eyes. "Are we safe now?"
Before he could say no, he felt a change within him. His joints ached. His skin itched irritably. His nerve endings felt like they were on fire. 
He gently placed Shelly on her feet before the agony buckled him over. He fell to a knee as Shelly wrapped her arms around him. 
She was crying from concern and fear when out of the clear blue, a blinding light erupted two feet to her left. It was in the shape of a person. The hairs on the back of her neck stood on end and her flight reflex went into overdrive.
Lucifer looked up at the light and said, "Ah, shit. Finish it then you bastard."
The light spoke. "I am here to tell you that I have misjudged you for too long. I know you can never forgive me for what I've done."
"Forgive you? Are you fucking kidding me?"
The light continued, "I owe you a debt. Tell me what you want in life and I will do my best to make it happen."
"I want you to slit your own throat."
The light laughed. It wasn't a cruel laugh, just a laugh to let Lucifer know that he hadn't taken him seriously.
"Well then, I want the power to defeat you."
"You had your chance. It's too late for that now. Someone else possesses that strength already. Come on, there must be something I can give you."
"I want to never deal with you again. I want to be safe from your influence and from Jack and his minions. I want a life of my own with this woman."
"Okey dokey then."
With that, the light disappeared. Shelly looked all around, not trusting her eyes, but the coast was clear. 
Lucifer felt instantly better. But when he stood up, his wings fell to the ground with two dull thuds. 
"What the fuck?"
Shelly felt behind his back, caressing his shoulder blades. 
She said, "There aren't any wounds."
Lucifer stared at the ground and sighed. "That's because I'm no longer an angel. I asked to be free of God's influence. Only a man is capable of free will. Only a man can ignore the existence of God. He made them weak and imperfect so he bestowed upon them his greatest gift to make up for it."
Shelly hugged him as he wept tears of joy. He looked her in the eyes and said, "Can you still love me even though I'm just a man now?
She said, "Of course you dolt. It was just your wings that fell off, right?"
Lucifer looked down at his crotch, felt it and smiled. "Yep, I'm all good."
"That's all I need." Then she took a deep breath and said, "Can we still keep the cat?"
"I guess so."
 



Next Stop: Hell
 
Melanie felt the restraining force disappear as soon as the light vanished. She was despondent that Jessie was not in its place when it went out but she was starting to come to the realization that Jessie never truly existed, at least not in any way that made sense to her. She missed the boy, or at least the idea she had in her head of the boy, already.
She ran forward and embraced Jack. It took some time for his stiffness to subside but when it did, he hugged her back.
For the first time she thought, I'm sure lucky I was drunk for this, otherwise my mind would have cracked into bits.
She said, "What now? Do you still have to return to hell, you know, since it turns out you run the place now."
"No. I think I could stay, but it wouldn't be much of a life. In case you haven't noticed, I don't exactly fit in around here."
"We could fix that. We could shave down your horns and find a huge pair of cowboy boots or something to cover your hooves."
"I tried everything to hide who I am. It all just comes back when I get angry, and to tell you the truth, I don't know if this anger will ever diminish now that I have a true enemy."
"So you're leaving me?" Tears were welling in her eyes. Her adoptive son, a son she'd grown quite fond of, even loved, was gone. Her doppelganger boyfriend was gone (which was fine but a little bittersweet) and the love of her life was about to be taken from her once again. 
Her old life had sucked but whatever she managed to salvage from this wreckage to form a new life would be utterly unbearable. She'd be better off dead.
He looked up at the dragon and said, "Cerberus, is there a way we can remain together?"
Cerberus said, "I control who comes and goes from hell, and you control me."
That was all Jack needed to hear.
To Melanie, Jack asked, "Would you be against coming with me?"
Melanie had never once guffawed in her entire life but she did so now. 
But then she thought about it. She had absolutely nothing left on earth that she even remotely cared about anymore. It had all been taken from her.
She nodded, even though she was still unsure of the decision.
He said, "You're sure now?"
She called up her inner resolve and said, "Yes. I'd rather be queen in hell than alone on earth."
"That's my girl."
"Will my body change?"
"Only if you let it. Personally, I think you'd look hot in exoskeleton armor with a couple cute little horns on your head, and a whip-like tail but I'm a pervert like that."
Cerberus chuckled and Jack said to Melanie, "Come on then." 
He took her by the hand and helped pull her up to mount the dragon.
Once they were comfortably seated she asked, "Can this thing fly us to hell? Don't we need a portal or a gateway or something?"
Jack was clutching the red death ball in his fist. He knew how to truly wield its power now that his memories had returned to him. 
He said, "Yep, watch this." Then he threw the death ball at the ground with all of his strength. The death ball went straight through the ground. A hole instantly opened and widened, linking hell to earth. 
Melanie could hear screams issue from the now vast opening. It smelled of death. Flames licked up and extinguished on contact with the earth realm. She was mortified and mesmerized at once.
Jack reassured her. "What you're seeing is what God wants hell to be. But God's not in charge anymore. We will create any kind of utopia we can dream of from this day forward."
She nodded and said, "And then we'll go to war with the son of a bitch."
"That's my girl."
She wrapped her arms around his waist, waiting for the dragon to plummet them towards the pits of hell.
Cerberus took his cue and fell forward into the gaping chasm. It closed up tightly behind them, a thin tendril of smoke, the only thing to escape.
 



The End
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Journal entry number one: (Let’s just call this an intro)
 
2/9/2064 
 
Here’s a thing you might not know about the end of the world: It already happened. 
Shit, some people didn’t even know it at the time. Those lucky fuckers half a century ago heard rumors and innuendo and they shrugged it off because they were a bunch of pansies living the good life. How could their world go to hell when they had it under such iron fisted control? They were insulated from danger, or so they thought. 
But who could blame them for doubting? The rumors were ridiculous, even silly to those not personally attacked those first few nights. Even the infected couldn’t quite relay just what had happened to them in any way that made sense. By the time entire cities were decimated by the scourge it was too late. 
Humanity didn’t quite die off but it was limping from the wounds. Were the wounds fatal? We’ve yet to find that out.
They had different names for them back then, but the PC cops got involved after everything was under control, and they forbade certain names. Well, they’re not exactly forbidden, but you know, the way saying faggot is sort of forbidden, like that. In the beginning they called them beasts, monsters, or werewolves. 
We call them Bentos nowadays. It has something to do with some type of Portuguese myth about first born sons and the curse of the werewolf, I forget. But when the coast is clear and no Bentos are within earshot you can bet your ass we’re using the W-word, in whispered tones of course; no one wants labeled a bigot. 
Anyway, the very beginning of the outbreak was the worst. Within five weeks America’s population had dwindled by about twenty percent and by the time serious regulations took effect like mandatory lock downs and werewolf registration, a third of the country was gone, digested and pooped out. Of the two thirds left, half were already turned. 
And America got lucky. We had money and a fuckin’ bad-ass military. We could handle this shit. Africa’s a wasteland now, as is most of Asia. South America took a big hit until we provided aide. All told, the planet is now home to just under a billion people. Those old Clinton era tree huggers would’ve probably got a collective boner if they knew the human population that was supposed to keep on growing to the point of collapse would actually decline so abruptly. Their eventual champions: werewolves. 
Anyway, I should start off by saying that this is a memoir of sorts. My grandfather wrote one and when I read it, it changed my life, so hopefully mine will do the same for one of my descendants one day (adoptive because I can’t have kids) or even for a complete stranger interested in unadulterated truth. His memoir chronicled events without sugar coating them. What a relief this was to me. My school history books didn’t hold a candle to his simple diary. His memoir is the reason I became a cop. 
 



2/10/64 
 
I’m not sure at what point I should stop writing this, maybe when I run out of interesting stuff to say, maybe when a Bento finally runs me to ground. 
Let me start by introducing myself, I’m Jack Thomson and I’m thirty three years old. I’m an old man by our standards but I feel like I’m still nineteen most days. I’m a police officer but no run of the mill cop; you know, one of those fat gassy idiots who write down statements in a little notebook long after the body’s already cold. Man, fuck those useless bureaucrats. Nope, I’m on a very exclusive task force. I answer to one man, his name’s Carlos and he’s also one of my only real friends. 
It’s always a good idea to befriend your boss: Just a little grandfatherly advice. 
I have a partner who’s a little nuts but he also might just be a genius, the jury’s still out on that. His name’s Carlos too but for the sake of readability I’m going to refer to him as Olaf from here on out. Olaf’s the only person I trust with my life but that’s mostly just because he’s saved me from imminent death so many times. I’ve kept him from becoming dog food plenty too, so don’t go thinking I’m some damsel in distress. 
For the sake of making this a good story I shall now describe Olaf to you. He has black hair. He’s as tall as me; that’s a tad over six foot. When I told him I was writing this he wanted me to make sure I added that he has a huge dick, but alas I can’t as I’ve showered with the man and it’s definitely much smaller than mine. He’s lean and fit and I’m pretty sure he shaves his whole body, eyebrows too. I don’t know why he does this and I’ll never ask. He’s a couple years younger than me; he’s a Scorpio and likes long walks on the beach. 
In all truth though, the man’s a fucking killing machine when the situation presents itself and it all too often does in our line of work.
Ok, now instead of describing myself, because I’ll probably lie and tell you I’m the most devastatingly handsome man the world has ever produced, I’m going to let Olaf do it for me…and you better not fuck around Olaf.
This is how I, Olaf Rodriguez describe my partner Jack Thomson: My dick is not small. It’s at least average, if not above average. It’s thick too, like a can of shaving cream. Speaking of which, I shave my body because your wife likes me like that. Fuck you Jack.
Sorry about that. He’s an idiot. It’s extremely small. I guess I’ll try to be as humble as possible trying to describe myself. You already know my name and age and height so here’s the rest: 
I have dark brown hair. 
 



2/10/64 
 
This diary might serve to cleanse my soul the way that alcohol and drugs haven’t. They’ve helped of course but never in any way that makes the nightmares go away completely. Maybe I can jot events down here so I don’t have to remember them. It’s worth a shot. Plus, my shrink will piss her pants when I tell her about it. She thinks I hold too much in.
You see, what I do is dangerous. It still baffles me that the task force I’m on is sanctioned by the government. There are four of us on this task force, five if you include our handler, Carlos. It’s our job to stop Bento hunters. 
There are crazy fools who venture out at night and risk their lives to kill werewolves and it’s my job to make sure they don’t get away with it. Does this sound uncle Tom-like to you? Well it’s not. I do firmly believe that Bentos are people too, just not after sundown of course, and that they don’t deserve to die unless you’re left with no other options. 
So I hunt down the criminals who hunt Bentos. I’m a hunter’s hunter. 
I especially like to thwart the newest type of hunter, the hillbilly in the pickup truck. These guys are absolute idiots. They’re almost always twenty years old, lacking education and morals but not lacking in firepower. What’s nice about them though is that they have no cause and usually their numbers are restricted to whoever can fit inside the pickup truck. They also always fire upon us at first sight. Because they are unaffiliated with any of the bigoted organizations it cuts down on paperwork if I have to use deadly force because then I don’t have some stupid group coming after me telling me what a nice young man he was and that I may have used excessive force. 
That brings me to my second least favorite hunter: the passionate follower. These dumbasses usually get recruited by a cult to mete out god’s wrath upon the wicked. That’s just double-speak for murdering Bentos. If you kill one of these guys, you’re lucky if your house doesn’t get torched and you don’t end up on a slab. On more than one occasion I’ve had to add security patrols around my house to keep my wife safe from these lunatics. 
The worst is the serial killer. I hate these guys the most because they’re almost impossible to catch. Shit, some of them operate during the day, when our task force is off duty. I’ve only caught a couple of these bastards so I don’t rightly know what makes them tick. My best guess is that they probably already had cruel tendencies that were heightened by the constant fear and anxiety of living alongside monsters. But what do I know. 
The easiest killers to catch are the ‘friends and family’. Sometimes when a werewolf kills someone’s friend or family member, there will be retaliation. Of course it’s all but impossible to tell which Bento killed little Jimmy so these dorks just go find the nearest Bento which is almost always an innocent neighbor who is infected. The neighborhood’s a safer place now with one less Bento and a death has been avenged. But not so fast: I will find you. It’s as easy as pulling up profiles on the residents of said neighborhood. If a Bento (in human form of course) is found dead inside their own home, a neighbor with a recently eaten friend or family member did it. That’s a fact. 
You’re probably thinking: I see why you said your job’s dangerous; all you do all night is catch armed murderers. You’re only partially right though Einstein, my life is threatened by these people but it’s the Bentos who make my job deadly. This is why I’m paid more than the President, no joke. 
If all the rules and laws were obeyed, I’d be out of work. And I’d be writing in a little notebook, scratching out a living. 
Let’s talk about the rules. 
The first rule is sundown curfew. It changes throughout the year, from season to season, but generally, if you stay safely indoors at night you’ll probably avoid becoming a snack. Pretty straight forward but you’d be surprised how often this one is broken. 
The second rule is identify yourself the moment you’re infected and your basement will be fitted with a cell (at the taxpayers expense) which you are to lock yourself up in every evening without fail. Some people are pieces of shit and shrug it off but more often than not; you’ll hear some escapee say they simply fell asleep on the couch in the afternoon and woke up at sunup in a ditch the next city over with a mouth full of man. Mistakes happen. 
They happen so often that the laws have had to loosen up a bit to avoid prison overpopulation. Now all an escaped Bento gets is a ticket and a tracking implant to make sure they never do it again. A box cutter and a little bravado is all it takes to remove those things though, so like I said, the laws are loose, tailor made for a guy in my profession. 
Last week I heard about a lady that got caught outside after sundown. She got furious at the beat cop who gave her a ticket. She struggled like hell when they implanted her. I’ve often wondered if she really understood the magnitude of what she had done. Chances are she killed or infected dozens that night. Was she still mad about the ticket as she shit and vomited up the soft parts of her victims? 
It’s a little more than ironic that as I’m tracking down these hunters, their would-be victims are in turn tracking me down. I don’t get much job satisfaction in that regard. 
Here’s a quote by Sigmund Freud that should shed a light on how I feel about most of the people I meet on a day to day basis:
“I have found little that is good about human beings on the whole. In my experience most of them are trash…”
And Sigmund didn’t have to live alongside Bentos or hunters. Imagine how pissed he’d be then.
 



2/13/64 
 
Ok, well shit, I actually have something to write down in here that’s important. Just last night some maniac bust into Securacell, killed six guards, and somehow managed to override every cell in Southeastern Wisconsin (where I live). What that means is that the safeguards keeping the cells locked up tight were sabotaged thereby releasing every single Bento. Not just that, but the safe-rooms for the uninfected were also unlocked. 
It was a massacre. 
This has never happened before and there are whispers it might have been an inside job or at least the killer had inside help; that’s because Securacell’s the most heavily funded program in American history. Almost all of our taxes go to keeping it operational and safe. To say it’s sealed up tight as fort Knox would be accurate. It’s the only government funded program we all agree we can’t live without; literally. 
We won’t know for sure how many died for days probably but I’ll bet it’s in the tens of thousands. 
Mixed families eating each other…such a tragedy. 
I heard that Agnes down the street ate her two kids and her long suffering husband. She simply went from her cell into their safe room; a total distance of maybe twenty feet; all doors were open to her. I sure hope she doesn’t snuff herself but I know she will; you can’t live with that kind of thing. 
I was on patrol at the time and had to kill a bunch of Bentos myself. Me and Olaf ran out of chickens and rabbits and very nearly ran out of ammo as they chased our truck all fucking night. What a mess. 
The saboteur is still at large. There’s no way the clean up crews can get done before nightfall. Luckily my wife slept through the whole thing. 
I’m going to bed.
 



2/13/64 
 
Believe it or not, everything’s taken care of. The clean up crews got it done, Securacell fixed its security holes and for the most part people are free to grieve without the additional worry of a broken system. The perpetrator is still out there but they’ll catch him. His grainy face is plastered all over the news. 
There are a few rumblings about how this could have happened and will we ever be safe, but they’ll die down as each night passes safely by.
 
2/14/64 
 
Wrong. Holy shit was I wrong. A concert got sabotaged last night. The people are outraged. I guess some goofy boy band called Wolfsbane has been touring the area. I’ve heard of them. They suck but they have a marketable gimmick. They are all in their early twenties, handsome, and they’re all Bentos. They played Milwaukee last night. 
Let me start out by telling you what was supposed to happen. They would go onstage to a packed auditorium of prepubescent girls, play a handful of shitty love songs interjected with angst and then right before sundown, cages would be lowered to the stage from the rafters with dramatic effect. They would go inside, get locked up and then change in front of their screaming fans. The fans would get to view them like some kind of carnival sideshow attraction for a few minutes but then they’d have to retreat to the basement, which I’ve heard is always reinforced during their shows. You see, the howling can attract other Bentos on the outside. 
But these girls and their poor chaperoning parents never got a chance to get to the safety of the basement. Everything went according to plan at first. The band finished up their set, each member got in his personal cage, the doors were locked, and they transformed. 
I saw some scratchy video of it so here’s what happened next. On the video, all the girls were screaming with fear and delight, an odd scream you only hear from thirteen year old girls. But then about a minute into the video you can hear several faint pops. The crowd, not knowing this was unusual, cheered louder, that is until stage hands started running off stage in a panic. A hushed silence came over the crowd, broken by low growling from onstage. 
And then it happened: the Bentos pushed the doors to their cages open. 
The cages, it turns out had been tampered with between shows. Someone had concealed small charges in the locking mechanisms of the doors apparently set to go off right after they were engaged. 
There’s no point in me describing the slaughter; there are no words for that sort of mayhem. I’m sure the video will be around forever so just check it out for yourself. 
What I find a little nuts is that it seems like people care more about what happened to the lead singer than they do about the thousands of other victims. Sure, it’s always a tragedy when a young person dies before their time but if you ask me he had it coming. It looks like the rest of the band must have turned on him when there was nothing left to eat. Good, fuck that kid. His voice sounded like a cat being choked. 
The world will be just fine without him. 
 



2/15/64 
 
I found out today that Pete’s daughter was at that concert. Her name was Susan. She went with three friends chaperoned by one of the friends’ parents. They’re all dead. 
We all know it but we let Pete ramble on about how she probably escaped and that she’s most likely trying to find her way home. He’s worried she might show up infected; the poor delusional guy. 
Once it sinks in she’s dead we’ll have to give him a high profile case just to keep him busy; keep him from biting his service revolver. 
I’ve never worked with Pete but he seems nice. Such a shame. I bet he volunteers for Bento duty but he won’t get it. They’ll know he doesn’t give a shit about getting Bentos off the street. They’ll know he just wants revenge. 
He wouldn’t be the first person to lose someone and then immediately sign up to join the dog catcher unit.
 
2/15/64 
 
I get my shots tomorrow, not looking forward to it. It makes Olaf sleepy and me a tad grouchy. I wish we had shots to vaccinate against infection but that hasn’t been cracked yet. These shots are for dumb shit, rabies and Lime disease and aids, that kind of stuff. The kinds of things you need to worry about when you’re tracking down killers, especially since we spend most of our time in the woods now looking for the hillbillies in their pickups. Plus we get covered in an inordinate amount of blood.
 



2/16/64 
 
I got my shots today so I’ll keep this entry short because I’m having a hard time concentrating. 
Pete didn’t show up for work today. You know what that means.
I had to let Olaf sleep on my couch this afternoon since I couldn’t wake him up on the ride back from getting our shots. He always gets like this. The nurses don’t know why but the injections keep on coming anyway. I think they figure as long as he doesn’t lapse into a coma then it’s ok. 
I guess he’ll probably spend the night (we’re off duty tonight). I’d better get some booze for when he wakes up. 
Stacy (my wife) doesn’t mind. He’s become like a kid brother in the time we’ve partnered together, a crazy kid brother that could probably kick my ass. He’s stayed over so often we keep a roll-out cot just for him in the safe-room. If he had a wife she might mind, but I think Olaf will remain a lifelong bachelor. 
If opposites attract then the only way he’ll meet misses right is if there’s some chick out there who’s dumb as a rock, as chaste as a nun and as innocent as an angel. Of course if this woman actually existed Olaf would make it his life’s mission to corrupt her - so never mind. 
I’m getting irritable so I’d better cut this short and hit the bag and do some reps for awhile.
 



2/18/64 
 
Hung over today so this is all you’re getting out of me - I have to chronicle that Olaf lit a fart last night that singed his ball hair. I got through high school, and college, and the police academy without ever having to witness this. I always thought it was a myth. Now I can’t un-see it. Hopefully we see something horrific tonight that will squeeze out the memory. I’ll check back in later.
 
2/18/64 
 
Do you know how they recruit for my job? 
Well first you need to have some combat experience; at least I think that’s right. I had already survived countless attacks on the dog catcher squad (officially named the Bento control unit). That was a fun and rewarding job that gave me plenty of opportunities to become battle hardened. 
Also, you have to be chosen for it. 
I was chosen because I was the best at what I did, hands down. Olaf was a Marine and a good soldier, although he has some ‘striking an officer’ marks against him in his military records and went AWOL a few times. I don’t know about the other two guys, they seem like doofusses but they must have some kind of training or combat experience. 
The process is basically a battery of tests. Most people don’t make it to the final test and those who do wish they hadn’t. The last test flunks almost everyone. 
What they do is bring in Larry, he’s an ex cop who just so happens to also be infected. He used to be a beat cop, dayshift, a nice guy. He quit after he got bit even though he didn’t have to. Well, they shackle Larry to the floor and wall of an abandoned interrogation room in the basement. He gets well paid for this I hear. The recruit is locked in the room with him and if he or she can last the night then he or she joins a select few who have beat the test. 
You don’t need to kill Larry or defend yourself since he’s basically incapacitated anyway, just witness his transformation without fainting or quitting and hang around while he tries to gnaw through his restraints so he can get to you. 
Some people don’t want to be chosen simply because of the shame that comes with the inevitable pants shitting. I’m proud to say I didn’t shit my pants and if you think I did, well good luck proving it. I don’t keep bleach in the laundry room for nothing. 
I did manage to catch a short nap in the corner of the room though. I was a legend around the precinct for awhile because of that nap - that is until Olaf took the test. 
Olaf spent the night swatting it in the snout with his bare hands, taunting it and egging it on. Olaf has never told me this but it’s on tape, we’ve all seen it. You can see him smiling the entire time. Olaf took his underwear off afterwards and left them at the front counter for all to see: not a single brown stain. 
They say if you pass this test, you’re fucked in the head some way or another but they didn’t start to say this until after Olaf passed. 
I feel pretty sane a lot of the time.
 



End of excerpt
 
 
For the full novel go here:

http://www.amazon.com/Meat-ebook/dp/B00A2IUA6E
 
Thanks for reading
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