
        
            
                
            
        

    
 



Sign up to my mailing list and get book 1 of the Watchers FREE.
Plus a three hour soundtrack to go with the Watcher Chronicles!
Click below to tell me where to send your book and mp3 music download.
CLICK HERE
 



 
Bad Grace
(Watcher Chronicles Book 1)
By
N.P. Martin
 



 
 
Copyright © 2015 by N.P. Martin
All rights reserved.
This book or any portion thereof
may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever
without the express written permission of the publisher
except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.
 



 
CHAPTER 1
CHAPTER 2
CHAPTER 3
CHAPTER 4
CHAPTER 5
CHAPTER 6
CHAPTER 7
CHAPTER 8
CHAPTER 9
CHAPTER 10
CHAPTER 11
CHAPTER 12
CHAPTER 13
CHAPTER 14
CHAPTER 15
CHAPTER 16
CHAPTER 17
CHAPTER 18
CHAPTER 19
CHAPTER 20
CHAPTER 21
CHAPTER 22
CHAPTER 23
CHAPTER 24
CHAPTER 25
CHAPTER 26
CHAPTER 27
CHAPTER 28
CHAPTER 29
CHAPTER 30
CHAPTER 31
CHAPTER 32
CHAPTER 33
CHAPTER 34
 
 



 
 
 
CHAPTER 1
2004
Frank Swanson was sitting in the living room of his mountain cabin, in an armchair by a slowly dying fire, a fully loaded 9mm Beretta in one hand, a crumpled photograph in the other, when his cell phone rang in the kitchen next to the near empty bottle of Jack Daniels he’d been drinking from all night.
He hardly flinched when the phone rang, even though it was loud and intrusive in the quiet of the small cabin. His attention was fixed on the photograph he gripped tightly in one hand, or rather the woman who was in the photograph.
The phone kept ringing.
Frank ignored it. Pretended it wasn’t there at all. Kept staring at the dark haired woman with the hungry eyes in the photograph. 
I’m so sorry, Rachel, he thought.
The phone continued to ring.
Frank gripped the gun in his hand, squeezed the grip. Dug the butt into his leg.
The phone stopped ringing.
With the same hand he held the photograph in, Frank grabbed the glass of whiskey on the arm of the chair he was sitting in. Downed what was left in the glass, which wasn’t much. He sat the glass back on the arm of the chair. Sat back in his seat. Rubbed at his temple with the gun still in his hand.
The woman in the photograph stared back at him. Long dark hair. Deep brown almond shaped eyes full of strength and confidence. He never got tired of looking into those eyes when Rachel was alive. It was the only time he felt like anyone really seen him for who he was. There was no hiding from those eyes. 
They saw all and yet they still looked.
That’s what he loved the most about Rachel. When they looked at each other it was like looking in a mirror. Two souls exactly alike, both with the same purpose in life. A level of mutual understanding and acceptance that he would never find again.
Especially now that she was gone.
And it was all his fault.
The phone started ringing again. Louder. More insistent. Or at least that’s how it seemed to him.
Still, he ignored it.
The photograph was torn in half. That’s because Frank had ripped it in half. He used to be in the picture along with Rachel. It was taken in a mutual friend's house, at a small get together. Frank and Rachel both worked the same job, if you could call it that. It was high pressure work, to say the least, the reason they both loved it so much, one reason anyway. Occasionally they would get together with a few others, get drunk, smoke some weed, let off some steam. The photograph was taken when they were both drunk, arms around each other, as relaxed as they ever got. Rachel still had that look in her eyes though. The look of a Jaguar about to go on the hunt. Steady. Focused. Sexy as hell.
The phone kept ringing in the kitchen.
Frank gritted his teeth, looked to the side towards the kitchen. Thought about shooting the damn phone.
It stopped ringing.
He slumped back into his chair. 
Rachel was still looking back at him. In his many nights of staring at that photograph, Frank had imagined Rachel saying many things to him. Some nights she spoke reassuringly, told him everything was going to be alright, that it really wasn’t his fault she was dead. Other nights, she blamed him for everything. Blamed him for not being able to stay away, for not allowing her to move on with her life, the life she had with his brother, Dean and their two kids, Leia and Josh. She would hate Frank in their imaginary conversations, tell him that she wished they’d never met. Not ever.
Just like she was saying now.
“I tried...” Frank’s face was scrunched up, like he was in pain. His brown eyes were wet.
You tried, Frank? Is that supposed to make me feel better? You didn’t fucking try hard enough, did you? If you did, I would still be around to see my kids grow up.
The phone started again.
Frank tightened his grip on the Beretta, wanted so badly to put the gun to his head and pull the trigger because he couldn’t bear hearing Rachel talk to him like that. 
“What we had...it was—”
A mistake, Frank. We never should have been together. The only thing we were good at was killing. We killed everything. We killed you. We killed me. Only, you got to come back. I didn’t.
“No...”
The phone didn’t stop ringing, just wouldn’t goddamn stop.
Kill yourself, Frank. It’s all that’s left for you...
The gun was at his head, held there by his own trembling hand.
Do it, Frank. Just do it!
Fucking phone!
Do it do it do it...
“FUCK!”
He lowered the gun, started banging his head against the back of the armchair. In the kitchen, the phone stopped ringing. Then started again a second later.
Frank stopped banging his head against the seat. “I swear to fucking god...”
He stood up on shaky legs, shoved the photograph of Rachel into the back pocket of his jeans. Pushed the Beretta into the front of his waistband. Stomped the few steps into the tiny kitchen and looked at the still ringing cell phone on the bench beside the sink. He picked up the phone and the bottle of Jack Daniels at the same time, one in each hand. Took a swig from the bottle while looking at the phone. Blocked number.
If this is a sales call I’m going to hunt the bastards down, he thought.
He hit accept on the phone. “Whoever this is, it better be fucking good to ring me four times in a row.”
“Frank Swanson?” asked a male voice on the other end of the phone.
It wasn’t a voice that Frank recognized. “Who wants to know?”
“You’re a hard man to track down, Frank.”
“Who is this?”
“Someone in need of your particular skill set.”
“Oh yeah? What skill set would that be then?”
Not fucking suicide anyway, he thought.
“I have a bit of demon problem. I’m told you’re the best man to sort that out.”
Frank snorted and took another swig from the whiskey bottle, looked around for his cigarettes but couldn’t see them anywhere.
“You still there, Frank?” the voice on the phone said.
Fuck it, he thought. Might as well work if I can’t kill myself.
“Tell me where to meet you.”
 



 
 
CHAPTER 2
 
It took Frank about half an hour to drive from the cabin in the mountains to the darkly seductive cesspool of evil that was Mercy City, Pennsylvania. Not that most of the residents of the city saw it like that. A cesspit maybe. Sometimes evil even. But the vast majority of Mercy City’s residents remained dangerously unaware of the network of malevolence that permeated through every block in the city like the worst kind of cancer imaginable. Probably just as well. If the people of the city really knew what lived among them, they would run far away and never look back, except in fear that what lived in the city would hunt them down. Then Mercy City would be its very own Hell, housing every monster, demon and supernatural being you could think of. And people like Frank, of course. Not that Frank thought of himself as a person. Not anymore anyway, if indeed he ever did.
He was a few glasses of Jack away from breaking a breathalyzer as he drove his black ‘67 Chevrolet through the packed streets of downtown. The passenger side window was halfway down to let out the smoke from the cigarette that dangled from his lips. Loud music from the only radio station he ever listened to belted out of the speakers—a Seventies classic rock station currently playing “Sabbath Bloody Sabbath” by Black Sabbath. He liked the music loud so it drowned out most of the noise outside the car and also the noise inside his own head, which was always more incessant and far more unsettling.
Sunday night. Past eleven o’clock. You’d think most people in the city would be at home, trying to relax, but unsettled by the fact that they had to start a whole new week with work or whatever it was they did. But no. By the looks of the streets, the crowds hanging around bars and clubs, the people gathered on every street corner, it looked like most of the city was out in force. A too large proportion of those people weren’t even people. They may have looked human, but they weren’t. They were something else entirely and they ran the city like they did most cities around the world. 
Like they ran the world, in fact.
Frank caught glimpses of them as he drove—the demons, as they were all demons to him. Faces mostly. That was all he needed to see to know they were monsters. Demons. It was all in the eyes, the cold malevolence. Despite their sometimes monstrous faces, the burning eyes still gave them away the most. 
If people could see, he often thought. But they didn’t. Only he could. Him and a too small network of others. Oftentimes he wished he couldn’t see. It’s not like he chose to have his eyes open. Destiny had done that for him. He just had to live with it, like he was doing now, driving towards the Sex Quarter to meet some guy who says he has a demon problem. Frank had told him on the phone that he had demon problems all the time, but he didn’t phone strangers for help. Sometimes Frank got abrasive, especially on the phone. Cell phones especially annoyed him. The guy with the demon problem had laughed like Frank had told him a joke, then said that he knew he had made the right choice in Watcher. Frank congratulated him on that and then bluntly said he would be with the guy in an hour before hanging up the phone.
Now here he was, driving through the Sex Quarter, a part of the city that encompassed about a square mile of sex clubs, porn shops, brothels and every filthy, depraved, despicable, not to mention unholy form of behavior you could possibly think of. The streets here were even more packed than in the rest of the city. The Sex Quarter was like the G-spot of the city, always stimulated, always hungry for more. The place never stopped, even in the daytime, although it wasn’t quite as alive in the day as it was at night. The demons loved the place. Full of easy prey and a chance to indulge afterwards with whatever tickled their fancy, which was usually another unsuspecting victim to kill, possess, con, use or generally abuse in some way. It was the mission of the demons to tarnish everything that they touched with their blackened souls. 
Most of them anyway. Some were less bad in their evil ways. The mood Frank was in as he pulled up outside a strip club called Demon Ecstasy, they were all bad news.
Every last one of them.
 



 
 
CHAPTER 3
 
The only good thing about having to meet someone in a strip joint, Frank thought, was the fact that he could get a drink finally. The drive here—the manic activity of the city itself—had all but sobered him up. Sober wasn’t a state he liked to spend too long in these days.
The club he was in was fairly typical of the many other strip joints condensed into the Sex Quarter. Dark. Loud music playing. Annoying drunks yelling at the naked girls dancing on the stages. At least they were playing rock music, even if it was eighties cock rock.
Frank sat at the bar next to a couple of older guys in suits who were eying up the half-naked waitresses walking around serving drinks to people at the tables and in the more private booths. He didn’t have to look at them to know they were financial guys from uptown. Filth attracted filth after all.
The barman was a young guy with one of those long hipster beards and impeccably greased hair. Everything about him was impeccable in fact, almost the opposite of Frank. The barman’s muscles bulged from his black T-shirt. “What can I get you, man?” he asked.
Frank was about to ask for a double Jack when the barman’s eyes changed from brown to yellow. The guy’s a werewolf, he thought.
Frank didn’t have to say anything. The look of recognition in his eyes was enough for the barman to go from laid back and relaxed to looking suddenly nervous, fearful even. Maybe a touch of instinctive aggression in there too.
“Relax kid, will you?” Frank said. “I only want a drink. Double Jack. Neat.”
The barman nodded slowly as he began to relax again, went to get Frank his drink.
Beside Frank, the two suits got his attention when he heard one of them talk about “the bum next to us at the bar”, ending with the question, “Why do they even let scumbags like that in here anyways? Isn’t there a policy against letting bums into strip joints?”
Frank set his jaw as he waited for the barman to bring him his drink. He tried to ignore the fact that he could feel himself being gawked at. Frank didn’t like being the center of attention, especially when that attention was from a couple of arrogant crooks in suits.
“On the house,” the barman said as he placed a double Jack in front of Frank.
“Thanks,” Frank said as he picked up the glass and downed the contents in one. He slammed the glass down on the bar, maybe a little too hard. The barman thought Frank was pissed at him. He saw the rising violence in Frank’s eyes, visibly shrank back from it. “I’ll have the same again.”
Frank stood, took a long weary breath and turned to face the dicks in suits to his left. The one nearest Frank was a guy in his late thirties, tanned like he was just back from the Bahamas or somewhere, wearing a suit that looked like it cost more than Frank’s whole wardrobe. He smirked at Frank for a second before saying, “What’s the problem buddy? You lost or something?” He raised his smooth chin towards Frank. “The dumpster’s out the back.”
The other suit burst out laughing, looked like he was about to fall off his stool. The suit who spoke to Frank in the first place wasn’t laughing. He was staring at Frank, trying to assert his dominance, challenging Frank to make a comeback.
Frank was never one to back away from a challenge. Fucking arrogant prick, he thought.
You’d never know to look at Frank in that moment that he was even angered by the suits bad manners and thinly veiled aggression. The art of stoicism was one Frank had long since mastered. He was a blank mask. Unreadable.
On the inside though, he was bursting at the seams. Every emotion that had built up in him that day suddenly wanted out. None of that emotion was good. It was all bad and it would be even worse for the two suits in front of him. He knew what he was about to do was morally questionable, but he wasn’t in a very moral kind of mood. These twats had poked a sleeping viper and they didn’t even know it.
The suit nearest Frank didn’t even have time to react to Frank’s punch. One minute he was sitting on his stool, the next Frank’s fist was slamming into his perfectly shaved jaw, sending him flying off the stool, unconscious before he even crashed down onto the floor.
The other suit had stopped laughing and was staring down in shock at his unconscious friend on the floor. He snapped his head round when he sensed Frank moving towards him, almost toppled back of his stool. Frank caught the guy by his tie before the guy fell off his stool. Then Frank pulled hard on the tie and head butted the guy at the same time, pulverizing the suits nose, knocking him out. He let the guy go and the suit crashed to the floor like he was dead.
Frank sat back down on his stool, picked up his drink, which was waiting for him at the bar. Swallowed half the whiskey inside. Behind him, half naked girls were gasping in shock at the two unconscious punters on the floor. 
Frank felt slightly better. 
Then he felt a hand on his shoulder. “Let’s go asshole!”
He knew it was the bouncers before he even turned around. He was about to cathartically release some more of his bad emotions when he heard a familiar sounding voice say, “It's okay guys, I got this.”
A man appeared beside Frank. Tall, brown skinned, mid to late twenties, wearing a shiny dark gray suit and a laconic smile on his face. All that was just window dressing, however. Underneath it all, he was a demon. Frank didn’t need to see his real demon face to know that. He just sensed it. “When we spoke on the phone you didn’t mention knocking out my customers,” the demon said.
Frank signaled to the barman, handed the barman his glass. Then he glanced at the demon beside him. “You didn’t mention you were a demon either. I don’t work for demons.” The barman sets another Jack down for Frank, who was starting to feel normal now, which is to say drunk.
“Work?” the demon said, leaning on the bar with one elbow. “You’re a Watcher Frank, a protector. That’s a calling, not a job.”
“It’s a job to me and I don’t work for demons.” Frank downed the rest of the drink and got off the stool he was sitting on. “Thanks for the drinks.” He nodded at the trash on the floor. “In the future, watch who you let in here.” 
“I think you should hear what I have to say, Frank,” said the demon as he took a step towards him. “You’ve come all this way. At least join me for a drink in my office so I can explain things.” He smiled. “There will be whiskey.”
Frank stared back at the demon in the fancy suit, the owner of the strip joint they were in. Normally Frank would be able to see the guy’s real demon face. He wasn’t seeing this guy’s though, which meant the demon was purposely blocking him from seeing it. The higher level demons had that ability. Seemed this guy was one of them.
Fuck it, Frank thought. What else have I got to do? Might as well hear what the demon has to say. “One drink,” he said to the demon.
The demon smiled, nodded. “One drink it is.”
 



 
 
CHAPTER 4
 
The demons office was upstairs in the club, a large rectangular room with a massive window that gave a near total view of the entire club below. The office itself was nothing fancy. White walls, a red couch and a desk with a single chair beside it. There was also another door in the room. Frank figured it led to some private quarters behind the office. Probably a room for the shiny suited demon to have some privacy with his dancers.
“Take a seat,” the demon said, gesturing to the red couch. “My name is Lucas, by the way.”
Frank stood over by the window rather than sit down on the couch. No point in getting too comfortable. He doubted he’d be staying that long. “You got that drink there...Lucas?”
“Sure.” Lucas pulled a bottle of whiskey out of a drawer in the desk, along with two glasses. He poured a sizeable amount into each glass and handed one to Frank, who smelled the whiskey in his glass.
“Expensive,” Frank said before sampling the whiskey. He nodded. “Very nice indeed.”
The demon Lucas just looked at Frank and smiled. Frank noticed he didn’t drink from his own glass, but instead put the glass on the desk and joined Frank by the window. The two of them surveyed the club below through the glass for a moment. “This a nice set up you have here,” Frank said. “Who’d you kill to get it, the guy whose meat suit you’re wearing?”
The demon didn’t know what to say to that. He just shook his head. “Well, you certainly live up to your reputation.”
“Yeah, what reputation would that be?”
“Of a man who cuts through the crap, who gets the job done. I’m hoping you live up to that second one.”
“You’re hoping I can sort out this demon problem you’re having.”
“Indeed I am.”
Frank looked at the demon probably for the first time since they met downstairs. “Let me ask you this. If you have a demon problem, why can’t you sort it out yourself? I mean, you’re a demon after all.”
“It’s not that simple. I can’t really be seen as interfering with the work of other demons.”
The work of other demons. Frank laughed to himself. “Why not?”
“You might find this hard to believe, but I call this world home now. I spent long enough in Hell to know I’d rather be up here.”
Fair enough, Frank thought. Lucas wasn’t the first demon he’d heard say that. A fair few had succumbed to the easy pleasures and less demonic lifestyles earth had to offer. “So what, you expect me to help protect your cushy number, is that it? No thanks.” Frank downed the rest of his drink, was about to put his glass on the desk when the demon Lucas stepped in his way. Frank stared at the demon, thinking he would throw him through the huge window if he made a move.
The demon merely raised his hands and gave Frank a slight smile. “Relax. This isn’t just about me. The problem I have concerns the safety of the whole city. Why do you think I called you?”
Frank walked around the demon and poured himself another drink before planting himself down on the couch. “Okay. You have my full attention. Tell me what’s going on.”
Lucas nodded, put his hands in his pants pockets while he stood over by the window. “There’s a gang of demons running around the city at the moment, deliberately causing havoc, taking over businesses, killing people.”
“What’s new? Isn’t that what you demons do anyway?”
“Not exactly, Frank. You know as well as I do that we mostly influence. Anything beyond that and your kind—Nephilim—step in. Most of the demons on earth stick to that rule.”
“Well, it sure doesn’t seem like it sometimes,” Frank said. “We’re never done trying to keep the monsters here in line.”
“Nonetheless, the gang that I’m talking about is dangerous. They’re only just getting started on their mission to upset the balance. Someone is leading them, organizing them. I’d like for you to find out who that is, Frank.”
The demon seemed sincere, though you never could tell with demons. Frank went mostly on instinct when it came to dealing with monsters and right now his instincts told him this Lucas guy was telling the truth. “So you want me to hunt down the leader of this gang, is that it?”
Lucas nodded. “Yes.”
“And then what? I send whoever it is back to Hell?”
“Yes.”
“What’s your real interest in this? And don’t give me that earth is great crap you gave me a minute ago.”
Lucas narrowed his eyes. A tight smile crossed his face. “I wasn’t lying about that, you know. You ever been to Hell, Frank?”
Frank went quiet for a minute as he thought of Rachel, in Hell right this very moment. “No,” he said.
“If you had, you’d know where I’m coming from. Being a demon in Hell doesn’t make it much easier either.”
Frank just nodded, drank his whiskey.
“I know about your Watcher friend,” Lucas said. “The woman. Rachel, is it?”
Frank had to stop himself from jumping off the couch and kicking the demon through the window. He had no doubt the demon was fast, maybe even a teleporter if he was high level, but Frank was fast too. He’d beaten enough demons to the draw at this stage.
Lucas raised his hands when he saw the look on Frank’s face. “Listen, I only bring that up because these demons I’ve been talking about are going around stealing souls. There’s people walking around out there with no soul, and they don’t even know it. When they die they’ll go straight to Hell, Frank.”
Frank shook his head. “How long has this been going on for? How many souls have they stolen?”
“It’s not that easy to steal a soul. Only top level demons can do it without a ritual first. These demons are using the ritual. My sources tell me they’ve only done it a few times so far, mainly because the ritual itself is fairly complicated and requires some very specific items to work. Getting those items can take a while, but now the gang has apparently found a way to quicken the process. The amount of souls they steal will exponentially increase.”
Frank thought about the people walking around out there with no soul, having no idea it was even missing. He wondered if perhaps he wasn’t one of those people. It damn well felt like it most days. Soul or not, it didn’t matter anyway. He knew he was going to Hell when he died. Given some of the things he’d done, even the good he did as a Watcher wouldn’t cancel those things out. “What exactly happens a person when they lose their soul like that?”
“They lose their humanity, of course. Turn into unfeeling, selfish, not to mention dangerous beings. It’s easy to do bad things when you have no soul, Frank.”
Don’t I know it? he thought.
“So what’s the purpose here with these guys? They steal the souls. Then what?”
Lucas stepped towards Frank. “Maybe I wasn’t clear. A person with no soul is a ticking time bomb. Enough people out there like that and this city will implode. Imagine the death and destruction just one determined individual could do. That’s their plan, Frank, to make this city self-destruct so they can come in and rule over it.”
“You seem to know a lot about this.”
“I just know how demons think. So should you, by now.”
Frank smirked and nodded. “You’re so right.” He got up and went to refill his glass with more of Lucas’s expensive whiskey. “Where’d you even get my number from?”
“I have resources,” Lucas said. “Although I have to say you really don’t like being found, do you? I’m told you live in a cabin in the mountains, is that right?”
“Yeah.” Frank walked back to the couch. “I’m not really a people person as you might be able to tell.”
Lucas sat down at his desk and smiled at Frank. “I’m glad I called you and no one else.”
“That’s very sweet of you.”
The demon laughed. “So what do you say, Frank? You want to help me redress the power balance in this lovely city?”
Frank thought about Rachel, who was roasting in Hell. He thought about the innocent people walking around with no souls, who would go on a killing spree most likely before taking a one way trip downstairs. He couldn’t save Rachel’s soul. Maybe he could save someone else’s though, not that a hundred such souls would make up for the loss of Rachel’s, but it was a start. “Alright,” he said to Lucas. “Tell me everything you know.”
 



 
 
CHAPTER 5
 
Frank exited the Demon Ecstasy club a little worse for wear. Probably not the best idea to drink so much whiskey when he had to drive, not to mention work a case. Still, it wasn’t like he was going to go home. Now that he was out and about, he decided this is what he needed to keep his mind off things.
Of Rachel.
Nothing like hunting demons to keep the brain focused, even if it was swishing around in a bath of whisky.
When he was back in the car he lit a cigarette and sat there for a while, contemplating how to proceed. Lucas had given him an address across town in the Southside. According to Lucas, there was a bar there that used to be a hangout for vampires until the demon gang took it over and turned it into their base.
As Frank was drunk, he was seriously contemplating the notion of walking into that bar with all guns blazing. A part of him wanted so badly to unleash some hell on a bunch of no good evil demons. As cathartic as that would be however, it was also an insane idea. Frank knew that. Didn’t stop him wanting to do it however.
He started the car and drove out of the Sex Quarter, cut through downtown and then across the bridge over the river to the Southside, Mercy City’s own version of Hell.
 
The first thing you always notice when you cross the bridge to the Southside is how dark it is there. Even during the day the light never seems to penetrate properly, or else the grimness of the place just cancels out the light altogether. At night, the Southside goes from grim to scary. Only the dregs and those who feed upon them live on the Southside. Most of those dregs only come out at night, emerging from their holes like cockroaches to scurry around the streets, scavenging, scoring drugs, preying on each other. The Southside is what happens when the lower classes are left to their own devices, with little or no interference from the city authorities, who have long since learned that it's best to just stay out of the Southside and pretend it isn’t even there. It’s just the dark place across the river you tell your children never to go near. Except the children don’t listen and venture over anyway looking drugs, maybe even a little fearful adventure. Some of those kids never make it out again.
Frank hated the Southside as much as anyone else. He even rightfully feared it. What he didn’t do is allow himself to be afraid of it. He had a job to do. If that meant entering Hell and consorting with the inhabitants, so be it.
He took it slow when he came off the bridge and started driving through the streets of the Southside. It wasn’t like he had a choice. Almost every street in the place was swarming with people as they hung around outside the scummy tenement buildings where they lived. Half the buildings didn’t even look like they had electricity going to them. The dim light in most of the streets came from the few lit windows in the tenement buildings and what street lamps were still working.
Frank drove the black Chevy through the grim streets, the Beretta in his lap where he could get to it quickly. If he was carjacked, it wouldn’t be the first time. For the most part though, the residents of the Southside ignored the car as he drove. A few times people walked out in front of him, forcing him to slow to a stop. When that happened, he waved his gun through the windshield at the invariably drunk or high individual standing there. They would laugh or sneer, maybe even slam the hood a little, but they never caused any real trouble. The gun and the look on Frank’s face—the one that said move or I’ll shoot you—was usually enough to send them on their way.
The address Frank was heading for was in the center of the Southside, where most of the business where, if you could call them that. A grocery store, a liquor store, a betting office and a fast food joint, plus the bar Frank was heading to. Not much of a business center. The only two places open at such a late hour where the bar and the liquor store, which should tell you all you need to know about the residents of the Southside. Frank parked the car in the small lot in front of the bar. A few drunks hung around outside but they didn’t seem to represent much a threat. As far as Frank could tell, none of them were demons or anything else supernatural. 
He put the Beretta in the back of his jeans and got out of the car. When he slammed the door, the drunks—five of them—all looked at him like he had no business being there. Frank ignored them and walked to the liquor store, which was next door to the bar, next to another store that looked to have been recently firebombed. Clearly someone didn’t pay their dues.
A young guy in a dark suit stood behind the counter in the small liquor store. Frank didn’t know who you would expect working in such an establishment in such a fine upstanding area, but it sure wasn’t a guy in a suit. Frank paused for a second as he closed the door behind him so he could take the guy in. 
Straight away he knew something wasn’t right.
The clerk (if that’s what he was) was taller than Frank’s six feet and had at least a hundred pounds on Frank’s one eighty, all of it muscle by the looks of it. His face was clean shaven, with just enough lines to put him in his late twenties, and his mousey hair was cropped short. The guy looked more like a security professional than a clerk in a liquor store. His gray eyes locked on to Frank as he walked in.
Before Frank even got to the counter, he knew the clerk was a demon, which set all sorts of questions firing of in his brain, chief among them being, why is a demon manning a liquor store unless they are guarding something more valuable? It was a question Frank really wanted to know the answer to, but first he asked the question that brought him into the store in the first place. “Got any Jack?”
The demon clerk regarded Frank with cold eyes. He was definitely hiding something, the door to the rear of the counter probably being the first thing. “Don’t think I don’t know what you are, Watcher.”
Frank nodded casually. “Very astute of you. Gimme an eighth of Jack.” He reached into his jacket and pulled out his wallet while the demon clerk made no move to fulfill his request. Frank paused while he pulled a twenty from his wallet. “What? You don’t sell booze in this place?”
The clerk narrowed his eyes at Frank. “That’s all you’re in here for?”
Frank shook his head. “Why else would I be in a liquor store, unless you’re selling something else behind that door over there?”
Shifting to the right slightly to block Frank’s view of the door in the back, the clerk said, “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Jack you said?” His eyes never leaving Frank, the clerk reached out to a shelf on his left and grabbed the bottle of whiskey Frank asked for. Set the bottle on the counter. Asked Frank for money.
Frank handed over the twenty and observed the demon clerk for a moment while the clerk worked the till. To Frank, the clerk had no human face anymore, but instead the true face of the demon who occupied the human body in the suit. The demon had long winding horns that snaked over the top of his head and sloped down to the back of his neck. The demon’s skin was a dark green color, thick skin, almost reptilian, with thorns running down both sides of its face. When he looked at Frank again to hand over the change, the demon’s eyes burned a deep red, with elliptical pupils in the middle. 
Frank didn’t flinch at the demon’s appearance. The clerk was fairly typical for a low level demon. He was positively handsome compared to some of the demons Frank had seen in his years as a Watcher. The more high level and powerful demons, those guys you can hardly look at without your brain wanting to turn to mush. Some things are just not meant for human eyes. Half human anyway, in Frank’s case.
The demon clerk smiled at him, blatantly wanting Frank to leave immediately now that he got what he came for. “Have a nice night now.”
Frank smiled back. “I will.”
Halfway to the door, Frank stopped, turned around, and looked at the demon behind the counter while breaking open the bottle of whiskey. “You know what, I’m curious,” Frank said. “What you got going on behind the door?” He took a swig from the bottle and watched the clerk straighten and push his substantial chest out.
“I’m giving you one chance to walk out that door,” the demon clerk said, his red eyes glowing a touch brighter.
Frank screwed the cap on his whiskey bottle and slipped the bottle into the pocket of his leather jacket. “You know what I am right? You know what I do?”
“You’re a stinking Watcher. A demon killer.”
“Now that’s harsh. You know you bastards can’t be killed, only destroyed. Your soul, if you can call what you have a soul, is set to zero, so to speak, right? You get to claw your way up from the scummiest reaches of Hell all over again.” Frank shook his head. “I couldn’t imagine that. How long does that take anyway? A long fucking time, I bet.”
The clerk walked from the behind the counter and started towards Frank, his red eyes burning now.
“I guess you know the score already,” Frank said just as the demon charged at him, his massive arms outstretched ready to grab Frank by the throat. When the demon was almost upon him, Frank leapt into the air and brought his fist down on top of the demon’s head. A flash of blinding white light erupted from Frank’s fist as it impacted hard with the demon’s skull. The source of the light was the energy channeled through Frank himself. A handy little gift from the archangel who created the Nephilim bloodline millennia ago. The energy—or bad grace, as Frank liked to call it—magnified the power of the punch many times so that even thick headed demons could feel that shit rock their skulls.
The demon almost dropped to its knees as it went crashing into the shelves next to him, bottles smashing all around it, exploding liquor staining that expensive suit. Before the demon could recover, Frank pulled his Watcher knife from the sheath sown inside his jacket. A second later and the knife was pushing up under the demon’s chin. “You know what kind of knife this is, right?” Frank asked the demon as it froze when the point of the knife broke the skin under his big square jaw.
The demon barely nodded, fear in its less glowing red eyes. Demons weren’t afraid of much, but being sent back to Hell to start at the bottom again, losing all the power and freedom they’d fought tooth and claw to attain, that was too much for most of them. Including this one. “Please,” the demon pleaded. “I’m just watching the door. They’ll destroy me if they let someone like you in.”
“In where? What’s back there?”
The demon didn’t answer. 
Frank pressed the knife harder into the demon’s jaw. “You’re about one second away from going back to Hell.”
“Alright! It’s a blood bank.”
“A blood bank?”
“Yeah. It’s where demons go to get high.”
Frank frowned. “You bullshitting me, demon?” He’d never heard of demons getting high of human blood.
“No, seriously. I’m telling the truth.”
And I thought I’d heard it all, Frank thought. Demons getting high. Jesus Christ.
Frank shook his head. “You demons have been on earth too long. You’re all going native.”
“You might as well stab me,” the demon said looking resigned. “I’m fucked anyway.”
“Your bosses going to put you on the elevator, that it?” Putting someone on the elevator was demon speak for sending them back down to Hell. Euphemisms weren’t their strongpoint.
“Something like that.”
“And this boss, he owns the bar next door? He the one been running around stealing souls?”
The demon looked surprised. “How did you know about that?”
Looked like Lucas was right. “How many are in your little gang?”
The demon looked unsure if he should answer.
“Just to be clear,” Frank said, pushing harder on the knife, drawing more blood. “You don’t have a choice about whether to answer me.”
The demon blinked. “A dozen. Maybe more.”
“Where are they now?”
“The bar, most of them.”
“The boss?”
“Back there.” He nodded his head towards the door behind the counter.
“What’s his name?”
“Krakus.”
Frank smirked. “What’s this Krakus up to then? What’s his endgame?”
“I don’t know. We just enjoy ourselves up here. That’s all.”
“You’re not trying to drag the city down so you can take it over?”
The demon shook his head. “No. That’s bullshit.”
“Well,” Frank said. “I’ll find out if it is or not soon enough, I’m sure. In the meantime, I can’t have demons running around stealing souls, or stealing the blood of humans to get high on either. Crazy shit like that just upsets the delicate balance in this fine city, and unfortunately for you my friend—”
“No—”
“—I’m charged with protecting that balance from upstarts like you, so—”
“—Wait!”
Frank drove the knife to the hilt under the demon’s jaw in one swift move, held it in there for a second while the sigils carved into the eight inch blade did their work, decimating the demon on a molecular level, opening up a portal inside the meat suit that led straight to Hell. Then he pulled the knife out and took a step back while a blinding amber light seemed to escape from every orifice in the demon’s body, including his eyes, ears and mouth. A second later the light stopped, faded away into nothing. All that was left now was a meat suit that used to belong to some unfortunate human, a meat suit that was now charcoaled on the inside.
After he’d sheathed the knife again, Frank retrieved the whiskey from his jacket pocket, unscrewed the cap and took a long swig from the bottle. He stared down at the once human shell still slumped into the shelves, surrounded by broken glass and soaked in booze. Whoever the human was before the demon stole his body, Frank doubted he could ever have foreseen his life ending in this way. Of course the guy was dead the second the demon took possession of him, to all intents and purposes anyway. When a demon possesses you, you have no control over your body and mind anymore. None. Your consciousness is relegated to the back, where you have to sit and watch, not to mention feel, every single thing your new demon host does, for however long it does it. If a demon gets attached to a body, that could be a long, long time. By killing the demon, Frank had also released the consciousness and soul of the human that was possessed in the first place.
“You’re welcome,” Frank said, raising the bottle to the body at his feet.
Then he turned to look at the door behind the counter.
 



CHAPTER 6
 
It was just an ordinary door, made of plywood. No metal. No security measures in the form of locks that he could see.
Frank took out his Beretta, the magazine of which was loaded with iron-tipped 9mm bullets that he made himself at the cabin. Most supernatural entities have an aversion to iron. It repels them, the way a Christian cross might repel a rookie vampire. It also hurts them if you use it on them as a weapon. Demons were no different. A 9mm iron-tip might not destroy them, but it would hurt them enough to slow them down so that other more lethal weapons could be used to finish them, such as the Watcher knife Frank never left home without.
He cracked the door open a touch and listened for a second. There was no sound except the hum of an air conditioner.
The door laid out to a hallway, at the end of which was another door. Frank moved down the hall and paused to listen at the other door. This time he could hear weird noises coming from the room beyond. Like moaning sounds.
What the fuck? he thought.
Slowly, he turned the door handle and pushed the door open slightly, the Beretta held by his side. The door was only open an inch, but it was enough for him to see inside.
He soon wished he hadn’t.
Frank figured the room was once a large storage area until the demons had got their hands on it. Where once the storage area may have been filled with boxes of booze and cans and bottles, it was now filled with black candles and a nest of naked demons.
Now you see, Frank. That’s what happens when your damn curiosity gets the better of you. Jesus Christ...
The demons writhed all over each other in their meat suits, men and women, taking those things on the ultimate test drive for pleasure. They sucked and fucked and bucked and writhed and licked and bit and spat and came as the flickering shadows thrown by the dozens of candles danced across their bodies.
Their eyes smoldered in their sockets, in some cases eight ball black, in others a fiery blood red. Frank had never witnessed so much pleasure in one room. Not that he was turned on or anything. Maybe, if he couldn’t see most of their real forms behind the meat suits, the grotesquery of some of them.
Most of all the grotesquery of the demon in the center of the clusterfuck. And the terror it inspired. Four huge horns attached to a head with burning yellow eyes, underneath which was a snubbed nose like a dog and a mouth that engulfed more than half the face. Two huge fangs were the centerpiece of the mouth, flanked by smaller pointed teeth and what looked like sharp tusks curving in either side. Below the neck the demon still looked human. 
A demon in a blonde big breasted meat suit sucked madly on the bigger demon’s cock, who roared as he appeared to cum. The blonde demon kept sucking. The bigger demon roared again, the pleasure unmistakable in its inhuman voice.
When Frank had gotten over the shock of the scene, he figured the demon in the center was some kind of leader. Maybe even the leader of the gang Frank was looking for. He could burst in there now while all the demons were occupied and high and take his chances.
But that was the drink talking again. Somewhere inside, his sober self told him such a plan of action would only end with him joining the party—and not in a good way.
He would hold off. Sit in the car at a distance somewhere. Keep an eye on things. See who came and went. Wait for an opportunity to nab one of the demons when they were alone, and then interrogate them. See what gived.
Just as he was pulling the door closed to go back down the hall again, Frank felt a thick arm encircle his neck and begin to squeeze like a gorilla. Frank lost about two seconds to shock. When you’re hurtling towards oblivion, two seconds make all the difference. An extra two seconds would have given him time to use his gun or effect some other countermeasure.
As it happened, by the time he even thought about reacting, it was too late. He was half choked out already, which made his movements too slow and too unfocused to be of any use.
After five seconds he lost consciousness.
 



 
 
CHAPTER 7
 
When Frank came to, he found himself tied to a chair in the middle of a cold basement. The only light was from a single bare bulb that hung from the center of the low ceiling. He looked around, his head still groggy. Save for a few stacks of cardboard boxes, the basement was empty. A set of wooden stairs along the wall in front of him led upwards towards a door. Frank could hear music coming from the floor above him. Loud rock music it sounded like. His kind of place. He figured he was in the bar owned by the demon gang, or rather the basement underneath. Where they keep the scumbag Watcher’s, presumably, he thought.
He wished he could get to the whiskey in his pocket to clear his groggy head. As it was, his arms were bound by duct tape to his sides, while the rest of him was taped to the chair, except his legs. At least that was something. Idiots. You’d think they’d have taped his ankles up.
But just as Frank was about to stand up and attempt to break the chair of one of the four steel support beams in the room, the door at the top of the stairs opened, throwing light and loud music down into the dimly lit basement. Two men and a woman came down the stairs, the woman closing the door behind her.
“I’m glad you’re awake, Watcher,” the man in front said as he came down the stairs and walked towards Frank. “We need to have a little chat about what the fuck you think you are doing sneaking around my property.”
The guy doing the talking was tall, slicked back dark hair, an arrogant smile. He probably thought he was bad ass in his black jeans and black leather jacket. His cohorts stood either side of him, a blonde woman who Frank recognized from the fuckfest, and a huge biker dude with massive tattooed arms and long straggly hair, who Frank just knew was the one who choked him out, given those forearms.
“You must be Krakus,” Frank said.
The guy in the black jeans lost his smile for a second.
Frank smirked. “Almost didn’t recognize you there without the, you know...horns coming out of your head.” He looked at the blonde woman, who wore a tight fitting black dress. “And you...you got skills for a demon. I guess you guys were really milking those meat suits for all they were worth, huh?”
The blonde woman narrowed her blue eyes at Frank. 
Krakus laughed and started pacing slowly around Frank. “You’re right, Watcher. These meat suits are fucking great for having fun with. Mix in a little injected human blood and then things get interesting. I hope you enjoyed the show.”
“Bit too demonic for me,” Frank said, his gaze straight ahead.
“I’m sure,” Krakus said coming back around in front of Frank and stopping. “But then your kind don’t really like us demons, do you?”
Frank tried to shrug, but couldn’t move. He settled for a quick tilt of his head. “I wouldn’t say that. Your just vermin that have to be controlled, that’s all.”
The hook punch Krakus threw at Frank’s jaw almost knocked Frank out cold again. His head dangled loose for a few seconds until the flashing white lights in front of his eyes dissipated. “How’s that for controlling vermin, motherfucker?”
Frank managed to lift his head up and keep it there. He spat blood onto the floor.
“Enough of this shit,” the blonde demon in the black dress said, walking toward Frank and grabbing him by the throat. “Why are you sniffing around here? Watcher’s stay out of the Southside.”
The bitch had a grip on her. It felt like an anaconda was locked onto his throat, slowly crushing his windpipe. He was glad when Krakus stepped in to take the girl’s arm away.
“Alright, Seran, let’s not kill him before he tells us anything.”
“Fucking hate Watcher’s!” Seran spat.
“Don’t we all,” Frank said hoarsely, coughing, wishing he could rub at his throat.
“Fucking smart-ass too!”
“He is that,” Krakus said. “Probably not for long though.” He stepped around in front of Frank again, leaned over so his face was inches from Frank’s. “I’ll ask you again. What are you doing here?”
Blood still dripped into Frank’s mouth. He spat it at Krakus, who never flinched, just hardened his stare. “I can’t tell you how much you are going to regret that petty little act of defiance.”
“Fuck off.”
Krakus’s forehead smashed into Frank’s nose, who cried out in pain as his head flew back, blood already flooding down into his mouth, dripping down his neck. He forced his head forward to stop the blood getting into his eyes. 
“Told you!” Krakus said.
The bitch in the black dress laughed, clearly reveling in Frank’s every moan of pain, his every splutter as he struggled to breathe properly through all the blood, which felt like it was gushing everywhere.
He closed his eyes. If he’d only been able to pull that trigger on himself earlier tonight at the cabin, he thought, then he wouldn’t be sitting here now, duct taped to a chair while demons beat the shit out of him.
See, Frank. See what your cowardice has cost you?
Not now, Rachel.
Pain. It’s costing you more pain, Frank. That’s all that’s left for you. Pain and sorrow.
“Hey!” The slap across his face forced Frank’s eyes open. Krakus was in front of him. “Don’t even fucking think of closing those eyes. Not until you tell us what you’re doing here and how you knew my name.”
Frank decided then that if he ever got out of that chair alive, he was going to get shitfaced drunk. It was all about the minor pleasures, right? “I was...just lost,” he said, choking on his own blood.
“Wrong answer,” Krakus said. “Marv.”
Marv was the big biker dude. He slowly walked over to Frank and stood towering over him. His crotch was about level with Frank’s face. Just as Frank looked up he saw Marv bend his arm and then bring his elbow down like an axe towards Frank’s head. This was quickly followed by a sickening sharp pain on the top of Frank’s skull, a pain which seemed to increase in intensity by the second. It was all Frank could do to stay conscious. The only thing that stopped his skull from cracking open like an Easter egg was the bad grace that flowed inside him, offering some reinforcement at least.
The voice of Krakus, cutting through the pain. “I know you can take a beating, but another few of those elbows to the top of your skull from Marv here and you’re gonna end up a vegetable.”
Frank took hardly any of that in. His head felt like it was going to explode. A horrible sick feeling came over him and he vomited all over himself. By the cries of Krakus and Marv, at least some of that blood and vomit mixture made it on to them as well.
The blonde bitch laughed, the sound of it hurting Frank’s head even more.
See, Frank? Pain. Why don’t you just let them kill you since you can’t do it yourself?
“No.”
“What was that?” Krakus asked.
Frank did his best to concentrate, which was difficult given that his head felt like a rapidly swelling balloon that was about to burst. Somehow, he managed to connect with the bad grace inside him. Managed to gather every ounce of it to his center, condense it down into a tiny ball no bigger than an atom.
Pure, condensed energy.
Bad motherfucking grace.
The demons didn’t know what hit them when the grace exploded out of Frank, going off like a sun exploding inside him, the whole basement flooding with blinding white light, with Frank at the epicenter, the chair exploded to splinters around him, the duct tape no longer binding him, but snapped to pieces by the burst of sheer power that accompanied the explosion of light for just a second.
Frank was on his feet. Nothing like an explosion of bad grace to clear the head, which, although the pain was still there, now seemed to be functioning properly, at least enough for Frank to run to the stairs, the three demons laying on the floor behind him, motionless.
The demons weren’t down completely. They’d be up in a few minutes. Frank needed to make it back to the car before that happened. All he had to do was go through the bar upstairs and out to the car before the demons came to.
That’s if he even made it through the bar at all, which he was sure was probably full of demons.
Fuck it. There was no other way out. He had to go through the bar.
He tried to run up the stairs, but couldn’t. His body wasn’t ready for that kind of movement yet. The most he could manage was a kind of slow gallop.
The music got louder as he neared the door. Normally such loud music wouldn’t have bothered him, but thanks to Marv the demon’s elbow, his skull was already protesting at the sonic torture about to be unleashed when he opened the door, which he had to do.
His Beretta was missing. No surprise.
The knife however, was still in his jacket. As already stated: amateurs.
Frank took the knife out, glad to have at least some protection going into the bar. He took a breath and opened the door, choosing to move quickly forward as opposed to carefully. 
There was no time for carefulness. If the demons in the basement woke up, he’d be dead as soon as.
Walking into the bar was like walking into a wall of sound first of all. The heavy rock music seemed to pound on his head immediately like a rapidly opening and closing vice against his skull.
The pain was debilitating, causing him to stagger, put one hand to his head like he was trying to stop it from falling to pieces.
When he felt a hand on his shoulder, he reacted out of pure instinct and turned towards the threat, bringing the knife forward at the same time, the blade stabbing into flesh. Frank barely looked at who it was he just knifed. He just knew it was a demon when the amber light exploded in front of him. 
He quickly turned and tried to orientate himself as he staggered along. He was moving past empty tables and alongside the bar, behind which stood a shocked barman who could only stare at the demon dying behind Frank. 
Frank never gave the barman a second glance. He had spotted the front doors, just past the end of the bar.
I can make it easy, he thought. No other threats around. The path is clear.
Stay sharp, Frank.
Easy for you to say when you’re all the way in Hell, he thought.
The barman didn’t seem to be making any moves. No one in front.
Six feet to the doors and then out to the car.
Frank never even saw the guy that tackled him and drove him into the bar. The guy just seemed to burst from the shadows and slam into Frank like a raging bull.
Luckily for Frank, his attacker never capitalized properly on his element of shock and surprise, continuing to lean into Frank like a football player, pushing him into the bar, maybe in some attempt to crush Frank’s ribs. Whatever, it didn’t work.
Knife still in hand, Frank swung the blade up and around into his attackers back, who froze solid for a second before jumping on that elevator. Frank pushed him back and immediately headed for the front doors.
He burst out the doors and staggered into the cool air outside, which was another shock to his tortured head.
The car was twenty yards away.
He somehow managed to run most of that distance. Staggered the last few yards.
Opened the car and fell inside. Struggled to remember where the keys were.
Jacket pocket.
He put the key in the ignition and started the Chevy. Looked up to see the demons come piling out of the bar, Krakus and the other two from the basement, plus another one.
Frank slammed the car into reverse, hit the brakes briefly and then sped forward. “Fuck you, Krakus,” he said as he disappeared into the dirty streets of the Southside.
 



 
CHAPTER 8
 
As Frank gunned it out of the Southside, hardly slowing as he crossed the bridge back to relative civilization again, he reflected that things could have gone slightly better tonight.
The drink had made him reckless. Again. He’d have to watch that.
Under other circumstances when he wasn’t quite so inebriated, he maybe wouldn’t have stirred shit up the way he did in the liquor store. Maybe he would have taken things a bit more slowly, sat in the car for a while, scoped the place out first. Maybe.
It didn’t matter now anyway. His skull, which felt like it had been cleaved in two and superglued back together again, didn’t much care about what he would have done. It only cared about the pain he had caused it.
He needed to lie down for a while, to rest. He would heal then, though not as quickly as he would like due to the fact that he used up almost of all his reserve of grace. It took time to replenish within him, a fact that always pissed him off. Apparently, since he was only half angel, he also only got half the grace, if that. Angels never ran out of grace. It was like the archangel who created the second generation of Nephilim left his creations with only the dregs of his grace, after he had kept most of it for himself obviously. 
Frank had no idea what time it was since the clock in the dash was broken, permanently stuck on two minutes to midnight. Neither did he care what time it was either. He only cared about getting a few stiff ones before putting his head down for a day or two. In reality though, he knew he would only get an hour or two at most. Sleep wasn’t a big feature in Frank’s life these days.
The cabin was too far of a drive. He doubted he would make it anyway. The massive concussion he was in the grip of was threatening him with unconsciousness. That Marv guy had one hell of an elbow strike on him. A lesser mortal would be dead by now.
A thought struck him. Eva.
He didn’t know where the thought came from as he struggled to see through the windshield which appeared to be zooming in and out of view as he drove through the thankfully quietened down streets of the city. He hadn’t seen Eva since the funeral. A bit much to be landing at her door at whatever time of the morning it now was.
Since when did you care about things being a bit much, Frank? You just do what you gotta do, right?
Sure. Whatever he had to do.
He took a hard left and headed towards Jocelyn Park.
Sometime later he parked the car across the road from the central park, down the street from the main entrance gates, which were shut at this time.
Eva lived in the brownstone he was parked right outside off. Frank sat in the car, grateful he didn’t have to drive anymore. The effort of trying to stay focused so he didn’t veer into some lamp post or pedestrian had drained him. Almost by instinct he reached into his jacket pocket and felt the hard smoothness of the Jack bottle. He took out the bottle and took a slow drink of the whiskey inside, swilling it around inside his mouth to try and get rid of the coppery taste of blood. His decimated nose throbbed like a bitch and he realized that he couldn’t breathe when he covered his mouth with the bottle. He almost choked on the booze as he tried to breathe through his nose, a once automatic action that now caused him searing pain.
That motherfucker, Krakus. Frank resolved to destroy him just for tonight. Just for busting his nose.
That would have to wait though.
With great effort he managed to climb out of the car and haul himself up the stone steps to Eva’s front door.
He knocked the dark green door three times with his knuckles and waited, leaning against the wall with one hand, holding himself up.
“Yes?” said a voice on the other side of the door. Wary, but unafraid of what might lie on the other side. A subtle hint of threat in the voice too, an almost unconscious warning of you’d better not be trouble or else...
“It’s Frank.”
A few elongated seconds later and the door opened half way, a dark haired woman’s head peering from around it.
“Eva,” Frank said.
“Jesus, Frank,” Eva said when she saw the state of his face. Frank figured it must have been bad because Eva didn’t shock that easily. She came around from behind the door and took him by the arm, helping him into the dark hallway. He noticed she had her Watcher knife in her other hand, which she placed on a small table in the hallway so as to support him with both hands as she directed him down the hall to the kitchen. Eva turned on a light when they got to the kitchen, which made Frank’s eyes hurt and consequently his head. “Sit at the table.” Eva sat him down on a chair by the big wooden table in the dining area of the kitchen.
“Sorry for turning up like this,” Frank said. “I was having a bit of difficulty. This seemed like a good idea. I’ll go if you want.”
“Wise up, Frank,” Eva said, as direct as ever. “Look at the state of you. What happened to your face? You’re covered in blood. And your nose.” She narrowed her gaze at his nose, which was probably spread around half his face.
“I had a bit of bother with some demons. Nothing new.”
Eva retrieved a first aid kit from a cupboard in the kitchen. “You could have called me, you know. Asked for my help.” She pulled a chair up right next to him and sat down.
“I haven’t seen you since...in over a year, Eva.”
“And?”
Frank focused on her for the first time since he’d got there as she started pulling things out of the first aid bag, setting them on the table—gauge, bandages, antiseptic. She hadn’t changed a bit since the last time he saw her. Even with his currently impaired vision, he could see there wasn’t a single line on her face that wasn’t there a year before. Her huge blue eyes were as focused and as intoxicating as ever as she took an antiseptic wipe and began to dab at the blood on his forehead. She probably still smelled as alluring as he always remembered her to be, but he couldn’t tell since his sense of smell was as damaged as the rest of his nose. “You’re too forgiving.”
“No, Frank.” Eva grabbed a fresh wipe and went to work on cleaning away the blood again. “You’re just too hard on yourself. We all grieve in different ways. Obviously for you that involves whiskey and nearly getting yourself killed by demons.”
“There’s another way?”
“Yes. You could try talking. We were friends once.”
“So you are pissed off I haven’t called.” She pressed the wipe in her hand against his nose, causing Frank to yelp in pain. “Shit! I’ll take that as a yes.”
“You’re actually not as bad as I thought.” She shone a small pen light into both his eyes. “You are however concussed quite badly.”
“You’re telling me.” He pulled out the whiskey bottle, ignoring the shaking of Eva’s head. “I’ll be okay when the healing kicks in. Could take a bit longer than usual though. Kind of used up most of the bad stuff earlier when I had to pull a blinder.”
“You did a grace explosion? Things must have been bad.”
“They were,” Frank said, disappointed to see that he had finished all the whiskey in the bottle. He sat the empty bottle on the table. 
Eva glanced at the bottle. “Drinking on the job now? You never used to do that.”
“Only have myself to worry about now,”
“That really seems to be working out for you by the looks of things.”
Frank shrugged. “I’m not dead.”
“Not yet anyway.” Eva stood over Frank in her figure hugging dark green robe. Frank knew she had no underwear on underneath. She gently placed both her hands on his face. “What are you doing?”
“Healing you.”
He pushed down on her thin wrists. “No. Don’t drain yourself on my account.”
“It’s fine. Really.”
He shook his head. “No.”
Eva frowned. “Anyone would think you want to keep the pain. Do you?”
Frank stared back at her. Said nothing.
“Frank, Frank,” she said, a soft smile on her lips. “At least let me heal that nose. It’s bad. You can’t even breathe properly. You can keep the headache.”
A slight smile of resignation crossed Frank’s lips and he realized then that he missed Eva, missed her lack of judgment, the enigmatic way she had about her. It was that essential mystery at Eva’s core, the unashamed and deliciously dark sexuality that seemed to ooze effortlessly from her every pore that drove him into bed with her once. If he hadn’t of fallen into mutually assured destruction with Rachel, him and Eva might have developed their own little twisted love affair. As it was, Eva remained aloof out of respect for Rachel, who was Eva’s best friend, if such a thing even existed in the Watcher life. “I’m glad I came here tonight.”
Eva’s smoky blue eyes seemed to smolder for a second while she considered him. “Don’t get all sentimental on me now, Frank,” she said. 
“Alright. Heal the mess on my face so I can raid your booze cabinet.”
“Well, it looks like this is your lucky night,” she said, placing her hands over his busted nose. “Since you won’t be drinking alone for once.”
Frank smiled up at her, even though her hands covered his mouth as well. He kept his eyes open just as white light began to emanate from her hands. As he looked into her eyes, he saw a light dance around inside of all that blueness. Within seconds he felt the cartilage in his nose begin to repair itself, cracking back together again. At the same time the tissue around it pulled back into shape, the blood vessels and nerves bursting back into life again, the skin knitting back together. Soon he could breathe freely through both nostrils, which was a relief, the improved airflow even helping to subdue the pain in his head. When the white light went out and Eva removed her hands, Frank no longer felt like he was slowly dying. The headache was still there though. “Why do I feel like I have a hangover?” he said. “I didn’t ask you to cure my liver as well.”
“I think your liver is plenty cured at this point,” Eva said, looking down on him with her arms folded across her chest, pushing her breasts up to expose her ample cleavage.
“Whatever,” Frank said. “Show me to your finest whiskey.”
Eva shook her head and pursed her lips slightly. “Follow me.”
They went down the hall and into the living room, where Eva switched on a lamp in one corner that threw just enough light into the room to make it seem intimate. Heavy red curtains were drawn over the large front window against the dark outside. The room was as Frank remembered it the last time he was in there, which would have been a few weeks before Rachel died, when the three of them were having a drink together after sorting a case they were all working on. God, he wished he was back in those days, when the darkness hadn’t seemed quite as insufferable as it did now.
“Make yourself comfortable,” Eva said as she went to an elegant looking drinks table and set about pouring bourbon into two glasses.
Frank sat down on the cream colored fabric couch and resisted the urge to put his feet up on the large square coffee table in the middle of the room. “Still a clean freak, I see.”
Eva walked to the couch with the two glasses of bourbon and handed him one. “You know,” she said as she sat next to him, but not too close. “Just because we hunt scum doesn’t mean we have to live like them as well.”
“Are you saying I’m a scumbag?”
Eva chuckled. “Have you looked in the mirror lately? You know it isn’t nineteen seventy nine, right? When’s the last time you saw a barber?”
“You’re right,” Frank said, smiling. “I’ve let myself go a bit.”
“I’m just joking. I’m sure it hasn’t been easy for you the last year.”
Frank downed his whiskey in one, pressed the empty glass into his leg. “Not really. You?” 
Eva smiled tightly. “The first six months were hard. I’m coping now.”
A massive wave of guilt washed over Frank as he stared at Eva. He hadn’t even called to see how she was doing because he was so wrapped up in his own grief. She could have been in a bad way for all he knew. She could have needed him. And he wasn’t there. “I know I was being a selfish asshole by staying away,” he said. “But why didn’t you reach out to me? Not that I blame you for not reaching out. I mean, I get it.”
“I did reach out, Frank,” Eva said before getting off the couch and walking to the drinks table again.
“What do you mean?”
Eva snatched the bottle of bourbon of the drinks table and brought it back to the couch, where she refilled both their glasses. “You ignored all my calls. You told me to go away and leave you alone the one time I visited you at the cabin. You didn’t even open the door.”
Shame added itself to the guilt in Frank as he suddenly remembered the night Eva had called at the cabin. He had forgotten about it because he had been blind drunk at the time. “I’m sorry.”
Eva shook her head. “You wanted to deal with things alone. I thought it best if I let you do that. I knew you’d show up again at some point.”
Frank smiled at her, for the first time in a long time not feeling like he was completely alone. The warmth he felt from that familiar connection with her seemed to thaw some of the ice in his veins. Why did Rachel have to be the one to capture his heart so completely? If he could have chosen, he would have chosen Eva. He never did have a choice on that one however.
Now you do, Frank. I’m not around anymore. What’s stopping you?
You know what’s stopping me.
Because you still love me? Or because of guilt, Frank? 
“You okay?” Eva asked. 
“Sure,” Frank said, nodding. “Why don’t you tell me about your latest case? What are you working on?”
Eva seemed to consider him for a long time, then she smiled, put her glass on the table. She leaned over, took his glass as well, set it on the coffee table.
“What are you doing?” Frank asked.
Eva lithely straddled him on his lap in one swift move, fixed him in her spellbinding blue eyes. He always said, someone of Eva’s character, she should have been a witch, not a Watcher. “Just relax,” she said hoarsely.
Frank didn’t say anything. As surprised as he was by her sudden advances, he was already completely drawn in by her. He couldn’t resist her. She obviously needed it. So did he, he realized.
As she leaned down to kiss him with her soft lips, he pulled her in tight and soon he was lost in her.
Soon, they were lost in each other.
 



 
 
CHAPTER 9
 
Afterwards they both got dressed, still in the living room, Frank feeling slightly shell shocked by the whole situation, although he had to admit he felt better in himself than he had done in a long while. He couldn’t help wondering however, how long it would take before the guilt came along and shattered his current state of serenity.
“Now we can talk,” Eva said as she tied her dark green robe, looking perfectly poised like the sex had taken nothing out of her. 
Frank, on the other hand, was spent. His legs felt like jelly and he sat straight back down on the couch again once he’d pulled his jeans and Deep Purple T-shirt on again. “You still fuck like you did years ago.”
Eva was pouring bourbon into the glasses, her cleavage almost spilling out of her thin robe as she bent over the coffee table. Damn, she’s beautiful, Frank thought as he watched her. The passion she brought to their fucking was incredible, like she was trying to devour him completely. Some of the looks she gave him while she rode on top of him on the couch, at times he thought he must be fucking a demon. But it was just Eva, a woman he’d known since college, and that made it all the more exciting for him, all the more intense. “I got a no doubt rare glimpse of what’s inside you.”
Frank took the glass she offered. “Oh yeah? Hope it didn’t scare you too much.”
“You’ve changed, that’s for sure.” Eva sat next to him on the couch, her legs curled up underneath her, looking like a resting cat.
“You haven’t.” Frank looked into those eyes again, searched for the dark mystery behind all the blue. Found it. Stared at it the way you would stare up into the night sky, wondering at all the mystery and wonder that lay there. It was that near hidden part of her that fascinated him, which had always fascinated him.
Eva gave a small shrug. “I’ve changed, just not as obviously as you. I see a lot more darkness in you than I used to though.”
Darkness.
You know all about the darkness, don’t you, Frank?
“Maybe I’ve just spent too long in it,” he said. “Maybe it’s finally corrupted me.”
“You believe that?”
Frank stared resignedly at the coffee table in front of him. “I don’t really know what to believe anymore. That’s the truth.”
Eva stroked the side of his face with the back of her warm and slender hand. “You’ll find a way through it.”
“I hope you’re right,” Frank said and then drained his glass. “Anyway, you still working cases, I take it?”
Eva nodded. “I don’t do as much field work as I used to. Research is more my thing these days.”
Frank grabbed the bottle off the table and poured both glasses again. “You’re really wasting those damn fine skills of yours on the books?”
“I grew tired of the hunting, all the violence.”
“You were good at it. One of the best.”
“Who says I’m not still?”
Frank smiled. “Not me.”
Eva drank slowly from her glass. “What were you working on tonight to almost get killed?”
Frank shook his head at the memory, of the pain he felt when he was duct taped to that chair in the basement of the demon bar. “Demon’s stealing souls. The usual shit.”
“Wait,” Eva said. “Stealing souls?”
“Yeah. Apparently they do some ritual that steals the soul of the victim, turning the victim into some kind of ticking time bomb psycho.”
“Yes. I’ve actually heard about that.”
“Really? How?”
“Someone came to me a few days ago,” Eva said. “This person told me about their husband who was apparently acting very weird after being abducted by some gang on his way home from a bar. The husband’s memory of the abduction was hazy apparently, but the wife said he talked about some strange ritual he was put through before he was released several hours later.”
Frank nodded. “The ritual allows the gang to steal the soul of the victim.”
“I didn’t know that when the woman came to me. I thought it was just demons or some other supernatural fucking with humans again. Happens all the time, right? But then just yesterday, I see online that the woman’s husband went on a rampage downtown. I’m surprised you didn’t hear about it.”
“I was busy.”
Busy hitting the bottle.
“Anyway, he kills about twelve people with a kitchen knife, just stabbing anyone he can get close to. The cops put him down, needless to say.”
“Jesus. And these fucking scumbag demons are making more people like that guy?” Frank shook his head. “Imagine the damage people like that could cause the city.”
“You don’t need to imagine now. It’s all over the news.”
“I found the gang responsible tonight, over on the Southside. They’ve taken the place over, including a bar there that they’ve made their den. I was checking things out when one of them got the jump on me. Motherfuckers taped me to a chair.”
“Hence the reason for the grace explosion, I presume.”
“Yeah,” Frank said, nodding. “I was out of options.”
“Well,” said Eva standing, tightening her robe. “You’re not out of options anymore.”
“Why’s that?” Frank asked, though he already knew the answer from the look on Eva’s face, the look of a woman who had just made her mind up about something.
“Because we’re going to work this case together.”
Frank thought about it. He had been working alone for the past year. Maybe it would do him some good to hook up with someone again, even if it was just for one case. He’d been wallowing too long anyway. It was clear he wasn’t going anywhere soon, at least not by his own hand, so what the hell?
“Alright,” he said. “But first I’m getting some sleep.”
Eva smiled. “I’ll take you to the bedroom.”
 



 
 
CHAPTER 10
 
Frank awoke several hours later, naked in Eva’s bed. She wasn’t lying beside him when he woke, though they did sleep together, sans sex. He sat up and put a hand to his head. “Jesus,” he said, rubbing his forehead. The pain had subsided quite a bit, though there was still a dull ache there on the top of his skull. When he touched it he winced at how sensitive it was. God damned demon had nearly cracked his skull open. Probably fractured it. It would heal soon though. Couple more days and the only thing he’d be feeling again where his hangovers.
The room was dark as the curtains were still drawn, so he got up and pulled them open, wincing at the light that exploded through the window. “Jesus,” he said for the second time. 
His clothes were on the cold hardwood floor by the bed. As he bent to pick them up, he noticed the photo frame on the bedside table. It was a small silver frame and the photo inside was of Eva and Rachel, standing smiling together, both of them looking radiant and gorgeous. They looked to be barely in their twenties. It was the first time he had seen the picture and he gazed at for a minute as he remembered back to when they had all attended the Watcher Facility for training and it was Eva and Rachel and him and his older brother, Dean. It was a time of much less darkness, an exciting time. They walked around as if they were invincible, feeling important because they knew things other people didn’t, of a world that existed beyond the one everyone knew about, a world of demons and monsters and the fight of good against evil. Yep, they all thought they were the shit, and they were for a good while. Then Dean and Rachel got together, ended up getting married, having kids. The party broke up after that.
You broke it up, Frank, with your petty jealousy and envy. You just couldn’t rest until you had me again, could you? And then look what happened.
I didn’t mean for any of it to happen.
That’s your trouble, Frank. You never mean for anything to happen, but something always does happen, doesn’t it?
Frank forced himself to look away from the photo and quickly got dressed so he could leave the bedroom, a place he suddenly didn’t feel comfortable in anymore.
In the kitchen, Eva was sitting at the dining table, dressed in an old pair of jeans and a black T-shirt. Her hair was loosely tied back and she was engrossed in an old looking book that lay open in front of her. She looked up and smiled when he walked into the kitchen. “The dead arises,” she said. “Coffee?”
“Please.” Frank took a seat at the table, across from where Eva was sitting. He glanced at the book on the table and saw most of it was written in Latin. Languages were never his strong point. The only dead languages he spoke were the ones in certain rituals and spells, ones he needed to know for on the job purposes. The rest he didn’t bother with much.
“Head feel better this morning?” Eva asked as he made coffee.
“Much better. Thanks for the grace.”
Eva smiled suggestively from the kitchen, said, “It wasn’t just the grace we exchanged.”
When he didn’t say anything, she laughed.
“You’re still so easy to embarrass, Frank.”
He shook his head. “Piss off.”
Eva sat a steaming cup of black coffee on the table in front of him and sat down. “I’ve been doing some research this morning.”
“So I see.” Frank sipped the coffee. It tasted good.
“I found some information concerning the ritual used to steal the souls. I think you’ll find it interesting.”
“Fire away.”
“Well,” Eva said, looking briefly down at the book. “The book lists the ingredients needed for the ritual to work. Most of the ingredients are fairly commonplace and would be easy enough to obtain. However, there is one vital ingredient that stands out as being not too easy to obtain.” She was looking at him with barely concealed excitement. 
“What is it?” he asked.
“An angel feather.”
“Okay. You can buy those on the black market, if I’m not mistaken. Still rare, but obtainable, especially for a demon.”
“I know,” Eva said nodding. “But what about an archangel feather?” 
“Next to impossible to get. Wait, are you saying you need one for the ritual?”
“Yes. According to the book, the feather must be from an archangel.”
“So how would Krakus and his crew have gotten a hold of one? They didn’t strike me as the kind of demons with that sort of reach.”
“Well they obviously know someone who does.”
“But who? Does that mean they’re working with someone higher up? Another demon, maybe, something high level?”
“To get hold of an archangel feather, they would have to be pretty high up. I’m not even sure how high.”
Frank thought for a minute. “I’ll go back to this Lucas guy, ask him if he knows anything. In the meantime, keep researching, see what you can find. Maybe tonight we hit the Southside, stake the bar out for a while.”
“Sounds good,” Eva said smiling.
“You’re enjoying this.”
“It’s been a while since I’ve worked a real case. Haven’t much felt like it since Rachel died.” 
The mention of her decimated Frank’s relaxed state. His stomach tensed up and his knuckles turned white as he gripped the coffee cup. The familiar guilt started to fill up in him again.
Eva said, “You know you haven’t even mentioned her name once since you came here last night.”
“Nothing to say,” he said, staring into his coffee cup, wishing now that it was whiskey in the cup.
“Of course there is, Frank. Have you even spoke to anyone about this?”
“What the fuck is there to say, Eva?” he snapped. “She’s dead. She sold her fucking soul to bring me back from the dead. Now she’s in Hell.” He slammed a fist down on the table. “Why didn’t she just leave me dead?”
“Because she loved you.”
Frank winced at that. “If she loved me so fucking much, why’d she marry my damn brother?”
“She was afraid, Frank.” Eva looked away for a second. “She was afraid of self destructing along with you, so she chose a more stable relationship with Dean. I think she was trying to save you both.”
Frank laughed bitterly. “She did a great fucking job of it, didn’t she?”
Eva sighed and looked away from him. “Regardless, she made her own choices. You can’t go around blaming yourself for everything that happened.”
He stood up. “I’ll see you later, Eva.”
 



 
 
CHAPTER 11
 
Rosemount primary School was situated not far from the old steel mill that was currently undergoing demolition to make way for local housing for the less well off in the neighborhood. It was a small school, full up with kids whose parents were on welfare or worked low income jobs. The more well off families sent their kids to Clair Hill Primary across the city where classes weren’t as full and facilities were a lot better. 
Frank sat across the street in his black Chevy, looking towards the school yard. Any minute now it would be morning break time and the kids would come spilling out of the school so they could play in the yard. When the doors opened and the kids came out, Frank searched until he found the two kids he was looking for. They always stood apart from the rest, looking scruffy and glum while all the other kids ran around, playing games, teasing each other, doing what kids do when allowed to run free. 
The two kids Frank had his eye on—a girl and boy, eight years old—looked like outsiders the way they stood. They looked like they were guarding each other, like they expected trouble to come along any minute. This was their second school in a year.
Rachel’s kids, Leia and Josh.
Frank started keeping tabs on them a few months after their parents died. They were on their third foster home already. The girl, she looked so much like Rachel. The same long dark brown hair and dark brown eyes. 
My kids, Frank. I miss them so much.
The kids didn’t know Frank at all. They were born just before their father told Frank he never wanted to see him again.
I know why you keep watching them, Frank.
Adopting the two kids after Rachel’s death was out of the question for Frank. They’d be better off in foster care than with him. With him, they would end up dead or worse. He was certain of that.
She reminds you of me, doesn’t she, Frank?
He watched the kids until they had to go back inside again, then he drove off.
 
Despite it being before noon, the Demon Ecstasy club was open for business. Naked girls danced on the stages. Guys sat and watched while drinking. There was no time in these clubs, just an endless twilight.
Lucas was upstairs in his office. He waved down through the big window that overlooked the club, signaled to the bouncer to let Frank up the stairs.
“I went to check out your demon gang on the Southside last night,” Frank said, helping himself to a glass of Lucas’s expensive whiskey before sitting on the couch.
Lucas looked put out by Frank making himself at home, but he didn’t comment on it. He was dressed in a different suit from the one he wore the night before. The suit he wore now was light gray and perfectly contrasted with the brown skin of his meat suit. “Did you now?” he said.
“Yeah. I met Krakus. Nice guy. Into getting high on human blood and throwing mass demon orgies, not to mention dabbling in torture.”
Lucas sat back in his chair, made a steeple with his fingers. “Rough night, I take it?”
Frank nodded. “You could say that.”
“I hope it wasn’t for nothing.”
“I found out some stuff. First though, tell me your involvement in all this.”
Lucas looked confused. “I told you, I’m not involved in any way.”
“Feathers.”
“What?”
“Feathers. More specifically, angel feathers.”
“Angel feathers?”
“Archangel feathers.”
Lucas shook his head. “What the hell are you talking about? Are you drunk?”
“Not yet, no.” Frank took a drink from his glass. Swallowed. “What would a feather like that be worth to you, Lucas?”
“I’m not sure I follow.”
“You’re aware of the power in a single feather, right? I’m sure you don’t need me to tell you how useful an item like that could be to a demon such as yourself. I mean, in the right hands, the possibilities could be endless, right? But only in the right hands. You’d have to know how to harness that power, wouldn’t you?”
Lucas listened patiently while Frank spoke, then he said, “How would you know about the feather?”
“I did my research, or rather a friend of mine did some research. It’s what we do. Anyway, she found out that in order to pull of this ritual to steal souls, you needed an archangel feather, but you already knew that, didn’t you, Lucas?”
Lucas smiled as he stared back at Frank. “I may have known about the feather, yes, but my first priority is getting this gang stopped.”
“I’d like to believe you, but I don’t.”
“Believe what you want. I want this gang stopped before they cause too much disruption. The feather would just be a nice bonus.”
Frank got up, refilled his glass. Sat back down. “What’s your interest in the feather? What do you need it for? You seem to be getting along just fine without it.”
“I want the feather for personal reasons,” Lucas said. “Not for any nefarious scheme that you might be thinking of.”
Frank snorted. “What am I supposed to think? You’re a demon.”
“We don’t all want world domination, Frank. Some of us are happy living in peace.”
“Whatever the reason, I’m not your fetcher. If I find the feather, it’s going to the Council.”
It was Lucas’s turn to snort. “The Watcher High Council?”
“Well, not the damn city council. Of course the Watcher Council. We have to hand in all artifacts.”
Lucas was shaking his bald head. “You ever wonder why the Council demands that you hand everything like that in?”
“They lock the shit up,” Frank said. “So demons like you don’t get their hands on it.”
“And what right do they have to do that?”
“Hey, it’s the Council. I don’t make the rules. It’s how it’s always been.”
Lucas leaned forward in his seat. “Then ask yourself this, Frank. Where did the feather come from in the first place? Who would most likely be in possession of such a rare item?”
Frank thought for a second. “Shit,” he said.
 
 
As Frank was leaving the club he got a call on his cell phone from Eva. “Have you seen the news yet?” she asked.
“I don’t watch the news,” Frank said as he got into the Chevy. “Besides that I’ve just left that Lucas’s place. It seems he’s after the feather. Wouldn’t tell me why.”
“Okay. Well, three more people have just gone nuts in the city. Two of them were armed to the teeth with guns. Dozens of people are dead, Frank.”
Frank fell silent for a moment, then he said, “We need to stop this gang, before they turn anyone else into mindless killing machines.”
“Agreed, but we can’t do it alone. We don’t even know how big the gang is.”
“So what do you suggest?”
“We should inform the Council about what we know.”
Frank had to stop himself from laughing. “I think the Council already knows everything.”
“What do you mean?”
“Think about it,” Frank said while he took a pack of cigarettes out of the glove box. “Who else but the Council would be in possession of an archangel feather? That demon Krakus and his gang certainly didn’t waltz into the Council building and steal the feather.”
“Someone on the Council gave it to them.”
“Exactly.” Frank lit his cigarette. “We can’t trust the Council.”
There was a silence on the line, then Eva said, “I don’t understand. Why would the Council want all this death and destruction to happen? Why would they be helping demons?”
“We don’t know it’s the whole Council involved yet, though it really wouldn’t surprise me if it was. Bunch of damn angel huggers the lot of them.” Frank wound the window down to let the smoke out.
“I don’t think we have a choice, Frank,” Eva said. “We have to go and see the Council, find out what they know, see if they are hiding anything.”
“What about the demon gang? They are still stealing souls. God knows how many they’ve stolen so far or how many more people are out there getting ready to go on a murder spree.”
“What do you suggest?”
Frank took a last drag from his cigarette and tossed the butt out the window. “We get some help and we take down the gang before they steal any more souls.”
“Okay,” Eva said. “I’ll make some calls.”
 



 
 
CHAPTER 12
 
Back before the time of the Great Flood—when God had had enough of the world he created and the people in it, so he flooded the place and drowned every living soul bar a few—there existed great giants of men. Standing at around thirty feet tall, these men were the product of interbreeding between angels and human women. The offspring of this sinful act was the Nephilim, beings who came to dominate the earth and protect the human’s on the planet from the constant threat of evil. The Nephilim were warriors, fighting against the hordes of Hell, preventing the spread of evil across the world. The Nephilim, being half human however, got a little carried away with themselves and started thinking they owned the earth and everything in it. They came to believe themselves to be more powerful than God. There antics were shameless, indulging in every depravity known to man or angel. Eventually they became a bigger threat to the world than the evil they were supposed to fight. They even got to the stage where they tried to join forces with evil. Before this earth shattering alliance could be realized however, God ordered every single Nephilim to be wiped out. An army of angels destroyed every last one of the giants, after which God flushed away the filth they’d left behind by flooding the entire earth.
After the flood, the world was restarted, without the Nephilim in it. Evil had not been washed away, however. It still existed and still remained a threat to the existence of man. It went to work immediately on corrupting man again, with nothing to stop it this time but the will of man alone, which God thought would be enough. 
Others disagreed however, namely the archangel Samuel, who took it upon himself to give man a new army of protectors. He created the second generation of Nephilim using his own grace to do so. He impregnated women all over the world, appearing to them first in visions, telling the women what they had to do. When the child was born, they would raise them normally. When the child reached adulthood, their innate powers would activate, a product of their angel DNA. Their powers would not activate before that, less they be too immature to handle the responsibility. Samuel had learned the lessons from the first Nephilim. 
After the young adults had their power activated—powers that included the ability to see the true face of demons, innate fighting abilities, the power to heal, the ability to wield grace as a weapon, plus other abilities that would manifest depending on the DNA of the individual—Samuel decreed that they should be trained to fight against evil, to police the world behind the world. Samuel himself did this duty, training up the first generation of Nephilim. After that, he left them to it, to carry on the bloodline and pass on the knowledge that would enable future generations of Nephilim to fight against evil. Then he was never heard from again. Some say he just disappeared when his work was done, but was always watching from the sidelines. Others say God imprisoned the archangel for disobeying him and even now sits in a prison cell somewhere in Heaven.
For whatever reason, God allowed the Nephilim to live and to carry on the bloodline Samuel had started. But God also insisted the Nephilim answer to a council of angels and be governed on earth by themselves via a High Council. The angels gave orders to the Council on earth and the Council reigned over the Watcher’s. It had been that way forever.
Frank was never really one for following rules, especially when those rules came from angels and the High Council. One of those rules was that he make an appointment before going to the Council Building to see an official. He didn’t care much about that particular rule as he drove to the Council HQ which was located smack bang in the middle of the city, underneath the Masonic Temple. Not that anyone but Watcher’s knew that. The supernatural element in the city knew it also but most of them, demons especially, couldn’t get to within ten feet of the cathedral itself thanks to the warding spell that constantly surrounded it.
The Temple itself was huge and impressive in its own right, masterfully built by the stone masons (who also knew a thing or two about the supernatural) over a century ago, the building all ornate spires and stained glass windows, with gargoyles looking fiercely down from the top. 
Frank parked the Chevy in the parking area at the front of the Temple, which was half filled with other vehicles. The Temple attracted a lot of tourists, because of the stunning architecture and the scenes depicted in the stained glass windows, scenes depicting men slaying demons and other monsters mostly, with only a few traditional religious scenes. The Temple’s architects were mostly Watcher’s, so they built the place according to their own needs, adding in secret entrances and building in things that would keep the monster element at bay, like sigils carved into the heavy stone blocks from which the cathedral was built, and also certain things concealed inside the stones themselves. Some of the great corner stones were actually hollowed out so that certain magical items could be placed inside, again to ward off evil and enhance the power base of the building itself.
There were a number of ways to gain access to the Watcher HQ below the Temple, with doors leading to stairs and elevators. Frank walked into the Temple through the front doors, past a group of tourists who stood marveling at the exquisite architecture and design inside the main Temple itself. Frank took a side door and then went down various corridors until he came to an elevator that was hidden away at the end of a barely used corridor. Inside the elevator, he pressed the button marked B for basement. As he did so, he transferred a flash of grace into the button. The grace was his identification as a Nephilim—as a Watcher—insuring he wouldn’t end up in the basement, but in the Watcher Facility instead.
 
The Facility itself had three main functions. Firstly, it was meant as a training facility for young Nephilim to train as Watcher’s. Frank himself went through the system when he turned eighteen, spending a good two years down there training, learning how to fight, how to use various weapons—traditional and magical—and how to perform rituals and spells, with a lot of reading up on different types of supernatural beings, their strengths and weaknesses, how to kill them etc. In that sense, Watcher HQ was no different from any government facility. Even in appearance, most of it was all gray concrete, apart from the supporting walls that ran through the place, which were made from the same stone as the Temple above. Most of the place was bland and clinical though, industrial almost. It was all business down there with training rooms and classrooms filled with young kids and their older instructors. Frank was asked to become an instructor as well, in weapons and tactics, but he declined. He couldn’t wait to see the back of the place when he finished his initial training.
The second function of the facility was to act as a base for the High Council. There were exactly twelve people on the Council and the Facility is where they had their meetings and controlled Watcher policy. A bunch of politicians most of them, more interested in petty bureaucracy and power play than anything else. Frank never had any love for the Council and it was one of the main reasons why he ended up breaking away from them and going his own way, becoming an independent operator, so to speak.
The final function of the facility was to act as safe storage for the many magical items that Watcher’s came across in the field, items like the archangel feather Frank was there to see about. At the lowest levels, there was also a prison facility where supernaturals were sometimes kept for interrogation or for more extended stays if they were deemed too dangerous to be let loose again.
Frank walked down a long corridor with a concrete floor and gray walls either side, with strip lights on the low ceiling right along. He hated even being back in the place. It felt like a prison to him. He had excelled in his training when he was there, but he had hated having to spend so much time inside the place. It got claustrophobic after a while, made you stir crazy.
As Frank moved down the corridor, he heard noise further down and soon he came to a large opening on the left that lead into a massive open room. There were about twenty young Nephilim kids in the room, girls and boys, all training in hand to hand combat. Frank smiled over at the instructor who was yelling at his trainees to make more of an effort as they practiced their striking skills on heavy pads held by their fellow trainees. The instructor looked over at Frank in surprise. “Well hole-e shit,” the instructor—whose name was Jack Burnharte—said, as he smiled broadly over at Frank.
Frank smiled back as he walked into the room towards his old instructor, who didn’t look much different from how he was nearly fifteen years ago when he was training Frank and the others. He still wore the same black combats and T-shirt with matching boots, his hair still a gray crew cut, making him look every inch the Marine that he once was before he joined the Facility as a trainer twenty years ago. “Still giving these kids a hard time, I see,” Frank said as he shook Jack’s hand.
Jack’s ice blue eyes looked into Frank’s, making Frank feel instantly like a trainee again. Jack had a way of instilling fear into even the most rebellious of trainees, as Frank once was. “They wouldn’t do anything otherwise,” Jack said in his gravelly voice. “You of all people should know that.”
Frank did. When he first joined the program at eighteen, he was lazy and unmotivated, still caught up in the party mode he’d been in since he was a young teenager. He dragged his feet, refused to fully engage with the training. Then Jack came along one day and dragged Frank down to the prison level, showed him a rabid werewolf that was locked up down there. The werewolf launched itself against the steel bars of its cage while Jack pressed Frank’s face against it, causing Frank to scream in fear as the werewolf snapped its jaws only an inch from his face. “You see that boy?” Jack had bellowed over the noise of the snarling werewolf. “That fucking beast there will eat you alive and shit you out again if you don’t know how to stop it. To stop it, you have to train to stop it!” He pressed Franks face harder against the bars. “You hear me, boy? Train! That’s all you have to do and ugly motherfuckers like this won’t be able to eat you. You got it?”
Of course, Frank had screamed, yes, yes he got it. After that, he made sure he fully engaged with the training. Jack had been right. The training did end up saving his life on many occasions.
“So what brings you down here?” Jack asked after he’d finished yelling at some kid for not using proper body mechanics while punching.
“Need to see a man about a feather,” Frank said. “Cunningham about do you know?”
“What do you want to see that asshole about?” Jack had no love for the Council members either. According to Jack, if the Council members had their way, all Watcher’s would have to kiss the council members asses every time they met. Fortunately for Jack, he and some of the other long time instructors and teachers still had influence so they could stop things like that happening.
“Just a case I’m working on. Speaking of which, you do much field work these days?”
“Field work?” Jack laughed. “I’m not even sure what that is anymore. Hell, I can barely remember what the outside world looks like I spend so much time in this concrete box.”
“I may need some help if you’re available.”
“Say no more, Swanson. Just let me know when and where.”
“Tonight,” Frank said. “The Southside.”
Jack laughed again. “Jesus, give a guy a chance to prepare.”
“Come on, Jack. A good Watcher is always prepared for anything.”
“Ah, throwing my own words back at me.” Jack nodded. “Alright. Give me a call later if you still have my number.”
“Thanks, Jack.”
They shook hands again, Jack’s grip still as crushing as it was all those years ago, then Frank left the training room and walked along the corridor again to another elevator that brought him down three levels to the main Council floor. In contrast to the other floors, the one Frank found himself in was like a corporate heaven, all swish offices with big windows and mahogany frames, polished wood floors everywhere, oil paintings in expensive frames hanging from the walls.
Frank stood in the reception area, which was manned by a beautiful looking blonde woman dressed in a dark power suit as she sat behind a big curved mahogany reception desk. “Can I help you?” the blonde woman asked, looking out over her horn rimmed glasses at Frank like he was a piece of trash just wondered in off the street.
Ignoring the looks he was getting from the woman, who seemed to be in her late twenties, Frank walked to the reception desk. “I’m here to see the boss,” he said, drumming his hands on the polished wooden surface of the reception desk.
The blonde secretary, if that’s what she was, just stared at Frank. “I’m sorry, who are you?”
“My names Frank Swanson. I’m here to speak with Leland Cunningham. And no, I don’t have an appointment. Just tell him I’m here. He’ll see me.”
“I’m sorry, Mr. Swanson,” the woman said, smiling politely. “Mr. Cunningham doesn’t see anyone without an appointment.”
Frank nodded, looked into the face of the blonde woman. She wasn’t just a secretary, she was also security. He noticed the slight bulge inside her jacket. She also had a look in her eye that told him she had come through the system, was probably better trained than he was. “Look, this is important. It’s about the soulless maniacs running around up there killing people. You might want to call your boss and tell him I have information about that.”
“That won’t be necessary, Michelle.”
Frank turned to see Leland Cunningham walking down the corridor, dressed impeccably as always in a pinstripe gray suit. For a man nearly into his seventies, he still looked well, at least ten years younger. But then sitting around in plush environments all day wasn’t exactly hard on the looks. “Leland,” Frank said. “Nothing gets past you, does it?”
Leland smiled, the smile of a man who was used to being one step ahead of everyone all of the time. “You didn’t really think you’d make all the way down here without me knowing, did you, Frank? I was wired of your presence the moment you entered the Temple. I assume you’re here about the debacle up top?”
“And which debacle would that be? There are many.”
Leland never missed a beat. “Let’s go to my suite. We can talk there.” He turned and started walking before Frank could even reply. Arrogant son of a bitch, Frank thought. He deserves to be head of the High Council.
“Don’t worry,” Frank said to the blonde secretary with the gun under her jacket. “I’ll make an appointment next time. And by the way, nice Glock.” Frank smiled when he saw the tiniest of drops in her face. At least she didn’t go to pat her jacket. 
Leland’s suite was at the very end of the corridor. The ornate double doors were already open by the time Frank got there. Frank closed the doors behind him and ambled into the suite, which resembled a luxury hotel room with no windows, except with more art on the walls and priceless artifacts artfully placed around the massive room. Frank was glad to see Leland already pouring drinks. “Still whiskey?” he asked Frank, even though he was half way through pouring the second glass.
“Are there any other drinks?” Frank said as he looked around the room. “Good to see you’ve gotten used to all this discomfort. It must be hard.”
“You still living in that wooden shack on a mountain side?” Leland walked over, handed Frank his drink. Frank dreaded to think how much the whiskey in the glass cost.
“It’s a cabin, not a shack. And I like the fresh air. Year’s spent in this place does that to you.”
Leland shook his head, went and sat on the designer red couch, next to an ornately carved coffee table that Frank knew wasn’t a coffee table at all, but an ancient altar of sorts that the Celtic Druids used to sacrifice children on. “I prefer the filtered air in here myself. No toxins.”
“Not in the air anyway.”
Leland gave Frank a tight smile. “Tell me again why you’re here, Frank? I thought you were an independent operator these days.”
“I am.” He tasted the whiskey. Damn. Pure nectar. If he could think of no reason to be head of the High Council before, he could definitely think of one now.
“I thought you made yourself clear the last time you were here. You wanted us to leave you alone. We did.”
“I know,” Frank said nodding. “I was just wondering why the Council hasn’t taken an interest in what’s happening in the city. There’s a demon gang stealing souls, turning people into one man murder shows.”
“We’re already aware of that. We’re looking into it now.”
“Really? Just looking into it?”
“What do you want us to do, Frank? We only just found out about the whole thing. Rest assured, the demons responsible will be dealt with.”
Frank began walking around the room, mainly because he knew Leland hated people doing that. It made it harder for him to brow beat them when they weren’t standing in front of him. “Are you aware, Leland, of the ritual used to steal the souls?”
“Yes, I’m aware of it. It isn’t one that’s used often.”
Frank turned to face him. “And why is that, Leland?”
Leland’s knowing gray eyes narrowed at Frank for a moment. “You obviously have something to say, Frank. So say it.” He placed the whiskey on the coffee table altar, without having drank a drop.
“You must know about the feather, Leland. The archangel feather needed to do the ritual.”
“What about it?”
Frank smiled, shook his head, and wagged his finger at Leland. “Nice try,” he said. “You’re forgetting I know you, Leland. You make sure you know every last thing that goes inside this place. It’s how you rose to the top, after all.”
A look of anger came over Leland’s face, then he paused while he got back his icy demeanor again. “What are you getting at, Frank? This is getting tiresome and I don’t have time for games.”
“I wouldn’t call a traitor in the ranks, a game.”
“A traitor?” 
“Come on, Leland. We both know there is only one way a bunch of low level demons can get their hands on an archangel feather. There’s only one that I know of, and it’s locked away here in the vaults.” Frank slammed his glass on the sacrifice table, enjoying the look of annoyance on Leland’s face as he did so. “Someone in here gave that feather to the demons.”
Leland shook his head. “That’s ridiculous. No one in this facility would do such a thing.”
Frank laughed. “As much as that’s still bullshit, someone still gave that feather out. The demons didn’t just walk in here and steal it themselves.”
“Then they must have gotten it somewhere else. We don’t know about everything that exists on this earth, you know.”
“So you’re saying that you still have the feather in the vault?”
“I’m saying, if we checked, I’m sure that would be true.”
“So you haven’t even checked yet? Jesus.”
Leland stood to face him. “Very few people have full access to the vault. I can assure you, nothing has gone missing from it.”
“So check,” Frank said, holding Leland’s gaze until the older man sighed and shook his head.
“Alright, Frank, I’ll check, but on one condition.”
It was Frank’s turn to sigh. “And what’s that?”
“If the feather is still there in the vault, I never want to see your face around here again.”
“Suits me.”
Leland went to a desk at the back of the room to use the phone that was there. Frank sat on the designer couch and helped himself to more of the whiskey. He was tempted to swipe the decanter, so fine was the liquid inside, but then thought better of it when he realized Leland would probably have him shot for doing so. The head of the High Council didn’t need much of an excuse to kill Frank anyway, not after Frank threatened to expose the man for blackmailing his way into the Council in the first place. The only reason Frank didn’t say anything at the time was because of Rachel. She had talked him out of it, saying it would just upset too many people and possibly destroy the Council. Frank didn’t have a problem with destroying the corrupt Council, but Rachel had more faith in it than he did. He was also in love with Rachel at the time, and would have done anything she asked of him.
After a few minutes of hushed conversation on the phone, Leland strode back over to Frank again. “Well, Frank,” he said, his chin up in that cocky way he always held it when he was about to screw somebody. “It looks like we won’t be seeing each other again.”
“What?” Frank shook his head. “You’re telling me you aren’t missing a damned feather? That’s bullshit.”
“It’s the truth, Frank. Michelle will be along in a second to escort you out of the Facility. I suggest you let us handle this demon gang ourselves as well.”
Frank slammed his glass on to the sacrifice table, splashing whiskey over it. He shot to his feet. “You’re up to something,” he told Leland. “You’re lying to me.”
Just then the doors opened and in walked the blonde receptionist with two men in suits behind her. Frank noticed her jacket was now unbuttoned, the Glock underneath plainly visible in its holster. “You can come with me now, Mr. Swanson.”
Frank gave Leland a last look of disdain before he walked away from the man.
“Bye, Frank,” Leland called after him and Frank gritted his teeth at the smugness in the older man’s voice.
The blonde woman called Michelle and the two dark suited security guys proceeded to escort Frank out of the Facility, the woman by his side, the other two walking behind as he was led along a maze of back corridors towards a rear exit. Obviously Leland didn’t want people to see Frank leave, knowing as he did how well Frank was thought off by most of the teachers and instructors in the place. Before he stepped out the door to the grounds at the rear of the temple, Frank turned to the blonde woman. “You seem like a good soldier. I hope you know who you’re working for.”
The blonde woman’s stunning face faltered slightly, but she didn’t say anything. Just pulled the door closed behind him.
When he had walked around the temple to his car again, Frank got in and slammed the steering wheel. 
Son of a bitch!
Easy, Frank. You’ll give yourself a heart attack. End up down here with me.
At that moment, being in Hell with Rachel seemed a lot more preferable than the prospect of now having to go up against the High Council and the shit storm that would inevitably come from that.
 



 
 
CHAPTER 13
 
Not long after, Frank was sitting in some bar not far from the Masonic Temple. It was the kind of bar he hated. Upmarket, shiny metal furniture, staff in uniforms that cost more than the clothes he was wearing himself. Not his kind of place, but it was the first bar he spotted as he drove angrily away from the Temple, and he needed a drink. The only good thing about the bar was that there was hardly anyone in it. He guessed it wouldn’t pick up until later that evening, when it would likely be filled with guys in suits and women in expensive dresses. It would do for now. He went to the darkest corner after subconsciously checking out all the exits first. Both long standing habits of his when he went out. As he sat down with a bourbon, his phone rang. Eva. “Hey,” he said.
“I’ve managed to recruit a team for tonight,” she said. “Well, two guys anyway. Tyreese Locke and Sam Wiltshire. Good guys as you know.”
“We need to discuss that. There’s been developments. You want to meet me for a drink?”
“Okay.” Eva sounded unsure. “What’s happened?”
“I’ll tell you when you get here.”
Frank told Eva which bar he was in and she said she would be along soon. In the meantime, he signaled to a young waitress with flame red hair and large breasts, who was trying to look busy wiping over tables and arranging coasters. She went to the bar and got Frank another bourbon, plus a mineral water for Eva when she got here. He knew Eva wouldn’t drink if she was driving.
He sat back in his seat, allowing the shadows to envelope him while he idly admired the curvaceous form of the waitress, who was now leaning on the bar as she chatted with the barman. Frank replayed his conversation with Leland Cunningham, tried to glean from that what the head of the High Council’s game was. Blatantly lying to Frank about the missing feather. Why would he do that? Out of spite, maybe? An excuse to rid himself of Frank once and for all? As much as Frank hated the man, he still thought Leland had the best interests of the organization at heart. The man was a shameless crook, a snake in the grass no doubt, but he could usually be relied upon to shoot straight as far as fighting the darker elements that existed in the city. It seemed now, he was working to a different agenda. Frank just didn’t know what. 
Not yet anyway. 
A half hour and three more bourbons later, Eva arrived at the bar, looking lithe in tight black jeans and black leather jacket, her long brown hair swinging across her shoulders as she walked. “Mineral water,” Frank said, pointing to the glass as she sat down beside him. “The ice has melted.”
“How many of those have you had?” Eva asked, not judging him, just curious.
“Not enough,” he said and signaled to the waitress again, who brought him another drink a moment later.
“So what’s up?” Eva said when the waitress had gone.
“I went to see Leland Cunningham.”
Eva nodded knowingly. “And it didn’t go well, I presume.”
“Not really. He had me escorted out of the Facility.”
“Are you really surprised by that? You know he hates you, Frank. You threatened to depose him, remember?”
“I know. I didn’t care about that. I just wanted to know if the feather was still there in the vault.”
“And was it?”
“Nope. He says it was, but he was lying.”
“How do you know he was lying?”
“Come on, Eva. Apart from the man being a snake, there’s no way that feather came from anywhere else but that vault.” He shook his head. “Something’s going on and it involves Leland, maybe the whole Council, I don’t know yet. I plan to find out.”
After listening and taking a sip from her now lukewarm mineral water, Eva said, “Well, this whole thing might be bigger than we thought.”
“What do you mean?” Frank asked.
“A lot of stuff has been happening, and not just here, but in some neighboring cities as well.”
“What kind of stuff?”
“Something of a supernatural uprising, it seems. Activity has increased across the board, apparently overnight.”
“Such as?”
“Mostly stuff like possessions, invading people’s minds, forcing them to murder, rape, assault, all sorts of bad things. Vampire and werewolf attacks are on the rise too, with people blatantly getting killed out in the open. It’s like they don’t care who sees them anymore.”
A deep frown was on Frank’s face. “Why would demons and the rest suddenly decide to go public like that? It doesn’t make sense. That’s not how they operate.”
“I’ve been thinking about the same thing,” Eva said.
“And?”
“Well, given the scale of this sudden uprising, it seems to me that it has all been organized somehow.” She shrugged. “As you say, this isn’t how things usually work. Someone has changed the policy.”
“Sure seems that way.” Frank signaled to the waitress again, who came smiling over. He asked for another bourbon.
“Make that two,” Eva said.
“And could you turn on the news as well, please,” Frank added.
“Sure,” the waitress said and trotted off behind the bar where she changed the channel on the big TV to the main news channel. Frank and Eva stared at the screen, barely acknowledging the waitress when she set their drinks down. The images on the TV screen were disturbing. Lots of live reports from various crime scenes, bodies covered in bloodstained sheets, people looking shocked, fearful, in pain, scared to death some of them. Locations from all around the city and some of the surrounding areas. Whole towns in chaos, people running, fearing for their lives. The whole time, reporters asking what could have caused such chaos and why were there so many sightings of “monsters”? Even the waitress and barman looked extremely uneasy as they watched the carnage unfold on the screen.
“Holy shit,” Frank said. “I had no idea things were this bad. How is it all happening so damn fast?”
Eva downed her bourbon in one. “It’s been planned. It’s the only explanation that makes sense.”
Frank turned his head towards the front door of the bar. The door was open and the sounds of sirens nearby poured through it like bad omens. “The question is though, planned by who?”
 



 
 
CHAPTER 14
 
Frank was driving back to the cabin, sunglasses on against the late afternoon sun beaming through his windshield, Judas Priest’s “Victim of Changes” blasting from the speakers. The music helped him think, and right then he was trying to work out why the city was suddenly going to hell in a hand basket. He was also wondering what Leland Cunningham had to do with it all, as Frank was sure the old snake was involved somehow. Maybe Leland even gave that demon gang the feather himself, though that still didn’t explain why he would do so in the first place. Leland was a power mad megalomaniac, but Frank doubted the man would want the city he had been protecting for decades brought to its knees by the very darkness Leland himself helped to fight against. If Frank hadn’t met the man this afternoon in person, he would have said Leland had lost the plot, gone over the edge finally. But Leland seemed in full control of his faculties when he and Frank had talked. He was as in control as ever. That, more than anything, was what worried Frank.
The turn off for the dirt road that led up to the cabin was coming up. Just as Frank was shifting down the gears to turn, Lucas appeared in the front passenger seat beside him. “Fuck!” Frank shouted in surprise, the Chevy veering off to the left too soon, about to hit a tree along the roadside, the only thing stopping it being Frank slamming on the brakes.
“Hey, Frank.”
“What the fuck?” Frank exclaimed. “I nearly hit that fucking tree!”
Lucas seemed amused by Frank’s outburst. “You’re quite funny when you’re angry. Anybody ever tell you that?”
Frank stared at Lucas for a moment, then reversed the car back a bit, drove forward and then on to the dirt road that led up the mountainside, thick pine trees on either side. Frank took his sunglasses off, tossed them on the dash where they bumped around as the car drove over the uneven surface of the road. “A simple phone call would have done, you know. You didn’t have to invade my car like this.”
“I wanted to speak to you in person,” Lucas said. “Mind if I turn the music down?”
Frank flashed Lucas a look. “Yes, actually.”
“It doesn’t surprise me you like heavy metal, Frank.”
“What the hell’s that supposed to mean?”
“I just mean you look like you would like heavy metal. Maybe it’s the hair. You ever think about seeing a barber? A shorter look would be better on you, I think.”
Frank changed gears as the road steepened up. “Are you kidding me? You’re giving me style tips now? You’re a demon, for Christ’s sake. Demons don’t give out style tips. How long have you been here anyway?”
“A few minutes.”
“Funny. I mean here, on earth.”
“Over two thousand years at this point. Long enough to know that I like it better than Hell.”
“How high up the ranks are you?”
“None of that really matters now, Frank,” Lucas said, picking something of his gray suit, a look of mild disgust on his face. “I’m something of an independent operator these days, a bit like yourself.”
“So you have nothing to do with this sudden uprising that’s happening right now?” 
“No, I don’t.”
Frank turned off the road and on to another short stretch of road that brought them to the cabin in less than a minute. When he stopped the car, Frank said, “Why should I believe you?”
Lucas didn’t seem bothered by Frank’s suspicion of him. “I gave you information. Told you about the feather. Told you where to find the gang in the Southside. Why would I tell you that if I was part of this uprising, as you call it?”
“Because you want the feather,” Frank said undoing his seatbelt, turning round slightly so he was facing the demon in the front seat.
“Precisely. I want the feather. That’s all.”
“So why can’t you get it yourself?”
“I told you, I can’t be seen going up against other demons. An infraction like that would be investigated and too many of Hell’s ruling class would like nothing more than to see me back there so they can destroy me.”
Frank smiled. “You’re a wanted man?”
“You could say that. Tried to be a player back in Hell. It didn’t work out. Made too many enemies. I’ve learned my lesson now.”
“I’m sure you have,” Frank said. “I’m going inside for a drink. I’d invite you in but you’d never get through the door. I make sure to keep my cabin warded against demons.”
“Frank, wait,” Lucas said as Frank was about to get out of the car. “I have something to tell you about your friend, Rachel. I think you’re going want to hear it.”
Frank froze with his hand on the door handle for a moment and then turned his head slowly. “What?” he said in a low voice.
“I can give you the demon who took her, Frank, the one who has her soul. You could have her back.”
Imagine that, Frank. You could have me back. Do you believe him?
Frank sat there imaging having Rachel back again, how good it would feel to put his arms around her, to speak to her, to ask forgiveness for ruining her life. He would gladly sacrifice himself just to give her a second chance, to give her the life that she still should have been leading if it wasn’t for him, to allow her to be a mother to her kids again, both of which probably needed her desperately at this point. “But she’s dead.”
“Her body went to Hell with her,” Lucas said. “As long as her soul wasn’t bound to Hell anymore, she would return here like nothing happened. Well, almost. She would still possess her memories of her time spent in Hell.” Lucas leaned his head in towards Frank. “But you’d have her back, Frank.”
“Let’s say I believe you. Where do I find the demon?”
Lucas smiled. “We have a deal then? The feather for your…what was she to you? Girlfriend?”
“None of your business,” Frank said dismissively. “As for the deal… okay. I’ll get you the feather, long as you tell me where I can find this demon first.”
“That may take a little time.”
Frank shook his head. “Tell me where to find the demon first.”
“It’s not that simple. He’s not a crossroads demon anymore, he’s in intelligence, planted inside some top level government program. That will make him hard to find.”
“So find him. I get the feather, I keep it until you give me what I want.”
“Fair enough,” Lucas said.
“Why do you need this feather so bad anyway?”
“Like I told you, I can’t ever go back to Hell. The feather will insure that never happens.”
Frank nodded. “Better hope we both get what we want then,” he said before getting out of the car and walking to the cabin. When he looked back the car was empty.
 



 
 
CHAPTER 15
 
Underneath Frank’s cabin there was a cellar that spanned the whole area of the dwelling above it. The cellar had stone walls and was cold all the time, damp too, especially in winter. It was also where Frank stored nearly every weapon he owned. Down the full length of one of the stone walls, dozens of guns were mounted. Everything from 9mm handguns to revolvers to fully automatic rifles. He had used every one of them over the years to kill some supernatural pain in the ass or other. Guns didn’t kill everything though, didn’t kill much in fact, but they helped to slow down every supernatural creature Frank had ever come across. The secret was the bullets. Depending on what you were hunting, certain bullets worked better than others. Iron tipped bullets slowed down most things, especially demons. Silver would kill a werewolf if you managed to hit the vital organs. As simple a thing as a bullet dipped in essence of garlic would slow down a vampire, perhaps giving you enough time to use a machete to cut their heads off, the only sure way to kill a vampire. There were lots of other supernatural pests out there, but most of them were no more than wild animals and could be dealt with easily enough. Many of these pests arrived from Hell itself, the creations of demons mostly, put here to cause havoc and raise fear. Every monster myth you can think off is down to some demon’s creation, including the gray aliens. That’s demon’s just trying something new, feeding into the conspiracy theories and paranoia in existence since the cold war. It was the demons who led the charge on the side of evil. The rest were just pawns and lone mercenaries.
For the stuff you could not kill alone with a bullet or blade, there was magic. Frank hated the word, for it implied the asinine trickery of stage magicians and the magic he sometimes wielded had nothing to do with idle trickery for the easily amused and the all too easily deceived. The kind of magic he dealt with had real power and had nothing to do with trickery. Instead, the magic he wielded with effective and often destructive results was more bound up in rituals, incantations, spells and the delicate blending of rare and powerful ingredients. Frank had many such ingredients lining the shelves and bench along the back wall of the cellar. Glass jars and bottles filled with odd colored liquids and powders, parts of plants and animals that shouldn’t have been in existence if it were not for the genetic tinkering of demons. Demons liked to mix and match the animals on this planet. They had the knowledge and means to do so, and often created truly monstrous beasts that they would unleash on the world for their own amusement. Beasts such as the one Frank put down two years ago, a flying Anaconda with the head of a shark. That thing was vicious, killing half a dozen people in a town outside the city before Frank put a bullet in its brain. Afterwards, he burnt the corpse in a field. The public didn’t need to know about such devilish creatures in their midst. So says the High Council anyway. If it were up to Frank, he would tell everyone about the beasts, including about the demons who made them. But then, if he tried, people would just think he was nuts and lock him up. Such irony amused the demons and they reveled in the impunity to do whatever they wanted.
The arrogance that came from that perceived impunity to do as much evil as possible really stuck in Frank’s craw. It made him hate the demons even more than he should. Especially cocksuckers like Krakus and his gang. Thought they could come to Frank’s city, do whatever they wanted, and kill whoever they wanted.
Frank took a Saiga-12 shotgun off the wall. The shotgun was Russian made, in shape not dissimilar to an AK-47 (one of which Frank also had on the wall), only the Saiga-12 fired 12 gauge shells filled with iron shot (the shells Frank made himself). He liked the shotgun because it was fairly lightweight, had little recoil considering the power it had and it also blew nice big holes in any demon standing within a twenty to thirty yard range. Frank raised the shotgun to his shoulder, sighted down it. Imagined blowing Krakus’s head off at close range. Thought about how the demon's head would just explode. Then he lowered the weapon and set it against the wall. Taking two Berrata92S’s of the wall (preferring them over the Glocks which were also on the wall) he pushed them into the two holsters inside his jacket, liking the reassuring weight of them in there.
On the opposite wall, Frank kept all of his other weapons, mostly blades of some kind, but also maces, hammers, clubs, even whips with iron spikes on the end. He took a Watcher knife of the wall and slid it into the sheath on his ankle. The knife was lightweight so it didn’t restrict his movements any.
Over on the bench he put two spare clips for the shotgun in a canvas carry bag, as well as extra clips for the Beretta. Inside the bag there was also a plastic bottle filled with holy water (various uses, but mostly it burned demons like acid), a tin container of salt (for sealing entrances) and a hip flask full of whiskey. He took out the hip flask, unscrewed the cap and took a swig of the whiskey. Then he put it back in the bag, put the bag over his head and on his shoulder. Collected the shotgun that leaned against the wall.
When he left the cellar and went to his car, it was just starting to get dark, the sky above him spectacular in its oranges and pinks. He put the shotgun in the trunk and got into the car. As he sped off down the mountain road, rock music blaring from inside the car, he did his best not to think about Rachel and what it would be like to have her back.
 



 
 
CHAPTER 16
 
They met at the back of an old abandoned warehouse just on the edge of the river near the bridge that led to the Southside. By the time Frank pulled up in the Chevy, three other vehicles were already parked alongside the dilapidated warehouse. A black Range Rover belonging to Eva. A dark green Ford that Frank recognized as being Tyreese Locke’s car. The other car was a red corvette that Frank didn’t recognize, but knew immediately that it belonged to Jack Burnharte. Jack was always fond of his fast cars. Frank never saw the appeal. He parked beside Eva’s Range Rover. Despite himself, he’d been unable to keep his mind on the job ahead on the ride over. Thoughts of Rachel and the demon who took her soul—
I gave it to him, Frank.
—still clouded his mind. All he wanted to do was hunt down the demon and force it to bring Rachel back. But he couldn’t do that because he had to wait on Lucas finding out where the demon was.
He hated waiting.
Mind on the job, Frank, he thought as he got out of the car and walked to where everyone was standing a few feet away. He was glad to see Sam Wiltshire standing beside Tyreese Locke. The more the merrier for tonight’s assault.
“Swanson,” Jack Burnharte said. He was dressed in full combat gear, black from head to toe except for his steel gray hair. “Still appalling time keeping, I see.”
“Sorry, guys,” Frank said as he stopped beside Jack. “Got held up.” He glanced quickly at Eva, who had that familiar look of knowing in her face, like she always knew what was going on with him. He quickly averted his gaze to Tyreese Locke and then Sam Wiltshire as he nodded hello at them both.
“Your damned excuses haven’t gotten any better, either,” Jack said, towering over him, Frank feeling like he was back in training again, under Jack’s hard ass regime. The only difference was, Frank was running the show tonight, not Jack.
“I take it Eva has filled you all in about what’s going on?” Frank said.
Everyone nodded. “Motherfucking demon party going on, right now,” Sam Wiltshire said with about as much feminine attitude as it was possible for a man to have before he crossed the line into being a woman himself. Sam was Asian, bald headed, in his early thirties like Frank. Unlike Frank, Sam liked to wear makeup on his face, as well as walking around in questionable items of clothing for a man, like the occasional dress, but more often just really tight clothes that looked slightly at odds with his heavy musculature. Tonight he had dressed down for the occasion, wearing tight black jeans and a dark hoodie. He had restricted his face paint to just black eyeliner and a touch of gloss on his almost feminine lips. If anyone didn’t give a flying fuck about what the world thought of him, it was Sam.
“Yeah, man,” Tyreese Locke said, a massive black guy, six five at least, with a build to match. He wore dark jeans and a plain black T-shirt that barely constrained his huge muscles. Frank remembered sparring with Tyreese when they were in training together, or more precisely he remembered the pain of trying to fight the next best thing to a solid brick wall. If he wanted anyone on this assault with him, it was Tyreese and Sam, two of the deadliest guys he had ever met and with a string of bodies to prove it, monster and human. “This city is going to burn unless we do something soon. Doesn’t look like the Council is getting too involved. According to Jack here, Cunningham is holding back.”
“That shithead is refusing to send out teams to deal with this crisis,” Jack said.
“How is he getting away with that?” Frank asked. “That just makes him look even guiltier. He’s behind all this somehow, he has to be.”
“I wouldn’t be surprised,” Jack said. “One things for sure, if he is responsible for this uprising, the son of a bitch has kept it quiet until now. There wasn’t even a whisper about this before around the Facility.”
Eva, dressed in her by now customary battle gear of black leather trousers and leather body armor that wrapped tightly around her chest and torso, leaving her thin arms bare, said, “We still don’t for sure how deep Cunningham’s involvement in this goes, or even if he is involved.”
Sam snorted. “Well from what I’ve heard so far, that fucking snake is looking guilty as fuck.”
Frank had never heard anyone say fuck as well as Sam. The way he enunciated the word gave it power somehow, made it far from casually said. “Guilty or not, we’ll find out eventually. Tonight, we got a gang of demons to put down the elevator. Except the leader, Krakus. We need to talk to him first, find out what he knows about all this shit.”
“This payback for you, Frank?” Tyreese said. “I hear you got worked over by these motherfuckers. That right?”
“The Frank I used to know wouldn’t let himself get caught before,” Sam said. “You slipping, Frank?” Sam wasn’t smiling when he said it, but his mildly playful attitude gave him away. Frank just nodded and gave him a look. Sam smiled at him. 
“Alright boys,” Jack said like he was addressing two of his rowdy trainees. “Let’s get this shit done. How you want to play this, Frank?”
“I go in first,” Frank said.
 
Frank took the lead into the Southside, the other two vehicles following behind him. In contrast to the rest of the city, there didn’t seem to be much going on in the Southside. It was like all the residents had rushed off to join in the chaos elsewhere, probably looting and causing even more chaos. It was as quiet as Frank had ever seen the place, like a ghost town in fact, with only handfuls of people scattered around the empty streets. He didn’t know whether to be glad the place was quiet, or more nervous. It felt an awful lot to him like his presence had been expected, like they were driving into some kind of trap. As he neared the bar owned by the demons, he dismissed that notion as the drink talking.
He parked the car around the corner from the bar. Eva and the others parked a block away as Frank had instructed them to. He expected the demons to be on alert and he didn’t want to lose any element of surprise. He got out of the car, being careful not to slam the door, the canvas carry bag still wrapped across his person. As it was a windless night, and with so few people on the streets, the Southside should have been deathly quiet. But it wasn’t. Streaming across the river into the slum was the sounds of a city in chaos, a city in fear. Sirens blared, even the odd explosion and sounds of gunfire. If you listened hard enough, you could even hear the occasional scream puncture the night air like a bad omen. Frank grabbed the Saiga-12 shotgun from the trunk, glad to have such reassuring firepower in his hands. He looked around as he walked to the corner of the empty building beside him, around the corner of which was the small grouping of businesses, including the Viper Bar.
No one seemed to be around the square. All the businesses were closed as expected, including the liquor store. The only place that wasn’t closed was the Viper Bar. In the still night air, Frank could hear music escaping from between the two front doors. The windows on the front of the building were too stained underneath their iron bars to see any movement inside. Krakus and his gang could have been in there, or they could not have been. Frank didn’t know. He only knew he was going inside and anyone or anything that tried to get in his way was getting a blast from the shotgun he held in his hands.
He ran quickly towards the bar, pressing his back against the wall next to the front doors when he reached it. Stayed that way for a moment while he waited. Listened. The music was louder now that he was close. He even recognized the song, “Inna Gadda Di Vidda”. Good a soundtrack as any to assault a building to.
After a moment, Frank rifled through his canvas bag with one hand while holding the shotgun up with the other hand. He pulled a spray can from the bag and quickly stepped in front of the doors. Then he hurriedly began to spray sigils on the door. The sigils were old and powerful. They would insure no demon could walk through the doors. 
When he had finished, he hurried around the side of the building, looking for other exits. He sprayed the fire exit door on the side of the building and the heavy iron gate set into the brick wall that enclosed the bar’s back yard. He was sure he hadn’t covered all the exits, that there were at least one or two others he didn’t know about, but he didn’t really care. By the time the demons realized what had hit them, it would be too late for most of them to run anyway.
Frank took his phone out, called Eva. Told her to get into position with the rest. Then he moved quickly around to the front of the building again, stopping by the front doors. His heart was pounding with anticipation and he took the hip flask from the bag and took a long swallow of whiskey, quickly returning the flask to the bag before the others came. As he waited for the others to show, hoping no one would walk out of the bar in the meantime, he couldn’t stop thinking about the feather. It had now become his ticket to some kind of salvation, at least in his mind. With the feather in his possession, he could finally put things right, or almost anyway. Some damage couldn’t be undone.
Eva rounded the corner first as she ran cat like towards his position by the doors, her two shiny short swords out, one in each hand. Right behind her was Jack, carrying some heavy looking automatic weapon Frank didn’t even recognize. Obviously Jack had helped himself in the armory at the Watcher Facility. The Facility always had the most hi-tech weapons on hand. Sam came next, striding with absolute purpose towards the bar, two fully automatic handguns by his sides. Tyreese appeared like the Hulk behind Sam, a machete in one hand, Watcher knife in the other. Tyreese never shied away from getting up close and personal.
The five of them stood in front of the doors of the bar, weapons at the ready. Frank’s adrenaline was rising, along with his recharged grace. He raised the Siaga-12 to his shoulder and aimed it towards the doors. Jack stood beside him, his gun also raised. They would go in first, the rest behind.
Frank gave Jack the nod and they strode forward and each kicked in one of the doors, sending the wooden doors flying in towards the bar, the music from inside sounding loud to Frank’s now hypersensitive hearing.
The first thing Frank noticed when he made his entry into the bar was the amount of bodies inside. He was expecting maybe a dozen or so, but after a quick scan there seemed like twice that.
All heads turned towards Frank, Jack and the others. Everyone in the bar seemed to freeze for a long moment as they adjusted to what was going on.
Then the music stopped.
Dead silence descended.
Frank kept the shotgun firmly planted into his shoulder as he sighted around the bar, demon face after demon face coming into his vision.
Kill them all, Frank. Bring me back.
His finger was on the trigger of the shotgun, ready to blow a hole the size of a large melon in any demon that dared to make a move towards him.
He looked for Krakus amongst the faces. Didn’t see him
The crowd of demons stared back at Frank and his cohorts. Everyone knew what everyone else was, which was why most of the demons looked so tense, almost afraid in some cases. If Frank and the others had of been normals (fully human that is) the demons wouldn’t have looked so concerned. Demons didn’t fear humans. What hunter fears their prey after all?
Watcher’s on the other hand, they were a different story. The demons knew Frank and the others had the power to hurt them, to send them back to Hell. Only a stupid demon would chose to ignore that risk, and Frank had never met a stupid demon yet. 
As it turned out though, there was a first time for everything. One of the demons closest to him, wearing a young man’s meat suit, came charging towards him, the demon’s true face fierce and on display, sharp teeth bared, and sunken eyes burning red.
The demon got to move two steps before Frank blew his head off with the Saiga-12, the demon's head exploding in a burst of dark red.
Frank sensed a lot flinching going on in the bar. Even demons couldn’t remain ice cold when they saw one of their buddies get their head blown off, even if that head didn’t strictly belong to the demon, and even if that demon wasn’t strictly dead, as the trail of black smoke leaving the body of the headless meat suit attested to. The demon’s spirit was on the move, forcefully swirling through the bar until it disappeared through an air vent in one of the walls.
“Anyone else feel like leaving their meat suit?” Frank barked.
The room was silent for a moment, then a demon whose head was just a mass of black writhing tentacles piped up at the bar. “What do you want, Watcher?”
Frank aimed the shotgun at Tentacle Head. “I want your boss, asshole. Where is he?”
“Why?” asked the demon, his voice strangely watery sounding behind all those black tentacles.
Frank took a few steps closer to the demon, putting only a few feet between them. “Don’t fuck with me, demon. You know exactly why we’re here.” Frank tightened his grip on the shotgun, like he was about to fire at Tentacle Head. “Now where is he?”
“As if we would tell you anything… Watcher!” In the time it took Frank to blink, Tentacle Head had closed the distance between them and gripped the shotgun, managed to wrangle it sideways before the demon pushed the shotgun into Frank’s chest, practically lifting Frank of his feet, sending him flying back where he landed on a table, the table breaking in half on impact.
By the time Frank had even hit the floor, all hell had broken loose in the bar.
The sound of semi and automatic gunfire in the confines of the bar was deafening. From his stunned position on the floor, Frank saw every demon in the place charge forwards. Frank’s team remained tightly grouped as they fired at the oncoming demons. Within seconds the air in the bar was heavy with the smell of gunpowder. Charging demons took multiple bullets and kept on coming. Any that got close got cut down by Tyreese’s machete or Eva’s swords. Sam and Jack continued to lay down heavy fire in an effort to keep the demons at bay long enough to destroy their meat suits. Frank knew that wouldn’t be the case for much longer though. Clips would run out any second and there wouldn’t be enough time to change them. From then on, the fighting would be up close and personal.
He leapt to his feet, pulled out one of the Beretta’s from under his jacket and started firing at the nearest demon, which was all of them at this point. 
A blinding white flash in his peripheral vision signaled to Frank that one of the group was using their grace as they fought.
As he kept firing the Beretta, Frank reached down and pulled the Watcher knife from its sheath attached to his leg. After he unloaded the remainder of his clip into the chest of an oncoming demon, he used the knife to finish the demon by stabbing it in the sternum.
He had no sooner retracted the knife when another demon punched him on the jaw, almost knocking him unconscious. Frank staggered back and kicked out at the demon who had hit him, forcing a blast of bad grace into the kick, white light exploding as his foot slammed into the demon’s stomach, sending the demon flying back into the bar. Still half dazed from the punch, Frank charged forward and swung the knife into the demon’s temple, bright amber light flashing out of the demon’s eyes and mouth as it took a one way trip back to Hell.
His adrenaline through the roof now, Frank snapped his head around to make sure his team were not in any trouble. He saw Jack first, knife in hand, stabbing and slashing his way through a crowd of three demons who were doing their best to overpower the man. Frank knew Jack had it handled so he looked for Eva, who had moved over into the side of the bar. Her two short swords flashed around her as she cut down anything that came close to her, her arms and legs a whirlwind of movement. If he could, Frank would have sat and watched Eva in action right then. He had never seen so much fierceness and raw fighting skill on display from anyone. 
Well, almost anyone.
You’d better get in there, Frank.
After stabbing two more demons, Frank looked around for Sam and Tyreese. He found them at the far side of the bar, the two of them back to back as they struggled to take on a crowd of demons around them. Frank ran to their position, jumping over mangled meat suits as he went, stopping only once to finish off a demon whose meat suit was bleeding bad and full of bullets. Frank rammed the knife into the back of the demon's head and then kept moving until he had reached the crowd surrounding Sam and Tyreese. 
There must have been at least eight demons around the two guys, most of them with their own blades. Nothing special about the blades, but they cut just fine as Sam and Tyreese were finding out. By the looks of things they had both sustained multiple stab wounds in the fight, though neither were slowing down, mixing grace strikes with stabs and slashes from the knives. Even that was difficult though when the demons you were trying to hit not only moved so damn fast, but also in some cases, teleported around you so you didn’t know where they were half the time until you felt their knife on you.
As Frank drew his other Beretta, he saw the look of relief on Sam’s face. Tyreese was facing the other way, in the process of holding a demon by the throat while he struggled to fend off another who was trying to stab him with a large kitchen knife. When Frank started firing, he caught most of the demon's attention, even managing to drop a couple before three of them rushed him.
He was ready for them though. As the first demon came at him with a long thin blade, Frank shot it in the face, dropping it instantly. The second demon managed to grab a hold of Frank, lifting him off his feet and slamming him against the bar, seemingly with no effort. The demon's hands went to Frank’s throat, but just as they did Frank shoved the knife upwards, the blade going up under the demon's jaw. 
The demon had just started to light up when Frank noticed movement in his peripheral vision and he instinctively lent his head back, the blade of a knife slicing past his face. Frank looked at the demon who held the knife, panicked for a second because he was trapped between the bar and the flashing amber demon who had fallen into him. 
Then something exploded out of the demon’s throat. A blade. A look of surprise came over the demon’s yellow skinned face, a look that rivalled the surprised look on Frank’s own face. The surprised look on the demon's face turned to shock a second later and then its face lit up amber before the meat suit fell to the floor to reveal Eva standing there, sword in one hand, knife in the other. She had blood spatter all over her face, but Frank swore at that moment that she had never looked sexier. 
She’s enjoying herself, Frank. Just like we used to.
Eva gave Frank a dark smile and then turned her attention to the remaining demons, which were few in number at this point.
Mere moments later, all but one of the demons in the bar had either vacated their meat suits or took the express elevator back to Hell.
The one remaining demon was on the floor, Tyreese’s heavy boot on its chest, preventing it from moving while Tyreese spoke an entrapment spell that would stop the demon’s spirit from leaving the meat suit it was in. The demon cursed at Tyreese, struggled, but knew it was beaten.
Frank walked over to it after insuring his team was all intact. Every one of them had sustained minor injuries, but they were all okay. Still standing, at least.
“Tell us where Krakus is,” Frank said to the demon under Tyreese’s boot. “And maybe I let your black spirit fly out of here.”
The demon on the floor looked fearfully up at Frank, its demon face bulbous and ogre like, tusks bending out of its cheeks, pointing in towards its thick lipped mouth. “I don’t know.”
Sam stepped forward, his face and neck full of blood, though it was hard to tell if it was his own or not. “Wrong answer, motherfucker!” he said. He bent down and slashed the demon across the face with his Watcher knife. The demon cried out in pain. “You feel that? We can do that all night. Leave you looking like you slept in a bath full of razor blades. Hell ain’t got nothing on us, motherfucker.” He slashed the demon again.
“Just tell us,” Frank said to the demon. “And we’ll let you go.”
The demon's dark green eyes flitted back and forth between Frank and Sam before finally settling on Frank. “Krakus will destroy me.”
“We’ll do a lot worse,” Frank said. “How about a burial spell? Eva, you know that spell, right?”
“Of course,” said Eva, stepping forward.
“No,” the demon said, suddenly more afraid than before. “I know what that is. Please.”
“You don’t fancy being buried where you lie?” Frank asked the demon. “Spend your time deep in the ground, trapped in that meat suit, unable to leave it. Just you and your own miserable thoughts. Forever. How’s that sound?”
The demon looked like its head was about to explode from thinking too much. “Alright! But you’ll let me go, won’t you? If I tell you?”
Frank nodded. “Just tell us what we want to know. I think there’s been enough bloodshed for one night.”
“Okay,” the demon said, resigned now. “Krakus is at a warehouse near the river.”
“Which warehouse?” Sam asked. “There’s a lot of fucking warehouses near the river.”
“It used to be a cold storage, like a meat factory.”
“I know it,” Frank said. “What’s he doing there?”
“Another ritual. He needed space for more people this time.”
“How many people?” Eva asked.
“I don’t know. A lot. We collected maybe a hundred humans.”
Everyone looked at each other. Jesus, Frank thought. A hundred people were about to lose their souls, maybe already had. “Eva,” he said. “Bury this fucking scumbag in the ground.” 
 



 
 
CHAPTER 17
 
The many old warehouses along the river were first built years ago when boats still used the river to transport goods back and forth. Over the years, the warehouses gradually grew empty until most were left abandoned, including the few factories that existed around them. The entire warehousing district was due for demolition soon, so it could be developed into riverside apartments. In the meantime, the empty warehouses and factory buildings made great places for criminals to do drug and gun deals in relative secret, as there was rarely any kind of public or lawful presence around. 
The city’s supernatural element also liked to make use of the empty warehouses and factories. Fight rings involving supernaturals had a regular presence in the buildings, staging pit fights at least once a week. The old factory buildings especially were a favored hangout for the vampire fraternity, providing them with a dark and remote place in which to nest. 
Overall, the warehouse area along the river represented a virtual playground for the cities darker elements, human included. It therefore didn’t surprise Frank to learn that Krakus had chosen an old meat factory in the area to perform the soul stealing ritual. It was the perfect place to do it, somewhere he definitely wouldn’t be disturbed. Even if vampires were present, they would stay clear of demons. Anyone else foolish enough to interfere in any way would quickly wish they hadn’t, no doubt, Frank and his team not included.
It was full dark when Frank pulled up outside the old meat factory. Eva and the others arrived right behind him. They got out of the vehicles, weapons already on them, looking somewhat worse for wear after the demon fight at the bar. Everyone, including Frank, was ready to go again though.
The old factory was cloaked in darkness and shadow. The metal front doors lay partially open. No light came from inside.
Frank turned on the flashlight on his Saiga-12. Jack did the same with his gun and then Frank signaled for everyone to move towards the factory, with him leading the way, Jack just behind him.
Frank had no idea how many demons would be inside the factory. He had a feeling it wouldn’t be that many, considering how many were taken out back at the bar. One thing was for sure though, if Krakus was in there, then so was the blonde bitch and the biker asshole that had almost cleaved Frank’s skull in the night before. The thoughts of getting payback on the demons filled Frank with an angry resolve that further fueled his primary motivation to retrieve the feather. He just hoped the feather was inside the building somewhere. If it wasn’t…
He pulled open one of the metal doors and it creaked loudly on its hinges. He winced at the noise. Jack stood beside him, aiming his weapon inside, his flashlight throwing a bright beam into the darkness of the interior.
Fuck it, Frank thought. The demons probably already knew they were here anyway.
He wasn’t overly concerned about keeping a surprise element. After the bar, his blood was up. So were the others. 
He wanted to start spilling demon blood again. To save the people that were inside the building somewhere.
The factory had three floors, but Frank doubted Krakus would go to the trouble of transporting a hundred people upstairs to the higher floors. The demon and his human captives had to be on the ground floor somewhere.
When Frank and the others stepped inside the building they fanned out slightly, flashlights pointing through the dark interior. Their boots crunched on glass spread around the floor as they tried to move as quietly as possible, though Frank wasn’t setting a slow pace. He was moving quickly towards a set of large double doors directly ahead of him, guessing that the doors led into a bigger space.
As he got near the doors, Frank stopped when he heard a voice that he recognized immediately as Krakus’s. The demon was speaking loudly, deliberately, as he seemed to recite something in another language, possibly Sumerian. Frank glanced at Eva, who was standing next to Jack. The look she gave him back told him what he needed to know, what he already knew.
Krakus was in the process of reciting the spell for stealing souls.
Frank signaled for everyone to move forward to the doors. Upon closer examination, the double doors seemed not to be closed or locked. As carefully as he could, Frank gripped the metal door handle and gently pushed on one of the doors. There was no resistance and he cracked open the door just enough to know that it wasn’t locked. 
He looked at Jack and nodded. Felt everyone else get ready.
Pushing open the door, he stepped through.
 
Frank had been right about what lay beyond the doors. It was a massive open space, perhaps once filled with storage units when the factory was still in operation, but not anymore. There was nothing in the room now.
Nothing except naked unconscious humans strewn all over the floor, seemingly laid down at random anywhere there was space. The demon back at the bar wasn’t kidding. As Frank and the others ran their flashlight beams over the mass of bodies, Frank thought there must have at least a hundred people in the room—men, women and even children, like the demons had gone out one day and grabbed the first one hundred people they seen before dragging them back to this place.
In the center of all the bodies sat the three demons who had held Frank captive the night before. Krakus, his blonde sidekick and the other hulk with the brutal elbow shot, all sat naked amongst the unconscious humans, kneeling so they each faced each other in a circle. They shot to their feet when they heard Frank and the others enter the room.
“You again!” Krakus said, obviously having no problem making out Frank in the gloom. Moonlight shone through the skylights above down intro the big open space, but it wasn’t enough to illuminate much in the room. Most of the bodies on the floor were mere shadows. The only reason Frank could see Krakus and the others was because they were sitting in a circle of black candles, which created a bright flickering circle of light in the center of the room.
“Me again, asshole,” Frank said as he stepped over the prone bodies to get to where Krakus and the others were sitting. He wasted no time. When he had a decent shot lined up, he took it, firing at the blonde demon who sat with her back to him but was looking over her shoulder. Before she could even comprehend what was happening, Frank had already shot her twice in the back from about twenty yards away. He smiled when he heard her scream, the force of the shotgun blasts sending the demon flying forward into Krakus’s lap. A plume of black smoke—just a dark streak in the gloom—shot out from the body. Blondey would have to find herself a new meat suit to wear.
Krakus swatted the blonde meat suit off himself and stood up, his face still human, as was the other demon’s, who also stood. Neither seemed too concerned about their situation.
“Don’t move!” Frank shouted.
“You’re too late, Watcher,” Krakus said. “The ritual is done. When these humans wake up they will find themselves soulless.”
Frank continued to close the distance between them, trying not to step on the humans as he did so, which proved difficult as there were so many of them on the floor. As he drew closer to the two demons, he noticed the wooden dish on the floor. It was about the size of a large wok and it was filled with a dark liquid that Frank guessed was human blood, taken from each of the bodies on the floor. When he saw what was floating in the blood, his eyes widened. 
The feather. 
He couldn’t help fixating on it as he stepped closer. Only Krakus’s voice drew his attention from it.
“I assume you and your cronies there paid a visit to the bar,” Krakus said, still calm and unconcerned. “Obviously, one of my weaker underlings gave you this location.”
Frank didn’t answer. Instead, he swung the shotgun at the biker demon standing beside Krakus and pulled the trigger twice. The first shot blew a massive hole in the biker demon’s bare chest. The second shot took his head off. The demon’s meat suit fell to the floor and the dark spirit inside escaped a second later. Frank realized after he pulled the trigger that he probably should have finished the demon properly, with the Watcher knife, but he couldn’t help himself. The urge for vengeance was too much. He swung the shotgun back on Krakus. “Shut the fuck up!” he barked.
Krakus smiled and raised his hands in a supplicating gesture. Said nothing.
Frank instructed the others to look around, make sure there were no surprises in the room, like more demons. When the others had moved to different parts of the room, Frank addressed the demon in front of him. “Back away from the feather,” he told Krakus.
Krakus narrowed his eyes for a second. “The feather? Is that why you’re really here?”
“I said back away or I’ll blow your head off like I did your friend.”
“You think I care about a losing a lousy meat suit. Go ahead, but first, you might want to tell your friends to watch out.”
Adrenaline shot through Frank as Krakus smiled. Suddenly it was clear why the demon seemed so unconcerned. Just as Frank was about to shout a warning to the others, a shot was fired, then more shots, followed by automatic fire. Then screeching noises that Frank recognized instantly.
Vampires.
And by the amount of gunfire and screeching echoing through the room, a lot of vampires.
What the fuck? Frank thought. This wasn’t right. Since when did vampires team up with demons? Almost never that he knew of.
He swung the shotgun towards Krakus again, but the demon wasn’t there anymore.
Neither was the feather.
“No!” Frank shouted, swinging the flashlight beam everywhere as he tried to locate the demon, who had obviously teleported elsewhere with the feather. “Motherfucker!”
We need that feather, Frank.
He tried to think, but as he did, he sensed movement near him and he swung the shotgun around to his left to see a vampire racing up the beam of his flashlight—naked, pale, translucent skin, hairless, with large red eyes and an open mouth full of needle sharp teeth, looking every inch the bloodthirsty monster that it was. Frank blasted the vampire in the chest, putting a large hole in it. The vampire flew back and stayed down when it hit the floor. It wasn’t destroyed—you had to cut their heads off to finish them—but it would stay down for a while at least.
The vampires were everywhere in the room, impossible to tell how many in the gloom, especially with all the human bodies on the floor as well. “Get out of here!” Frank balled as he started to move towards the doors, looking around to make sure the others were following suit.
He blasted his way towards the door, shooting at anything that moved by him. The others did the same, Eva and Tyreese using their blades on the vampires. At one point, Sam was jumped from behind, the vampire landing on his back. Only Sam dropping into a throw prevented the vampire from biting him. As the vampire hit the floor in front of Sam, Frank shot it in the head. Sam shot Frank a look of gratitude and kept moving.
Frank and his team continued to fend of the vampires—who never seemed to stop coming—until they all made it through the doors, Frank blasting one last vampire before Jack slammed the doors and secured them with a metal bar. Then they all ran from the factory to the cars outside and drove off as fast as they could before any more vampires came for them.
 
They all drove to the spot near the bridge where they had first met up earlier that night. Frank paced around by his car, agitated as he tried to keep his anger and frustration at losing the feather in check. Of course he couldn’t mention that to the others. The main mission was to wipe out the gang and gather intelligence. Finding the feather was a part of that, but it wasn’t a priority, except for him.
“Relax, Frank,” Jack said as he leaned against Eva’s Range Rover. “We’ll get the demon son of a bitch. We always do, don’t we?”
“Fucking A,” Sam said, wincing at a nasty gash on his shoulder.
“Yeah,” Frank said, nodding, reaching into the bag still around him and taking out the hip flask. After taking a swig, he passed it to Jack.
“Besides,” Eva said. “I think we have bigger priorities now. The city is falling into chaos. We need to find out who’s behind all this.” Eva gestured towards the city behind her. Everyone listened for a moment to the distant sounds of people running scared, of a city rapidly falling apart at the seams. In a far off part of the city, black smoke could be seen rising and a number of police and news helicopters patrolled the sky overhead. No doubt the humans were all wondering what was going on, probably thinking the apocalypse was happening. Frank couldn’t blame them for thinking that. It was the goddamn apocalypse.
“What are we supposed to do, man?” Tyreese asked, his dark skin slick with sweat and blood. “This shit is big. Five of us can’t go up against what’s going on out there, least not on our own.”
“I’m sure every other Watcher in the city is thinking the same thing,” Eva said. “We just have to help people as best we can. I also think our best chance at finding out who is behind all this is to talk to Leland Cunningham.”
“Cunningham,” Frank snorted. “He’s the one behind all this. He’s the only one capable of organizing something so large scale.”
“Maybe,” Eva said. “But he isn’t acting alone. Which is why we need to speak with him, find out exactly what’s going on and who he is working with.” Her eyes fell on Jack. “Jack, you see the man all the time. What do you think?”
Jack took another swig from the hipflask before handing it back to Frank. He seemed to consider everything that was said for a moment. “I know Leland Cunningham better than any of you,” he said. “I know how he got his seat on the Council. I know there is nothing he isn’t capable of if he thinks it would serve him somehow. But bringing the city to its knees like this? I’m not so sure. Even for Leland, that would go beyond.”
“Sorry, Jack,” Frank said. “But you’re letting your loyalty to the Council cloud your judgment. There’s no doubt he gave Krakus that feather. And where are all the teams from the Facility? They should be out on the streets, trying to control what’s happening here.”
Jack sighed, like he knew Frank was right. “There’s been no orders to go above ground, none that I heard anyway. Leland’s saying it’s because the angels told him to hold back, that they would sort it out.”
“I don’t see no fucking winged beauties flying around here, do you?” Sam asked.
“Right,” Frank said. “That’s bullshit, Jack, and you know it. Since when did angels do anything other than advise anyway?”
Jack didn’t have an answer to that. He shook his head.
“Regardless,” Eva said. “We still need to talk to Leland.”
“No way I’m getting in there,” Frank said. “Leland had me escorted out of the Facility this morning, made it clear I wasn’t to come back.”
“Getting in is no problem for me,” Jack said. “I can get you all in.”
Behind them, an explosion sounded a few blocks away. The sound of screaming carried through the night air.
“I don’t think we can waste any more time,” Frank said. “Let’s get going.”
 



 
 
CHAPTER 18
 
As he drove towards the Masonic Temple, following behind Jack’s red Corvette, Frank couldn’t believe how bad the city had gotten in the last few hours. Everywhere he looked, people were running around in a panic, whole families packing stuff into their cars so they could vacate the city, other people out looting the businesses, breaking windows, stealing the stuff inside, sometimes burning down the store after they were done. The city police department would have been stretched to breaking point. Frank seen less of a police presence than he would have liked. It was like the police had left the city to the bad element. He even saw demons and other supernaturals walking around, openly displaying their true selves, terrorizing the humans. Killing them too, if the vampire Frank saw dragging some poor victim up a wall to be drained was anything to go by. 
“Holy shit,” Frank said, shaking his head in disbelief. Things were much worse than he thought. If it carried on at the rate it was going, the city would fall in no time, of that he was certain.
Most of the roads were blocked by burning cars and huge crowds of people just standing around in the midst of the chaos, many of them adding to that chaos by turning on the weak, breaking into other people’s homes, assaulting others on the street. Frank had to follow behind Jack as Jack tried to find alternative routes to the Masonic Temple. At the rate they were going, it would have been quicker to walk.
Despite the urgency of the situation happening around him, Frank couldn’t get his mind of the feather and how he almost had it in his grasp. If Lucas had told him where to find the demon who took Rachel’s soul, Frank would have gone hunting it, never mind everything else that was going on. The city could fall if it wanted. He didn’t even care that much. Okay, he cared for the people in it, felt responsible for keeping them safe against the evil that was now coming at them from within. But he cared about getting Rachel back more. That was just a fact.
He called Lucas as he drove slowly behind Jack’s car, swerving around debris and people on the road. “I lost Krakus,” he told Lucas. “And the feather.”
“Sorry to hear that, Frank,” Lucas said. “I was hoping we would both get what we want tonight.”
“You’ll get what you want, Lucas, don’t worry. I’ll find Krakus. In the meantime, just tell me where to find that other demon. I’ll get you the feather, you have my word.”
“Come on now, Frank. You know how this sort of thing works. That information is my insurance that I get what I need.”
Frank’s jaw clenched. “How do I know you’re not lying, huh?”
“I don’t lie, Frank,” Lucas said. “You’ll learn that about me. I find the truth to be more effective than any lie.”
“Alright. I’ll get you the damn feather. Just make sure you know where that demon is when I do.”
“Of course.”
Before he hung up, Frank asked Lucas if he knew anything else about what was going on in the city.
“I might have something,” Lucas said. “I’ll call you back when I’m sure.”
Lucas hung up before Frank could press him further. After slamming the steering wheel a few times, Frank forced himself to get a grip, focus on the mission ahead, which was getting into the Watcher Facility and shaking Leland Cunningham until he spewed answers.
After that, Frank was going to kill him.
 



 
 
CHAPTER 19
 
About two blocks from the Masonic Temple, Frank slammed on the brakes after Jack did the same just a few yards in front. The reason Jack braked so suddenly was plain to see. A massive black haired werewolf was standing on all fours atop the hood of Jack’s Corvette, and it was snarling through the windscreen at him.
Frank grabbed the shotgun from the front seat and went to get out of the car to help Jack in case the werewolf did more than snarl through the windshield. But just as he put his hand on the door handle, something slammed hard into the door, breaking the side window, causing Frank to flinch back in shock.
The loud guttural growl from outside the car told Frank he had his own werewolf problem now. He aimed the shotgun out the window at the beast standing staring in at him, its yellow eyes full of pure aggression. Before he could pull the trigger however, he heard shots and the werewolf looking in at him yelped and fell to the side. Frank looked out the back window to see Tyreese standing by the side of Eva’s Range Rover as he aimed a gun at the werewolf. It was doubtful that Tyreese was shooting silver bullets, so the werewolf wouldn’t stay down for long.
Frank quickly slid across the seat and got out of the car to see the werewolf laying on the road, bleeding from the bullet holes Tyreese put into it. The beast snarled at Frank as it started to get back to its feet. Before it could, however, Frank shot it in the head with the shotgun. Despite not having much of a head left, the werewolf would regenerate, but not any time soon.
And just as well. Coming bounding across the street were five other werewolves, all splitting off to target each of the three vehicles. Frank threw his shotgun up and fired at the one directly in front of him. He missed with the first shot, but caught the great beast with the second shot in the leg, taking the limb right off, the wolf tumbling to a halt on the asphalt surface. Another blast from the shotgun splayed the wolf out over the road.
Jack was out of his car at this point, 9mm in hand, having already shot through the windshield at the werewolf that stood on the hood of the car a moment ago. Frank ran towards Jack just as Jack got railroaded by another werewolf, the beast sending the older man crashing to the sidewalk, his gun skidding away from him after he hit the ground.
Frank raised the shotgun and fired at the werewolf that hit Jack, just as the beast pounced on the man, its jaws snapping inches from Jack’s face as he did his best to hold the wolf away from him. Jack was one of the strongest men Frank had ever met, but even he struggled to hold back a three hundred pound killing machine with huge teeth and an attitude to match. If Frank hadn’t fired a shot into the werewolf’s side, sending the beast tumbling across the sidewalk, Jack would have had his face eaten off in the most unpleasant manner possible. As the werewolf got blasted off him, Jack sprang to his feet and looked at Frank. 
Jack’s eyes widened for a second, then Frank felt a great weight on his back and he was slammed into the ground like he had just been run over by a rhino. Only it wasn’t a rhino, but a werewolf and it was sinking its teeth into Frank’s shoulder. He could not only feel, but hear the beast tear his flesh, felt the blood spray onto his face. 
Hot blood. 
The werewolf’s teeth went right to the bone and carried on, Frank knowing the jaws wouldn’t stop closing until his shoulder and arm were bitten clean off. Yards away, he could see Eva fighting one of the werewolves and for a second he was transfixed by the way she moved, by the way she expertly avoided the lunging blows of the lycanthrope, slashing the beast with her swords every time she avoided it. He couldn’t see Sam or Tyreese, nor the other werewolf.
There was movement to Frank’s blindside as he lay pinned to the ground, then he felt the great weight on his back get quickly removed, like the off switch on a crusher being hit. When he realized he could move again, he tried to get up by leaning on the arm attached to the shoulder the werewolf had just taken a chunk out of. He screamed at the pain and collapsed onto the ground again.
Come on, Frank. You’ve had worse bites than this. Get the hell up!
He had indeed had worse bites. A werewolf almost killed him on one of his first hunts. Bit him multiple times, tore him half to shreds. He remembered that his father, also a Watcher, came to see him the next day as he struggled to heal from his injuries. His father had just looked at him in that blank, emotionless way he always did. “Lesson learned, I hope,” his father had said. Frank muttered back yeah, as he could barely speak. The lesson was don’t ever let the same thing happen again.
Frank leaned on his good side and winced to his feet. Looked for Jack.
Jack was in the middle of the road, squaring off against the werewolf that had bitten Frank, a knife in his hand, one side of his face stained with blood where he had obviously been clocked by a massive paw with razor talons. Frank held the shotgun with one hand, planted the stock into his good shoulder. Started firing as he walked towards the werewolf, the rapid fire making up for his lack of accuracy. Enough shots hit to leave the werewolf lying on the road in a pool of its own blood.
“I had that,” Jack said to Frank, out of breath but seemingly unfazed by just facing off against a large werewolf intent on tearing him asunder.
“Whatever, old man,” Frank said. “You got the thing of me. We’re even.” He looked towards Eva, who was standing over a dead werewolf near her Range Rover. He was glad to see Sam and Tyreese walking over to join her, seemingly uninjured.
“Well, this is turning into one memorable mothefucking night,” Sam said. “What you got planned next, Frank? A motherfucking zombie run?”
“I didn’t see the mutts coming,” Frank said when he went over. “Seems like someone set the dogs on us.”
“The same motherfucker who sliced those vampires on us most likely,” Sam said. “Regular fucking Dr. Doolittle, this guy is. Since when did demons use vampires and werewolves to do their bidding?”
“Since they started plotting to bring down the city,” Frank said.
“And us too by the looks of things,” Tyreese said. 
“Don’t discount Leland either,” said Jack as he stood beside Frank.
Frank nodded. “I’m not. I’m thinking this was more him than demons. After this morning, he knows I’m on to him, just like I was before when he was running for election.”
“Well,” Jack said. “It’s not like no one knows what happens when someone gets in Leland’s way.”
“Yeah,” Frank said. “They die.”
“Frank,” said Eva. “You’ve been bitten by one of those things. Let me look at it before you bleed to death.”
“I’m fine,” Frank said. “It’ll close over soon enough. I’m more concerned that mutt ruined a perfectly good jacket.” His shoulder felt like it was on fire and he couldn’t help but wince at the pain.
“Yes, well,” Eva said. “As horrific an experience as clothes shopping is for you, the experience of having your body infected by the filthy microbes that live in that wolf’s mouth will be much worse, I assure you. You need a shot to combat the infection.”
If a werewolf bit a human and that human lived, most of the time they will become a werewolf as well, the weaker humans aside, who just die from the stressful changes induced in their bodies. Nephilim on the other hand, cannot turn into werewolves. Instead, their bodies can become riddled with infection from the bite and they can die unless the infection is treated soon after. So they get the shot, a concoction of Wolfsbane and some other key ingredients that kill the infection stone dead.
Frank walked with Eva to the back of the Range Rover. Inside, under a false floor, was an array of weapons, spell ingredients and first aid supplies. She took a ready prepared syringe from a plastic pouch and jabbed the needle into Frank’s arm after he had removed his jacket. “Oww,” he said. “You enjoyed that.”
Eva gave him a sly smile and told him to turn around so she could inspect the bite on his shoulder. He stood and examined the holes in his jacket as Eva examined him. “Son of a bitch,” he said. “This was my favorite jacket.”
“It needs sowing,” Eva said.
Frank shook his head. “No, it’s ruined.”
“Your wound, I was talking about, Frank. Not your damn jacket.”
“Oh, right. Just patch it up. It’ll heal soon enough.”
“Fair enough.” Eva put a large square of gauze on the wound and taped it secure. “There. No real tendon or muscle damage, but you probably shouldn’t drive.”
Frank turned around and painfully put his jacket back on. “No fucking way am I leaving my car here for some idiot to light it up.”
“Enjoy the pain then,” Eva said before walking away from him. “Let’s go boys. We still have an appointment with Leland Cunningham.”
 



 
 
CHAPTER 20
 
The plan to get inside the Watcher Facility, if you could call it a plan, was fairly simple. As Jack was the only one that would be able to go inside without arousing too much suspicion, he was to go in first and allow Frank, Eva, Sam and Tyreese in through a back exit, the same one in fact that Frank had been escorted out of only that morning. There were security cameras everywhere of course, all around the grounds of the Masonic Temple and throughout the building itself, not to mention inside the Facility. Jack had assured the others that the cameras wouldn’t be a problem, that he would find a way to divert the security guard’s attention so as to give Frank and the others a window to sneak in unnoticed by the cameras. 
In the meantime, they would wait down the street from the Temple. Once they got the call from Jack, they would run to the Temple and sneak inside the Facility, hopefully unseen. Just getting to the back entrance of the Facility would take over a minute of sprinting, up the street, into the Temple grounds and around the back to the door. Then they would have to make their way to Leland’s suite through the back corridors, dealing with whatever security got in their way, preferably in a non-lethal manner. The plan could go disastrously wrong at any point, but they had no choice but to follow it. They needed to interrogate Leland. He was the only one likely to have answers about what was going on in the city.
Frank’s phone rang as he stood outside a 7-11 down the street from the Temple (the Temple Jack entered fifteen minutes ago) with Eva, Tyreese and Sam. Everyone looked at him as he answered, thinking it was Jack calling. It wasn’t Jack on the other end of the line though. Frank walked away from the others and lowered his voice slightly. “Kind of busy here.”
“You’ll want to hear this,” Lucas said.
Frank turned and looked at the others who were still staring expectantly at him. He shook his head and they all looked away except Eva. He turned his back again. “Go on.”
“It seems you were right about your friend, Leland Cunningham,” Lucas said. “For some reason he appears to be behind this city’s current meltdown, or at least in part.”
“What do you mean? Who else is involved?”
“I’m still digging here. Details are shady and well hidden.” The demon paused. “I am however, aware of one other who is involved.”
Frank waited. “Well don’t keep me in suspense, Lucas. Out with it.”
“A demon. Named Tolloch.”
“Tolloch?” 
“I assume you’re aware of this demon’s reputation?”
“Is this the same Tolloch who likes to influence the country’s elite from the sidelines? Confidant to every sleazy CEO and politician in the country?”
“The very same.”
“What’s a Grand Duke of Hell doing getting involved with the head of the Watcher High Council?” Frank glanced over his shoulder and saw Eva staring intently in his direction. He wasn’t sure if she could hear what he was saying or not. Not that it mattered. He would fill her and the rest in shortly.
“Like I said, the details are hazy at this point,” Lucas said. “But my guess is that Tolloch’s plan to influence the elite into creating a new world order isn’t going fast enough. I think he is playing things a little more directly now.”
Frank nodded. “Makes sense. A new world order born out of the chaos, starting right here. Why not in Washington first then?”
“I think they may be testing things out here first, tweaking their methodologies before going global.”
“How do we find this Tolloch? I’m assuming he’s powerful enough to resist a summoning spell?”
Lucas gave a laugh. “Tolloch is powerful enough to resist whatever you throw at him. Should you happen to come across him, be very careful.”
“Let me know when you hear anything else.” Frank lowered his voice. “Any news on the other thing?”
“Not yet. I’ll keep you informed.”
When he hung up the phone, Frank rejoined the others, trying to ignore Eva’s intense stare.
She knows you’re hiding something, Frank. Why don’t you tell her? You can both rescue me together.
“Still no call from Jack?” Frank asked.
Tyreese and Sam both shook their heads at the same time. “Not yet,” Tyreese said. “It’s been twenty minutes.”
“He needs time to sort the cameras out,” Frank said, wincing slightly at the pain in his shoulder.
“What if Leland is on to him?” Sam asked. “He’d be fucked then.”
“Let’s just wait and see,” Frank said. “In the meantime, I just received new information from a source. Apparently, Leland is in league with a major player from down under.”
“Which one?” Eva asked, frowning.
“Tolloch.”
“Christ,” Eva said. She ran her hand through her hair. “This is worse than we thought.”
“Yes, it is,” Frank said.
“You mean both sides are behind this fucking mess?” Sam exclaimed.
“Would explain why it all happened so quickly,” Tyreese said. “Both sides working towards a common goal for a change.”
“Yeah,” Sam said. “Mutual fucking destruction.”
“That’s probably just the start,” said Frank. “If Tolloch is involved then they're trying to create a new world order of some sort. This is the same demon behind nine eleven and half the wars that are happening right now.”
Before they could discuss things any further, Eva’s phone rang. “Jack,” she said as she answered it. She listened for a few seconds, frowned slightly, then put the phone back in her pocket.
“We a go?” Frank asked.
“Yeah,” Eva said.
“Okay, let’s go then,” Frank said.
“Wait!” Eva’s voice stopped them as they were about to start running towards the Temple. She hadn’t moved yet.
“What is it?” Frank asked her, wondering why she wasn’t moving.
Eva started shaking her head, like she wasn’t sure about something. “I don’t know. There was something off about Jack.”
“What?” Frank was getting agitated, wanting to move, losing patience with Eva’s reticence. “Are we a go or not, Eva?”
“According to Jack, yes, but I just have a feeling something was off about him. He was speaking too mechanically. His tone didn’t match his words somehow.”
“Jesus, Eva, are you sure? Are you saying Jack’s been compromised, is that what you’re telling us here?”
Eva’s face took on a tight expression. “I can’t be sure. It’s just a feeling.”
“God damn it!” Frank twisted around on the spot for a moment, torn as to what to do. Eva knew people better than anyone else Frank knew. She picked up on things that most people missed about others, like the tiniest of tells when they were lying, or what a person was thinking as they stood in front of her. She put her skills down to practice and careful study, but at times her abilities at reading people were uncanny. Frank desperately wanted to believe she was wrong this time.
“Times a tickin’ here,” Sam said. “Are we a go or not?”
“This may be the only chance we get to get near Leland,” Frank said. “Unless you’re a hundred percent sure, Eva, I’m going in.”
Eva stared back at the others for a moment, then she shook her head. “Forget it,” she said. “Let’s move out.”
Everyone started running towards the Masonic Temple.
 



 
CHAPTER 21
 
According to Eva, Jack told her on the phone that they had ten minutes, give or take, to get inside the Facility and make their way to Leland Cunningham’s suite before the cameras went back online. That seemed long enough for Frank as he sprinted across the gravel drive at the front of the Temple, along with Sam, Eva and Tyreese, doing his best to ignore the agony in his shoulder every time he moved his arm. Soon they were running down the side of the great building and then through the cemetery at the back towards the outbuilding and the entrance they were supposed to get to.
As they made it into the cemetery, moonlight shining down on them, they all seemed to stop in unison as they came across a sight that was just too hard to miss, a sight that made them all gasp.
Near the center of the cemetery there was a large iron cross, standing about six feet tall, with long spikes coming out of each end. Spiked through the top part of the cross was a body, the thin spike pushing up out of the body’s chest, the arms and legs hanging lifelessly underneath it.
But there was something odd about the body as well.
“No,” Frank said, shaking his head in disbelief. He walked towards the iron cross with a sick feeling in his stomach. He could hardly comprehend what he was seeing. It was Jack Burnharte impaled on the cross, but his head was twisted one hundred and eighty degrees so that he was looking straight down at the ground. His neck was partly torn by the force of having his head twisted so violently and there was a massive pool of blood on the grass beneath him, his life force having pumped from the wound in his neck. Frank wasn’t sure if Jack had had his head twisted after he was impaled or before. Not that it mattered. One of Frank’s oldest friends was now dead. 
Because of him.
The other three had joined Frank and stood silently beside him as they each took in the horror before them. 
Frank was fixating on the fact that Jack was alive only five minutes ago, unable to believe that his old instructor, one of the most lethal men he knew, had been killed in so violent a fashion. There was no way a human or Nephilim did this. It had to be a demon. And Leland Cunningham had to have sanctioned the murder.
He was about to voice his thoughts when Tyreese, standing just beside him, shouted, “Get down!” At the same time, he shoved Frank backwards with one massive arm, Frank almost falling back on his ass from the force. A second later, a gunshot sounded. A high caliber rifle it sounded like to Frank. Next thing he knew, Tyreese’s head seemed to explode and he pitched forward and fell like a giant oak. 
He was dead before he hit the ground.
A green laser light moved over the back of Tyreese’s skull as he lay dead on the grass next to a tall gravestone.
Then more lasers cut through the darkness around them, quickly followed by gunfire. “Move!” Frank balled just as he felt a bullet whizz past his face, then another that went through his jacket, Frank feeling the heat from the bullet on his shoulder as it passed through his jacket.
He dived behind the nearest tombstone, as did Sam and Eva. With his back firmly against the tombstone, he pulled out one of his Beretta’s, hoping the wound in his shoulder wouldn’t prevent him from shooting. He wasn’t bad with his left, but in a situation like this one, you need more than not bad. Going by the amount of laser lights searching around him, and the amount of bullets being fired, he wasn’t long concluding they would need a goddamn miracle to escape without getting riddled with bullets first.
Eva was crouched behind another tombstone about three feet away, along with Sam. They were doing their best to avoid getting shot as the tombstone offered inadequate cover for both of them. 
Going by the direction of the laser lights, Frank figured there were snipers on the roof of the Temple and also on the outhouse roof as well. There was no way the three of them could shoot their way out of the situation they found themselves in. To make matters worse, Frank now saw that there was a team on the ground as well, carrying the same laser sighted guns as the guys on the roof. A quick glance that nearly got him his head blown off allowed him to notice at least four shadowy figures advancing upon their position.
The firing increased, the tombstones they were hiding behind getting shot to pieces, dust and stone exploding all around them.
“We got shooters on the ground!” Frank yelled.
Sam and Eva had already noticed and were doing their best to return fire, an almost impossible task given the amount sights on them. “Fuck this!” shouted Sam, clearly rattled by the fact that they were all going to die very soon.
“Frank!” Eva yelled over the sound of gunfire.
Frank remained crouched behind the tombstone, knowing if he moved an inch he was dead. As more and more bullets hit the tombstone, it began to break and fall to pieces, exposing him a little bit more every time. Eva was still yelling at him, somehow expecting him to get them out of this fuckstorm but he didn’t know how. He looked over at Eva and saw she was taking a chance to return fire on the nearest soldier on the ground, who was about ten feet away from her position. 
She got two shots off before Frank heard her scream and get slammed back onto the grass, where she lay for what seemed like a long moment, completely motionless. “Eva!” Frank yelled. 
Without thinking he ran to her, returning fire on the approaching team as he did so. He felt the wind of bullets flying past him as he dived towards the tombstone where Sam was, looking helplessly at Eva who still lay on the ground. “Eva!” 
Fuck it, he thought and scrambled over to her. He didn’t care if he died. “Eva!” he said again, this time looking down at her face inches below him.
Eva opened her eyes.
The bullet she took went into her left shoulder. “We’re going to die, Frank,” she said calmly.
Frank held her face in his hands as bullets hit the ground all around them. Even when a bullet went through the back of his right thigh, quickly followed by another through the left side of his lower back, Frank didn’t stop looking at Eva. He wanted her majestic blue eyes to be the last thing he saw before he went to Hell.
See you soon, Frank…
Behind him, he heard Sam scream.
Then for some reason Eva broke his gaze and looked over his shoulder. A dark shadow appeared on the grass next to him. They’ve come to finish us off, he thought.
He closed his eyes.
I’m coming, Rachel, he thought.
Something on his shoulder, like a hand.
Then a strange sensation, like that feeling you get from being on a roller-coaster as it hurtles down a track at a steep trajectory. 
Then there was the sound of music from somewhere. Eighties rock music. It seemed to have replaced the sound of gunfire.
Frank opened his eyes to see that Eva was still beneath him, but that they were no longer in the cemetery. It appeared they were now lying on a red carpet. Eva looked as disorientated as Frank felt. He quickly got up off her and looked around, immediately recognizing where they were.
The Demon Ecstasy Club. In Lucas’s office. “Lucas?”
The demon was standing beside them, looking down at Frank. The way he was looking at him, Frank could tell that there was something up. The demon looked concerned, if that was even possible for a demon. “Hey, Frank.”
“What—” Frank stopped. Suddenly his head went light and he felt like he was going to vomit.
“Frank?” Eva said. “Oh Jesus, he’s been shot…”
That’s when Frank collapsed unconscious on top of Eva.
 



 
 
CHAPTER 22
 
When he next awoke, Frank found himself lying in a hospital bed, drugged up and drowsy, hardly able to focus. As he struggled to keep his eyes open he made out a figure standing over him. 
“It’s okay,” the person said. “It’s Eva. You’re in my home, in the medical room in the basement.”
“Eva?” He could barely speak.
“Try to relax, Frank. You need rest.”
Then he remembered as flashes of memory came to him. Green laser lights, the sound of bullets flying. Jack Burnharte impaled on a cross. Tyreese dying right in front of him. He shut his eyes tightly at the memory.
Sam.
“Sam…”
“Sam is fine,” Eva said gently. “He’s upstairs resting. I’m fine as well. You need to sleep, Frank. Close your eyes and heal.”
Frank closed his eyes and let oblivion take him.
 
The next time Frank opened his eyes, he felt a lot more with it. Still a bit groggy, his body feeling like it had been tortured for two days straight, but otherwise he felt okay. At least he was able to focus and take in his surroundings. He was in Eva’s basement, a room he had been in many times before, though not always in the state he was in now. The medical room as Eva called it was used to treat injured Watcher’s, the room being fully kitted out with hospital grade equipment, including an EKG machine that he seemed to be hooked up to right now.
“You’re awake.” He never saw Eva standing to one side of the room. She looked different to how she was the last time he remembered seeing her at the Temple, which only seemed like hours ago. Gone was her battle gear along with the streaks of blood he remembered her having on her face and arms. She now wore tight black slacks and a black turtle neck top. Her hair was tied back as well.
“Hey,” he said, his mouth dry and gummy. “How long have I been out?” 
“Almost twenty four hours at this point.”
“Jesus.” He tried to sit up, but a searing pain in his lower back made him stop and cry out.
“Careful,” Eva said, rushing over. “You took a bullet to your back. You were lucky. Only your grace prevented it from hitting anything vital.”
“I don’t feel lucky,” Frank groaned. “Why does my leg feel like it’s been skewered?”
“It was. By a bullet.”
Frank remembered diving on Eva. “You were hit.”
“In the shoulder. The bullet went right through. I’m almost healed.”
“Lucky you.”
“Your injuries were a bit more extensive, to say the least. It will take another day or so for you to heal fully.”
Frank sighed as he let his head sink into the pillow. “Jesus, what a fucking mess.”
“Indeed,” Eva said. “And one which your demon friend, Lucas, pulled us out of.”
“Lucas,” Frank said, suddenly remembering being in the demon’s office before he blacked out. “He teleported us?”
“I never thought I would ever be grateful to a demon, but I am. We were all dead, Frank.”
“I know.” He drifted back for a second into his last moments in the cemetery, lying over Eva as bullets seemed to rain on them, then before that to when Tyreese pushed him out of the way of a bullet. Then to Tyreese’s head exploding in a mess of red. “Tyreese is dead.”
“I know,” Eva said, her voice heavy with constrained emotion.
“He saved me from getting shot.”
“I know.”
“God damn it…”
Eva put a hand on his arm. “I’m sorry, Frank.”
A rush of anger suddenly hit him. “He was killed by one of his own. That fucker Cunningham. He has to die.”
“Not now, Frank,” Eva said. “Please. You need to rest.”
He tried to sit up again. “No! I have to get that bastard…” 
Pain slammed him back down on the bed again. He thought he felt something break inside him. A tide of emotion overcame him and it felt like he was drowning in it.
“Frank! Stop Frank!”
He felt a pricking sensation in his arm and he looked to a see a needle going into it. Eva pulled the syringe away and stood back, tears in her eyes as she looked at him.
“Tyreese… Jack…”
The world went black again.
 



 
 
CHAPTER 23
 
Frank was out until the following evening, thanks to Eva’s drug induced sleep. When he awoke, he got straight out of bed, a little unsteady on his feet, but otherwise much better than he felt the last time he was awake. His dirty bloodstained clothes had been dumped in the corner of the room. He went and put them on, then he left the basement medical room and went upstairs to find Eva drinking in the living room. Their conversation was brief. Frank didn’t feel like talking much. The deaths of Jack and Tyreese were weighing heavily on him, as they were on Eva as well. She rarely drank, but to Frank she looked half drunk. Frank told her he needed to go back to the cabin, that he needed to think about to do next. Eva just nodded, her obvious grief making her indifferent to the apocalyptic situation still going on in the city. “They betrayed us,” she said to him just before he left. 
There was nothing to say to that. The betrayal of the High Council was gut wrenching, even to Frank, who lost all love for it, if he ever had it in the first place. Regardless, they were still his people in that facility. They were all supposed to be on the same side. Now the people who purported to be on the side of good were now colluding with the very evil they had been fighting for millennia. A betrayal like that can leave you feeling a little unsure of where you now stood, to say the least.
It took Frank twice as long to negotiate the city and drive to the cabin than it normally did. The city was in rapid decline. The streets were littered with burning cars, buildings were burning, and people were running scared, screaming about monsters. Monsters who chased them. Monsters who killed their families. Frank had never seen such chaos in action. It was unsettling to say the least and he felt powerless to do anything about it. There was just too much of it and he couldn’t get to those who were causing it. The only thing he wanted to do was get to the cabin in the mountains, to escape the madness going on in the city. 
He refused to stop as he negotiated the streets, trying to get to the city limits. Even when people banged on his car asking for his help, he never stopped. He just looked straight ahead and did his best to ignore anyone who tried to get his attention. Even when he saw some kind of beast—not a werewolf, but a massive dog like thing—attack a group of people who were running down the street with suitcases, he never stopped. It wasn’t his job anymore. He had done enough to try and help this city. Two of his friends had died trying to save it.
And to save what? An already corrupt and rotten city, full of indifferent and apathetic citizens who turned a blind eye to the corruption going on around them so they could keep on watching TV and going to the gym? Half these people didn’t even deserve his help anyway. Maybe Leland had the right idea after all. A change in regime could be exactly what this city needs, he thought. Not just the city. The world. 
A new world order.
Stop it, Frank. You don’t believe any of that.
He carried on driving, carried on helping no one, until he got to the cabin. Once there he got out of the car and stood looking down the mountain at the city in the distance. Stared at it for a long time. Then he went inside and grabbed a full bottle of whiskey from the kitchen cupboard, went to the living room and started drinking.
 
A couple of hours later when he had drank over half of the bottle of whiskey he held in his hand, his phone rang inside his jacket somewhere. He drunkenly fished it out of his pocket and looked at it. The screen was smashed so he couldn’t see who was calling. As he stared at the smashed phone that was barely ringing in his hand, he contemplated dropping it on the floor and crushing it underfoot. Before he knew it though, he had hit the button to accept the call and was bringing the phone to his ear. “Yeah?” he said in a flat voice.
“I’ve been trying to reach you since yesterday.” It was Lucas. “Frank?”
“What do you want, Lucas?”
“That’s a nice way to greet someone who saved your ass the other night.”
“What do you want? A fucking medal?”
There was silence on the other end of the line for a moment, then Lucas said, “I’m sorry about your friends, Frank.”
“You’re a fucking demon. How can you be sorry about anything?” 
“Are you drinking, Frank?”
“Fuck off, Lucas.”
Frank hung up the phone.
It rang again a second later. He shook his head, but answered it. “Didn’t I just tell you to fuck off?”
“Get a hold of yourself, Frank,” Lucas said. “I was only calling to tell you that I know the whereabouts of the demon who took your friend Rachel’s soul.”
Frank sat forward in his chair, set the whiskey bottle on the floor. “Where?”
“Not so fast, Frank. We had a deal, remember? And considering I also saved you and your friends from certain death, I’d say you owe me first before I give you anything. That’s business.”
Frank’s jaw clenched and unclenched for a moment. The deep despondency he had been sitting in began to drop away. “I still don’t know where Krakus is.”
“You’ll find him at the same factory where you lost him last time, following Tolloch’s orders no doubt. Sticking to the plan, as they say.”
Frank’s senses became less and less dulled by the drink. “You’re sure?”
“I’ve had people keep an eye on the factory. The latest batch of humans has been loaded in. The ritual will start soon.”
Soon? He would never get there in time. “Why can’t you just teleport in and get the feather yourself?”
“I can’t risk Hell hearing about my interference, especially if the Generals are backing Tolloch’s activities here in the city.”
“But you’ll have the feather,” Frank said. “They can’t touch you then.”
“They may not be able to take me back to Hell, but they can certainly make things difficult for me here on Earth.”
“Jesus Christ,” Frank said, rubbing his face. “So am I just supposed to waltz in there on my own, is that it? I’ll get fucking killed. Krakus had vampires backing him up last time.”
“You’re a smart guy, Frank,” Lucas said. “You’ll find a way. Let me know when it’s done. I’ll tell you what you want to know then.”
Lucas hung up the phone.
“Fuck!” Frank said. No way could he take on Krakus and his minions alone. He couldn’t ask Eva along either. This wasn’t her fight. It was his and his alone.
You don’t have to do this, Frank. Let me stay dead.
“No,” he growled. “You gave yourself for me.”
So you could live. Not so you could die again trying to bring me back. Let me go, Frank. Let me go…
He grabbed the whiskey bottle and took a long swig.
Then bright light suddenly streamed through the living room window from outside.
The security lights.
Frank froze for a second, then reached for the shotgun that was leaning against the chair he was sitting in. He stood up and walked to the door just as there was a knock on it. “Frank?” said a woman’s voice he vaguely recognized but couldn’t think where from.
He went to the door, took a breath and then pulled it open, putting the shotgun to his shoulder straight after. Aimed it at the woman standing there with her hands up in front of her. It only took him a second to realize he knew the woman, even without the glasses she wore the last time they spoke. “Michelle, isn’t it?” he said, shoving the barrel of the shotgun in her face.
Michelle, dressed in tight black sleeveless top and black fatigues, never flinched. “Take it easy. I’m just here to talk.”
“What the fuck do you want?” Frank glanced past her out into the darkness, looking for signs of other people. He saw no one, which didn’t mean no one was there, the woods not being far from the cabin and offering perfect cover.
“I’m here to talk about Leland Cunningham,” Michelle said. 
“What, he send you here to take me out?” He tightened his grip on the shotgun, ready to blow this woman’s head off if she so much as breathed wrong.
Michelle held his gaze. “If that were the case, which it isn’t, you’d be dead already.”
He didn’t doubt it. In fact, he was surprised a team hadn’t been dispatched to the cabin already. Or maybe this woman was sent here on her own to kill him quietly after luring him in with the promise of help. Frank saw the sincerity in her blue eyes, but that didn’t mean she was telling the truth. Most likely she was just well trained. It didn’t make any sense that someone working closely with Leland, as she so obviously did, would suddenly show up on his doorstep with an offer of help. “Leland killed two of my friends the other night,” he said through gritted teeth. “He murdered Jack Burnharte, for fuck’s sake, one of his top men. Why?”
“Why don’t you let me in and I’ll tell you what I know?” She made a slight gesture downwards with her hands. “I’m unarmed. You can keep your gun on me as we talk.”
He considered her a moment. The offer for him to keep the gun on her was a nice touch. Maybe trying to lure him into a false sense of security before she turned on him. She looked capable enough. Tall at just under six feet, hardly an ounce of fat on her lithe musculature. Frank knew she was dangerous. He backed into the cabin a couple of steps and motioned for her to come inside. “You try anything and you die,” he said, the gun sighted on her as she moved across the living room to the chair he directed her into. When she was sitting down, he stood a few feet away, the shotgun still trained on her.
Michelle seemed outwardly calm and unbothered about the fact that there was a gun trained on her, but underneath he could tell she was unsettled slightly, as anyone would be, especially when a man like him was on the other end of said gun. He noticed the flashes of irritation in her eyes that showed through every so often. He knew all she wanted to do was take the gun off him, change the power balance. She reminded him of Rachel in that way. Always wanting to be in control. She stared straight at him with her stunning blue eyes. “Jack Burnharte was my father,” she said bluntly, then waited.
After the initial shock and disbelief of her admission, a wave of confusion washed over Frank, quickly followed by anger. “That’s the line you’re going to feed me? That’s your attempt to gain my trust?” He was shaking with boiling rage.
Michelle had her hands up again. “It’s true. I’m Jack’s daughter.”
“Don’t fucking lie to me! Jack doesn’t have a daughter.”
“I can prove it.” She began to reach into the side pocket of her combat pants.
“Don’t!” Frank shouted, moving a step closer, the gun held tight.
She stopped moving. “Hey, take it easy. I’m just getting some photographs, that’s all.”
Frank said nothing, but kept the gun on her. Michelle started moving her hand very slowly again, her eyes on Frank the whole time. He watched her reach into the pocket and take out some photos. She slowly held them out for him to take. “These photos were taken when I was younger. Jack, my father, is in them with me.”
“Photographs mean nothing,” Frank said. “They can be easily faked.”
A quiet intensity came over her as she tried to keep her cool. “I can assure you, these are not faked.”
“Throw them across the floor to me. Slowly.”
She did as he asked and slid the photos towards him, then sat back in the chair. Frank kept his eyes and the gun on her as he bent down to pick up the photos. There were three in all. He glanced back and forth between the photos and Michelle, who watched him intently. From his quick glances he saw a blonde girl in all the photos, at different ages, from very young to a teenager. Jack was with the girl in the photos, looking as Frank remembered him at the different times the photos were taken. In one of the photos there was a woman, vaguely reminiscent of Jack. “Who’s the woman?”
“My aunt,” Michelle said, sounding slightly more relaxed than she did a moment ago. “She raised me until I went to the Facility to start my training.”
“Jack had a sister?” Frank was confused by all of this. The whole time he had known him, Jack had never mentioned that he had family of any kind. His story always was he was an orphan and he never married. Definitely no kids. “That shit will just drag you down, Swanson,” he told Frank once. “Remember that.”
“I hardly ever seen my father when I was growing up,” Michelle said. “I didn’t see him many more times than in those pictures. I thought he was in the army, that’s why I never seen him. Then my powers activated when I was eighteen and he came and took me to the Facility.”
Frank tossed the photos back on the floor. “Why would he never mention he had a daughter?”
Michelle shrugged, looked away for the first time. “Ashamed, I guess, for not being there when I was growing up. When he took me to the Facility, he said we had to keep our connection a secret. He said he didn’t want to have to treat me differently just because I was his daughter. I had to be just another trainee like everyone else there.” Her voice was tinged with bitterness.
If she’s lying, Frank thought, she’s doing it well. “Why was Jack murdered? And by who?”
Tears immediately began to well up in Michelle’s eyes. The more he looked at her, the more of Jack he began to see in her. Could have been suggestion, but he thought he saw the same steely resolve in her eyes that Jack always had. A look that said he had things under control, despite his outward appearance. “The demon killed him.”
“Which demon? Tolloch?”
Michelle shook her head. “I’m not sure what he’s called. I’ve hardly ever seen him. Before he killed my father, I’d only seen him once, hiding in the shadows of Leland’s suite when I walked in unannounced a few months ago. Then I saw him… kill my father.”
“Why?” Frank asked.
A few tears escaped down her cheeks. “Because they knew he was working with you. Working against the plan.”
“Who’s they? And what plan?”
Michelle sighed. “You want to lower the gun first?”
Frank hesitated a second, but he lowered the gun and then went and sat in the chair opposite her. He kept the shotgun sitting across his lap, his hands resting on it. The girl seemed to be telling the truth, but he wasn’t ready to let down his guard just yet. “Tell me exactly what happened Jack the night he was killed.”
Michelle didn’t seem entirely comfortable at his request. If she was really Jack’s daughter, he didn’t blame her for being a bit reticent at first to talk about his murder, which she was. She straightened up though, kept herself in check, as any good soldier would. “I was off duty, in my quarters, when I was called to Leland’s suite. Something I’m used to. I was practically his PA as well a member of his security team when he went outside of the Facility. When I get to Leland’s suite, I find him in there with that demon, Tolloch you said his name was?”
Frank nodded. “He’s working with Leland.”
“I guessed that. My father was in the room too. He was stood in the middle of the room, stock still, apparently unable to move a muscle. He looked in pain. The demon was doing it to him. I ask Leland what’s going on and he says your father is about to die and that unless my father tells him what he wants to know, I would be killed as well.”
Frank frowned. “Leland knew you were Jack’s daughter?”
“He was the only one,” Michelle said. “My father just looked at me and I saw tears in his eyes. I had never seen tears in my father’s eyes before. That just wasn’t him, you know?”
Frank knew. Jack was as old school as it gets. Men simply didn’t cry or show emotion in his world. Certainly not soldiers. “I know.”
“So he tells Leland about you guy’s killing a load of demons at a bar in the Southside, and then about the demons in some old factory, stealing souls.” She paused for a second. “The whole time he’s saying all this, he looks… ashamed that he’s giving up his friends, but he wants me to stay alive so…”
“I get it,” Frank said. “I take it he then told Leland about us coming to the Facility?”
“Yes,” Michelle nodded. “And then, once Leland had heard that, he nodded to the demon who was using his power on my father and the demon just—” She stopped, her face twisting with the horror of the memory. “Twisted my father’s head around without even touching him, killing him right there in front of me.”
“Jesus,” Frank said, grief and anger swelling up inside him. He gripped the shotgun in his lap tightly with both hands. “Why didn’t they kill you as well?”
“When I watched my father fall to the floor, with his head like that, and I knew he was dead… my grace exploded.”
“You did a grace explosion?”
“I didn’t mean too, like it was some kind of survival mechanism, but it saved my life. Distracted Leland and the demon so I could run out of the room.”
“How’d you make it out of the Facility?”
“I’ve lived at that facility for the last nine years,” she said. “I know every way in and out there is, including the ones hardly anyone else does. Doesn’t matter if the whole place is on lockdown.”
Frank considered her for a moment. If she was going to make a move on him, she would have done so by now. Her story also sounded believable to him. He recognized the gut wrenching grief in her as he was feeling the same thing himself. Only her training was keeping her under control, preventing her from breaking down. Much like his own training was, only she was doing a better job of concealing hers. “Alright,” he said. “Where you have been until now?”
“Staying dark,” she replied. “Still am. Coming here was a risk, but it seemed like the best choice. My father trusted you, probably more than anyone else.”
“Not enough to tell me he had a daughter apparently.”
“You don’t have secrets, Frank?”
I think we both know the answer to that one, eh, Frank?
“Okay.” He took the gun of his lap and rested it against the side of his chair. Then he reached down and grabbed the whiskey bottle from off the floor. “Drink?”
“No thanks.”
“Suit yourself.” Frank swigged from the bottle, wiped his mouth, and rested the bottle against his leg.
“My father said you drank too much,” Michelle said.
Frank couldn’t help but smile. “He was probably right.”
Michelle’s face relaxed and her previous intensity lessened somewhat as she sat back in her seat. “Actually, give me the bottle. If you can’t have a drink when the world is going to complete shit, when can you?”
Frank was starting to like this girl. He handed her the bottle and watched her take a large swallow before handing the bottle back to him. After he had taken another swig himself, he said, “So what’s Leland and this demon planning? Obviously burning the whole damn city to the ground is just the start. You were close to him. You must know something.”
“Not as much as you might think.”
“What does that mean?”
“It means I may have worked closely with the man on a lot of things, but he was also very secretive about a lot of stuff. He only told me what I needed to know.”
“Sounds like, Leland,” Frank said. “So what did he tell you?”
“Like I said, almost nothing. But he would lock himself away for long periods, hours at a time in his suite, obviously talking with others because I often heard voices in there with him.”
“You never eavesdropped?”
“It wasn’t my job to spy on my boss, the leader of our kind. I took my job seriously. I believed in what I was doing at the Facility.”
Frank nodded. “I don’t doubt that. Jack—your father—was the same, as you probably know already.”
“Where do you think I got it from?” she said. “I did what I was told and nothing more.”
“But you mentioned this plan of Leland’s.”
“I know. In a rare moment one day, my curiosity got the better of me. I had been observing Leland for months, watched his sometimes odd and secretive behavior. His requests to have things removed from the vaults.”
“Like the archangel feather?”
“Yes, amongst other things. He never said why he needed them and no one questioned him either. He was—”
“The head of the Council, I know. So you got curious. Then what?”
“I asked him if anything was going on that I needed to know about. He just looked at me and I thought he was going to hit me or something, but then he starts telling me that the angels he speaks with have a plan to make the city, and then the world, a better place.”
“And you believed him?”
She nodded. “He seemed sincere, or as sincere as Leland can be. He didn’t give any details. Just said it would be happening soon and that he expected me to be behind it, whatever it was, because that was my duty as a Watcher.”
“Only thing is,” Frank said. “He was bullshitting you, and his plan seems to have been the exact opposite—to make the city like fucking Hell itself.”
Michelle shook her head, still disbelieving of the whole situation it seemed. “He’s working with demons on this. I just don’t know why. He’s a Watcher, one of us. The head of us. Why is he helping to destroy his own city?”
Frank took a drink from the bottle, then said, “Firstly, Leland is not one of us. He’s never been a soldier and has always been a slime ball politician at heart. And secondly, he’s definitely not the head of me or anyone else I know.”
“Nor me either anymore. Can I have that bottle again?” She took the bottle from him and raised it to her lips and drank before handing it back. 
They sat in silence for a moment, Frank looking at Michelle as she stared around the cabin, not really taking anything in it seemed, her mind too occupied. Eventually she said, “My whole world has been turned upside down. All I’ve ever known is gone now.”
“I don’t think you’re alone there,” he said.
“I miss my father,” she said quietly.
I know how you feel, Frank thought. “Listen,” he said. “I intend to stop that son of a bitch, Cunningham. I should have sunk him years ago when I had the chance.”
“What do you mean?”
“I had dirt on him. Was going to use it to ruin him. Someone talked me out of it.”
Michelle nodded. “So that’s why he dislikes you so much. He’s afraid of you.”
“I doubt that matters now,” Frank said. “We’ve gone beyond that.”
“So what do we do?”
“You’re asking me? I thought that’s why you were here.”
“It is. I can get you into the Facility without anyone knowing. But you still have to have a plan.”
Frank stood, stretched his legs and grabbed the cigarettes and lighter from of the fireplace mantle. He took a cigarette out and lit it, not bothering to offer Michelle one because he knew she didn’t smoke. No one at the Facility smoked. It was banned as a danger to health. Never stopped Frank though. It’s why he started in the first place. “Tell you what,” he said, blowing smoke into the room. “You help me with something I have to do first and then we get some people together and hit the Facility, take down your old boss.”
Michele was frowning at him. “What could possibly be more important than stopping Leland first?”
“I’ll tell you on the way.”
 



 
 
CHAPTER 24
 
Before he left the cabin along with Michelle, Frank went to the small bathroom to freshen himself up a little, splash some water on his face to try and lessen the effects of the whiskey. He anticipated looking like shit before he looked in the bathroom mirror, but he was still shocked when he saw his reflection. His dark brown hair for a start, was longer than it needed it to be, more unkempt than it normally was, with bits sticking out in odd places, making him look like some kind of mental patient just escaped from the ward. 
Not that he cared. It was the apocalypse after all and he had better things to worry about than how his hair looked. His brown eyes were bloodshot from the drink and there was still streaks of blood and grime on his face and neck, all framed by a thickening growth of beard. 
Michelle did a good job of disguising her certain disconcertedness at his appearance, he thought. Only went to show she was more concerned about getting on his right side instead of looking obviously taken aback by his ramshackle appearance. 
His clothes were also filthy, his dark shirt stained with blood and sporting a bullet hole, as did his jacket, which was also torn at the shoulder, thanks to the werewolf that attacked him. Appearance wise, it was a new low for Frank, but he didn’t much care. After splashing some water on his face and wiping away most of the blood and grime, he dried off and left the bathroom to go meet Michelle in his car.
She was sitting in the front passenger seat when he got in, just after he put the Saigan-12 in the trunk. “You have any weapons?” Frank asked her.
“No,” she replied. “I left the Facility in a hurry, remember. Why?”
“Where we’re going, you’ll need weapons. I have two Glocks in the trunk. You like Glocks, right?” He started the Chevy and drove down the narrow road that cut through the forest.
“Actually, I prefer Berettas. Where are we going?”
When he drove onto the mountain road, he spotted a car parked near the trees. He hit the brakes.
“Relax,” Michelle said. “I parked that there. Didn’t want to spook you by driving up.”
The car was a beat up old Ford. “Not a company car, I take it?” He put the Chevy in gear and drove on down the mountain road.
“I stole it to get here.”
Resourceful, Frank thought. He was starting to like the girl more and more. She was obviously a dedicated soldier until Leland screwed her along with the rest. She had her father’s inner-strength. It positively radiated off her. When she asked again where they were going, her tone making it clear she wouldn’t enjoy asking again, Frank told her all about Krakus and his gang of minions, about the soul stealing ritual and about how Leland supplied Krakus with the archangel feather to enact the ritual. Some of that she already knew from what she heard at the Facility. She also knew about Leland’s request to have the feather brought to him. Frank didn’t mention his own interest in the feather. As far as Michelle was concerned, they were going to stop the demons in possession of the feather, nothing more.
You’re using this girl, Frank. Pulling her into this quest for redemption you’re so hell bent on. You’ll get her killed, like you got Jack and Tyreese killed.
“Are you alright?” Michelle asked. “Why are you so tense all of a sudden? You’re making me nervous.”
Frank took a breath and forced himself to relax a bit. “Sorry. Still trying to process your father dying, and my friend Tyreese.”
Michelle was quiet for a moment, then she said, “I haven’t had time to process anything. Nothing makes sense to me anymore.”
It was the first time Frank had seen her look vulnerable, her hard exterior collapsing in on itself for a moment, but then she let out a short breath and sat upright in her seat. The mask of unflappable coolness was back on her face. “What’s your plan when we get to this factory?” she asked. “If we even get there at all. The city has gotten worse. Soldiers are on the streets now, trying to control things.”
“They won’t,” Frank said. “They have no idea what they’re up against.”
“Maybe not, but they are going to make it hard for us to travel through the city. There are roadblocks everywhere. I barely made it out to drive up here.”
“The warehouse district is out of the way. There shouldn’t be much activity around it. We go as far as we can, then we walk if we have to.”
The city was coming into view as he drove and he could see multiple plumes of dark smoke rising from some of the buildings around the city. The black sky above was full of roiling gray clouds. A sky like that shouldn’t have been present in the middle of August. It was almost like some dark force was gathering over the city, preparing to descend. He was so intent on staring at the city beyond that he almost didn’t see the large green truck parked horizontally across the road. Only Michelle shouting his name made him instinctively hit the brakes, bring the car to a skidding halt just inches away from the truck. “Is that a damn army truck?” he asked when his heart rate had slowed down.
“Yes,” Michelle said, already getting out of the car.
“Shit.” He didn’t have time for this. Krakus would be doing the ritual now and he needed to get there before he did another disappearing act with the feather. Nonetheless, he got out of the car after Michelle, who was already around the other side of the truck. 
“Frank,” she called. “You need to see this.”
Frank took out his Beretta as he walked around the other side of the truck. He stopped dead when he saw the three bodies lying side by side in the middle of the road. “Jesus. Have they all been skinned?”
“Seems that way,” Michelle said, looking around. “They were obviously soldiers manning this roadblock. What do you think did this to him?”
Frank puffed his cheeks out and shook his head. “Some sadistic bastard, that’s for sure. I don’t know, maybe demons. Doesn’t matter anyway. They’re dead.”
Michelle nodded. “Let me check the truck for weapons. I’d feel more comfortable with something heavier than a Glock.”
Frank admired the fact that she barely flinched at the sight of the three skinned soldiers. As she climbed into the back of the army truck, he wondered how much field experience she had. To watch her, the assured way in which she moved, the way she kept herself together, her clear headedness, Frank thought she had enough. 
Suddenly he felt almost responsible for the girl. She was Jack’s daughter, after all. Jack would want him to keep his daughter safe. Frank doubted Jack would be too happy about him dragging his daughter along on some personal mission that held a high likelihood that she might get killed, along with him. Frank knew the risks involved in taking on a demon as powerful as Krakus, but the fact was he didn’t have a choice, not as he saw it anyway. Saving the city probably should have been at the top of his agenda, but what felt more important to him was bringing Rachel back. Saving a city that barely deserved to be saved wouldn’t make things better for him. Only saving Rachel would. Selfish or not, that’s the way things were and nothing was going to change that.
Michelle jumped out of the back of the truck with an M16 assault rifle in her hands. Frank watched as she pulled out the magazine to check it. “Not iron tips, but they’ll do,” she said, slamming the clip back into place. “You ready to move again?”
Frank was looking at the truck. “You see any uniforms in the back of there?”
“Maybe a couple of jackets. Why?”
“Grab them. We’re taking the truck.”
Michelle smiled, then nodded. “I’ll go get them.”
A few moments later they each had one of the army issue jackets on and Frank was driving the truck towards the city. “I doubt they’ll look at us too hard,” Frank said as he got used to steering the big truck. “They’ll have their hands full no doubt. We should get through the checkpoints okay.”
“And if we don’t?”
“Let’s hope we do.”
“Why is this mission so important to you, Frank?” Michelle asked, the jacket she wore a tad too big on her. “I mean, shouldn’t we be breaking into the Facility to try and stop Leland?”
Yeah, Frank. Shouldn’t you?
“We’ll get to that,” Frank said, his eyes on the road as he negotiated a slew of abandoned cars. The doors were wide open on most of them, almost like something had dragged the occupants out in a hurry.
“I don’t like being kept in the dark. I’ve been honest with you so far. The least you could do is be the same.”
A pang of shame and guilt hit Frank. She was right, of course. She had been on the level since they met earlier. “I’ll admit, this is personal. You don’t have to come along. I can drop you off.” He slowed the truck down to a stop and waited.
Michelle stared at him for a moment, then looked out the window at the city beyond, the city about to fall into ruin. “My father always told me I could trust you, Frank,” she said. “He told me to go to you if I was ever desperate for help, to tell you everything.” She turned to him again. “Whatever this is, I’m sure to you it’s worth it. Let’s just get it done so we can save this city.”
“I admire your confidence,” he said. “When this is all over, I’ll buy you a drink and tell you everything. I promise.”
“I’ll hold you to that.”
Frank started driving towards the city again.
 



 
 
CHAPTER 25
 
It didn’t take them long to encounter another roadblock. This time the soldiers manning the roadblock were all very much alive. Barriers were erected across the road, the other side of which was more abandoned cars, most of which had been pushed to the side of the road to clear a path for the military vehicles parked by the checkpoint. As Frank slowed the truck to a stop, he counted three soldiers standing by the barriers and another two near the middle of the road. The two soldiers split off as Frank brought the truck to a stop, one going to the side of the vehicle. Frank rolled down the window. “Hey,” he said to the soldier, a young looking guy, clean shaven and bulky under his combat fatigues. “We got orders to transfer supplies to the other side of the city.”
The soldier frowned. “I just got orders five minutes ago to hold fast at the checkpoints. No movement inside the city.”
Strange, Frank thought. Why aren’t the military in there trying to sort out the chaos? Unless Leland and his cohorts have somehow managed to sway the military as well, which wouldn’t have surprised Frank. Leland certainly had the influence. “We got different orders,” Frank said.
“Orders from whom?” the soldier asked, looking across at Michelle. The soldier wasn’t stupid. Frank knew by the look on the guy's face that he thought something wasn’t right about the man and the woman in the truck.
“Hey,” Frank said, raising his hands. “Just move the barriers, will you? It’s been a long night. Lot of crazy stuff happening out there, you know?”
“Yeah,” the soldier said, raising his weapon slightly. “Crazy stuff. What unit you from?”
“Unit?” Frank had no idea what to say to that. He shook his head, looked straight out the window, got ready to gun the truck forward and smash through the barriers ahead.
Then Michelle spoke. “Hey,” she said to the soldier as she leaned across towards Frank. When the soldier looked at her, Michelle’s gaze seemed to intensify and Frank frowned at her, wondering what the hell she was doing. She spoke slowly, deliberately. “Wave to your men and tell them to move the barriers. Everything is fine. We’re just two fellow soldiers carrying out orders. There’s no problem here. There is no problem here.”
The soldier frowned slightly, looked almost confused for a second, then he nodded and signaled to the other soldiers to pull the barriers out of the way, which they did immediately. “No problem here,” the soldier said, smiling at Michelle. “Move out.”
Frank was staring at the soldier when Michelle punched him on the leg. “You heard the man. Move out.”
“Yeah,” Frank said. “Sure. Move out.” He put the truck in gear and drove past the other soldiers. When he got past them, he looked in the side mirror and saw the soldier he’d been talking to still standing in the road, staring after the truck.
Michelle sat casually in her seat, looking out the windshield.
“What was that weirdness?” Frank asked. “Was that mind control?”
“Training at the Facility has advanced since your day,” she said. “Grace training includes mind control techniques now, as well as telekinesis, pyro kinesis, teleportation and lots of other wild stuff. None of it is perfected yet, not by a long shot, but the basics are there.”
“Lots of us have tried that stuff before. We could never get it to work. Thought only the demons had those powers.”
“They work if you bring science into it. Some of us were injected with a new serum that facilitates greater use of our powers. Even so, it takes a lot of practice. I’ll teach you—” She stopped dead as soon as Frank drove the truck around a corner.
“What the fuck?” Frank said and slammed on the breaks. Just yards away from the truck there was a huge crowd of people, scores of them, and they all looked to be fighting one another. Frank had never seen anything like it. Everyone on the street either had weapons of some kind, or were using their bare hands to try and kill the nearest person to them. Michelle and Frank could only watch as people got brutally stabbed, bludgeoned with metal bars and hammers, got punched to death, kicked to death, had their eyes gouged out with fingers and thumbs, had lumps bitten out of them. The worst part of it all was that everyone involved seemed to be in the grip of some violent rage. Their faces were so contorted by anger, hatred and aggression that they each looked hideous, monstrous. Even the ones who were getting killed still maintained their look of pure violent rage right to the end.
“Fucking go back, Frank!” Michelle said.
He couldn’t help being shaken up by the intensity of the horrific violence in front of him. That, coupled with the fact that he was unfamiliar with driving the army truck, made his hand fumble for and then slip of the gear stick as he went to put the truck in reverse. “Shit!”
By the time he was able to grip the gear stick again, it was too late. The crowd had noticed them and at least a dozen of them broke away and charged like mad dogs towards the truck. “Frank!” Michelle shouted. “Get us to fuck out of here please!”
“I’m trying!” He finally got the gear stick into the proper position, but by then three of the crazy people were on the bonnet of the truck. One of them managed to punch through the windshield like it wasn’t even there.
Michelle didn’t hesitate. She raised the M16 and fired a single shot at the heavyset man who had punched through the glass. The shot hit the man in the leg and he went tumbling of the truck onto the road. The other two people, a man and woman, started battering at the windshield, trying to break it in.
Then something thudded against the door on Frank’s side. It was another crazy from the street. The man was slavering as he punched at the window, finally shattering the glass. Before Frank could get to his gun, the man was clawing at Frank, trying to insert himself into the truck. Frank punched the guy in the face, the punch loaded with bad grace, and the guy went flying back onto the road, bouncing back to his feet almost immediately.
What the fuck? Frank thought. What’s wrong with these people?
Within seconds the truck was surrounded by the crowd outside as they swarmed around it like a pack of rabid dogs, snarling and eager to get at Frank and Michelle to rip them apart it seemed.
Michelle was shooting through the by now caved in windshield. Frank had his Beretta out and was firing at people who were trying to rip the door of the truck. Some of the crazies stayed down after getting shot, but most didn’t. Most of them came running back like nothing had happened.
“There’s too damn many!” Frank shouted as he put a bullet in a crazy who was trying to crawl through where the windshield used to be.
Michelle hit a crazy woman in the face with the butt of the M16, knocking the woman of the passenger side door. “I know!”
“Now would be a good time to try those teleportation powers of yours!”
After kicking a teenage boy in the face, Michelle grabbed on to Frank’s leg.
“We’re still here!” Frank reminded her as he ran out of bullets.
“I’m trying!”
There were crazy people all over the truck like a swarm of bees, the only thing slowing them down from getting a hold of Frank and Eva being the fact that there were so many of them and they kept getting in each other’s way.
Hands were gripping them now. Clawing them. Scratching them. Pulling them.
“Michelle!”
The second Frank said her name he found himself lying somewhere else completely.
They weren’t in the truck anymore.
“Thank Christ,” he breathed. “Nice job on the teleporting. Although you had me worried for a second there.
“It’s a new skill,” Michelle said. “I’m still working on it.”
Frank stood up and looked around at the old warehouse buildings surrounding them. “You’re co-ordinates were slightly off. I was expecting to land outside the factory doors.” 
Michelle was on her feet. “I’ll try harder next time,” she said sarcastically.
“Relax.” Frank smiled. “I was just kidding. You definitely have your father’s sense of humor, which is to say, none.”
Michelle looked put out, if a little offended. “I can do humor.”
Frank shook his head at her. “You can do humor, huh?” He laughed.
“Maybe after we stop the apocalypse from happing, I might tell you a joke.”
“Well, that’s one joke I can’t wait to hear.”
She smiled, her normally hardened expression softening for a second. “You’ll laugh, I promise.”
“Oh, I don’t doubt it,” Frank said. “But at you or the joke, that remains to be seen.”
Michelle shook her head but kept her smile. “Whatever. I got us to the warehouse district. Never mind about my comedic potential.”
“That you did.”
“You ever see anything like that back there?”
“Nope, but I have a feeling their violent behavior had something to do with the fact that they had no souls.”
“And that’s down to this demon we’re here for? Krakus?”
Frank nodded. “Just one of the many reasons he needs to be stopped.”
“What with?” Michelle asked. “We have no weapons. I have my knife. That’s it. We need a plan before going into that factory.”
Frank looked around, trying to orientate where the old meat factory was. “Well,” he said beginning to walk, Michelle alongside him. “We have until we reach the factory to think of one.”
“Preferably one that isn’t going to get us killed,” she said.
 



 
 
CHAPTER 26
 
It took about twenty minutes for them to make their way through the warehouse district to get to the old meat factory. On the way, they discussed plans and possible tactics. Neither of them came up with anything that you would call solid. When you’re dealing with demons, no matter what your plan is, things always got dangerous. The more powerful the demon, the more dangerous things got. Krakus was a mid-level demon and therefore pretty powerful. Not click his fingers and you would explode into tiny pieces powerful, but powerful enough. The only way to insure yourself against a powerful demon was to have the upper hand on them somehow. This could mean employing certain spells or forms of magic against them, or it could mean using powerful weapons against them, such as the Watcher knife. Surprise was always a good tactic, as with any enemy. So was overwhelming force via superior numbers. Of course, Nephilim like Frank and Michelle also had their own not inconsiderable powers to use, but those powers barely levelled the playing field against the more powerful demons. All of which meant that Frank was taking a risk in confronting Krakus again. More than that, he was putting his dead friend’s only daughter at risk for personal gain. Sure, the soul stealing rituals had to stop, but Frank was under no illusions about his motives for being there at that factory.
“Okay,” Frank said as they stood around the side of the factory. “There’s no easy way to do this. We have no weapons apart from the knives, and there’s only two of us.”
Michelle threw her head back, stood tall. “We’re Watcher’s, they’re demons,” she said. “We keep them in line, right?”
Frank half smiled. “You sound like Jack.”
“You knew my father. He believed in what we do.”
“Yeah, he did.”
“So how we going to do this?”
“I go in the front door, alone. Hopefully I can distract them long enough for you to teleport in and use your knife on Krakus.”
“That’s your plan? I don’t even know if I can teleport again. I told you, it’s new to me. I don’t have a handle on it yet.”
“Well, you’d better try,” Frank said. “I’m assuming Krakus is in there with his two sidekicks. They’ll kill us both if we just walk in the front door.”
“What about you then? They’ll kill you surely.”
Is it worth the risk, Frank? Possibly getting killed just to bring me back?
“I don’t die that easy,” Frank said, trying to convince himself as much as her. “Just give me two minutes and then get in there, alright?”
Michelle didn’t look happy with what he was proposing, but she nodded anyway.
Frank left her at the side of the building and went around the front, hoping Krakus hadn’t upped his security since the last assault. As it was, Frank saw no one as he came around the front of the factory. The double doors were wide open and Frank walked into the darkness inside, grace beaming from his hand, allowing him to see where he was going. A moment later he had reached the door to the big room where he knew Krakus would be. He could already hear the demon in the midst of the ritual, Krakus’s voice low and full of dark intent.
After taking a moment to steady his nerves and focus his brain—wishing at the same time that he had his hip flask on him—Frank pushed the doors open and went inside the room.
 
He was surprised to see Krakus sitting alone in the circle of black candles in the center of the big room. Frank barely acknowledged the naked unconscious bodies strewn haphazardly all across the floor. No doubt it was too late for them anyway. Their souls would already be taken to Hell. “Hey!” he shouted, snapping Krakus out of whatever trance he was in. “Remember me? It’s your buddy, Frank.”
As Frank started stepping through the bodies on the floor, not really worrying if he trod on them or not, Krakus stared at him, eyes blazing red. The demon looked furious for a second, then he laughed. “Once again, Watcher, you’re too late. Everyone here is soulless now.”
“Not everyone,” Frank said as he continued to pick his way through the floor of naked flesh, trying not to be too disconcerted by the sheer number of bodies around him. There seemed twice as many as before.
“Keep telling yourself that,” Krakus said, having made no movement to get to his feet yet. Instead, he merely sat cross-legged while Frank drew closer. “One day you might believe it.”
Ouch, Frank. That had to hurt.
Frank stopped about six feet away from the still sitting demon. “Look, Krakus,” he said, hoping Michelle was going to show very soon. “I don’t care about you—”
The demon cut him off before Frank could continue with his not so subtle ruse to stall for time. “Then why are you here? For this?” Krakus picked up the long feather from the bowl of blood, its pristine whiteness unsoiled by any blood stains, as if the blood just ran off it leaving no trace.
Frank swallowed as he tried to stay casual and not fixate on the feather, even though that’s exactly what he wanted to do, almost like he was under the feather’s spell. Where is Michelle? he thought.  “I’m not here about that. I’m just here to talk.”
Krakus waved the feather at him. “Come now, Frank. I can feel your wanton need from here. What do you want it for?”
“I told you, I’m just here to talk. Tell me about Tolloch.”
The demon’s eyes narrowed as his lips curled slightly. “I see you’ve been digging.”
“I know he’s your boss. You’re just a small player in a bigger game. That’s why I don’t give a shit about you.”
Krakus leapt to his feet, the feather still in his hand. His true demon face was now in full view, huge mouth open, twitching the tusks on the side of his jaws. “I’m sick of you, Watcher,” he said, his voice so deep and gravelly Frank could hardly make out the words. The demon’s intent though, was quite clear, even if his words were not. “Time to die!”
Before Frank could make a move, the demon shot out an arm towards him. A second later, it felt to Frank like a steel vice had been clamped around his neck, pressing in from every side, making it impossible for him to breathe. 
Then he found himself lifting off the floor as Krakus telekinetically held him in suspension. The pressure around his neck was so forceful and so sudden that he could barely think as he hung in midair, his head feeling like it was about to explode at any second. He could only stare down at the demon below, helpless. 
Then, just before the blackness rushed in to meet him, Frank saw Michelle suddenly appear behind Krakus and then he saw, or thought he saw, Michelle stick her knife into the back of the demon’s head. After that, the blackness took Frank away.
 
“Frank! Frank! Wake up, Frank!”
His eyes shot open and he sat bolt upright, unsure of where he was or who was kneeling beside him. He drew his head back to look at the person. Such blonde hair. Such a beautiful face. An angel? He can’t be dead…
“It’s Michelle, Frank. Are you with me?”
Michelle. Of course. “What—” He had to stop when he felt a rush of blood to his head that almost made him faint. He felt hands on his back as Michelle steadied him.
“Krakus was about to kill you,” Michelle said.
Krakus. Of course. The demon that held him up in the air and who was about to break his neck. That Krakus. “Shit,” Frank said, remembering. Then he froze. The feather. He looked around to where the circle of candles was, at the hollow meat suit that used to house Krakus. He couldn’t see any sign of the feather.
“Looking for this?” Michelle held the feather in front of her and he reached out to grab it. She pulled it away so he couldn’t reach it. “Come on, Frank. Why else would you be here, risking your life? Certainly not to stop Krakus, not when we could have been trying to stop his boss instead.”
Frank sighed. “It’s important I have that. That’s all you need to know for now.”
Michelle stared at him a moment. “I risked my ass to get this. Saved your ass in the process. You owe me an explanation, at least.”
“And you’ll get one,” Frank said nodding. “Just not now. Please.”
She handed him the feather, said, “I hope it was worth all the effort to get it, especially when there’s a city out there that needs us.” She stood up and began to walk through the bodies on the floor, all of whom would be waking up soon, every one of them capable of causing much destruction and mayhem, not to mention murder.
A wave of shame came over Frank after hearing Michelle’s last words. She was right. There was a city out there about to go under and here he was, running personal errands. Despite the guilt that cut into him like a knife, he couldn’t help feeling pleased and vaguely excited when he looked at the feather he now held in his hand. 
Redemption was now within his grasp and he didn’t know whether to feel happy or terrified by that.
 



 
CHAPTER 27
 
Before he left the factory, Frank phoned Lucas. “It’s me,” he said. “I’ve got what you want.”
There was a pause on the other end of the line, then Lucas said, “I’m very glad to hear that.”
“You find out what I need to know?”
“I did. You’ll know everything when I have the feather.”
“Well, I’m afraid you’ll have to wait on that. I have to try and find a way to stop this city from going to hell first.”
“Tell me where you are,” Lucas said. “We could meet and—”
“No,” Frank said, cutting him off. “The feather stays with me until I’m ready to hand it over.”
A tight sigh came down the line. “Try not to get killed in the meantime. I don’t fancy another hunting expedition.”
Frank shook his head. “Jesus, to hear you, anyone would think you risked your ass to get the damn thing.”
“Just be careful with it,” Lucas said and then hung up the phone.
“Dick,” Frank said as he walked out of the factory through the front doors. Michelle was standing outside waiting on him. She still seemed pissed at him. He couldn’t blame her.
“Ready to do your duty now?” she asked.
“I’m ready, yes.”
“Good. I’ll try to teleport us to the Facility.” She walked over and grabbed his arm.
“Wait,” he said, shaking loose from her strong grip. “Not so fast. We need a plan before we go storming in there, not to mention reinforcements. Don’t let your anger affect your judgment.”
Really, Frank? That’s just hilarious, you talking about clouded judgment, the man who neglects his duties to go on vanity missions.
Michelle’s face hardened even more than it already was. “How much time are we going to waste? We’re probably too late as it is.”
“Too late for what, Michelle? We don’t even know what we’re up against. Do you?”
“Of course. Leland and that demon Tolloch. They are both behind all this madness.”
“Well, let’s hope it’s that simple then, though in my experience, these things never are. There’s always more to the story.”
“Which is why we have to get in there and find out what the rest of the story is.”
Her youthful zeal and enthusiasm wasn’t exactly infectious to Frank. It just made him crave a drink or three. “Look, I agree with you. But we need weapons and back up, like I said.”
“I can get us weapons when we get inside the Facility,” she said. “And it’s probably best that we go in alone. More people will attract more attention, making it harder to move through the Facility.”
Maybe she was right, he thought. He could have called Eva and Sam, but he had already come close to getting them both killed the last time they tried to infiltrate the Facility. Despite knowing Eva would be pissed when she found out he made a move without telling her, he decided to go along with Michelle’s idea of just the two of them going in alone. He didn’t like the idea of having any more deaths on his conscience. “Fine,” he said finally. “We’ll do it your way. We’ll go in alone.”
You’re making a mistake, Frank. This will end badly.
“Doesn’t it always?”
“What?” Michelle said, frowning at him.
He shook his head. “Nothing. Thinking aloud. Beam us up, Scotty.”
Michelle’s frown deepened. “You’re really confusing me, you know.”
“Just teleport us to the Facility.”
 
Michelle didn’t teleport them straight to the Facility, but instead to a street about a block away from the place. After they landed, she let go of Frank’s arm, turned and vomited onto the sidewalk. “Travel sickness?” Frank asked.
Michelle wiped a hand across her mouth. “Using some of these new powers takes its toll on you sometimes,” she said. “You should see when I try telekinesis. My ears bleed.”
He looked around. “Why are we so far from the Facility? Your aim still off?”
“My aim is fine, actually. Follow me.”
Frank followed Michelle as she walked up the street, towards the old public library building it seemed. “Is there a reason why we couldn’t just have teleported into the Facility direct?”
“There is,” Michelle said. “The protective force field surrounding the whole Temple and Facility. You know about that, surely?”
“Yeah. I just thought you might be able to bypass it as you aren’t a demon.”
“No. Anything or anyone that tries will be vaporized.”
“Good thing we didn’t then.”
Michelle turned up the alleyway alongside the library building. The alley was narrow, with just a few dumpsters in it. Just as Frank turned into the alley with her, he stopped suddenly. “What?” Michelle asked.
“The silence,” he said.
Michelle frowned, but listened for a moment. “Why so quiet all of a sudden?”
“The streets seem empty.”
“Maybe everyone’s locked themselves behind closed doors. Wouldn’t you if you were a human?”
“I guess. Still seems weird though. Where are all the supernaturals then?”
Michelle shook her head. “I don’t know.”
“This is fucked up, I tell you. We need to get into the Facility, find out what’s happening here. Now.”
“This way.” Michelle moved up the alleyway. As Frank followed her, he thought about calling Eva, to see if she was alright. He decided against it though when he knew he would have to lie about what he was doing. Wherever she was, he knew she would be alright anyway. She was Eva, after all. “Here.”
They were standing over a manhole cover at the top of the alley. “The sewers?” he said.
“They’ll lead us right to an entrance near the center of the Facility,” Michelle said as she bent down and pried the lid up with her knife before pulling the heavy metal cover aside. “Once we get there, I should be able to get us to one of the kit rooms where we can get weapons.”
“Sounds good, but how are we going to avoid running into anyone? Knowing Leland, he would have wired the whole Facility off about us. Branded us traitors to be killed on site.”
“Then we do what we have to do,” Michelle said with the same conviction once possessed by her dead father. “We take down anyone who tries to get in our way.”
“And you’re okay with killing your own kind?” Frank remembered doing guard duty at the Facility himself once. It was part of the training, though he could never see the point. No doubt Michelle had done it also.
“Of course not, but what choice do we have? Besides, not everyone in there agrees with what Leland is doing. They might help us.”
“We’ll see, won’t we?”
“Leland and that demon killed my father,” she said. “I don’t intend to let them away with that.”
“Glad to hear it.” He motioned towards the dark hole in the ground. “Lead the way.”
 
The sewers were as you would expect—dark, cavernous, odorous—and Frank was more familiar with them than he would have liked. More than a few times he had chased some foul creature down into the sewers as it tried to escape from him. Maybe they thought going underground would be safe for them, like Hell. Whatever the reason, none of the creatures made it out of the sewers again by the time he was finished with them. 
Michelle led the way, a beam of grace coming out of her hand, cutting through the darkness of the tunnels. “We should reach the Facility in about twenty minutes,” she said.
“How’d you find out about this entrance we’re heading too?” he asked.
Michelle’s combat boots splashed through the shallow water of the central channel as she walked, her blonde ponytail swinging across her back. “As part of Leland’s security team, I had to know about all the secret ways in and out of the Facility, in case we ever had to get out in a hurry.”
“Get Leland out you mean?” 
“Yeah. I’m pretty sure there are other ways he didn’t tell us about though.”
“I’d bet the bank on that,” Frank said, kicking a rat out of his way that refused to move when he walked up to it. “Secrets and lies are Leland’s stock and trade. Always have been for as long as I’ve known him.”
They turned right up a narrower tunnel which then took them out into some kind of platform area where three huge pipes stuck out of the wall, water gushing out of each of them into a central channel. Michelle started walking along a side platform to avoid walking in the deeper water. Frank followed as they carried on walking straight. When the noise from the gushing water had receded a bit, Michelle said, “Being a Watcher is the only thing I’ve ever done that has made sense to me. Before that I was lost. Leland has succeeded in taking that away from me.”
“Don’t let a crook like Leland damage your faith in the calling,” Frank said. “What we do is important.”
“That’s not what I’m saying. I know what we do is important, and I’ll never stop doing that.” She stopped and looked at him. “I believed in the Council. Now, after what Leland has done, bringing the city to its knees like this, causing so many deaths, so much mayhem. I don’t think I can serve the Council anymore. How can I trust them after this, even if we get rid of Leland?”
Frank laughed. “Welcome to my world,” he said. “Even before Leland was in the high chair, I disagreed with the Council. It’s always been corrupt and self-serving. As an institution, the Facility is rotten to the core, always putting its own interests first.”
“And what do you think those interests are?”
“The same as those of any big corporation—money and power. You must have seen Leland have business dealings with people outside of the Watcher circle.”
Michelle nodded. “He has dealings with a lot of people that have nothing to do with what we do. I never got close enough to find out exactly what though.”
“Bet you never thought to pry either, did you?”
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“Just that you’re a good soldier,” Frank said. “Keep walking.”
“Like I said,” she said as they carried on through the tunnels. “I was loyal. I believed in the whole thing, including Leland.”
“Now you know different. Now you know the truth.”
“I wish I didn’t.”
Frank unconsciously touched the feather inside his jacket. “So do I,” he said. 
 
Ten minutes or so later, Michelle stopped in the middle of one of the tunnels while she examined one of the brick walls. “What are you looking for?” Frank asked.
“The door,” she said.
“The door is in the wall?”
“Yep.” She looked closely at a particular section of wall, indistinguishable from the rest of it. Then she reached out and pushed on one of the bricks. Frank was surprised to see the brick sink into the wall of its own volition and then a second later a six foot section of the wall seemed to move back, forming a doorway.
“Well, I’ll be damned,” Frank said.
Michelle was already walking through the new doorway. “You coming or you just going to stand there?”
A half smile on his face, Frank walked through the doorway and found himself inside a gloomy corridor, with just a few lights interspersed on the ceiling the whole way down. “This is us?” he asked.
“This is us,” Michelle said, lifting a metal panel on the wall and pushing the button inside. The door closed again with a rumbling sound. “We’re in one of the outer maintenance areas, near the middle of the Facility. Leland’s suite should be two floors below us.”
“I’m impressed. We need to get to a kit room.”
“Follow me.”
Frank followed her as they walked up the dimly lit corridor. In all the years he spent at the Facility, he didn’t remember ever wandering into any of the maintenance areas, although he knew they existed all around the Facility. He just never had any need to go in them or explore them. He was glad Michelle obviously did though. With any luck they could use the mostly unoccupied maintenance corridors to get close to one of the kit rooms without being seen. He would feel a lot more secure about things when he had weapons and possibly body armor. He was under no illusions about the possibility of getting shot at before they made it to Leland’s suite two floors below.
As they were about to turn the corner at the end of the corridor, they both stopped when they heard voices. They exchanged glances and pressed their backs against the wall. Probably just maintenance guys, which didn’t make them any less dangerous. Everyone in the entire Facility had Watcher basic training under them, no matter what role they were currently fulfilling. 
When two guys in boiler suits walked around the corner, they stopped whatever banal conversation they were having. They both froze for a second, their faces dropping in surprise as they came upon Frank and Michelle.
Michelle hit first, punching the biggest guy square in the face. The other guy, young with short blonde hair, shook himself out of his initial shock and went on the attack, charging at Frank, his fist up and ready to drive Frank back into next week.
Or so he thought anyway, as Frank also charged forward with his arm clamped to the side of his head, his elbow pointing forwards. Just as the maintenance guy threw his punch, the point of Frank’s elbow speared into the guy’s chest, who couldn’t help but cry out in pain as he seemed to crumple over. A split second later, Frank had his hand on the blonde guy's head, slamming it into the wall, knocking the young maintenance man out cold. “How many of these guys are we going to have to go through?” he asked, looking over at Michelle, who was standing over the prone body of the other maintenance guy.
She shrugged. “As many as we have too.”
“I thought you’d say that. Let’s get rid of these two in case anyone finds them.”
There was a small store room just around the corner, filled with tools and rolls of cable and pipes and paint and everything else needed to keep a place like the Facility in good order. They dragged the unconscious men into the store room, then Frank used a screw driver to break the lock from the outside. “Should hold them a while when they wake up,” he said.
They carried on through the service tunnels at a steady but careful pace, encountering no one else along the way. Eventually they came to a door at the end of one of the corridors and Michelle stopped. “This door leads directly out onto the third floor. Just down the corridor is the armory. Once we get kitted up, I’ll teleport us straight into Leland’s suite.”
Frank nodded. “Let’s hope the bastard’s home.”
“He will be. If there’s one thing I learned while working for Leland, it’s that he likes to keep a distance from danger. That suite is the safest place he can be.”
“Not for long.” He motioned for her to open the door. “Let’s go.”
 
After they went through the store room they opened the door and found themselves in another corridor, only this was wider and the walls were painted a light blue color. Frank didn’t need the sound of gunshots nearby to know where he was. “The training floor,” he said.
The two of them looked up and down the corridor for a moment, but saw no sign of anyone, so they began to hurry towards the armory, which meant they would have to pass one of the firing ranges up ahead. The firing range was a massive room that had no door, just a big opening instead, which meant anyone could see in an out. If the firing range was occupied, which by the sounds of gunfire it was, there was a chance someone would spot them. “I doubt half the people in here know what’s really going on outside these walls,” Frank said as they started to come up on the firing range. “It just seems like business as usual in here.”
“That’s because it is,” Michelle said, occasionally glancing over her shoulder to make sure there was no one behind them. “Leland has went out of his way recently to insure no one knows anything.”
Frank was about to compliment Leland for doing such a good job of keeping his people in ignorance when he heard a clicking noise behind him. He stopped walking. So did Michelle.
“Stop!” said a young sounding female voice from behind them. “Turn around slowly!”
Frank and Michelle did as they were asked, turning slowly with their hands up at chest level. Frank was almost shocked to see a young girl dressed in a black guard’s uniform, holding a semi-automatic out in front of her. She didn’t look much older than sixteen, but Frank knew she must have been at least eighteen to even be here. “Take it easy—” Frank started to say, but Michelle cut him off.
“Sandra,” she said, like she knew the other girl.
“Michelle,” the guard said, not looking surprised to see Michelle at all. “You’re not supposed to be here. I have orders to kill you both on sight.” She seemed to grip her gun tighter, like she was getting ready to shoot them.
“Hold on!” Frank said as forcefully as he could without spooking the girl too much. The kid looked nervous. Probably never fired her weapon at anything other than a dummy target before. “Whatever you’ve been told, we’re the good guys here, alright.”
“He’s telling the truth, Sandra,” Michelle said. “You know me. You’ve seen me on this very floor, training you and the rest. Believe me when I say, you haven’t been told the full story.”
Sandra swallowed. “We were told you were working with the demons to bring down the Facility.”
Frank laughed. “Sorry,” he said. “That’s funny, considering what’s going on.”
“What is he talking about?” Sandra asked Michelle. 
“Leland Cunningham, the head of the High Council, is the one who is working with demons,” Michelle said. “Only he isn’t trying to bring down the Facility. He’s trying to bring down the whole city. Have you seen what’s going on outside of here?”
The young guard looked unsure, but she still kept the gun firmly trained on them. Frank was getting agitated, nervous that others would come along and then they’d never get away. He started calculating the odds of disarming the guard before she managed to shoot him. Despite her obvious inexperience, the girl looked ready to pull the trigger, if only out of nervousness. He doubted he could disarm her unless he managed to get closer, which he knew she wouldn’t allow him to do. He hoped Michelle could talk the girl down soon.
“We’ve been told the demons initiated some kind of mass attack on the city,” Sandra said. “And that you two are helping them.”
“Think about it,” Frank said. “Why aren’t there teams out there trying to bring the situation under control? Why are you standing here pointing a gun at us instead of out there if the city is in such danger?”
The girl looked perplexed for a moment, then she said, “Councilor Cunningham said the angels told him we have to stand down, that they would sort things out first.”
Frank shook his head. “And you all believe that?”
“Yes, we...” She trailed off.
“Look,” Michelle said, beginning to almost imperceptibly move forward towards Sandra. “I know you just take orders. So did I. But believe me, Sandra, this time the orders are wrong. You need to tell everyone that.”
The girl looked down for a split second as confusion got the better of her, but it was enough time for Michelle to shoot forward, grab the girl's wrist to control the gun and then swiftly sweep the girl off her feet. Sandra soon found herself on the floor with Michelle standing over her, the gun aimed down at her. Her dark eyes looked up at Michelle, fear in them. “Don’t kill me,” she pleaded.
“I’m not going to kill you,” Michelle said, taking a step back. “Get up and go tell everyone what we just told you. Tell them to get this Facility off lockdown and get out there into the city to help people.”
Sandra nodded, then stood up slowly. “Why is this happening?” she asked.
“We were about to go find out before you stopped us.” Michelle gestured at Sandra with the gun. “Go! Now!”
The girl turned and ran off down the corridor.
“Nice job,” Frank said. “You think she believed us?”
Michelle was striding down the corridor alongside him. “I think so. Hopefully she’ll spread dissent, make our job easier.”
“One thing I don’t get though.”
They had reached the locked steel door of the armory. “What?” she said, punching a code into the keypad on the wall. There was a bleeping sound and then the door slid open.
“Why aren’t the angels doing anything to stop all this? Or stop Leland at least?”
They stepped inside the large armory room and the door closed behind them. “Angels can’t get involved directly, you know that.”
“I know,” Frank said. “My worry is that they are involved though.”
 



 
 
CHAPTER 28
 
Frank always liked the armory on the training floor of the Facility. Back when he was just a trainee, he used to love going into that massive rectangular room that was filled floor to ceiling with all kinds of guns and a vast array of other weapons. The instructors rightly insisted that trainees get acquainted with as many different types of weapon as possible, not just guns and knives, but things like garrotes, maces, spears, swords, bows and crossbows, clubs and many more weapons of the magical variety like spells, incantations and the use of magical items. 
Standing in the armory now, Frank momentarily felt like a trainee again, the rush of excitement at seeing all those weapons rushing back. Especially the guns. Frank liked guns, despite the fact that they served as no more than a distraction to many of the supernatural types that he often faced. The real danger for most supernaturals was in the blades—the power infused knives and swords that Watcher’s often used to finish the monsters they faced. Technology may have evolved over the centuries, but the best weapons were still as old school as you could get.  While humans killed each other with robots from thousands of miles away, Watcher’s still had to kill monsters up close and personal.
Michelle was already taking guns from the racks, another Glock to go with the one she took off the young guard, Sandra, as well an automatic Heckler and Glock. “Nice choice,” Frank said. “Think I’ll take one of those myself.”
Frank helped himself to a Heckler and Glock, then he found two Beretta’s, for which he still had clips for in the bag he still carried across him.
“You know,” Michelle said. “We’re probably wasting our time in here with these guns. They won’t help us against Tolloch.”
“Maybe not,” Frank said. “But Leland can still die from a bullet.”
Michelle shook her head. “I can’t believe it’s come to this. Talking about killing the head of the High Council.”
“Yeah well. It’s been a long time coming, believe that.” He put his hand lightly on Michelle’s arm. “Your father was with us on this. Don’t forget who killed him. The demon may have done it, but Leland consented.”
Her face hardened and she took a breath. “I know. Time to end this.”
Still touching her arm, a second later they were standing inside Leland’s suite, right in front of the big double doors like they had only just walked through them.
 
Frank and Michelle raised their Heckler and Glocks. In front of them, down the steps, in the center of the suite where the huge corner couch was, stood Leland Cunningham, dressed as usual in a perfectly tailored dark blue suit. Next to him on the right, stood a very tall and stately looking gray haired man in his fifties, wearing a black pinstriped suit. Frank recognized the man immediately as Tolloch, the demon who had killed Jack Burnharte. Frank gave the rest of the room a quick scan and saw no one else.
Leland and Tolloch turned their heads to look at Frank and Michelle, not looking surprised at all to see either of them. Neither did they seem particularly alarmed by the guns being pointed at them. “Goddamn it, Frank,” Leland said. “You’re like a bad smell, you know that? You just won’t go away, will you?” He shifted his focus to Michelle. “And Michelle. I knew you would be back.”
“Screw you, Leland,” Michelle snarled, walking forward and down the steps, her gun aimed mainly at Leland. Frank followed suit, his gun also on Leland.
“Please,” Leland said dismissively. “Spare us the ridiculousness of having guns in a situation like this. Drop them or someone here will make you.”
Frank stopped along with Michelle about six feet away from Leland, his gun still raised. “Well, that someone certainly won’t be you, Leland, will it?”
“Perhaps me instead,” said Tolloch and with a wave of his hand, caused Michelle’s gun to go flying out of her hands across the room. Then he shifted his hand up for the demon death grip many of his kind were so fond of. The Vader move, Frank called it. Especially handy for dramatic effect in situations like the one they were in now. The demon caused Michelle to choke and put her hands to her throat as if trying to remove some invisible hand.
“Alright!” Frank shouted and threw away his gun. “You’ve made your point. Let her go, Tolloch.”
The demon dropped his hand and Michelle started breathing again, giving Tolloch a snarling look like she wanted to go over and cut his head off. Tolloch merely stared back with dead gray eyes.
“Violence will not get either of you anywhere here,” Leland said. “I insist you both take a seat instead. I’d be happy to fill you both in on what’s happening here. It’s too late for you to stop things anyway. You might as well relax and enjoy the show.” He gestured towards the bank of screens on the back wall. Four large screens in four rows, making sixteen screens in all. Every single one of them was showing images of the city in glorious Technicolor.
Frank and Michelle both looked at the screens and then at each other. The look they gave said they should stand down for now, but stay on guard and be ready for any opportunity to strike at Leland or Tolloch. Though Frank knew there wouldn’t many such opportunities, if any, not with the demon in the room.
“I’m helping myself to your whiskey,” Frank said, crossing to the drinks table and pouring himself a large glass of Leland’s uber expensive whiskey. He was aware of everyone’s eyes on him as he poured the drink and then downed it in one. Somehow the inappropriateness of what he was doing made the drink taste all the better. When he refilled the glass, he went and sat down on the couch like he was just hanging with friends. Michelle hung back for a moment, her face slightly aghast at Frank’s nonchalance. She also looked like she was having trouble accepting things as they were. Frank knew she wanted to kill Leland. It was written all over her face. She was probably getting flashbacks to when her father was murdered by Tolloch in this very suite only the night before. If Frank were her, he would find it difficult accepting things too. When she finally moved, she did so stiffly, like she was resisting every step.
“Have a drink,” Frank said, offering her his glass. She gave him a dark look and he shrugged, turned his attention to Leland. “What’s going on, Leland? Why are you standing there with a demon like this guy, looking like you’re in business together now?”
Leland smiled, pleased with himself for some reason. “We’re waiting, Frank.”
Tolloch smiled also, a smile that chilled Frank’s blood.
“For what?” Michelle asked.
“For my son to rise,” Tolloch answered in his strangely accent less voice. He reminded Frank of some demonic butler.
Tolloch’s answer silenced Frank and Michelle both. After a moment, Frank went to say something when the bank of TV screens on the wall suddenly changed and distracted his attention. Every screen was now part of the same image, like a big cinema screen. The screens showed Main Street, right in the center of the city. The steps to the court building could be seen on one side. Most of the rest of the screens were taken up by showing what appeared to be a giant maelstrom forming in the center of Main Street. The ground was cracking open like there was some kind of earthquake happening, above which black clouds laced with orange lightening spun around like a slow hurricane. Occasionally, a person could be seen running across one of the screens, a look of terror on their faces as they ran away from what was happening in the middle of the street.
“And here he comes,” Tolloch said, an unmistakable note of pride in his voice.
Frank and Michelle kept staring at the screens as they showed the road fall in on itself, orange light beaming out of the massive hole in the ground. The black winds above it picked up pace and the orange lightening began to fork out in all directions.
And then it appeared.
A giant black claw that gripped the side of the cracked open road.
Quickly followed by another claw.
And then a head.
A pitch black head, with long curved horns coming around the top. Dark red eyes glowing. Snarling mouth showing black pointed teeth. It was like a gigantic shadow coming up out of the earth. Flaps of skin went from the demon’s powerful arms to its muscular lower back, giving it wings of a sort, making it look like a demonic mantra ray.
It climbed out of the hole and stood on two legs that were as thick as old oaks, pushed its chest out and roared like a giant gorilla announcing its presences in a new jungle, in this case a concrete jungle filled with vulnerable, terrified people. There was no sound through the monitors, but Frank didn’t need to hear the Hell creature’s roar to know that it was blood curdling. Every human in the city would hear that and freeze in terror, which of course was exactly the point. “Good looking boy you have there,” Frank said to Tolloch.
Tolloch paid Frank little attention. The demon was transfixed by his progeny on the screens. “He will serve his purpose well,” he said. “That’s all that matters.”
“And what purpose would that be?” Frank asked. “Death and destruction, I’m guessing.”
“Indeed, Watcher,” said Tolloch, his gray eyes now on Frank. “And there’s nothing you can do to stop it.”
Frank looked at Leland. “This is your grand plan. To ruin the city? To kill everyone in it?”
“Not everyone, Frank,” Leland said, looking smugger by the minute. “Just enough so we can establish a new order in the city. And then of course, the world.” He paused for a second. “That included killing the rest of the Council unfortunately. They refused to get on board with the plan, I’m afraid.”
Frank shook his head in disgust. “You are a lot worse than I ever gave you credit for, Leland.”
“You can see why resistance would be futile,” Leland said, ignoring Frank’s last comment. “This is happening, Frank. Maybe if you had stayed with the program here—towed the line a bit—you wouldn’t be facing your inevitable death right now.”
“I’d rather die than stand with you, Leland,” Frank said. “That’s the truth.”
Leland squinted angrily at him. “That’s always been your problem, Frank,” he said. “You’re so self-righteous, you don’t even see the real truth when it’s right in front of you.”
“Really, Leland? And what truth is that?”
“That the world has to change, that a new kind of order has to be established.”
“The world was just fine the last time I checked. Apart from scumbags like you two being in it, that is.”
“Whatever, Frank,” said Leland. “You sit there, still thinking there are sides in this war we’ve been fighting since time immemorial. There are no sides anymore. There hasn’t been for a long time. We’re just making that fact official now.”
“So this is just about power?” Michelle said. “I thought you still cared about our duty as Watcher’s, Leland.”
“That’s where you are wrong, Michelle,” Leland said. “I got tired of protecting humans a long time ago. They don’t deserve to be protected. They only deserve to be ruled. They are the lower species after all. It’s us—the ones with power—that matter. It’s not right that we should have to operate from the shadows all the time. Nephilim, angels, demons—it doesn’t matter what we are anymore. We all want the same thing. We want what we deserve, what we’re entitled to.”
“We’ve stayed in the darkness long enough,” Tolloch said. “It may have taken a while, but we have finally come to realize that it is best to work together. That way, we all get what we want.”
“And what do you want?” Frank asked the demon.
Tolloch smiled, his gray eyes flashing yellow for a second. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”
“This is fucking sick,” Michelle said. “My father was murdered for this?” She was on her feet now, glowering at Tolloch. 
“Sit down, girl,” Tolloch said and made a small downward movement with his finger, sending Michelle slamming back down on the couch where she stayed this time.
Frank wanted to pull out the two Berettas beneath his jacket and empty them into Tolloch’s face, but he knew he would never get the chance. So he was forced to sit there while everyone carried on looking at the screen, like they were all there to watch the big game or something. 
Michelle was right. The whole thing was sick. Frank just didn’t know what he or Michelle was going to do about it, save teleporting back out of the suite again. If he was honest, he didn’t know what he hoped to achieve by landing blind in the vipers nest the way they did, with no plan and no real weapons to speak of. He just didn’t know what else to do at the time. If Rachel had been here she would have insisted that some kind of plan be in order before they made any kind of move, no matter how pressing the situation was. She always had a cool head when things were going to shit. Her calm under pressure in the past had been the only thing standing in the way of Frank’s sometimes rash behavior when under the same pressure. 
Generally, when the shit hit the fan, Frank ran blindly towards it. It was an instinct he had. Sometimes it worked, other times it nearly got him killed.
As he saw things now, he didn’t have any other choice, which is why he didn’t fight the rising instinct to go on the attack.
While Leland and Tolloch where half turned towards the bank of screens, smiling at the destruction being played out there by the giant winged demon with the long arrowhead tail, Frank slowly reached down and began pulling up the leg of his jeans, underneath which was the knife strapped to his ankle. Michelle noticed him doing it and after a second, she began to reach around behind her, to the knife strapped to her belt.
“Magnificent,” Leland was saying as he studied the screens. “How did you create such a creature of pure destruction, Tolloch?”
Frank rolled his eyes at Leland’s obvious sycophancy, his hand on the knife now as he slowly began to pull it out of the sheath.
“No one here could fathom what went into creating such an exquisite beast,” Tolloch said.
“Yes,” Leland said with a chuckle. “I’m not sure I would want to either.”
Frank’s knife was free from the sheath on his leg. Michelle had her knife held concealed against her thigh.
See you soon, Frank...
Michelle shot forward from the couch first, slammed her fist into the back of Leland’s head. Leland never saw it coming and he pitched forward and fell to the carpet with a loud thud.
By the time Frank made his move to get up, Tolloch had already backed off a few feet. The demon went for his Vader grip. Frank waited for the pressure around his neck, but it didn’t come.
A look of consternation came over Tolloch’s face as he intensified his efforts, his hand tensing up even more.
Behind him, Frank was aware of Michelle and Leland going at it, but he didn’t turn around. His focus was on the demon.
Tolloch’s bewilderment at his powers not working deepened. “What..?” he said, unable to understand why Frank’s neck wasn’t already crushed and broken.
Then Frank remembered what was inside his jacket. It was the only possible explanation as to why a demon as powerful as Tolloch had no influence over him. Frank opened his jacket to show Tolloch what was sticking out of the inside pocket.
Tolloch shook his head and dropped his arm, as if knowing the game was up. “Crafty,” he said, seemingly resigned to the fact that he had no power over Frank.
“It would have been if I had of knew it could do that,” Frank said. “But I didn’t. Either way, it’s unlucky for you, Tolloch.”
He charged towards the demon, intending to ram the knife straight into the demon’s chest, but just as he was only inches away from doing that, Tolloch suddenly disappeared and Frank ran on into the wall. “Fucker!” he said. He shook his head and looked over towards the steps near the double doors, where Michelle was on top of Leland, raining punches down on the man, screaming as she did so. 
Frank ran over and pulled her off Leland and this time she screamed at Frank. “What are you doing?” she yelled as Frank held her arms. “Let me go!”
“No!” Frank shouted. “We need him to tell us how to stop that thing out there.”
Michelle screamed again, but stopped struggling. “He fucking killed my father!”
“I know,” Frank said, still holding her, but not as tight. “I know. And he’ll get what’s coming to him, believe me. But we have to stop that monster up there before a lot more people get killed.”
After a few seconds, she relaxed in his grip. “Okay, you’re right. I’m fine.”
Frank let her go and she stood staring down at a near unconscious Leland Cunningham lying on the floor, his face bloodied, his suit torn and disheveled. It was the first time Frank had ever seen the man look anything other than impeccable. “Looking a little rough there, Leland,” he said. “Your friend Tolloch is gone, by the way. It’s just us now.”
Leland struggled to sit up and then started laughing.
“What’s so funny?” Michelle said, stepping towards him, looking she was going to kick the man’s head off.
“You two,” Leland said. “Thinking you’re still going to save the day.” He looked at Frank with a bloody smile and said, “Aramis conjuro te, angelus domini, et audierit vocem meam, ad te venio.”
It took Frank a second to realize the significance of the words Leland just said. Frank had only read the words in a book, many years ago. They certainly were not words he had ever uttered himself at any time, mainly because he wasn’t sanctioned to do so by the powers higher than him. And by powers higher than him, he meant Heaven.
For Leland had just summoned an angel. 
To summon an angel you not only needed the name of the angel, you also had to have permission from Heaven itself to use the words. Anyone who tried to summon an angel without permission would be punished by having ten years taken off their life. And if you only had ten years left, then you were dead. Leland was okay because he had permission to consort with the angels, being the head of the High Council. That was all he usually did though. Talk to them. Not summon them. Angels were forbidden from getting involved in human affairs except to advise certain people in certain matters. No direct influencing. Despite that, Frank doubted Leland would summon an angel at this time unless he wanted that angel to get directly involved in matters, i.e. by saving the man’s life.
All this was confirmed when a young guy in his late twenties, with longish blonde hair and blue eyes, suddenly appeared standing over Leland. “Hello, Leland,” he said while smiling coldly at Frank and Michelle. “Are these people getting in the way of our plans?”
“Aramis,” Leland said, getting to his feet, now bolstered by the angel’s presence. “Yes, they are.”
“Okay,” said Aramis. “Then I will kill them.”
The angel clicked his fingers and Michelle exploded on the spot.
 



 
 
CHAPTER 29
 
Frank stood aghast, Michelle’s blood and gore dripping off him. “No!” he said in horror.
“You should have listened to me, Frank,” Leland said. “Now you’ve gone and gotten the girl killed.”
Anger rose in Frank and he felt himself shake with rage. “You—” he growled, making to move towards Leland so he could finish what Michelle started, what he should have let her finish. Stupid! He should have let Michelle kill him.
“Ah-ah,” Aramis said and Frank froze against his will, unable to move a muscle anymore. He couldn’t even blink. All he could do was breathe and stare at Leland and the angel as they stood smugly looking at him.
Another death on your conscience, eh, Frank? Not to worry. Where you’re going, that doesn’t matter much. We don’t believe in conscience in Hell.
“I know you,” Aramis said, tilting his head at Frank. “You died once, if I’m not mistaken.”
Frank could only stare back at the angel.
“What?” Leland asked, his curiosity getting the better of him.
“This man died last year,” Aramis said. “Killed by a demon, isn’t that right?” He looked at Frank like he expected an answer. When he didn’t get one he smiled and carried on. “The woman brought him back. Made a deal with a crossroads demon. Her soul for his life.”
“Woman?” Leland said. “You mean Rachel?”
“That was her name, I believe,” the angel said.
Seems our little secret isn’t a secret anymore, Frank.
Leland was shaking his head. “Rachel traded her soul for your miserable life?” he said. He laughed. “I didn’t think she would be so stupid. We may not have agreed on much, but I always admired Rachel. A strong woman. Top notch soldier. I never understood what she saw in you, though Frank. She made the right choice in picking your brother. Dean may have turned his back on his duty, but he was still a better man than you.”
Frank’s blood boiled inside him as he strained to move but couldn’t. I’m going to fucking kill you, Leland, he thought, trying his best to communicate his intentions with his stare.
Leland laughed when he saw the rage in Frank’s eyes. “It must kill you, Frank, knowing Rachel is in Hell, all because of you.” He walked right up to him, pushing his face to within an inch of Frank’s. “I have my own little secret about Rachel, you know.”
Frank’s stomach churned.
No...
“I fucked her, Frank,” Leland whispered, then he looked straight into Frank’s eyes and smiled.
He’s lying Frank...
“She never told you that, I take it? She was only eighteen. Beautiful. Ripe for the taking. A real wild cat in the sack, I’ll always remember that about her.”
I’m going to rip your fucking heart out and eat it, Leland, Frank thought, hoping Leland could somehow hear what he was thinking. If Leland did hear somehow, he didn’t let on however. He turned away from Frank and said to the angel, “You can kill him now.”
If Frank could have closed his eyes, he would have. The only consolation about exploding into tiny pieces the way Michelle just did was that it was quick.
Aramis smiled that cold smile at him again.
Here we go, Frank thought. Finally, here we go...
Until a tall black man in a suit appeared right beside the angel, holding a large curved blade in his hand of a type Frank had never seen before. Frank’s eyes fixated on the coppery looking blade for a second, noticing the small gaps cut into the edge the whole way along, inside of which glowed a slit of bright bluish white light.
The angel who was about to kill Frank looked startled at the presence of the newcomer. “Bezekiel,” the angel said, the fear unmistakable in his voice.
He never got to utter another word before the tall black man with the bald head—another angel, Frank now realized—drove his blade forcefully into Aramis’s stomach, holding it there while the blonde angel seemed to vibrate at a rapid rate before exploding into nothing but blinding white light.
Finally able to move, Frank turned his head away from the light until it had dissipated, then he stood looking at the newly arrived angel. Leland stood staring also, all traces of his usual smug self-satisfaction gone, replaced by tremors of fear. Bezekiel glared at Leland, freezing him to the spot when he tried to backtrack. “I should kill you for what you’ve done, Watcher,” Bezekiel said.
“He’s no Watcher,” Frank said, wiping his hand across his face in an effort clean Michelle’s blood off. “He’s worse than any demon.”
Bezekiel, still holding Leland in place seemingly with no effort at all, not even a directed hand, looked at Frank. “It seems there was a mutiny of sorts in Heaven,” he said, the voice of his borrowed vessel deep and booming. “A few angels thought they could join forces with the other side and create their own playground of sorts here on earth. The others have been taken care off.” He turned to look at Leland again. “This Nephilim here instigated the whole thing. Planted the seeds of dissent amongst our ranks, isn’t that right, Watcher?”
Leland could speak, but that’s all he could do. “Don’t kill me,” he said. “I can tell you how to stop the demon.”
“I am forbidden from killing you,” Bezekiel said. “As much as I would like that very thing. You have betrayed your Watcher brethren, and the humans you were tasked with protecting. You deserve to die, and you will, but not at my hand.”
“Don’t worry, Leland,” Frank said. “I’m not forbidden from killing anybody.”
“I’m the only one who knows how to stop the demon,” Leland said. “You can’t kill me.”
“Explain how to stop this demon or I will insure you suffer for eternity when you do finally die,” Bezekiel said.
“Tell us now, Leland,” Frank said. “Do something to try and redeem your miserable soul.”
“Alright,” Leland said. “Can you let me go?”
Bezekiel released him from his grasp and Leland almost dropped to his knees.
“Talk,” Frank said, pointing his knife at Leland.
Leland nodded, looked like he didn’t want to say anything, but knew he had no choice. “If I tell you,” he said. “How do I know you won’t just kill me?”
“You don’t,” Frank said.
Leland looked at Bezekiel. “You have to promise to protect me. I’m the head of the Watcher High Council.”
Bezekiel, probably as deadly as it was possible for any angel to be, frowned and stepped towards Leland, towering over him as he looked down. “Your conceitedness disgusts me,” the angel said.
“Maybe, but let’s not forget your own kind were involved here as well,” Leland said. “None of this would have come about if it wasn’t for Aramis. He put things in motion when he contacted Tolloch.”
“Really? I’m told that was you,” Bezekiel said. “That you put all this in motion.”
Frank was losing patience. “Stop playing politician, Leland,” he said. “People are dying up there. Tell us what we need to know or I’ll kill you and figure it out myself. It’s what I’m good at, after all.”
Leland gave a heavy sigh and bowed his head in silence for a moment, then he looked up at Frank. “The Holy Lance,” he said resignedly.
“The Spear of Destiny?” Frank said. “What about it?”
“It’s the only thing that can kill the demon, unless you can persuade Tolloch to call his son off, which I doubt he would be agreeable to.”
“No one knows where that spear is,” Bezekiel said. 
“Leland does,” Frank said. “It’s in the vaults somewhere, right, Leland?”
“I came across it a decade ago,” Leland said. “Completely by chance. An old mage I knew had it in his possession for a long time. After the mage died, I looked through his things.”
“Pillaged the man’s stuff, you mean?” Frank said. “We all know you’re a relic hunter, Leland. You probably killed the guy yourself just to get his stuff.”
Leland gave Frank a tight smile. “Like I said, I came across it by chance. The spear can kill anything, no matter how powerful.”
“Where in the vault is it?” Frank asked, anxious now to get the spear so he could think about taking down the monster rampaging through the city above him.
“In my own private vault,” Leland said. “It’s protected by a retinal scanner. You’ll need me to open it for you.”
“That’s convenient,” Frank said, walking up to Leland and putting the knife to within an inch of the older man’s right eye, which was bloodshot from the beating he took from Michelle. “How about I just cut your eye out and open the vault myself?”
“Please, Frank,” Leland said. “Just take me down there. I’ll get you what you want.”
You’ll get me some of what I want, Frank thought. The rest of what I want will require putting a bullet in your head, Leland. “Alright, let’s go.”
“I’ll leave you to handle this,” Bezekiel said. “I have to be elsewhere now.”
“Seriously?” Frank said as he pulled Leland roughly up off his knees, a Beretta pointed at his head. “What could possibly be more pressing than this?”
“You would be surprised, Watcher,” the angel said. “We will talk again.”
Then Bezekiel disappeared into thin air, leaving only Frank and Leland in the room. “Looks like it’s just us now, Leland,” Frank said, trying to ignore the remnants of Michelle’s body splatted all over the floor and walls.
“Great,” Leland said.
“You make one move against me, and I’ll put a bullet in your brain. Got it?”
“I got it.”
“Good. Start walking.”
Leland walked slightly ahead of Frank while Frank kept the Beretta aimed at the man’s lower back. As Leland opened the double doors, Frank grabbed Leland’s arm and stuck the gun into the man’s side. He wasn’t all that worried about Leland trying anything. Leland knew when to play it safe, knew Frank wasn’t kidding about shooting him if he tried anything. What Frank was more worried about was the rest of the people in the Facility, most of whom Frank assumed were still loyal to the head of the High Council, as brainwashed as they probably were. He wasn’t sure how things would play out when he inevitably encountered them.
As it turned out, he didn’t have to wait too long to find out. As soon as Leland pulled open the doors of the suite, Frank saw the dozen or so armed guards standing just in the hallway, automatic weapons raised. “Stop!” one of the guards shouted. “Let him go!”
“Kill this traitor!” Leland shouted back.
Frank slid behind Leland to use the man as a shield, putting the Beretta to Leland’s temple. “Easy there, Leland,” he said, his eyes on the guards a few feet away. “I’ll blow your brains out before any one of them gets near me.”
“Stand down!” the male guard demanded. “Or we will kill you.”
“You don’t understand,” Frank shouted over Leland’s shoulder. “This man is the traitor, not me. He’s responsible for that demon wrecking the city up there.”
“I said stand down now!”
All of the guards moved forward a foot, their weapons fully cocked.
“You better fucking tell them, Leland or we’re both going to die here,” Frank said harshly into Leland’s ear. “That I can fucking guarantee you.” He pressed the nose of the gun hard into Leland’s temple.
“Alright, alright,” Leland said. “Stand down. That’s an order. Let us pass.”
“But sir,” the guard said.
“Do as I say, Watcher!” Leland commanded, effortless authority in his voice. The voice of a man used to people obeying his orders.
Frank prodded Leland with the gun. “Tell them why. Tell them you’re responsible.”
Leland hesitated until Frank pressed the gun into him again. “Everything that’s happening, it was all my doing.”
The guards looked confused now, but they all still held their weapons up. “Sir?” the lead guard said, whom Frank realized was barely twenty years of age. How easy it must have been for Leland to brainwash the trainees when they were all so young.
“I don’t have time to explain,” Leland said, not a trace of shame in his voice. “Just let us pass unhindered.”
“Order them out to the city,” Frank said. “All of them.”
Leland addressed the head guard. “Gather all the teams. Tell them to go topside. That’s an order.”
“Get up there and do your jobs,” Frank shouted. “People up there need your help.”
The guard looked at Leland again, still unsure and Leland balled at him, “You have your orders. Now go!”
Reluctantly, the guard nodded and then lowered his gun. After a moment, the rest of the guards lowered their weapons also. Then they all turned, looks of confusion still on their faces, and ran off down the hallway.
“Nicely done,” Frank said. “Anyone would think you were in charge here. Too bad you’re not anymore.”
“Screw you, Frank.”
“Just get moving.”
 



 
 
CHAPTER 30
 
Frank stuck to Leland like a sucker fish on a Great White Shark until they made it down to the vault. Along the way, they passed numerous personnel, many of them fully combat ready soldiers rushing to get topside to the city. No one gave them any trouble. Leland’s orders had obviously travelled fast. One thing about Leland, he ran a tight ship, kept a good reign on the Facility and its personnel. When he gave orders, they were carried out immediately without question. Although no one tried to apprehend them, everyone gave them concerned and puzzled looks as they passed down the corridor towards the elevator that would take them down to the vault. No one knew what to make of the situation. Some of the personnel knew of Frank and his reputation, knew he wasn’t doing what he was doing without good reason. They also knew about Leland’s confession, but Frank was sure most of them thought Leland said what he said because he had a gun pointed to his head. It would be inconceivable to most of the people in the Facility that their supreme leader was somehow the instigator of all the terrible atrocities that had been committed against the city and its people of late. Still, orders were orders, and everyone obeyed them by allowing Frank to walk Leland at gunpoint to the elevator. Inside the elevator, Leland used a key card to take them down to the bottom floor, which only selected personnel could access. The elevator doors opened right into the vault.
Frank himself had never been to the vault before, so he was shocked to see that the vault wasn’t the steel cave he expected, but more like a massive warehouse filled with floor to ceiling shelving units, on which were stacked endless amounts of wooden crates, all them marked with some kind of alphanumeric identification code. “Holy shit,” Frank said, walking behind Leland into the vault. “Not what I was expecting.”
“This place represents only a fraction of what the Council possesses in terms of relics and artifacts,” Leland said like he was suddenly a tour guide. “We have many other secret vaults around the world.”
“But let me guess,” Frank said. “All the really good stuff is kept here, right? Under your watchful eye.”
Leland glanced briefly over his shoulder at Frank as they walked down one of the aisles. “Something like that. My personal collection is in the back.”
As Frank walked behind Leland, the gun pointed towards the older man’s back, he asked, “Why’d you do it, Leland? Why reek all this havoc, all this death? Tell me it wasn’t just for power and personal gain.”
Leland stopped and turned slowly around. “You’ll never understand, Frank,” he said. “Men like you don’t know what it means to want greatness. You’re just content being a drone, happy in the shadows, tramping through filth every day of your life. You don’t know what real power is, or what it is to want it. To need it.”
“You always were a pretentious prick, Leland,” Frank said. “A greedy son of a bitch out for his own gain. Some of us actually help people from time to time.”
Leland laughed derisively. “Don’t make me laugh, Frank. You’re in it for yourself as much as anyone else. You love the hunt. You love the killing. You’re fooling no one with your self-righteous act. Being a Watcher is about you, not the people you think you’re helping by putting down a few demons.”
Well, he’s got you there, Frank. Come to think of it, he’s got us both.
“I don’t hurt innocent people.”
“What about those two kids Rachel left behind? What about your brother, Frank?”
Frank stepped forward and put the gun to Leland’s head. “Fuck you!” he snarled. “I didn’t ask to be brought back!”
A slight smile creased Leland’s lips. Despite the gun to his head, the bastard was enjoying himself still. “Maybe not, but don’t tell me Dean wouldn’t be alive today, being a father to his kids, a husband to his wife, if you had of stayed away from Rachel. She was married, Frank. She told me herself, after you wouldn’t leave her alone, that you would drag her down eventually. And you did, Frank, you dragged her down to Hell—”
“Fuck you!” Frank spat and pressed the gun so hard into Leland’s head that the older man stumbled back into the shelves behind him, banging the back of his head on one of the wooden crates.
“The truth hurts, Frank,” Leland said, his face creased up in discomfort from the gun pressing into his head. “You couldn’t help yourself any more than I could. That’s what I’m trying to tell you. We do what we do and that’s that.”
Frank stared at Leland for a long time, sorely tempted to blow the man’s brains out there and then. It was only through remembering why he was down there with Leland in the first place that he relaxed somewhat, let his temper subside for the sake of the mission he was now on. He moved the gun from Leland’s head and took a step back. “Move.”
Looking almost disappointed, Leland gave a slight nod and started walking down the aisle again.
After a few more minutes of silent walking, they came to a large square room that looked to be made entirely out of steel, like a giant safe with an electronic door in the center. Leland walked up to the door and leaned his head in towards the retinal scanner by the side of it. “Leland Cunningham,” he said.
“Voice recognition too,” Frank said. “You were taking no chances.”
“Not with the items inside here, no.”
The door slid open a moment later. “Inside, and don’t go getting any ideas when you’re in there, you hear me?”
“I know,” Leland said. “You’ll shoot me.”
“No,” Frank said. “I’ll kill you.”
When the door slid shut behind him, Frank noticed the temperature inside the vault was different to that of the main vault. Slightly warmer. Obviously the climate inside was carefully controlled to preserve the many fragile and not to say priceless artifacts on display throughout the room. As he followed Leland through the vault, he couldn’t help but look in awe at the items displayed on different sized podiums and inside glass cases. The room was filled with swords, daggers, amulets and even items of armor like helmets and breastplates. Many of the items looked rare and precious, but some others didn’t, seeming almost too innocuous to be of any value, like a piece of broken stick with a few carvings made into it. Frank couldn’t help himself. “What’s the stick for?”
“The stick as you call it, was originally part of Moses’ staff,” Leland said, walking past it like he had seen it a hundred times before.
“And the big rock over there?”
“Honestly, Frank, you’re like a kid in a museum. That’s the rock that David used to kill Goliath.”
Frank shook his head. “I dread to think how much blood you spilled to get this stuff.”
“More than you’ll ever know.”
I’ll bet, Frank thought. His grace was vibrating in him from all the power in the room. It was palpable as he walked through it. No doubt Leland had spent many hours in this place, drinking in all that power, becoming intoxicated by it while he dreamed up his plans for world domination. Frank could almost see how anyone could be driven to think such things in the presence of so much raw magical energy. Almost.
“This is it.” Leland had stopped near the back of the vault, beside a long podium on which lay a nondescript looking spear. The tip of the spear was about a foot long, made of iron that had been dulled to an almost black color over the centuries. The shaft, however, looked relatively new in comparison, just a six foot long length of wood. “Only the head of the spear remained when I found it. I attached the shaft myself. It’s only the head of the spear that matters anyway.”
“Step away,” Frank said, waiting until Leland had stepped a few feet back from the podium. Still holding the gun on Leland, Frank reached down and took hold of the Spear of Destiny, unable to keep from feeling awed that he was actually holding it in his hands. He wasn’t about to get all misty eyed about the spear’s origins or what it was used for, but its power was undeniable. It positively flowed into his hand, up his arm and through his body, almost like a mild electric current that made him feel strong and full of intent to use the spear on the demon. 
He was so taken with the powerful energy of the spear in fact, that he completely forgot about Leland. When he turned around to see where the other man was, it was too late. Leland had swiped what looked like a large blue crystal from a nearby podium and was swinging the grapefruit sized crystal towards Frank’s head. Before Frank could even think about getting a hand up in defense, the hard crystal bashed into his temple, causing him to stagger back into the podium on which the spear had been resting. The podium crashed to the floor along with Frank, who fell into unconsciousness a second later, but not before he heard Leland say, “Some of these days you will learn not to fuck with me, Frank...”
 
Frank came to on the floor of the vault with a groan, his vision blurred and his head feeling like it had been caved in on one side. He managed to get to his knees and when he did he put a hand to his head where Leland had brained him with the crystal. His hand came away wet with blood. “Fuck,” he groaned. 
With all the head trauma he’d received recently, it was a wonder he hadn’t sustained permanent brain damage yet. As bad as his head hurt though, and as pissed as he was about allowing Leland to get the jump on him the way he did, that paled in comparison to the dreaded realization that Leland had made off with the Spear of Destiny, the only thing capable of stopping the demon monster tearing through the city at present. 
“Motherfucker!” he shouted, then got to his feet unsteadily, staggered through the fault towards the door which he knew before he even got there would be sealed. Which it was. “Fuck you, Leland!” He slammed his fist against the steel door, its solidness helping to add to the growing hopelessness of his situation. He was at least a few hundred feet below ground, stuck in a vault within a vault that no one could access, but Leland Cunningham, and Frank doubted Leland would be coming any time soon to let him out.
A horrible thought made him reach inside his jacket: What if Leland took the feather as well?
Frank breathed a sigh of relief when he felt the feather inside his jacket still. This was quickly followed by a pang of guilt and shame for being more concerned about the feather than about the fact that he had lost the one thing that could have saved the city from going to hell.
Christ Frank, you don’t half get yourself into some bad situations do you? What the hell are you going to do now, huh? Call for help?
“Surely not,” he said as he took his cell phone from out of his pocket. The smashed screen lit up but he couldn’t even see if the phone was receiving a signal. Only one way to find out. He rang Eva’s number. An automated voice told him there was currently no reception. “Fuck!” he threw the phone at one of the metal walls and what was left of it smashed into bits. Probably not the best idea to smash up the only possible chance he had of contacting anyone to come save him, but his anger and frustration got the best of him. Story of my life, he thought.
Now, now, Frank. Something will come to you.
“Fuck you, Rachel. You’re not even here.”
He closed his eyes and shook his head after he said that.
Just keep it together, will you? Start thinking.
“Alright.”
Opening the door somehow was a no go. He knew next to nothing about electronics and a high tech door like the one Leland had installed wasn’t meant to be hacked in any way, so that idea was out.
He turned around and looked across the vault at the items on display there. Maybe there was something that he could use to somehow get out of this room. 
He slowly made his way through the vault, looking at each artifact in turn, evaluating its properties, wondering if it had the power to help him somehow. He came across two old guns that he thought maybe would be powerful enough to blow the door open, but upon closer inspection he discovered they were not even loaded. The disappointment continued as he looked at more artifacts, none of them seeming to offer much help, or if they did, he didn’t know how to figure out how they could.
He was fucked. Might as well admit it. He wasn’t getting out of that vault. Maybe never.
His total dejection made him all the more surprised when he turned around to look over each of the artifacts for a second time and to suddenly see a dark figure standing down by the door. He raised his gun. “Don’t move!”
“It’s Sandra,” the person said. “We met earlier, remember?”
Sandra? He thought. How did she get in here?
He walked towards her, his gun still half raised. “How did you get in here?”
“I teleported, of course,” Sandra said. She was still dressed in her black guard’s uniform, still looking a teenager roleplaying at some comic convention, or at least that’s what she reminded him off. Compared to Michelle, Sandra didn’t look as convincing, but that may just have been her lack of experience showing through. Either way, Frank was glad to see her.
“How did you know I was in here?” he asked, not putting his gun away just yet, despite the fact that Sandra’s gun was holstered.
Sandra shrugged. “Something told me to come down here. Instinct, I guess. I stole a keycard from the Commander’s suite. Then I came across the Commander himself outside here.”
“Wait. You saw Leland? Where is he?”
“Outside,” Sandra said, nodding towards the door. “Handcuffed to the shelves.”
Frank could have kissed her. “How did you know to stop him?”
“I saw him rushing away with that spear in his hand. Figured he was up to no good, especially since you weren’t with him.”
“You did the right thing,” Frank said. “That spear is the only thing that’s going to stop that demon up there.”
“Thank Michelle,” she said. “I knew she wouldn’t lie to me. She looked after me and a lot of the other trainees in here.” She looked past Frank and frowned. “Where is she? I thought she was in here with you.”
Frank sighed, suddenly conscious of the fact that he still had Michelle’s blood all over him. “I’m sorry,” he said. “Michelle is dead.”
The girl stared back at him and shook her head. She looked like she was going to cry for a second, but she held it together. “I don’t understand. How?”
“One of Leland’s angel buddies.” Frank put his gun away and walked close to her, put a hand on her shoulder. “I know this is all hard for you to take in, but you can honor Michelle’s memory by helping me stop that demon up there and saving this city from going to hell. Do you think you can do that?”
Sandra nodded, tight lipped. “I still have to do my duty.”
“Good girl. Now teleport us out of this vault.”
A second later they were in the bigger vault or warehouse or whatever it was, and they were standing over Leland Cunningham, who was sitting on the floor, his hands behind his back, handcuffed to one of the metal bars of the shelving units. Frank was glad to see the spear lying on the floor a few feet from him and he went and picked it up. “Well, Leland,” Frank said, not even trying to disguise the smugness he felt at seeing the former Commander cuffed on the floor. “Looks like things didn’t work out for you after all.”
Leland scowled up at him. “Screw you, Frank. Nothing’s changed. I’m not the only one behind all this, you know. Tolloch will make sure things proceed as planned.”
“Not if I can help it. Once I kill that monster up there, I’m going after Tolloch.”
“Then you will die.”
“We’ll see. I’ll be back for you, Leland, once this is all over and I figure out what to do with your scheming ass. I’m sure you’ll be fine down here until I get back. I doubt you’ll be disturbed.”
Leland tugged at his handcuffs. “You can’t just leave me here.”
“I already have.”
 



 
CHAPTER 31
 
When they left the Facility and were out the front of the Masonic Temple, Frank and Sandra stood for a moment while they listened to the monstrous growling and screeching noises echoing across the city—the sound of the black demon causing mayhem, underscored by the screams of the city dwellers, the humans and supernaturals alike. It was doubtful the demon was too picky about who it killed. Likely anyone or anything that got in its way.
The blood had drained from Sandra’s face. “Oh my God...” she said, horrified by the sounds the demon was making. They couldn’t see the creature, but it didn’t sound too far away.
Frank took his phone out and called Eva, surprised when she answered so quickly. “Eva, where are you?” he said.
“Where the hell have you been more like?” she asked back, the sounds of screaming and the roars of the demon coming down the phone. She sounded closer to the creature than they were.
“I’ve been busy. Tell me where you are. I’ll come to you.”
“At the moment, on top of a parking garage trying to figure out how to stop the demon monstrosity tearing up the city.”
“I can help you there,” he said. “Which parking garage are you on?”
She told him where she was and he said he would be there in a moment, hanging up before she could ask how. “I hope you have power left,” he said to Sandra. “Enough for one more teleport?”
“I’m good,” Sandra said. “Where to?”
Frank told her the parking garage where Eva was and she grabbed his arm. A second later they were on the roof, the sounds of the demon and the screaming below them much louder now. 
Frank spotted Eva standing by the edge of the rooftop, and beyond her, hovering in the dark night sky a few hundred feet away between two buildings, was the demon. The center of its chest was glowing a bright orange color, like there was a huge hole filled with energy there. As Frank watched, a large ball of that energy exploded from the demon’s chest and headed straight down to the city streets below, causing cars and buildings to blow up when it impacted. Frank shook his head and ran towards Eva, Sandra right beside him. “Eva!” he shouted.
Eva turned around in surprise. “How did you get here so quick?” she asked.
“Sandra here is a teleporter,” Frank said, his eyes back to the demon again. It looked mind crushingly monstrous, every part of it designed to instill fear and cause destruction. Frank couldn’t help but question his chances of stopping the thing. 
“You teleported?” Eva said, looking at Sandra. “That’s part of the training now?”
Sandra only nodded. She was too busy fixating on the demon ahead of them.
“Things have really turned to shit, haven’t they?” Frank said.
“No kidding,” Eva said. “I just watched that thing take out two Black Hawk helicopters, and that was after taking everything they could throw at it without a scratch.” She frowned at the spear in Frank’s hand. “What’s with the spear? Don’t tell me that’s how you intend to stop that thing out there.”
“It’s the only thing that will stop it,” Frank said. “According to Leland, anyway.”
“You went back to the Facility? Why didn’t you call me?”
“I thought it was safer not to. I’ll explain everything, alright? We need to figure out a way to get close to that demon first.”
Eva nodded to Sandra. “Your girl here can teleport, right? She can get us close.”
Sandra stared back at the two of them. “I’ll do my best.”
An explosion near the parking garage rocked the foundations of the building and for a second Frank thought the whole garage would collapse under them. “Your best will have to do.”
The demon had its back turned to them now as it started to fly towards the east side of the city, emitting balls of destructive energy as it went, roaring at the people still left on the streets, black smoke rising up around it, its thick steel cable of a tail swishing behind it. The way it moved through the night, it was like the ultimate nightmare swimming through a dark subconscious, its very presence enough to petrify. Frank stared after it, wondered how he was ever going to get the Spear of Destiny into that thing. The demon’s hide looked so thick, Frank also wondered if the spear would even penetrate it. He turned to Eva. “We need a plan.”
“You mean beyond that spear just finding its mark?” she said. “What is its mark, by the way? Where do you have to pierce the demon?”
Frank shook his head. “Head or chest, I’d imagine. Leland didn’t say.”
“Of course not.”
“I have an idea,” Sandra said.
They both looked at her. “Go on,” Frank said.
“I can try to teleport straight on to the demon’s back. It’s the only way to insure the spear goes in. You’ll only have one shot.”
Frank and Eva stayed silent for a moment. In the background, more explosions, more inhuman screeches and hellish growls. More human screaming. “Well,” Frank said. “You’re right about only having one shot at this. Assuming I get a proper vantage point to throw the spear from, I can’t be certain it will hit its mark.”
“It’s the Spear of Destiny,” Eva said. “You would think it would always find its mark.”
“Maybe. Are we willing to take that chance?”
Eva said nothing. She looked at Sandra. “How certain are you of landing on that thing’s back?”
“Fairly certain,” Sandra said after a moment’s hesitation. “That’s the best I can give you. Sorry.”
“No time to be sorry,” Frank said, gripping the spear in both hands, taking some comfort from the power that flowed through it. “Eva, unless you have a better plan, we go with Sandra’s.”
Eva shook her head. “I don’t.”
“Then it looks like we’re going on a fun ride,” Frank said. “Eva, I need you on the ground, in case something goes wrong. It’ll be up to you then.”
“Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that.”
“Sandra,” he said. “Once you get me on that thing, you get straight off again. No sense in us both getting killed.”
“Don’t talk like that,” Eva said, for the first time a look of worry on her face.
“We’ll teleport you to the top of the closest building first,” Frank said. “Do you have a spell that could possibly hold that thing in place? I don’t fancy no joyride through the skies on the back of that thing.”
“Maybe,” Eva said. “That thing is so big though...I don’t know.”
“Try anyway,” Frank said, for the first time feelings of terror beginning to mix with his adrenaline and bad grace. Now he knew how Ahab felt before confronting Moby Dick, only Moby Dick didn’t shoot energy balls out of its chest. “We ready?”
Sandra nodded. So did Eva.
“Okay then,” Frank said as they all held hands. “Let’s harpoon us a demon.”
 



 
 
CHAPTER 32
 
The demon had swam through the smoke filled skies towards the northern part of the city, a place that was mostly apartment buildings and residential dwellings, and which therefore housed a large concentration of the city’s population. When Sandra put the three of them down atop the roof of a high rise building, the demon was hovering over the streets below, about fifty yards away, a ball of destructive energy building up in its glowing underside, about to be unleashed on the houses and apartment buildings underneath. The black horned head of the giant demon was facing down towards its intended target. It hadn’t noticed the three of them on the rooftop, at a height roughly level with it. The high pitched sound of gathering energy coming from the demon was ear splitting. “Alright Eva,” Frank shouted. “Try and hold that thing in place before I go on its back.”
Eva went to the edge of the building and held out her arms as she began to recite the words of whatever spell she was going to use to try and hold the demon in place. She almost had to scream to be heard over the cacophony of sounds swirling around them. As she recited the spell, the energy building in the demon’s chest began to flash faster and faster. A second later a huge flash of light emitted and then a massive ball of sheer energy exploded from the demon, shooting straight down to the streets below, causing a massive explosion, sending bricks and mortar flying up into the air, decimating every building below it and all the people in them.
Fuck, Frank thought. This thing is going to wipe out the whole damn city if we don’t stop it. 
He looked at Sandra, who was standing beside him as she stared in horror at the all too close demon. Her face could no longer hide the terror she was obviously feeling. “You can do this, Sandra!” Frank shouted at her. “Michelle had faith in you. So do I.”
The young girl could only nod in response, unable to even speak. Frank doubted she had ever been in the field before now. Nothing like a baptism of fire to gain some experience. After this was over—if they all held on to their lives—everyday missions would pale in comparison for her.
Eva was thrusting her arms towards the demon hovering in the dark skies ahead of her, putting every ounce of intent she could muster into the spell.
Then the demon turned its head to look across at them for the first time, its huge expansive wings or fins or whatever they were, undulating slowly as it held itself in the air. As it looked across, it was the first time Frank had seen its face up close, not since he first saw the creature on the TV screens back in Leland’s suite. Seeing its wholly black face now, its eyes burning red, it looked even more terrifying in real life. Everything about the demon was wrong, the way it looked, how grotesque and utterly bizarre it was. It didn’t belong in this world and Frank was determined to kill it, or at least send it back where it came from.
Eva shouted over her shoulder. “Go! I don’t know how long I can hold this thing!”
Frank grabbed Sandra’s arm. “We need to go now!”
Eyes wide with fear, Sandra nodded, unable to speak.
“Remember,” Frank said. “Once you get me on there, you get straight off again. Got it?”
“Got it,” she croaked.
Frank steeled himself for the teleport. He was ready to do or die.
Then a figure appeared in front of him out of nowhere and he felt a hard impact on his chest, an impact that took him off his feet and sent him flying back to land on the rooftop again with a hard thud. All he could do was lay there as he struggled to get a breath. It felt like a sledgehammer had caved in his chest. As he groaned in agony he noticed Sandra flying back through the air as well, like something had thrown her across the rooftop. Frank heard her land behind him somewhere, crying out when she hit the hard surface of the rooftop. What the fuck? he asked himself.
Just as he managed to sit up, holding his chest, Frank saw the cause of his pain standing not far away on the rooftop.
Tolloch.
The demon stood calmly and looked at Frank. Eva was still using her powers to hold Tolloch’s offspring in place and she hadn’t yet noticed Tolloch not far behind her. 
Tolloch smiled at Frank and thrust an arm out behind him.
“No!” Frank cried, but it was too late. An invisible force hit Eva in the back and sent her flying forward off the top of the roof. She screamed and disappeared from view a second later. Frank scrambled to his feet, forgetting about the Spear of Destiny and running past Tolloch to the edge of the rooftop. He looked down, but couldn’t see any sign of Eva below. Too much smoke and too dark to see where she even landed. It was five stories up. No way she survived that fall.
Released from Eva’s hold, the spawn of Tolloch roared into the night sky, as much an acknowledgement of its creator who had come to protect it as anything else.
Frank let a guttural roar escape from him. He reached down and took his knife out, then went charging towards Tolloch. A second before he reached the demon, Tolloch disappeared and reappeared again, now behind Frank, punched Frank hard in the center of the back. Frank arched forward and fell to the ground, losing his grip on the knife, the knife skidding away from him. He lay there, dazed, afraid that his spine was now snapped. Then he heard Tolloch’s voice behind him. “Did you really think I would let you kill my greatest creation?” he said. “My son of destruction?”
Frank didn’t answer. He could only think of Eva, of how she had probably died from the fall. 
Another one bites the dust, eh, Frank? You might as well let this demon kill you, spare yourself the agony of living...
“You were foolish to think you could stop things,” Tolloch said. Frank felt a weight on the back of his neck. Tolloch’s foot, pressing down hard. “That feather in your jacket will do nothing to protect you now. I’m going to break your neck.” His foot pressed harder, pushing Frank’s face into the concrete. Frank tried to struggle, but he could hardly move.
Don’t fight it, Frank. Let him do it. At least it will be quick...
“No!” he said.
“What’s that?” Tolloch asked. “No? I’m afraid yes...”
The pressure on Frank’s neck increased and he closed his eyes, awaiting the inevitable snap, the instant blackness.
But it didn’t come. Instead, he heard a cry of pain and utter despair, and the pressure was released from his neck altogether. Frank rolled over on to this back to see Tolloch standing there, amber light beginning to pour from his eyes and mouth, his whole body shaking like it was about to explode. Then the demon fell to his knees as the light leakage increased, his insides now a newly opened portal to Hell, sucking his spirit back to the depths.
Sandra stood behind Tolloch, her Watcher knife in her hand. She reached out her free hand towards Frank. “We still have a monster to stop,” she said, her face all steely determination now.
Frank felt himself bolstered by her bravery and commitment to the mission. Despite wanting to run to the ground below to look for Eva, he took Sandra’s hand and painfully got to his feet while Tolloch’s meat suit bucked and smoldered on the rooftop. “Fuck you asshole,” Frank said and spat on the demon’s remains.
Just then there was a massively loud roar from Tolloch’s offspring. Its daddy was dead and it wasn’t happy. The giant demon hovered almost vertically in the air, its face a mask of demonic rage. Frank knew if he didn’t stop the thing it wouldn’t rest until it had destroyed not only the city, but the entire world, if only out of revenge for them killing its creator. It was gliding towards them, its underbelly exposed, whatever destructive energy it created within itself beginning to build up again, the orange light pulsating and increasing in brightness as it drew closer to them. “The spear!” Frank said. “Or that thing’s going to blow us to hell!”
Sandra ran past him and retrieved the spear, handing it to him when she brought it back. “Are you okay to do this?” she asked, glancing fearfully at the approaching demon in the sky.
Frank took the spear, wincing at the pain in his back and chest. Tolloch had cracked his sternum, he was sure of it. “Stand back,” he told Sandra and she stood just behind him while he held the spear for a moment, feeling its power. If he was a religious man, he would have uttered a silent prayer right then, but he wasn’t. Instead, he thought of Eva, forced himself to hold on to the likely false belief that she was still alive and that she needed him, needed him to save her...
The demon was almost at the edge of the building they were on, it’s colossal form a dark shadow, in the center of which was the rapidly pulsating energy.
“Do it now, Frank!” Sandra screamed from behind him.
Frank readied the spear as the demon’s energy seemed to pull inside itself, like it was getting ready to shoot it out with terrific force, destroying the building and everything on it, Frank and Sandra included.
Now or never, Frank...
He reared back as the demon’s burning red eyes locked on to him. It knew something wasn’t right. The buzzing of the energy in the demon’s underside reached a constant high pitch, a single monotone that signified the explosion was about to happen.
With all his might, Frank launched the Spear of Destiny at the demon before him, like David launching the stone at Goliath.
Then all he could do was watch as the spear shot through the air towards the demon, heading for the mass of energy on its underside.
The demon roared as the spear disappeared inside the mass of orange energy.
And then nothing.
The spear was swallowed up and the demon was still hovering in the air, a look of defiance on its face now.
“No,” Frank said, shaking his head.
And then it happened.
The demon seemed to lurch, a look of confusion coming over its face.
The energy at its center seemed to get sucked back into itself, like it had somehow been reversed and was now turning on the vessel that wielded it. As the demon roared and reeled in the air, powerless to stop what was happening, its own energy beginning to consume it from within, Frank turned and grabbed Sandra by the arm. “Run!”
They ran all the way across the rooftop and crouched down at the far end, behind an air conditioning unit. A second later there was an explosion of blinding orange light, followed by a rush of mighty wind that blew all around them. Over it all, the demon roared one final time and then everything died down to a stop. 
When they next looked the demon was gone, nothing but a few sparks of orange light hanging in the night air, like the demon itself had never even been there in the first place.
Frank barely gave himself time to breathe a sigh of relief. “Eva,” he said and ran towards the door on the rooftop.
 



 
 
CHAPTER 33
 
It didn’t occur to him until he was halfway down the stairs of the building that Sandra could have teleported him to the ground instantly. He wasn’t for stopping though, not even when Sandra, trying to keep up behind him, suggested it. He just knew he had to keep running to save Eva, as irrational as that was.
When he burst out the front door of the building, he stopped, overcome with the devastation all around him. It was like a city that had been bombed in WW2, with smoke everywhere, fallen debris, massive craters in the road where the demon’s energy balls had impacted.
And bodies.
A lot of bodies. Twisted. Broken. Bloody. 
He stood shaking his head for a moment, Sandra now beside him. “My god...” she said.
Frank forced himself to look away from the human remains scattered all over the place. Did his best to block out the moans of the injured and barely alive, trapped in their cars, under rubble, or just lying there bleeding out from missing limbs and massive injuries. 
The only person he was bent on helping at that moment was Eva, the one person left in the world that he could even come close to connecting with.
You better hope she’s alive, Frank.
“She is,” he said.
“What?” Sandra asked.
Frank barely heard her. He was running around the side of the building to where Eva had fallen. A city bus full of people was lying on its side against the sidewalk, smoke still pouring from the engine, the people inside the bus all dead it seemed. No one was moving anyway.
Not even the person who lay splayed out on top of the bus, one leg dangling down through a broken window. 
Frank stopped and stared hard.
Eva.
He shouted her name as he ran to the bus and climbed up on top of it. Eva lay motionless, blood pooled out around her head. For a second, all Frank could do was look at her, afraid to check her just in case she was dead. “Oh God,” he said, a hand over his mouth. When he got a grip of himself, he bent down to check for a pulse. 
It was there, but faint. Too faint. “Sandra!” 
Sandra appeared on top of the bus a second later. “Is she alive?”
“Barely,” he said. “We need to pump her full of grace. Get over here.”
Sandra bent down beside him and placed both her hands on Eva’s chest. Frank put his own hands on either side of Eva’s head. They both concentrated as bluish energy formed out of their hands and transferred into Eva. A moment later, Sandra removed her hands. “Sorry, I’m done. All that teleporting drained me pretty good.”
Frank nodded and kept his hands on Eva’s head until every drop of his grace had gone into her. Then he removed his hands and waited. After another moment there was still no movement from Eva. Sandra kept looking at him, afraid to say what she was thinking. 
Too late, Frank...
“No!” he said. “Come on, Eva. Fucking wake up!”
Eva’s eyes flung open and she took in a sharp intake of breath, like she had just surfaced from underwater.
“Oh, thank god,” Frank said.
Eva blinked a few times, then said, “I hope you killed that demon fucker...”
“Both of them,” Frank said. “Sandra put Tolloch on the elevator.”
Eva smiled at her. “I hope it felt good.”
“It did,” Sandra said, looking as relieved at Frank to see Eva alive.
“So,” Eva said, sitting up slowly. “You think there’s any bars left open in this goddamn ruin of a city?”
 



 
 
CHAPTER 34
 
It didn’t take long for the military and city authorities to move back into the city to try and restore some kind of order, and to start the monumental task of cleaning the place up. When Frank and Eva were walking back to her place—having left Sandra, who had gone back to the Facility to see what was happening there—they noticed most of the supernaturals had gone to ground again. Vampires and werewolves were no longer wandering the streets openly. Half of them probably didn’t even know what the real deal was, just that it was somehow okay for them to call open season on humans and the city itself. With the fall of Tolloch’s demon son and the presence of teams of Watcher’s on the streets—who blended in with all the other uniforms swarming the streets—most of the supernaturals got the message that party time was over and went back to whatever lair they normally hung out in.
Frank hung around at Eva’s for a while, just to make sure she was okay, which she seemed to be. He felt guilty about wanting to call Lucas the whole time, to arrange a meeting. It wasn’t lost on Frank that he was going to great lengths to save a woman who probably didn’t care about him as much as she used to, while he was also choosing to hold back from Eva, who really did care about him and who would have started something with him if he had asked her to. He didn’t want to do that to her though. Didn’t want to risk hurting her, which he inevitably would when she realized that a ghost meant more to him than anyone alive. 
They watched the various news reports on TV while they sat and drank whiskey. The media were showing footage of the demon rampaging through the city, seemingly on a loop while reporters spoke over it via live and studio feeds. They even had footage of the demon’s final demise, showing the colossal beast go from almost pure black to looking like it was being struck by orange lightening over and over again, its own energy imploding inside it, the Spear of Destiny transferring its own destructive power into the beast. Then it explodes in a massive ball of light and disappears like it was never there. Thankfully, it was too dark and too smoky to make out Frank and Sandra standing on top of the building near the demon.
“Nice job,” Eva said. “Lucky for you, no one can see your face or you would have the world looking for the demon slayer.”
Frank snorted. “That’s a laugh, especially considering the bullshit they’re trying to feed people here.”
A consensus was slowly spreading across the media stations that the huge black flying beast that destroyed half the city and its inhabitants wasn’t in fact a demon or anything of the sort, nor was it even alive. Such notions would be painfully ridiculous, the TV people said, going to great lengths to emphasize that point. The line they were now feeding people was that the demon was in fact a creation of terrorists—a giant robot, similar to a Stealth Bomber, but much bigger. People saw it as alive because the terrorists had also pumped a powerful hallucinogen into the city’s water supply, which would explain the many reports of people seeing monsters on the streets.
“Are you hearing this shit?” Frank said, shaking his head.
“I’m afraid so,” Eva said. “Looks like the government has started its cover up operation already. They’ll not rest until every piece of footage has gone from public view.”
“As always.”
“Had to happen, I suppose.”
“You agree with it?”
“Of course not. But at the same time, people are not ready for the truth.” She refilled their glasses with the bottle on the coffee table. “You know that. That’s why we are here, right? To protect them from the truth. From themselves if they ever found out they lived with monsters in their midst. It’s just how it has always been.”
They talked as well about the future of the Facility and the Watcher High Council. If the Council was to continue, new members would have to be voted in, as all the old ones were dead. Frank saw the need for the Facility and the training it offered. If it managed to mold soldiers like Michelle and Sandra, then it was worth keeping. The politics would have to change though, if not go altogether. Not that it was any of Frank’s concern, as he had operated outside of the Council for years now, and would continue to do so. Maybe Sandra would step up, help organize things. She was young and still inexperienced, but from what Frank had seen, she was leader material and deserved a shot as much as anyone else. If Michelle were still alive, he would have said she was the only candidate to take over, but she wasn’t alive, and for that he was still deeply sorry. He had liked her, especially as she was Jack’s daughter. Somehow, he felt like he had let Jack down by not protecting her better, despite the fact that there was nothing he could have done to save her. Still, her death weighed heavy on him.
After several more drinks, Frank left Eva, told her he was going to pick up his car where he had left it near the cabin. When he got outside, he took out his phone and called Lucas. “It’s me,” he said when Lucas answered. “Time for you to honor our agreement. Come meet me. I need a lift to my car.”
 
Lucas teleported himself and Frank to the spot where Frank had left his car on the side of the road. He was relieved to see the Chevy still there and untouched. The three skinned soldiers still lay undiscovered in the middle of the road. “Nice,” said Lucas. “When are some demons going to get that this isn’t Hell?”
“Probably never,” Frank said. He took the feather from inside his jacket, amazed that it hadn’t been lost or irreparably damaged since he had first taken possession of it. As the feather had saved his life probably twice against Tolloch, he was almost loathe to hand it over. He watched Lucas as the demon’s eyes locked on to it, a slow smile coming across the demon’s face. “Tell me what I need to know. Then you can have the feather.”
Lucas nodded. “I’ll tell you what you want to know,” he said. “But I don’t think you’re going to want to hear it.”
Frank sighed and shook his head.
Doesn’t sound good, Frank.
“Tell me,” he said.
********************************************************
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