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Chapter One

“Awakening”

As  my body lay  there  in  the  darkness,  bloody and 
broken, the soft rain was dripping down the walls of the 
alleyway  and  over  my  shattered  form.  I  lay  there 
motionless, unaware of my surroundings. It was dark and 
I was alone, unsure of where I was. Deafening thunder 
broke like a thousand explosions igniting at once in the 
distance.  The  only  thing  that  lit  the  shadows  was  the 
scattered lightning that seemed to dance across the empty 
backdrop of the sky. I remember waking in shock as it 
felt like my mind itself was being ripped from my very 
being. Pain coursed through my entire body and I felt as 
if I had been on fire. I was unsure of what was happening 
and the  pain  made  it  unbearable  to  even think  simple 
thoughts. My body felt as if it was having a seizure; pain 
shocked  and  coursed  its  way through my nerves  until 
suddenly the pain subsided as fast as it began, as if it had 
never even happened. I was stunned and confused, but 
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relieved that it was over.

I  stood  too  quickly,  not  thinking  about  my  injured 
body; my head was filled with a rushing sensation and I 
fell backward. I hit the wall and slid back to the ground. 
Again I stumbled to my feet, unable to walk properly. I 
tried to make my way to an opening in the passage but 
fell to my knees. A sharp pain shot up from my knees 
through my spine. I landed forward on my hands. I was 
looking into a dark puddle of water on the ground, the 
reflection of lightning flashes were matching up to the 
explosions of thunder they created. I remember thinking 
as I looked at my reflection, ‘Who was this man staring  
back  at  me?  How  had  I  gotten  here?  And  for  what  
reason?’  After  that  thought,  the world seemed to fade 
away once more as if the darkness I was living in began 
to consume me as I passed out.

I  awoke  again,  this  time  with  the  sun  blinding  me 
through the rooftops. I tried again to get to my feet, using 
all the strength I had left in me. I leant onto my hands 
and  pushed  myself  to  my  knees,  and  with  a  burst  of 
energy,  I  urged  my  body  to  get  to  its  feet.  Looking 
around, I could see my surroundings a lot  more easily 
than the night before. Sunlight was streaming through the 
top of the alley between the buildings; light wispy clouds 
lingered low in the sky and their edges glowed gold with 
streams of unbroken light.

Standing  there  taking  in  my  surroundings,  I  heard 
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footsteps coming from behind me.  I turned to see two 
men  walking my way.  One man  was  very  large,  with 
tattoos covering his arms and face, and a beard with a 
tinge of gray in one side of it. The other man walking 
behind him was smaller, skinny and white, with his face 
covered in a multitude of piercings and his head hidden 
by a hooded jumper. As they got closer to me, the bigger 
man started to speak,

“Hey, little man, what are you doing in this alley all 
by yourself?” he chuckled as if he found himself funny. 

“This  city  can  be  a  dangerous  place,”  he  said, 
condescendingly. 

I tried to respond to his attempt at humor but no words 
seemed to surface, as if there was a block between my 
mind and my mouth. I took a few steps backwards until 
my body was touching the cold brick wall that was still 
wet from the storm. Unsure of these men’s intentions, I 
was thinking of removing myself from the situation I had 
found myself in. As I turned quickly toward the opening 
in the alley and took a step, the man yelled, 

“Hey, where do you think you’re going? We’re still 
talking to you.”

I turned to see that they were now following me. As I 
did, the large man’s fist contacted my jaw with a crack 
and spun me around. I hit the floor with a painful crash. I 
looked  up  at  him,  wondering  what  had  happened  and 
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why. He was laughing, seemingly enjoying the chance to 
inflict pain on me. The second man began to speak,

“Hey,  fella,  you seemed to fall  over; are you OK?” 
There appeared to be a trend of these men thinking they 
were funny,

“Take my hand and I’ll give you some help up.” 

I hesitantly took the smaller man’s hand; a gleam in 
his eye unsettled me. Just as I got to my feet, he let go of 
me as the larger man grabbed me around my neck and 
pushed  me  hard  against  the  wall.  My head  and  back 
pounded against the bricks.

“By the looks of ya, I can tell you probably don’t have 
any money, so I guess we’ll have to have some fun with 
you.” 

I knew that this was not something I would enjoy.

“What part of your body should we start with?”

I decided that it would probably be best that I did not 
take part in their fun. The smaller man stood next to the 
larger man, laughing at me, and told him to make it last. 
Thinking that maybe the shorter man was too much of an 
influence on the larger one, I decided he needed to stop 
speaking. Something inside of me felt as if it needed to 
explode out of my body; it was a strong sensation. With 
that energy driving me, I placed my left leg against the 
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wall and forced my weight onto the larger man. I kicked 
up my other foot into the jaw of the smaller man with a 
breaking  sound  that  echoed  through  the  alley.  He 
stumbled back a few feet before falling over backwards 
and his head hit the concrete when he landed. 

The large man stood, eyes open in shock, staring at 
his friend who lay unconscious on the ground. He turned 
his focus back to me and hit me hard in the stomach with 
a force that dropped me to my knees. I looked up at him 
from the ground; his eyes were a mix of anger and fear. 
As he was no longer holding onto me, it made what came 
next easier. He took action again and sent his fist toward 
me  once  more,  but  by  this  time  I  had  had  enough.  I 
caught his arm in mid swing. Now angered, I glared into 
his eyes as I stood to my feet, pulled the man toward me 
close and said,

“As of this moment, you are my first memory. Before 
last  night,  I  had  no memories  at  all  and now you  are 
forever etched into my mind. Take care never to cross 
me again.”

With those final words, I hit the man in the neck and 
sent him flying into the brick wall.

I stood for a moment, in shock at the power I had just 
used. I looked over to the two men lying still in the alley. 
I then caught a glimpse of myself in a puddle of water, 
standing alone and naked. Lying there still,  the shorter 
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man didn’t seem to be using his clothing, and I thought 
he wouldn’t mind if I took them. He was wearing ragged 
jeans, a faded black shirt, and shoes. I took some time 
out to strip the man and put his clothes on. I was now 
ready to leave the alleyway.

For the first time that I could remember, I walked out 
of the alley, the sun even brighter, streaming out in the 
open.  Out  in  the street,  people  where walking around, 
going about their business. It seemed to be late in the day 
because the buildings in the area were closing their doors 
and the sun was getting lower in the sky. An unfamiliar 
feeling struck my stomach but I knew right away that it 
was hunger; that empty sensation mixed with the feeling 
of  being  sick.  I  needed  something  to  eat,  but  where 
would someone like me be able to go with no money? 

The smell  of  food suddenly  drowned my senses.  It 
seemed  to  be  coming  from  the  direction  of  a  small 
building  across  the  street,  signed  ‘Trudy’s  Café’.  The 
aromas  made  my stomach  heave  in  anticipation  and I 
knew I needed to eat. I started to walk towards the café 
but after a few steps, a deafening sound blew through my 
ears like a trumpet. A man in a small blue car stopped 
near me, honking his horn incessantly. I looked the man 
in  the  eyes  and  he  stopped;  I  turned  and  continued 
toward the café.

I reached the other side of the street and stepped up 
onto  the  curb.  I  could  now see inside  the  café.  There 
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were tables and chairs placed against windows within the 
building. Walking through the door, I got a few uneasy 
stares from people who had probably seen me nearly get 
hit by the man in the blue car. I walked past them to find 
the service area. A small elderly lady welcomed me,

“How are you today, Sir? What can I get for you?” 

I paused for a moment, not knowing what to say or 
do. I reached into my new jeans I had borrowed from the 
man in the alley and after a few seconds of searching, I 
pulled out a five dollar bill.

“What food could I get with this?”

“You look like you’ve had a rough day. I’ll give you 
our eight ninety-five special for the five dollars. That’s a 
burger, fries and a drink.”

I thanked her as she took my money and told me to 
take a seat. She told me she would bring the food to me. I 
turned and sat in a corner near the window, and looked 
out  toward the street.  Sitting there watching all  of  the 
people walking past, I wondered what they all did, why 
they were all here and where they were going. 

A few minutes later, the older lady came over to my 
table,

“Here  you  go,  Darl,  enjoy,”  she  smiled  at  me  and 
went back to the counter.
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I looked down at the food sitting in front of me; the 
smell  of  it  overwhelmed  my  senses  and  made  my 
stomach growl. I picked up the burger in both hands and 
took a bite. A rush of flavors ran through my mouth, it 
was incredible. It felt as if it was the first time my body 
had  ever  had  food  in  it.  I  was  eating  quickly,  which 
seemed to grab people’s attention.  Surely if they knew 
how hungry I was they might not have minded so much. 
I had the burger in one hand and the drink in the other, 
and I only dropped the drink long enough to take a few 
fries. I noticed that people were staring so I decided to 
slow down. I was beginning to feel sick anyway. I kept 
eating but I was looking out the window again, noticing 
people going about their lives. 

While sitting and eating, I noticed a young man and 
woman  across  the  street.  The woman  had long brown 
hair tied into a pony tail.  She was wearing long riding 
boots, black jeans and a black singlet. The man seemed 
to be older. He was strong looking, and he wore boots, 
jeans and a large coat. They had hardened expressions on 
their faces. These two stood out to me from the rest of 
the people. 

I was very interested to watch them, and I did just that 
as I continued to eat. I saw them walk into the alleyway 
where  I  had  awoken  only  an  hour  ago.  They  were 
looking  at  the  men  on  the  ground,  still  lying  there 
unconscious. It seemed as if they were making sure that 
the men were alive. The woman gave the man a nod as if 
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to say that it was alright, they were. I stared, fascinated, 
wondering what these two were up to. They continued 
looking around the alley. The man was looking at a mark 
on the ground, as if he had seen one like it before, but to 
me, a mark was a mark.

The two of them emerged out of the alley back onto 
the street, talking for a few seconds. They then split up 
and went in separate directions. I took little notice from 
there  on  because  I  still  had  food  in  front  of  me  and 
nothing seemed to banish my hunger.

Once I had finished my food, I stood and made my 
way to the bathroom. Walking past all the people who 
were eating, I still felt hungry. I made my way through 
them until I reached the bathroom door. In the bathroom 
I decided to take off my shirt because of the pain I was 
in. Looking in the mirror, I noticed a small gash in my 
right  shoulder.  I  washed  and  carefully  cleaned  the 
injuries that I had woken up with. I watched while the 
blood ran down the sink into the plug hole.  The door 
behind me opened and a young man wearing a leather 
jacket walked in and stopped, staring at my back,

“Nice tattoo. Where’d you get it done?” 

Not  knowing  what  he  was  talking  about,  I  did  not 
respond,  but  just  continued  with  what  I  was  doing.  I 
turned around and twisted my head to see my back in the 
reflection. I then saw why the man had spoken to me. On 
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my back was a large tattoo of black wings, one on either 
side of my spine. Staring at the tattoo, I was struck with 
pain again from what seemed to be deep inside my head. 
A  flash  of  my  own arm,  cut  and  bloody,  wrapped  in 
chains was pushed into my mind, along with the sound of 
my own voice screaming from an unbearable pain. All of 
a sudden, it stopped. I had collapsed over the sink; the 
young man had raced out the door, seemingly unwilling 
to  help  a  stranger  in  trouble.  I  decided  that  maybe  I 
should try to move to a different location.

I  put  my  shirt  back  on  and  walked  out  of  the 
bathroom. The young man was talking to the lady and I 
saw him pointing toward me. As I walked out the door 
the old lady stopped me, “Are you OK, son?” I wasn’t 
sure of what answer to give her.

“Do you have a place to stay?”

“I am not sure. I don’t know if I have a home or not.” 
I said, looking into the street.

“Well, you can stay up stairs; we have a guest room 
above the diner, and tonight, it’s all yours,” she said with 
a warm smile. 

“I don’t have money to pay you.” I said regretfully.

“It’s fine; consider it a good deed.” 

I was surprised at the kindness of this lady, letting me 
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stay with her when she didn’t even know me. I accepted 
her  offer and told her  that  I  would like  to  stay in  the 
room for the night.

“I have to leave tomorrow, though,” I said, anxious to 
start looking for a way to find out who I was. She gave 
me a smile and a nod, and asked me to follow her.

Walking  through  the  café  and  out  a  doorway,  we 
came to some stairs.

“Just  up there  to  the  right  is  your  room.  There  are 
towels in the closet and the bathroom is across the hall.”

“Thank you,” I said, still amazed at the generosity that 
I had been shown by this stranger.

I started up the stairs and heard the creaking sound of 
old  timber  under  my  feet.  Once  I  reached  the  top,  I 
walked  along  the  hallway  ’til  I  came  to  the  room.  I 
slowly turned the handle to the room and entered. There 
was only a closet  against  the back wall,  a  sink,  and a 
small bed. I decided that I should take a shower which 
would be a chance to wash off the dirt and blood from 
today. I headed to the closet and opened it; a few towels 
sat there folded neatly on a shelf. On the top shelf was a 
photo in a frame of an old man standing with the lady 
who had taken me in. 

I took a towel from the wardrobe and headed out of 
the room and across the hall  to the bathroom. I closed 
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and locked the door behind myself. Leaning on the sink, 
I stared at myself and I still did not recognize my own 
face. 

I took off my clothes, letting them fall in a heap on the 
floor.  I turned the shower taps on and stepped in.  The 
water flowed like jets as steam rose and filled the room, 
fogging up the mirror. The rush of water cascading over 
my body felt amazing as it relaxed me and soothed my 
skin.  Standing  there,  I  was  running  the  day’s  events 
through my mind. How could I remember showers, cafés 
and the ability to talk yet still retain no memory of who I 
was? I decided to keep this to myself. The memory of my 
arm in chains caught my mind once again; was this really 
a memory,  or just  a bad dream? Was it  part  of why I 
couldn’t remember?

I  looked  down  to  see  the  blood  from  my  wounds 
disappearing  into  the  drain  hole.  The  water  that  was 
hitting my body clean was running off dirty and bloody. I 
stayed in the shower ‘til  the water ran clean and I felt 
refreshed.

After some time, I reached and turned off both taps. 
Stepping out of the shower, dripping, I grabbed the towel 
and  began  to  dry  myself,  once  again  looking  in  the 
mirror, looking at the stranger staring back at me. 

After  drying  myself,  I  put  my  jeans  back  on  and 
grabbed  my  shirt.  I  grabbed  the  towel,  unlocked  the 
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bathroom door  and  headed  back  into  my  room.  Once 
there, I put my clothes back on and lay down on the bed. 
The feeling of lying in bed and being clean was great. 
Again, my mind wondered how I had defended myself 
against those two men. Were they OK? And what were 
the woman and man searching for in the alleyway?  Were 
they looking for me?

These thoughts plagued my mind for some time, until 
the darkness crept into my mind and I fell asleep.
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Chapter Two

“Disturbances”

My dreams were full of images that night, not many 
of which made any sense. Images of chains and fire filled 
my  mind,  with  the  sense  of  being  tortured,  and  even 
though this was a dream I could feel the pain. I awoke in 
a cold sweat, with my heart pounding like a drum. Sitting 
up  in  the  bed,  I  tried  to  calm myself.  I  looked  at  the 
window  in  the  corner  and  saw  that  it  was  still  night 
outside. For some reason, the clock in the corner was no 
longer  displaying  the time,  and the lights  in the  street 
were all off. My heart had stopped racing by this time 
and I had begun to relax again, but I was still wondering 
what  these  images  in  my head were all  about?  Was  I 
tortured? Is that how I had lost my memories?

Now that I had calmed, I lay back down and stared 
blankly up at the ceiling.  I was beginning to feel a lot 
better  after  having rested.  I  was breathing  much more 
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easily now and was listening to the soft breeze flowing 
through  the  window  which  made  the  curtains  wave 
slightly. Out the window I could just notice the glow of 
the  sun poking out  from above the  buildings  and was 
hoping  the  new  day  might  hold  some  answers,  but  I 
knew I needed more rest before then. It was still mostly 
dark outside so I began to try to fall back asleep.

I heard a sudden noise and turned quickly, facing my 
door.  The  old  timber  stairs  creaked  quietly  under 
someone’s  feet  and  then  the  sound  disappeared  as 
suddenly as it had begun. I thought to myself that it was 
probably just the old lady. Staying quiet, I tried to listen 
carefully but there were no more sounds. A few moments 
later,  I  heard  the  sound  again,  this  time  from further 
away, past my room. There was silence for a second and 
then  a  loud  crash  came  from  the  other  side  of  the 
building.  The  old  lady’s  screams  were  overwhelming; 
they seemed to pierce my very being. I leaped out of the 
bed as quickly as I  could and ran out the door at  full 
speed. I reached her room within seconds. I could see her 
laying there, her eyes stricken with fear, staring at a large 
dark  figure  on the  other  side  of  the  room.  The  figure 
turned and faced me, and from under his hood I heard,

“Did you think we wouldn’t find you? What are you 
doing  here?  And  why  are  you  here  with  this  old 
woman?”

I  was  confused  and  afraid  but  had  to  try  to  say 
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something. “Who are you?” I managed to ask.

“I don’t know who you are,” I said, with obvious fear 
in my voice. I noticed movement to my left and from that 
direction  appeared  a  woman.  She was dressed  in  dark 
clothing and had a bow and arrow aimed at my chest.

“I’ve never heard one of you sound scared before.”

“OK, seriously, who are you two? How do you know 
me? Do you know who I am?”

“Yes, we do know who you are,” the man said. My 
eyes were trying to adjust to the darkness of the room. I 
now recognized these two as the man and woman from 
the alleyway who had been searching for something.  I 
was  wondering  if  it  was  a  coincidence,  or  were  they 
really searching for me?

“Tell us why you are here or I’ll let Leneya here shoot 
you.” I knew if these two were provoked, the old lady 
may get hurt, so I decided to run. As I turned to run, the 
man yelled, “Shoot him!”

I  hit  the  woman’s  bow  as  I  turned  and  the  arrow 
released, just missing me. I knocked her out of the way 
and I ran down the hall as quickly as I could, trying not 
to stumble. I turned my head as I ran and I could see that 
they had started after me; the woman with her bow and 
the man carrying a large silver blade that had markings 
running along its length. I reached the end of the hall and 
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turned up the flight of stairs that lead to the third level of 
the  building.  I  stopped  only  for  a  second  at  the  top, 
deciding which way to go. I decided to turn left as the 
way was clear of obstacles. 

As I ran along the hall,  I  realized that it  came to a 
dead end. At the end of the corridor was a large window 
that I knew would be my only way out. At this point I 
had realized I was now a few storeys from the ground, 
but had no choice in the matter. My mind had been made 
up. I began to run faster so as to quicken the event that 
was about to occur. I lowered my head as I got closer, 
and just as I was almost at the window, I felt a blinding 
pain in my shoulder. I looked to see an arrow tip come 
through the front of my left shoulder. The pain made me 
stumble. At this point I was too close to the window to 
stop and I crashed through it sideways, spinning as I fell. 
I remember the glass shattering around me. Time seemed 
to slow. Within the space of a single second I could see 
the wall of the building, and the ground coming toward 
me,  though it  felt  as  if  I  fell  forever.  With  a  crash,  I 
landed  on  top  of  a  parked  car,  smashing  its  roof, 
shattering the glass and setting off its alarm. I was dazed 
and the sound of the alarm echoed through my ears.  I 
was  covered  in  small  cuts,  and  an  arrow  was  stuck 
through my shoulder. I wondered how this had happened 
so fast. 

My head cleared a few seconds later and I looked up 
to see the man and woman at the window. They were 
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looking down at me and then turned around and ran, no 
doubt coming down after  me.  Surprisingly,  I  felt  good 
for  someone  who  had  fallen  three  storeys  onto  a  car, 
through a window with an arrow in his shoulder, but that 
would be because I knew I had to get out of there. I could 
hurt  later.  I  rolled  off  the  car  and  stumbled  away  as 
quickly as I could. I stopped after a few buildings and hid 
in a doorway. I turned back to see the two of them angry, 
looking around for any sign of where I had gone.

I  heard  the  call  of  sirens  in  the  distance.  The  two 
strangers  turned  back  toward  the  café  and  the  man 
seemed to throw something in the front door. They both 
disappeared quickly into the night. I wanted to go back 
and see the old lady, to see if she was OK, but knew they 
might find me. I knew that the sirens were coming my 
way and they would help her. I decided to turn around to 
walk  away.  I  only  made  it  a  few steps  when  a  huge 
explosion came from the café;  a shock-wave of air  hit 
me.  I  turned to  see the café engulfed in flames.  Glass 
littered the street and clouds of smoke began to fill the 
air. I was instantly concerned about the old woman and 
began to run toward the building. I only made it a few 
feet before the emergency vehicles arrived. I stopped and 
ducked into another doorway.  I couldn’t  go back now, 
and what use would I be anyway? I began to wonder who 
these people were. And why were they trying to kill me?

For the next few minutes, I hid in the doorway staring 
at the flames as fire trucks began to douse the blazing 
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inferno. I saw a man wearing a mask come running out 
of the building with the old lady in his arms. Her clothes 
appeared singed from what I could see but she seemed to 
be alright. He sat her down on a step at the back of the 
fire truck, covered her face with an oxygen mask. As she 
sat there, tears streamed down her face as she watched 
her  livelihood and her  home  crumble  and burn  to  the 
ground. 

I reached across my body and snapped the end of the 
arrow that  was in  my shoulder.  It  hurt  like hell  but it 
needed to come out. I then pulled the end of the arrow 
out from the back. This caused me a great deal of pain, 
but  I  was  already  hurting  so  a  little  more  made  little 
difference. I ripped the sleeve of my shirt off and tied it 
tightly around my shoulder to help with the bleeding. I 
was glad that the arrow was thin. I knew somehow that 
this was all caused by me. Those people were after me; it 
was because of me that the kind old lady had been hurt 
and had to watch everything she owned turn to ash.

I watched the flickering of the flames as they danced 
across the backdrop of the dark city. I turned and walked 
away. With each step the sounds of the fire and sirens 
slowly faded, but no matter how far I got, I could still 
hear them. So much had happened that night that I didn’t 
understand. I needed to find out who I was. I didn’t want 
to be the reason for anyone else getting hurt.

I  spent  some  time  walking  through  the  streets.  I 
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noticed people sleeping on the sidewalks, and in alleys; 
their  shelters consisted of boxes or old shopping carts. 
Whatever  life  I  had  woken  up  in  wasn’t  a  good one, 
especially considering my first memories of my life were 
of pain, anger and evil.

I  stopped  as  I  came  to  a  building  with  a  shattered 
window. Everything inside was gone except  a few old 
broken desks. I decided to try to rest up here for what 
was left of the night. The sun was beginning to breach 
the skyline but I wanted to try and get some peace,  if 
only for just an hour or so. I knew that when I woke I 
could search for answers, somehow. I walked through the 
building, and noticed people sleeping. I was shocked at 
the  amount  of  people  without  homes.  I  came to some 
stairs that seemed to have no backing. I sat behind them, 
tried to get comfortable and closed my eyes, wondering 
what the new day would bring.

An hour or so later, rays of light shone through the 
dirty broken windows at the front of the building. The 
light caught my focus and nudged me from a place that 
was half way between dreams and reality. I opened my 
eyes. Outside the building, a light fog floated a few feet 
off the ground. I sat there, leaning against the wall under 
the staircase just taking in its imagery.

There  was  movement  around  me  as  the  homeless 
people  began to wake up.  There was no stopping and 
taking  in  the  beauty  for  them;  they  just  woke  up, 
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stretched,  stood up and gathered what few possessions 
they had. They all started leaving the building, one after 
the other. One of the men came up to me and said,

“You should get out of here, boy. The police check 
these  places  daily  to  make  sure  no  one  stays  here.”  I 
nodded to the man and stood up. My shoulder was giving 
me  some  trouble  still  but  it  seemed  as  though  the 
bleeding had stopped.

The man turned and walked out through the broken 
window. I decided to do the same. I leant on my hand 
and pushed myself  up from the ground, and made my 
way out from behind the staircase. I walked over to the 
window  and  stepped  over  the  broken  shards  onto  the 
street.  I  walked back down the way I  had come from. 
The  images  from last  night  still  haunted  my mind.  A 
large crowd had gathered around the old café, staring at 
its charred remains. I turned and continued down another 
road, away from the café, in case someone had seen me 
the night before and recognized me.

There was a red convertible parked on the curb with 
its  top  down.  Nobody  was  around.  I  noticed  a  faded 
brown leather bomber jacket lying on the passenger side 
seat. As I walked past, I grabbed the jacket and put it 
straight on. It was a little big but fit well enough. Now 
my bloodstained shoulder, sleeve and ripped shirt were 
hidden. Maybe it would stop some people from staring 
when I walked past.
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I  spent  some  time  walking  the  streets,  occasionally 
glimpsing at my reflection in shop windows. Whenever I 
did, the question of who was staring back popped into 
my mind.  I  wanted to  find out  who I  was,  but  where 
would  I  even  begin?  I  paused  out  the  front  of  an 
electronics  store which had televisions  displayed in its 
front  window. The screens showed images  of war and 
conflict.

“Hey, buddy, can you please come with us?” I turned 
to see two men in police uniforms.

“We would like to ask you a few questions. You have 
been identified as someone who may have had a part in 
the fire at Trudy’s Café last night.”

“I was there,” I said. I was not sure how to react or 
what to do, but these men may have been able to find out 
who I was, so I decided to cooperate.

They  asked  me  to  come  with  them,  so  I  did.  We 
walked to a police car and they sat me in the back.

“We would like you to know that you are not under 
arrest  but  you  are  wanted  for  some  questioning.  We 
thank you for not resisting or we would have had to have 
taken you into custody”. 

“I understand,” I said, but obviously did not. I played 
along for the chance to find out who I was,
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“How is  the  old  lady?”  I  asked,  concerned  for  her 
well-being

“What,  Trudy?  She’ll  be  fine.  She  has  a  few  very 
minor burns but she is mostly just upset due to the loss of 
her café and home. So are we. A lot of us guys from the 
force go for coffee at Trudy’s. That’s why we want to 
find out what happened.”

“What did she tell you?”

“She told us that she’d helped a young man matching 
your description and offered him a room to stay in for the 
night. She said she went to bed and just after four in the 
morning she was awoken by a man standing over her bed 
asking her about a man they were looking for. We just 
want to know if you could help with our investigation. 
Trudy said she saw you get hurt and saw the other two 
throw something into the building, and then she felt the 
explosion and was engulfed in flames. Luckily, she was 
safe at  the back of  the building  and firefighters  broke 
through and got her out.”

The officer  closed  the  door  and walked  around the 
front of the car, and sat in the driver’s seat. As he started 
the car and began to drive, I felt relieved. I knew she had 
lost her home and her shop, but at least she was fine.

I looked out the window as we drove. I kept to myself, 
while  the police officers talked with each other.  I  saw 
people  walking  through  the  streets,  going  about  their 
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lives.  There  were  people  shopping,  walking,  working, 
and  some  families  in  the  parks,  playing  with  their 
children.  I  thought  to myself,  is  this  the kind of life  I 
should be living, or was it this other life, being hunted in 
the darkness? For the last few minutes of the trip, there 
was silence. The officers were no longer talking to each 
other like they had been before. We arrived at the police 
station and parked in an underground parking lot. Both 
officers  exited  the  car  simultaneously  and  the  driver 
walked to my door, opening it for me. I ducked my head 
and slowly got out.

“We want to thank you again for coming with us to 
help with this investigation; we just want to find out what 
happened.”  

We  walked  to  an  elevator  and  got  in.  One  of  the 
officers hit the button for ground level. The doors locked 
closed and the elevator rose. When the doors reopened, I 
could see Trudy a few cubicles down, sitting in an office 
with a female officer. She sat with her head in her hands, 
in  tears,  obviously heartbroken  at  what  had  happened. 
The officers and I walked the opposite direction, down 
toward another office.

“Captain,  we have  someone  for  you  that  may have 
information about what happened last night at Trudy’s.” 
Overhearing this, Trudy stood and walked over to me. I 
was  happy  to  see  she  was  unharmed.  I’d  opened  my 
mouth to speak when without any notice she slapped me 
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across my face. Her eyes were full of anger and pain.

“How dare  you  come near  me?  Those  people  were 
looking for you, and you stayed with me. You knew they 
were after you, didn’t you? You’re the reason I have lost 
my home, my café and all my memories. I don’t have 
any photos of my husband or children because of you.” 
She began to weep; the officers took her outside and tried 
to calm her down. I could still  feel  the sting from her 
hand against my face; the pain, though, went deeper than 
just  my skin.  I  did feel  guilty for what  had happened, 
even though I did not know why or how I had taken part 
in it.

“Sit down, son, and tell us your name.”

I walked over and sat on a chair that faced towards a 
large  wooden  desk.  I  had  to  respond  to  his  question 
honestly,

“I am sorry but I do not know; my memories only go 
as far back as yesterday.” The look on his face was one 
of uncertainty,

“What do you mean?”

I decided to tell them my whole story, or what little 
part of it I knew,

“I woke up naked in an alleyway across the road from 
Trudy’s Café last night. I am not sure how I got there, or 
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why, and I do not remember who I am. I came here to 
help  Trudy,  but  also maybe  find out  who I  am if  it’s 
possible.” The captain stood up. Looking at me intently, 
his gaze focused on mine,  he was silent for a moment 
and then spoke,

“I am not  sure what  to think of this  but  if  it  helps 
Trudy, we’ll play along. Follow me.” The captain walked 
to  the  doorway;  I  stood  and  followed.  We  walked 
through  a  room  with  paper  and  machines,  around  to 
another office. He leant over a desk to an older lady who 
was in a dress suit, with her hair tied back. He pointed 
over to me and asked the lady,

“Can you please check this man’s finger prints and get 
anything you can on him for me?”

“Yes, Sir,” the woman waved me over,

“Place your fingers on this pad and roll them gently 
on the paper please.” I did what I was told; maybe this 
could  help  me  find  out  who I  was.  After  doing  so,  I 
wiped my hands on my jeans and followed the captain 
back to his office. This time he closed the door behind 
us. We both sat down and the captain folded his arms in 
front of his body.

“Alright,” he paused for a moment as he searched his 
desk for a pen,

“Tell me everything you remember, from the moment 
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you arrived at Trudy’s yesterday.”

I relaxed back into the chair. I expected to be here for 
some  time.  I  cleared  my  throat  and  spoke,  trying  to 
remember the events that took place the day before.

“I smelt the café from across the road and decided to 
walk over. When I got there I realized I had no money, 
so I searched my pockets and found a five dollar note. 
Trudy, in her kindness, said she would help me out.  She 
gave me  much more  than  I  had been able  to  pay for. 
After I finished my meal, I went to the bathroom. After a 
few minutes, I left the bathroom and on my way to the 
front door, she asked me if I had anywhere to go. I told 
her that I wasn’t sure so she offered me a room for the 
night  which  I  accepted.  She  showed  me  to  my  room 
upstairs and I settled in. I had a shower to refresh myself 
and went back to the room to get some sleep.”

“After a few hours’ sleep, when I could just notice the 
sunlight beginning to glow on the horizon, I heard a loud 
noise and ran to her room. I found a man and a woman 
carrying weapons. They were saying things like, “I have 
never seen one of you scared before”. What they were 
saying  made  no sense.  I  ran  in  hope  that  they  would 
follow  me  and  leave  her  alone,  which  they  did.  The 
woman shot me in my shoulder with an arrow and I fell 
through a glass window.”

“You got shot by an arrow?” he asked, as if he didn’t 

27



believe the story I was telling.

“Yes, and it  hurt like hell.” I took off my jacket to 
reveal  the  blood  soaked  shirt.  The  captain  seemed 
surprised that I had been telling the truth. He then walked 
over  and  opened  his  door.  He  motioned  for  a  young 
officer, who came over to him.

“Can I get the medical officer down here, please?” He 
closed the door again and walked back over to his seat. 
He then gestured for me to continue.

“I saw both of them at the window after I had fallen. 
They turned and ran out of sight; I assumed to come after 
me. So I ran up the street and hid. I then saw the man 
throw something in the building that exploded. Then they 
ran off because there were sirens in the distance.” 

At this point, the medical officer came in and looked 
at  my  arm.  He  peeled  the  sleeve  of  my  shirt  off  my 
shoulder;  the blood had made it  stick to  my wound.  I 
tried to ignore him so I could continue talking with the 
captain,  “That  is  what  I  remember.”  The  captain  was 
resting his head on his hands as he spoke,

“Did you get to see their faces or their body shape, 
size, or anything that could help to identify them?” I sat 
and thought a while,  my mind going back to the night 
before.

“When  the  woman  turned  in  the  window  to  leave, 
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some light caught her face. She looked young. She was 
thin but not overly small; she was a little shorter than me. 
Her hair was dark brown, almost black. They were both 
wearing dark clothes, and long coats.” 

The medical  officer  finished  wrapping my shoulder 
and left the room. When he closed the door, the captain 
asked, “OK, what about the man?”

“All I remember is that he was taller than me, larger, 
and  he  was  darker  skinned.  He  was  carrying  a  large 
knife. The woman had a bow and arrow.”

“She  had  a  bow  and  arrow?”  Again,  he  sounded 
surprised.

“Yes, which is where my arrow hole came from,” I 
said, with some sarcasm at this point.

“OK, so let me get this right. You have no memories 
from before yesterday and for some reason are getting 
chased by knife guy and Mrs. Robin Hood?” I did not 
understand his references but nodded anyway. The look 
on his face was a mixture of confusion and disbelief.

“I  am not  stupid,  boy.  You  may  have  made  some 
points  to  help  us  with  this  investigation  but  I  believe 
there is a lot more here than meets the eye.  If there is 
anything in your past,  we will find it from your finger 
prints.” 
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After  saying  that,  he  motioned  for  the  officers 
standing  out  in  the  main  corridor  to  come  inside.  He 
stood from his chair and spoke to them,

“Take  Mr.  Memory  here  and  place  him  into 
‘Interrogation Room Two’.”

He turned to me and said,  “Detective Stack will  be 
with you soon. I know there is more for you to tell us and 
we will find out what part you really play in this.” With 
that, they led me out of the office and into a small white 
room, where they asked me to sit down.

The officers turned back to leave and closed the door 
behind them. I sat there looking around the room. The 
sparse white walls stood there silently. A table and two 
chairs  occupied the room and there was a  single large 
tinted window across the far wall.  I  had no doubt that 
there were other people on the other side watching every 
move  I  made.  I  continued  sitting,  patiently  waiting  to 
find out what was going on.

A few minutes later, an attractive young dark haired 
woman walked through the door.  She closed it  behind 
her and sat silently in the chair opposite me. She pulled a 
small voice recorder from her pocket and placed it onto 
the  table,  and  seemed  to  stop  for  a  moment.  After 
looking at some paperwork, she began to speak,

“So  firstly,  your  finger  prints  gave  us  nothing,  so 
either  you  haven’t  done  anything  wrong  or  you  just 
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haven’t been caught yet.” She pulled out a photo from 
under her papers,

“This is a photo of you entering the café, am I right?” 
I looked at the photo; it was a little dark and blurred but I 
could make still make it out.

“Yes,” I nodded.

She then pulled out a dark photo of the man and the 
woman who I was sure were after me,

“Do you recognize these people?” This photo was as 
bad as the first, and I could not make out their faces but 
somehow  I  knew they  were  in  fact  the  two  who  had 
attacked me.

“I saw them across the road while I was eating in the 
café. They were in the alleyway looking for something. 
The next time I saw them, they were in the old lady’s 
bedroom.”

“OK,  what  happened  next?”  By  this  stage,  I  was 
getting tired of hearing my own story,  but yet  again,  I 
started from the beginning.

After about an hour in the room, being asked the same 
questions  over  and  over  again,  she  stopped.  Her  eyes 
were unblinking, focused on mine,  for a minute or so, 
and then she stood. 

“I think we’ve got what we can from you for now”. 
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She opened the door for me. I stood and left the room. I 
walked out past the front desk and out the front doors. I 
continued down the stairs of the police station and was 
unsure of which direction to go. I still had no money and 
no way of getting any.
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Chapter Three

“Fear”

There was a park just  up the street from the police 
station. I found a seat in the middle of the gardens, next 
to a sleeping man. He didn’t seem to wake as I sat down, 
although  he  occasionally  muttered  something  about 
sheep, but I wasn’t taking any notice.

I  was  trying  to  figure  out  some  things  that  were 
flooding my mind. Firstly, of course, I wondered who I 
was and why the police were unable to help me. It was 
probably due to the fact that they didn’t seem to believe 
anything I had said. I wondered if somehow I knew the 
people who were after me, and if I was like them. Did I 
really want to remember my life if that’s what I was, if I 
was constantly being chased, or did I know something 
they  didn’t  want  me  to  know?  I  decided  that  they 
couldn’t have been part of why I had lost my memories, 
because if they were, they wouldn’t have left me alive in 
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that alley. They would have finished me off. I could sit 
here and wonder forever  but  it  wouldn’t  really help.  I 
thought  that  there might  have been a part  of me deep 
down that knew what was happening, but perhaps that 
was just hope.

As I sat and watched, I could see all different types of 
people pass by; adults, children, runners, and people with 
their pets. A few of them looked at me in a strange way. I 
realized they were looking at the blood that had stained 
through my shirt the night before. It was strange looking 
down at my own blood, especially because by that point 
there had been no pain from my wound for some time.

Time passed by quickly and I decided to start walking 
again. I was not sure which way I was going to go but 
knew that walking would help clear my mind. No matter 
which direction  I  went  I  knew that  I  would not know 
where I was. So, it wouldn’t really matter which way I 
chose. I soon found myself at a crossroad. I left the block 
that the park was on and headed into what seemed to be a 
more  run  down  area  of  the  city.  The  buildings  were 
smaller  and dirtier,  but  there  were still  people around. 
There were young kids playing games in the street and 
older  people  sitting  out  the  front  of  their  apartments 
talking.

As I walked, I noticed the sun setting over the line of 
the buildings. There was still  enough light that I could 
see my way, but for how much longer I did not know. I 
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did not want to sleep in an abandoned building again, but 
would probably not have a choice. 

I continued to walk, not knowing what my next move 
should be.  I  came across a  line of what seemed to be 
more  homeless  people.  As  I  got  closer,  I  saw  them 
slowly moving into a building and I decided to find out 
more. As I reached the line, I asked a man what it was all 
about. He said to me that it was a shelter and he could let 
a few people in each night. There were beds, food and 
water inside, and the local second hand stores sometimes 
donated clothing,  I was told.  All of this sounded good 
and I hoped there would be a place for me.

A tall, slender man came out from inside the building; 
his  eyes  were  wide,  his  hair  was dark  and he wore  a 
smile. He seemed to enjoy helping these people. He saw 
me and walked over to talk,

“Hello,  stranger,  my  name  is  Peter  and  I  run  the 
shelter  here.  What  do  you  need?  I  will  see  if  I  can 
provide it for you,” he said, with his smile not fading for 
a second. I responded quickly,

“I just need a place to stay for the night.  I have no 
home and I don’t know who I am.” He looked at me for a 
moment, still smiling,

“Well, how about you come inside. We’ll find you a 
bed  and  get  some  food  into  you.”  I  nodded.  As  we 
walked inside, he noticed the blood on my shirt,
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“Doesn’t that hurt?” He pointed to my shoulder.

“Not anymore. It happened last night and the police 
helped by bandaging it.”

He motioned for me to follow him into a room. He 
opened the door for me and I followed him in.

“Help  yourself,  friend;  there  are  shirts  here  for  all 
sizes. Just find something you like and it’s yours.”

I thanked him and started to look. There was a shelf 
on the far wall with t-shirts on it, I found myself going 
through them. After a minute, I found a black shirt with 
some  faded  writing  on  it  that  could  no  longer  be 
understood. In a pile at my feet, there were some clean 
jeans.  Peter  had  closed  the  door  for  me  so  I  could 
change. I got undressed, and then decided to check the 
bandage on my arm. I found a mirror and stood in front 
of  it,  and  slowly  unraveled  the  cotton  bandage  from 
around my shoulder. It looked as if it had been soaked in 
blood for days,  which was not very far from the truth. 
The bandage finally came off with a tug; it seemed to be 
stuck to my skin. I stopped breathing for a moment in 
shock, realizing that the reason I no longer felt the pain 
of my wound was because it was no longer there. I didn’t 
know  what  to  think.  I  guess  that  it  was  just  another 
unexplainable thing to add to my list.  I  decided not to 
worry; why would I? I shouldn’t complain about the fact 
that I no longer was in pain. A few minutes later, I came 
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out of the room in my new clothes feeling better.

I found my way back to Peter. He was standing next 
to a cot and he said that it would be my bed for the night. 
He already had some water  and food on a small  table 
next to my bed for me. It was good to find someone who 
cared enough about others to help.

 “Do you mind if I come back later and talk to you? I 
like to get to know the people who stay here.”

Having a mouthful of the food, I nodded to him and 
smiled. He walked away, talking to other people on the 
way to his office. While I ate, I decided not to think too 
much about what had happened and to focus on getting 
some rest. The only problem was that the past day was 
all that I knew.

After I finished the food, I lay on the bed looking up 
at  the  fluorescent  lights;  the  bright  flickering  seemed 
familiar to me and gave me comfort. I slowly fell asleep, 
forgetting about the day I had had.

That  night,  my dreams  were  filled  once  again  with 
dark images;  my body wrapped in  chains,  bloody and 
broken. I heard screams; they were my own, even though 
I did not feel as if I were screaming. I could almost feel 
pain in  every part  of my body;  the dream felt  as if  it 
could have been real. I noticed something blurry in front 
of me. As it came closer, I could make the shape out; it 
was a man’s face. His face was very soft, and he had a 
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small smile on his face but yet his eyes told a different 
story. They pierced my very soul. He smiled as he lifted 
a rusted broken knife to my side; the knife was covered 
in dried blood. As he stabbed the knife into me, I awoke 
in a cold sweat. Was this why I had lost my memories? 
Had I been tortured?

I stood and walked toward the kitchen to get a drink. 
Once there, I opened the door and headed for the fridge. 
It was hard to navigate with the lights off. I opened the 
fridge and poured a glass of water into a cup from its 
door. The light from the open door was helpful. I turned 
and leant against the fridge while drinking.

My glass hit the floor and shattered.  My expression 
was  one  of  shock  and  absolute  fear.  I  could  hear  his 
heartbeat still, or maybe it was mine. Peter, the man who 
took  me  in,  was  face  first  on  the  ground  with  blood 
escaping a gash in the side of his head.

 “He’ll be fine; just come with us and no one else will 
get  hurt,”  a  deep  masculine  voice  sounded  from  the 
darkness of the unlit kitchen.

I looked up to see a dark figure against the far wall. 

“What do you want?” I said, with my body shaking.

“You,” said a woman’s voice, unexpectedly, from the 
darkness beside me.
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Before I could turn to see who was speaking, I was hit 
and everything started to go blurry. As my senses faded, 
I heard them talking,

“He genuinely seems to care about this man; do you 
think we have the right one?”

“I am sure,” said the male.

“We know how manipulating and twisted he can be.”

Everything went black as I passed into darkness once 
more.

I  awoke  dazed,  my  head  aching,  and  blood  was 
dripping down my face. The first thing I thought was that 
I had only just gotten rid of the last blood drenched shirt.

I  raised  my  head,  to  see  that  I  was  now  in  an 
unfamiliar room. It was a large and open area and I saw 
that there were some chains hanging from rafters, along 
with a large dirty window at one side. I leant forward to 
stand but I fell to the floor. I was tied to a metal chair. 
My attempt  to  stand resulted with me falling onto my 
side. Looking out the window, I saw that it was raining 
now,  though the  last  time  I  saw the  sky,  it  was  blue. 
Either I was now far from the homeless shelter, or it had 
been a while since I was knocked out. I tried to shake off 
the  ropes  that  bound  me  to  my  chair  but  could  not 
succeed, and the chair  was too strong to be broken. A 
tear rolled down my face. I could only remember the past 
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day or so of my life, during which I had been hunted, 
injured, almost blown up, and kidnapped. What kind of 
bastard must I have been in a past life to deserve all of 
this? Did I even want to remember who I was if this is 
what my life was about?

“I have never seen one cry,” a soft voice from behind 
me spoke.

“Who are you? What do you want with me? I am sick 
of being chased. If you want to kill me, then just do it! If 
I did something to you in my past, I am sorry but I don’t 
remember. I woke up in an alleyway with no memories, 
and that is the extent of it, so just do what you want and 
get it over with.” I noticed now that my voice was loudly 
echoing through the building. Once it had subsided, there 
was silence for a moment, and then I felt hands on the 
back of the chair lifting it onto its feet once more. The 
large man who had been in Trudy’s room my first night 
walked around and kneeled in front of me.

“Why should we believe you?”

“I don’t care what you do or don’t believe!” I yelled at 
him, sick of the situation I had found myself in.

He pulled  out  a  knife  and a  small  wooden bowl.  I 
closed my eyes and prepared myself for pain.

I felt him run the blade of the knife across my palm. I 
looked down as my blood slowly dripped into the bowl 
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that he held under my hand. He used the knife to stir the 
blood in the bowl.

“Are  you  part  of  what  I  have  been  seeing  in  my 
dreams?” I asked him.

The woman who was with him showed herself, “What 
dreams? Do you dream?” She sounded confused.

“Of course I dream. I know you are a part of how I 
lost  my  memories.  It  was  this  place,  wasn’t  it?  The 
chains gave it away; and the knife of course.”

“Tell  me  about  your  dreams,”  the  woman  insisted, 
now eagerly listening.

“There’s not much to say. I have been waking up in 
cold  sweats  from  dreaming  of  a  place  with  chains,  a 
place where I am stabbed and burnt. There is a man with 
a nice face but dark piercing eyes. Now, can you please 
tell me what’s going on and why you want me?” 

The man stood and passed the bowl to the woman. He 
gave me a menacing look, and then thrust his foot against 
my chest, throwing the chair and myself back onto the 
ground. I saw his head pop into view; he put one foot on 
the chair  and pulled a  short  sword out from under his 
coat. 

“You asked to die, so I will give you your wish.” He 
raised the sword into the air with both hands. I closed my 
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eyes, awaiting my imminent death.

“WAIT!” yelled the woman. “Something just does not 
seem right.”

“It has to be done, Leneya. You know this.”

Suddenly, the entire building shook and the sound of 
an explosion blasted through the room we were in. The 
man and woman stopped and they looked as if they had 
seen a ghost. The man turned as the glass of the window 
at the end of the room shattered. They ran together into a 
small  adjoining room for  a  moment  and returned with 
weapons. A deep resounding voice came from outside,

“Benjamin, you are meddling in business that is not 
yours  again!  We  will  not  humor  you  much  longer; 
release Josiah now or your lives are forfeit!”

“Come in and take him if you want him!” yelled the 
man  who  had  been  called  Benjamin,  with  fear  in  his 
voice.

The wall near the broken window seemed to disappear 
in  blinding lights and a deafening roar.  Small  parts  of 
cement and plaster were hitting me. 

I tried to compose myself; what had I come into the 
middle of? I looked at where the wall had once stood and 
saw two men now standing in the cloud of dust. They 
walked  toward  me,  not  concerning  themselves  with 
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Benjamin or Leneya. Benjamin yelled as he ran toward 
them, ready to strike hard with his blade. As he went to 
assault one of the men, they pulled out their own swords. 
A loud, high pitched tone filled my head; the sound of 
metal on metal vibrated through my ears. I looked up to 
see  Benjamin  and  the  other  mans’  swords  locked 
together.

Leneya turned to face me, and then ordered me to run. 
She cut my ropes free with a small knife that she pulled 
from her belt. As I stood, the men both shot me a glance.

I heard one of the strangers say, 

“Josiah, let us leave this place.”  

After hearing that, Benjamin pulled a small knife out 
with his spare hand and thrust it in the side of the man 
closest to him. I turned to run away from the fighting and 
looking  back,  I  saw  that  the  other  man  looked  both 
shocked and angered by my escape.

“Benjamin,  we  have  to  get  out  of  here  now,”  said 
Leneya. 

The stranger that had been stabbed pulled the knife 
from his side, and as Benjamin turned to run with us, the 
man plunged the knife into his back. He fell to his knees, 
his eyes wide open in fear.

“Benjamin!” Leneya screamed.
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“Come  with  us  now,  Josiah,  or  the  girl  is  next,” 
threatened the other stranger.

Leneya ran to Benjamin’s side and knelt over him. He 
was still breathing but his life was leaving him. With his 
last breath, he let out a single word, ‘run’. She grabbed 
my hand and started toward the exit; everything seemed 
to  go  in  slow motion.  I  looked back to  see  Benjamin 
getting up and diving at the men; he had something in his 
hand that I could not make out. He held onto one of the 
men.  The  next  thing  we  heard  was  him  letting  out  a 
scream, as all of a sudden, there was a brilliant flash of 
light and a blast engulfed the entire room in flames.

We just made it out the door as bricks flew past us. I 
fell to the ground.

“Get up, now!” Tears filled Leneya’s eyes. I struggled 
to my feet and started to run again. We made it a few 
blocks and hid down an alley. Leneya fell to the ground 
crying. I did not know what to do or say. I turned around 
to walk away, but as I did, I saw that the two men were 
standing there, staring at me. My voice filled with fear 
and my body shook.

“How is that possible? How did you…?”

“You know this, Josiah. You know how. Now, come 
with us, and if you do, we will leave her alone.” I turned 
as Leneya drove a sword into the man who had already 
been stabbed. He crumpled to the ground and his eyes 
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seemed to go dark. She turned for the other man,

“You can’t take him, leave him alone.”

“What right do you think you have to tell me what to 
do, little girl?” He looked at me and smiled maliciously, 
then returned his focus to Leneya. He took in a breath, 
stared at her intensely and screamed the loudest I have 
heard  anyone  yell  before.  The  alley  was  filled  with  a 
strong howling wind as Leneya was thrown back fifteen 
feet against a brick wall. My eyes widened in shock; how 
had this happened? What was this guy?

He turned to me and said,

“You  will  remember  me  again  soon  enough… 
brother.”
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Chapter Four

“Burden”

The man didn’t seem to care about his friend who lay 
on the ground, dead, with a sword through his body. I 
looked  back  to  see  Leneya  on  the  ground  crumpled 
against the far wall.  The stranger looked deep into my 
eyes.

“It is you Josiah, isn’t it?” He paused briefly; I could 
not mutter any words.

“You’ve caused some trouble for us, with this  little 
game  of  hide  and  seek  you  have  been  playing.”  He 
turned and began to walk away, waving at me to come 
with  him.  I  took  the  opportunity  to  go  with  him,  so 
Leneya might have a chance to live and also, this man 
might have been able to help me find out who I was. It 
seemed everyone knew who I  was but  me.  “Josiah” I 
thought to myself; at least now I had a name. We walked 
back past  the hole in  the wall;  smoke and flames still 
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engulfed the building. It wouldn’t be long ’til someone 
came to help, and maybe they would find Leneya. 

We arrived at  a black car,  the kind that  I  had seen 
being driven around the city by men in suits. 

“Get  in,  Josiah;  we  have  only  a  few  days  to  get 
ready.”  I sat  in the front passenger side of the car;  he 
started it and began to drive off. By this time, I could 
seem to speak again,

“What happens in a few days?” I asked. 

He stopped the car, shot me a glance and grinned.

“You  really  can’t  remember  anything,  can  you?”  I 
shook my head. He turned back and put his foot down 
again.

“I guess we’ll have to do something about that,” he 
grinned in a way which unsettled me.

A few minutes later, we arrived at a large building in 
what seemed to be the center of the city. He drove down 
a ramp into an underground car park. He hadn’t said a 
word  in  a  while.  I  sat  there  in  shock  at  what  had 
happened  only  minutes  ago;  was  this  man  really  my 
brother? How had he thrown Leneya  against  that  wall 
without touching her? The car  came to a  stop near an 
elevator. He got out of the car, closing the door behind 
himself. I decided to follow quickly. We walked over to 
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a caged door; it was rusted and smelt of smoke.

“Come, Josiah,” the man motioned for me to follow.

I was feeling uneasy and fearful, yet I still followed 
him. I did not feel safe, but somehow this person knew 
me and was probably able to give me some answers. He 
opened the large cage door to reveal the empty elevator. 
We both entered and I stood behind him, wondering what 
was going to happen next. He closed the door and pulled 
a large power switch on the wall. With a jolt and a thud, 
the elevator began to move slowly downward. 

“I am glad we found you; we expected you earlier in 
the south side of town, but when we arrived, you were 
gone.  All  that  was  left  were  two  men  on  the  ground 
unconscious.” He seemed to enjoy that part, as if it were 
humorous to him.

This  man  must  have  known  me  if  he  had  been 
expecting to meet me; he did know where I had been.

 “We’ve been tracking you,  trying  to find out what 
happened. We were a little upset when we found out that 
you were also being tracked by those Rangers.”

The short ride in the elevator was over. He opened the 
door once more. I looked up to see about twenty people 
working in a large open space; tables and tools covered 
the  room.  As  we  walked  through,  the  people  gave  us 
nods as we passed them.
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There  was  a  door  at  the  end  of  the  room;  it  was 
slightly opened. He pushed open the door and we both 
entered. The room was dark, with a large old table in the 
center. To the right, there were six other men. They all 
stopped  what  they  were  doing  and  looked  my  way; 
smiling.  It was that same smile that had made me feel 
uneasy.

One of the men at the end of the table asked, “So, you 
finally found him. Where was he? And where is Aaron?” 

The man with me laughed and responded, “Josiah was 
tied up in a building, being held by those two Rangers. 
We lost  Aaron but  we don’t  have  to  worry  about  the 
Rangers anymore.” 

They looked as if they enjoyed hearing that.

“Good. Well, at least Aaron is replaceable,” said the 
same man from the table.

“There  is  one  problem though;  he  doesn’t  seem to 
remember  anything.”  They  all  stopped  for  a  moment. 
The man from the end of the table got out of his chair 
and walked over to me. He stood right in front of me. He 
stared unblinking for a moment, looking into my eyes. I 
decided  now  was  as  good  enough  as  any  to  ask 
questions,

“Am I part of all this? What is all of this?” They all 
laughed; somehow my serious question was humorous to 
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them.  “Of  course  you’re  a  part  of  this,  Josiah.  You 
always have been.”

My fears were answered; no wonder all of this was 
happening to me. I guess I had finally found out exactly 
what kind of bastard I had been.

“So, I’m a killer?” I  said,  with my head hung low. 
Part of me now wished I had been killed before.

“No, Josiah, you are nothing yet. You are one of us, 
one of The Nine. You are the Eighth. It won’t be long 
until the Ninth arrives. You have yet to begin what you 
have come here for. It would, however, have been easier 
if you had remembered all of this already.” 

Even though I was fearful, and had a piercing feeling 
in my gut after  hearing about who I  might  have been, 
there was a small part of me that was relieved that I had 
not killed anyone. Thinking back on my first memory of 
hurting those two men, made me realize that these men 
had been telling the truth; if I could defeat those two men 
easily, I must be capable of doing more. The man turned 
back to the others,

“Megrim,” The man who had brought me in listened 
carefully.

“Get Jacob and Ronan from out front; I want them to 
take  him across  town  to  Samuel.  Maybe  he  can  help 
Josiah with his memories. We need him to remember in 

50



time for the Ninth.”

Megrim spoke, 

“Can I take him, Sir?”

The man who seemed to be in charge thought for a 
moment, 

“OK,  Megrim,  but  take  Jacob  with  you;  his  skills 
might be useful.”

With a nod, Megrim turned toward me and pointed for 
me to walk out of the room with him. As we walked out, 
back into the larger room, he yelled,

“Jacob! Follow me.” Jacob left what he was doing and 
joined at  Megrim’s  side.  We walked back towards the 
elevator;  I was between the two of them. The elevator 
ride  was  quiet;  they  just  stood  there  waiting  for  it  to 
finish.

The elevator came to a stop; Megrim opened the cage 
door  and  we walked  back  to  the  car.  No  words  were 
exchanged. I still  did not know what was going on, or 
who I really was, but I knew that this could have been 
the best way to find out. 

I expected the worst. If I was part of this, it meant that 
I was a killer; even if I had not killed yet, I had planned 
to, and I didn’t see a difference in that.

51



We arrived at  the car and I sat  in the back quietly. 
Megrim and Jacob both sat in the front. Megrim turned 
to face me,

“Are  you  ready  to  remember  who  you  are?”  I  sat 
silently,  looking out  my window. Was I  ready to  find 
out? Would I like the person I was supposed to be? 

Megrim turned back around, started the car and began 
to drive. I noticed that it was still day time as we came 
out from the underground car park. The days and nights 
felt as if they were fusing together; they seemed to come 
and go without notice. As we drove, I found my thoughts 
filled with Leneya; I was hoping that she was OK I was 
still confused as to how Megrim had been able to throw 
her  against  the wall  so fast  that  I  did not  even see it. 
From the little  that  I knew of her,  I had a feeling she 
would have been OK; she did seem to be a strong person, 
and I hoped I was right.

We drove for about half an hour until we came to an 
abandoned wooden house just outside of town. Its roof 
was  green;  there  was  a  hole  in  it,  filled  with  the 
remaining part of a tree branch that must have crashed 
through at some point. There was a small dirt walkway 
leading up to three stairs, and then onto a verandah. It 
seemed to be crooked, leaning to the left a little; its white 
paint was chipped and faded. Megrim spoke again, while 
opening his door, “Out, Josiah, you must go in yourself.”
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I opened the car door and slid out. As I stood, I saw 
that the house itself was on a slight lean, matching the 
verandah. It was as if the ground was sinking under it. I 
closed the door and began to walk toward the house. My 
shoes dragged, creating small  clouds of dust along the 
ground. I turned back to look at Megrim; he and Jacob 
were leaning back on the front of the car waiting for me. 
They motioned for me to continue.

I turned back and began to walk up the creaking steps 
to the front door.  The paint that covered the doors and 
walls was dirty and faded. The wooden boards that made 
up  the  verandah  moved  under  my  feet.  I  reached  the 
door; the door knob was old and a small piece of it lay on 
the  floor.  I  reached  for  the  door  and  turned  the  knob 
slowly. Dust fell from the cracks in the door as if it had 
not  been opened in many years.  I  pushed it  open and 
stepped  through.  There  was  a  large  hallway  leading 
down to a  room;  there  was a  shadow moving  there.  I 
slowly began to walk toward it, the floorboards moaned 
and creaked with each step. I looked back out the door as 
I walked to see Megrim and Jacob still staring at me. I 
felt  very  uneasy,  but  if  this  is  what  I  must  do  to 
remember everything, I had to do it.

I  reached the end of the hallway which became the 
entry to a kitchen. It was in a much better condition than 
the rest of the house. There was a large cupboard door at 
the far end which had a hand holding it opened from the 
inside. 
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“Are  you  Samuel?”  I  asked  unsurely.  There  was  a 
pause before he answered,

“Of course I am. You were driven here to this house 
to find a man named Samuel;  you get here and find a 
man inside and then ask him who he is.” He came out 
from the cupboard with spices in his hand.

He was a  short  man,  possibly in his  forties,  with a 
bald  patch  in  the  center  of  his  head  and  brown  hair 
speckled  with  grey  on  the  sides.  His  brightly  colored 
shirt and loose pants didn’t seem to match the rest of the 
dull house. He looked at me, smiling and spoke,

“So you’ve come to me not knowing who you are? 
You want to find out who you were in your past? So, 
you’ve been sent to me for help, right?” I was surprised. 
How did he already know everything? I responded,

“So,  you  can  see  the  future  or  read  minds  or 
something?”

“You could say that if you want, but you would be 
wrong,  though.  I  received  a  call  a  few  minutes  ago 
saying that you were on your way and that you needed 
help remembering.”

He walked over to a stove which had a frying pan on 
it;  he  seemed  to  be cooking something.  He added the 
spices from the cupboard and used the frying pan to flip 
whatever it was he was cooking, a small part falling to 
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the ground. He looked down at what he had dropped,

“Well, you can’t get something done perfectly every 
time,” he smiled.

“Sit down, boy; it will be ready in a minute.” I turned 
to a table and sat down. Suddenly realizing what he had 
said, I spoke up,

“What will  be ready?” My face must have shown a 
look of  pure  confusion.  He continued  cooking.  “Well, 
Josiah… Can I call you Josiah?” I was unsure of what to 
say, 

“Sure, it’s all I know of myself anyway.”

“Well, Josiah, as soon as I got the call, I decided that 
you wouldn’t be able to remember anything on an empty 
stomach so, I’m making an omelet.” 

As soon as I heard that, my stomach began to groan 
with hunger. 

He turned the stove off and split the large omelet onto 
two plates and brought them to the table. It looked great 
and smelt even better.

“I have to say, I was very apprehensive about coming 
here; my life lately has been very… Let’s say, chaotic.” 
Samuel chuckled to himself,  “So how far back do you 
remember?” I  took the first  mouthful  of the omelet;  it 
was fantastic. As I ate, I continued talking, 
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“Well, I woke up in an alley two days ago, and that’s 
really it.” 

He paused for a second before responding, “So you 
have no idea who you are or who you were?” I nodded, 
still eating.

He seemed to stop and think for a few moments. He 
stood and walked over to me, leaning on the table with 
one  hand.  He looked  deep  into  my eyes,  like  he  was 
looking past them, through to something else.

“So,  do  you  know anything  about  your  friends  out 
there?” He pointed up the hallway toward the front door.

“No. I know only that they know me and have been 
looking for me. I am not sure of the kind of men they are 
but they might be able to help with my memories.” He 
didn’t stop focusing in on my eyes.

After a brief pause, he took his arm off the table and 
walked  out  of  the  room.  He  sounded  like  he  was 
searching  for  something.  I  could  hear  objects  being 
thrown around.  He  spoke  aloud  from the  other  room, 
“I’ll get you to close your eyes now.”

I  closed  my  eyes,  feeling  very  uneasy  being  so 
vulnerable in a place I  didn’t  know, with a stranger.  I 
laughed to myself silently at the irony, because everyone 
was a stranger to me. 
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The sound of objects being thrown around the room 
stopped.  I  heard  footsteps  make  their  way toward  me. 
They sounded as if they had stopped a few feet away. 
There was a long pause. There was a clicking sound, as if 
someone  was  scraping  metal  against  stone.  The  noise 
stopped and I heard what sounded like a quiet rush of air.

“Open your eyes, Josiah.” As I opened my eyes,  he 
shouted and swung at me with a chain. The chain had 
been lit on fire and came only inches from my face. I fell 
back off my chair and onto the ground; panic and fear 
overtook my every sense. I frantically tried to get it  to 
my feet, and run. 

“Stop!” he yelled. I turned and he smiled at me, “I am 
sorry but I needed to surprise you. I needed to be visual.”

I was still on edge from the attack but more shocked 
because  it  seemed  as  if  he  knew  what  I  had  been 
dreaming about.  I  sat  back down at  the table  and told 
Samuel  what had been on my mind,  “All  I  have been 
seeing in my dreams are images of chains and fire, like I 
was tortured; which could be why I lost my memory.” 

He smiled and responded,

“Well,  Josiah,  I  think  I  know  how  you  lost  your 
memories. I am sorry, though, because I can’t help you 
get  them back.  It  is  something  you’ll  just  have  to  let 
happen on its own. Your mind was subjected to a very 
traumatic  event.  You  will  need  to  make  your  own 
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decisions, and if you make the right ones, it will help you 
remember. I know those boys out there won’t be happy; 
especially with the Ninth coming soon, but it is the only 
way.”

“So, what was the whole flaming chain thing about?”

“Well, mostly it gave me a good laugh, but it did let 
me know that you are who they say you are. You have a 
war raging in your  body between your  heart  and your 
mind. No one can give you your memories back; you’ll 
have  to  find  them on your  own.  Just  tell  that  to  your 
friends.” With that, he gestured for me to leave.

I stood with my head held low. I walked back down 
the long hallway, through the front door and down the 
creaking  steps.  Megrim  and  Jacob  were  still  leaning 
against the front of the car, waiting.

“So, Josiah,” Megrim shouted from the car.

“How did it go? Have you come back to us yet?”

With my head hung low I replied, “He told me that he 
can’t help, that I have to remember on my own.” They 
looked unhappy;  Megrim stared through the front door 
toward Samuel, his eyes full of rage.

“Well then, brother, let’s go. There is nothing for us 
here now.” Megrim and Jacob got back in the car and I 
followed. As I sat in the car I felt uneasy, everyone was 
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silent for a moment, and then Megrim spoke,

“Josiah, before you say anything, you have to know 
that we are not allowed to tell you who you are. We may 
not like it but if Samuel says you have to remember on 
your  own,  then  it  is  up  to  you.  You  may  not  fully 
understand who you are any other way.”

I sat back in the seat; I was just about to ask them that 
very question.  There was so much to think about,  like 
why I had to remember who I was on my own. Why was 
this all so hard?

They started the car and began to turn around on the 
dirt driveway.  The wheels skidded along the dry loose 
dirt, sending plumes of dust into the air. Megrim drove 
out the driveway and turned onto the road, back in the 
direction that we had come from. I sat in my seat quietly; 
my mind ran over my conversation with Samuel. 

I was sitting there wondering why these people who 
knew me had brought me to Samuel  to tell  me who I 
was. Why couldn’t they just tell me themselves? 

As I tried to relax and take my mind of everything, 
something in the tree line suddenly caught my focus as 
we drove past.  I wasn’t fast enough to see what it was. I 
looked back to  see a  dark figure,  covered  by a  cloak, 
emerging from the trees.  The figure walked out on to the 
road and turned our way. As the car got further away, the 
figure raised a large object to their shoulder and fired. A 
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large spray of smoke and fire shot from behind the object 
as  something  headed  our  way.  I  spoke  up,  worried, 
“Megrim, what is that?” I asked. Megrim turned around 
while still driving. His expression was a mix of fear and 
anger as he shouted,

“You stupid son of a…” With a defining explosion, 
the  car  was  engulfed  by  flames.  The word  seemed  to 
slow down as the car shot into the air, flipping boot over 
bonnet. Shredded steel and shattered glass flew around 
me  inside  the  car.  My head felt  as  if  it  was  going to 
explode;  my  ears  were  pounded  by  shock-waves  of 
noise.

Out of the corner of my eye I caught a glimpse of the 
figure running toward us, the hood of the car now flying 
behind.  A  trail  of  debris  followed  the  wreckage  as  it 
danced  through  the  air.  With  a  sudden  jolt,  I  felt  the 
crash of the car landing on its roof as the world caught up 
with me. 

The car hit the road on its roof and slid, sparks and 
debris flying in all directions. The noise was unbearable.

The car finally came to a stop, resting upside down. I 
tried to focus; needless to say, I was dazed and my body 
ached. I decided I had to get out of the car as quickly as I 
could.  Hanging  upside  down  by  my  seat  belt,  I 
instinctively reached for the release and hit the button. I 
hit  the  ground  head  first,  my  chin  bent  to  my  chest. 
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Struggling onto my side, I noticed that because the seat 
was pressed forward, I did not have much room to get 
out.

I was almost free of the wreck when I turned to see 
the other men unconscious in the front. I moved myself 
free and was about to slip out of the hole where my door 
used to be.

I looked up and there she was, Leneya, in a long dark 
overcoat, her arm outstretched toward me.

I reached out to her and she pulled me free from the 
wreckage. As I stood, I was about to thank her but she 
turned and ran down the road the way we’d just come. I 
quickly followed, trusting her with no words needing to 
be  said.  She  stopped  about  fifty  feet  up  the  road  and 
turned around, pulled the pin off an old hand grenade, 
and threw it under the car. She turned again and began to 
run,  this  time with more  speed.  I  stood there  stunned. 
“Josiah! Run now!”

I turned to run as I heard the pop of the grenade, the 
force  of  the  explosion  knocked  me  to  the  ground.  I 
looked back to see the car engulfed in flames, destroyed.

I  turned  toward  Leneya,  shocked  at  what  she  had 
done. She motioned for me to come to her. I stood and 
began to walk over to her. I was confused and eager to 
find out what was happening, 
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“What the hell  is  going on,  Leneya?  You hunt  me, 
kidnap me and now you kill the two men trying to help?”

“They  weren’t  trying  to  help  you  Josiah,  they  are 
trying to control you. We need to go now!”

I had had enough, “No. I am not moving until you tell 
me what is going on. Who the hell am I?

Leneya walked up to me, I could see the anger in her 
eyes. “If you want to know who you are, come with me, 
but it will be on my terms in my time, but right now we 
need to leave! No questions.” 

I paused for a second, looking back at the destruction 
left in her wake, and then turned to her, 

“I need to know who I am. If you’re lying and can’t 
help me, just kill me now. If this is the life I am supposed 
to live then maybe I don’t want to live it.”

Leneya walked right up to me. She pulled a gun from 
inside her coat,  and placed the cold steel  of the barrel 
into my forehead. 

“You know, Josiah,  it  would all  be easier this  way; 
things would be a lot simpler.”

I closed my eyes, 

“Do it… DO IT!” I shouted. 

My eyes were still  closed and I was waiting for the 
62



pop that would make this world that I had woken up in 
fade  away.  She  pulled  back  the  hammer  on  the  gun. 
Everything  went  silent  for  a  few  seconds  before  she 
spoke, “My car is over behind those trees, get in.”

She turned, returning her gun to the inside of her coat, 
and walked to her car. I opened my eyes and stood there 
for  a  moment.  Why was  this  life  I  had  fallen  into  so 
confusing? Why was I being helped by a person who was 
hunting me? I decided to follow Leneya.

“Josiah, things are not going to be easy from now on. 
If you really want to know who you are, I can help, but 
you may not like what I tell you.” 

I  didn’t  need  time  to  respond,  “Those  men  were 
killers.  There was a  group of  them in an underground 
building. They said that I was one of them, which means 
I’m a killer too, right?” 

Leneya stopped and looked at  me,  “Not yet,  you’re 
not, and we can make sure you don’t become one.” Our 
eyes locked for a moment before she continued walking.

We came around the trees to see a beat up old car; it 
was black and appeared to  have been caught  in a few 
fights.  She  opened  the  door  and  got  in.  I  opened  the 
passenger door and sat inside. Leneya put the key in the 
ignition and turned it; the car shook for a moment and 
then a loud growl came from the engine. She put it into 
gear and planted the accelerator; dust and rocks flew out 
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from behind the car as it came out through the trees and 
onto the road. 

We drove up around the destroyed car, still an inferno 
at the time. As we drove past, I noticed the front seats 
were empty, and so did Leneya, but somehow she didn’t 
look surprised.

Looking in the rear vision mirror, the flaming wreck 
began to disappear into the distance, smoke clouds still 
billowing into the air. I took the opportunity to try and 
get some answers,

“Leneya,  what  is  going on? What  is  this  all  about? 
Why  are  you  all  killing  each  other  over  me?”  She 
ignored me and continued driving,  her eyes  constantly 
darting between the road and her rear-view mirror.

I began to grow impatient, “Leneya!” 

This time I spoke louder, making sure she could hear 
me. I was very annoyed at this point by all of the secrecy. 
She shot me a glance, “Not right now, I am busy saving 
your life.” 

I was starting to lose control, “Damn it, Leneya! You 
just killed two men. You dragged me away from people 
who may have been able to give me answers.” 

I was still talking when she interrupted by shouting, 

“Josiah!  They  were  trying  to  help  you  become 
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different, something different to what you are now. They 
were not trying to help you; they want you the way you 
were before, not who you are now. You have a chance to 
get  away  from  all  of  this.  Just  forget  that  you  were 
someone else and live this life.”

She took a moment to calm herself and looked at me, 
“You don’t want that life, Josiah. If you were that man, I 
would have put a bullet in your brain without a second 
thought.” 

With her eyes full of emotion she continued, “I can 
help you, Josiah. I can take you away from all of this; 
you just need to trust me.” 

Our gaze locked for a while before she turned back 
and watched the road. I responded, “Thank you, Leneya, 
but you have to tell me something.” 

She sat silently for a few seconds before replying,

“You’re special, Josiah. Special enough for people to 
want you; trust me when I say they are the wrong people. 
They don’t want to help you, they want you to help them, 
but they need the person you should have become, not 
the person you are.”

I still  didn’t understand, “But why did they have to 
die? Just so I could live out here in this world?”

“No, Josiah, you weren’t meant to live, but you will.” 
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I was still  confused by what she had said, but what 
she  said  next  shocked  me  most,  “And,  Josiah,”  she 
looked at me again,

“Those two aren’t dead.”
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Chapter Five

“Truth”

After a few minutes driving down the road, I spoke 
up,

“How  can  they  still  be  alive?  You  blew  them  up, 
damn it! I’m really starting to get sick of all of the lies 
and deception. I deserve to know who I am.”

She ignored me completely, which infuriated me. All 
of the anger and frustration finally rose to the surface. 
“Stop the  car.”  Again  she  ignored  me,  and I  had  had 
enough.

“Stop the  damn car  NOW!”  With  an  unseen  force, 
Leneya’s window exploded outwards.

Leneya  put  the  brake  pedal  to  the  floor.  The  car 
skidded sideways to a stop with a cloud of smoke coming 
out the back. Leneya’s head hung, with her chin on her 
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chest; I could tell she was trying to remain calm.

“Josiah, I have done more than enough so far for you. 
I  need  you  to  trust  me.  I  need  you  to  stop  asking 
questions  for  now.  I  told  you  that  I  would  tell  you 
everything, but not yet. We need to get someplace safe 
before they find us again.”

She turned and faced me, 

“Shut up, sit there and let me drive.”

I looked at  her for a moment longer then faced the 
front.  I  sat  there  wondering  if  somehow  I  was  the 
‘unseen  force’  that  had  broken  her  window  when  I 
yelled. It was not possible, I was sure, but then again, I 
never  thought  it  would  be  possible  to  survive  an 
explosion. Leneya calmed herself and began to drive.

I  wasn’t  sure  where  she  was  taking  me  but  I  also 
didn’t want to ask her for fear that she might finally use 
her gun in frustration. In my short life I knew that things 
didn’t seem right with me but out of all the people that I 
had come across so far, Leneya was by far the one who 
had left me most uneasy. She was a beautiful, powerful 
woman  who,  from my short  experience,  lacked  fear.  I 
wasn’t sure which of those attributes scared me most.

Leneya began to drive again. I knew that there must 
be  something  serious  in  my  past  preventing  her  from 
telling me everything, which scared the hell out of me. If 
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I remembered who I was, would I become that person? 
Or had the fact that I had lost my memories given me a 
chance  to  change  who  I  could  be?  These  questions 
among others kept me company during the long drive.

We  passed  the  outskirts  of  the  city,  and  out  the 
window, I saw buildings that were in ruins. Why was it 
worse out here? The buildings were all condemned and 
full of homeless people.

“Leneya,  why are  there  so  many  people  living  out 
here in abandoned buildings?” 

Leneya  looked  at  me  surprised  that  that  was  the 
question I asked her. She paused for a moment, 

“Let’s just say that there is evil in this world and there 
is  nothing anything can do about  it.  Greed and power 
corrupted the people who had the resources to make a 
change. So these people lose everything and no one is 
there to lend a helping hand. They become homeless and 
lost to the world, and then people see them as rats, things 
to steer clear of.”

I thought about  what she said.  “Aren’t  there people 
who are supposed to help them?”

“There are some, but not enough and the problem is 
that the people who are high up in those areas themselves 
have become greedy. The world is getting worse, Josiah, 
and there is little we can do about it.” 
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I could see in Leneya’s eyes that she was hurting from 
all the pain in this world. I could see that it hit her deep. 
“Is there anything we can do?”

Leneya turned to me and said, 

“I’m not sure, Josiah, but it seems like we may find 
out soon if we can change their fate.”

I sat there for a while thinking about all I had seen. 
Leneya was focused on what she was doing; she never 
seemed  to  lose  her  concentration,  not  even  for  a  split 
second.

Out the window, the scenery changed. The small trees 
on  the  cities  outer  limits  where  becoming  full,  thick 
forestry. “Where are we going?”

“I’m taking you some place safe, but first we need to 
find somewhere for the night.”

We passed a sign that advertised accommodation in 
five miles. Leneya looked at me, 

“That’s where we will be staying tonight.” 

She sped up. In front of us, the sun was setting over 
mountains.  Light  rays  shone  out  in  every  direction, 
saturating the clouds in a bright orange glow. I stared as 
the sun began to disappear, watching the colors dance in 
the sky. I finally saw something beautiful in this world. I 
looked over at  Leneya,  the colors were gently lighting 
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her face. I thought to myself,  ‘Maybe beauty has been 
here the whole time’.

 “We’re here,” Leneya pulled off the highway into the 
motel  parking  lot.  She  parked  the  car.  “Wait  here.”  I 
nodded. Leneya stepped out of the car and went into the 
front office of the motel.

I undid my belt and looked around. My knee hit up 
against the glove box and it swung open. A small knife 
fell out and landed between my feet. I looked at it for a 
moment.

The door of the motel opened and Leneya came out. I 
quickly put the knife in my pocket and closed the glove 
box. Leneya opened her door and leant in. 

“Help me with the bags in the back,” she closed her 
door and went around the back of the car. I opened my 
door and followed her.  I  made my way around to the 
boot as she opened it. Across the top of it, on the inside 
were rows of knives, swords and guns. There were a few 
black  bags  in  the  back;  Leneya  grabbed  one  out  and 
passed it to me. She then grabbed a small bag for herself. 
She closed the boot  and began to walk toward ‘Cabin 
Six’.

Leneya  looked  back  at  me,  “We’ll  stay  here  ’til 
sunrise, and then we’re gone.” I nodded.

She opened the door to the cabin and went inside. I 
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followed.  As  I  walked  in,  the  smell  of  dust  and  old 
furniture  filled  my  senses.  The  room  was  very  dull. 
There was a small kitchen in the corner, a bed, a couch, 
and an old television. But compared to the places I had 
stayed in, it was great. Leneya threw her bag on the bed, 

“You can sleep on the couch,” she took off her coat 
and sat on the bed.

Now with her coat off, I could see cuts and blood all 
over her neck and arms, and a scratch across the side of 
her face.  She looked up at me, 

“Is there a reason you’re staring at me?”

“Sorry, I just noticed that you were bleeding.”

 “Funnily  enough  it’s  something  I’ve  become 
accustomed to, and before this journey is over there will 
be more where that  came from,” she looked down her 
arms at the dried blood as she spoke.

I stood for a moment longer before replying, 

“What do you mean, more where that came from?” 

Leneya looked up at me, 

“This is far from over, Josiah, it won’t take them long 
to find us. We’re out of here at first light, but they won’t 
be too far behind. I’m going to try and get us somewhere 
safe tomorrow so I can figure this all out. This won’t be 
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over ’til every last one of them is dead.” 

With that she stood up, grabbed her bag and walked 
over towards the bathroom, 

“Don’t leave the room. I need a shower.” She walked 
into the bathroom and closed the door.

I turned round and headed to the couch. I laid down 
and stared at  the ceiling.  As I laid there I  tried to run 
things over in my mind; why was this woman, who not 
long ago was trying to kill me, now helping me? I looked 
over to the door and I heard the water from the shower.

As I was lying there thinking, I remembered the knife. 
I reached into my pocket and pulled it out. I held it up in 
front of my face. It was silver with a gold handle; the 
detail  and  design  on  the  handle  were  amazing.  There 
were symbols on the blade I recognized, but didn’t know 
how, and I had no idea what they meant. I sat up on the 
couch and looked at my boot. With the knife, I put a slit 
down into my boot  and sat  the knife  blade  in  it,  then 
covered the handle with my pants leg. After all, I might 
need it at some point.

Suddenly I heard a loud thud in the bathroom. I stood, 
“Leneya?” There was no answer. I ran to the door and 
tried to open it but it was locked. I leant back and kicked 
the door handle as hard as I could. With a crash, the door 
swung  open  to  reveal  the  shower  still  running  and 
Leneya  naked and unconscious  on the tiled  floor.  The 
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shower was red with her blood. I grabbed a towel and 
knelt down to her. 

“Leneya, are you alright?” Silence still. I wrapped the 
towel around her, scooped her up into my arms, carried 
her to the bed and lay her down. She was breathing; my 
guess  was  that  she’d  just  had  passed  out  from  pure 
exhaustion.

I made my way back in and turned the shower off. I 
searched around the bathroom for her bag; inside were 
clothes  and  some  first  aid  supplies.  I  took  out  a  few 
bandages,  a  cleaning  cloth,  and  a  small  bottle  of 
antiseptic. I then went back to Leneya lying asleep on her 
bed. I sat there for a moment, realizing that even though I 
didn’t know this woman, I respected her strength.

I slowly took her arms and cleaned them one by one 
with disinfectant. I carefully wrapped up her major cuts. 
Once I had finished, I pulled the sheet over her and left 
her to rest.  I  hoped that  she would recover enough by 
morning. I left her side and decided to find something to 
eat. I went to the fridge and found a jug of water and a 
few small packets of milk. I closed the fridge and looked 
around the room; it was bare. I decided to try to forget 
about eating if I could get some rest. I went back to the 
couch  and  lied  down,  again  staring  at  the  ceiling.  It 
didn’t take long before my eyes began to close and I fell 
into a deep sleep. 
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I woke up a few hours later. Looking out the window, 
I could see that it was pitch black outside. My stomach 
was hurting, I needed to eat something. I stood up and 
looked over  at  a clock on the wall.  It  was four in  the 
morning.  I  looked  over  at  Leneya  sleeping  peacefully 
despite all her wounds. 

I walked over to her coat and looked for some money; 
I found a ten dollar bill stuffed in a pocket. I knew she 
wanted me to stay inside but I needed something to eat. I 
quietly walked towards the door and carefully opened it. 
I left the door slightly ajar so I wouldn’t make a noise 
coming back in. I walked toward the office where there 
was an old vending machine. As I got to it, I noticed that 
it was empty, which was a little frustrating. I noticed that 
the  light  was still  on in  the  reception  office.  I  slowly 
made my way over  to  the  door.  As I  was passing the 
window,  I  noticed  a  few people  inside.  I  stopped and 
looked through. I saw the man who ran the hotel standing 
up and facing  another  man  who was dressed in  black 
hooded coat. The man in black moved away in a jerking 
motion  as  I  saw  him  pull  a  blade  out  of  the  hotel 
manager. The manager fell to the ground. I was shocked, 
afraid and unsure of what to do. 

I quickly turned and ran back to the room as quickly 
as  I  could.  I  burst  through the  doorway and closed  it 
quietly behind me so they wouldn’t hear it. I rushed over 
to Leneya and tried to wake her, but I couldn’t. She was 
in  a  deep  sleep  while  her  body  was  healing  itself.  I 
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grabbed my bag and picked up anything of ours that was 
lying around. I then put Leneya’s bag inside mine and 
put it over my shoulder. I grabbed Leneya in her sheet 
and picked her up. I was unsure of what to do; if I went 
out the front to the car the men might be there.

I looked around; above the sink was an access point to 
the ceiling. I quickly moved over with Leneya and placed 
her on the kitchen counter.  I  climbed onto the counter 
and moved the cover of the hole out of the way, and then 
I knelt down and grabbed Leneya. With all my strength, I 
lifted her up into the hole. I stopped when I heard a loud 
creak as a door flew open in the cabin next to us. The 
screams of a man and woman filled my ears and a few 
seconds later, there was silence. I knew that the men had 
killed them. With what little strength I had left, I lifted 
myself and the bag into the opening and closed it. I made 
sure  Leneya  was  comfortable,  which  was  hard 
considering it was just wood, insulation and cobwebs in 
the ceiling. I moved forwards, closer to where the center 
of the room would be. There was a small opening where 
a light socket was protruding.

I looked through the opening just as the door flew off 
its  hinges.  I  was  surprised  and  jumped  a  little,  and  I 
heard a small creaking noise from the beam I was lying 
on. I was afraid I might fall through the roof. I stayed as 
still  as  I  could  and  continued  to  look  through  the 
opening.
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The two men who I had seen in the office made their 
way into our room. The long haired man turned to speak, 

“He was here, and recently. Have a look around.” The 
hooded man nodded and began to look around the room. 
The long haired man stood in the doorway for a while 
before moving,

“I smell  something.” He started to move around, as 
though he were looking for something. Was it us? Could 
he smell me?

The hooded man spoke up, “What is it?”

The man  with  the  long hair  smiled,  “Blood.”  After 
saying that, he burst into the bathroom. A few seconds 
later  he  came  out  again,  “She  is  bleeding.  This  just 
became a little easier, now we have a way to track her.” 

I  heard  a  noise  behind  me.  I  quietly  turned  to  see 
Leneya’s eyes opened, full of anger. I motioned to her to 
stay quiet. She reached into the bag and pulled out black 
pants, a top and her boots. I was trying to tell her to be 
quiet and to stop moving but she wouldn’t take notice. I 
looked back into the room and the men were still talking. 

The long haired man wasn’t moving, 

“We have no need to go much further.”

“Why is that?” asked the hooded man.
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“They are still close by. The smell of blood is fresh; 
they can’t be far.”

I  turned to  Leneya  as  she pulled  out  a  short  sword 
from its sheath in the large bag. It shone silver and had 
markings all the way up the blade. She reached into the 
bag  again  and  pulled  a  small  dagger  that  seemed  to 
match  the  sword,  and  she  passed  it  up  to  me.  I  was 
unsure of what to do with it.

I  turned  back  to  look  through  the  hole  and  shock 
coursed through my body because this time there were 
eyes staring back. The long haired man was just on the 
other side of the light looking at me.

“Hello, Josiah,” he smiled.

The long haired man jumped up, put his arms through 
the roof around me and pulled me and the part of ceiling 
I was lying on down to the ground. I lay on the floor in 
the rubble with dust filling the air. I turned onto my back, 
and looked up to see the dagger I had been given still 
sitting on the edge of the broken roof.

The long haired man stood beside me “Where is your 
little Ranger friend, Josiah?”

Suddenly,  Leneya  burst  through  the  ceiling  from 
above  the  hooded  man,  and  drove  her  sword  into  his 
back before she hit the ground. She stood and pulled her 
sword out as his body fell to the ground. She turned to 
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me, began to walk our way, pulling a gun out as she did 
and fired a few rounds back into the man on the ground.

“STOP!” the large man yelled.

Leneya stopped walking, “Let him go.”

Leneya stood there, her eyes full of anger, focused on 
the man. The man pulled out a knife and held it to my 
neck.

“Drop the weapons, little girl. You’re not going to win 
this one.” He started leading me backwards towards the 
doorway. Leneya dropped her gun and raised her sword 
before yelling,

“Josiah. Grab him!” Without hesitating I grabbed the 
man’s  knife  hand,  struggling  with him.  I  got  free  and 
threw him against the wall.  Leneya ran to her bag and 
pulled out a flask.

“Hold him still,  Josiah, we only have one chance at 
this.” 

I  was  unsure  of  what  she  was  doing.  I  continued 
struggling with the man but I was able to keep him held 
tight against the wall. Leneya ran over and threw a flask 
of water on the man’s face and he started to yell. I didn’t 
know what to do, and then Leneya began,

“Exorcizamus te, omnis immundus spiritus, maledicte  
demon.”  The  man  started  to  shake  and  scream,  and  I 
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could barely hold him. Leneya continued louder,

“Cessa  decipere  humanas  creature,  fugere,  Satana,  
inventor et  magister omnis fallaciae.” The man’s body 
shook, and then he became silent as he looked down at 
Leneya, his eyes intense and piercing,

“You are going to burn, little girl.” Without hesitation, 
Leneya looked into his eyes,

“Revertere hoc corpore.” With those words, the man 
became uncontrollable;  I  fell  back away from the wall 
and watched him as he screamed. His body seemed to 
glow red, like fire and then suddenly, there was silence 
as he hit the floor. I stood there, in awe at what had just 
happened, 

“What just happened?” 

Leneya turned to me,

“We just sent that bastard to Hell.” She walked over 
to me and repeated her Latin into English,

“’We exorcise you, every impure spirit, cursed demon.  
Cease  to  deceive  human  creatures,  flee  away,  Satan,  
inventor  and  master  of  all  deceit.  Return  this  body’.” 
Leneya finished and walked over to her bag. I stood there 
silently, trying to understand everything. I walked over to 
the man’s body that was now lying on the ground,

“You mean this guy is a demon?” 
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Leneya  picked up her bag and walked over  next  to 
me,

“No, I’m saying he was possessed by a demon; by the 
looks of him,  this  guy was a banker.  I  think there are 
some things I’m going to have to tell you soon.” 

I turned to Leneya, 

”You mean like how there are demons and they can 
take over people’s bodies, and for some reason they are 
trying to kill me?”

“If they were trying to kill you, they could have done 
it a long time ago. They want you for something; I’m just 
not sure what it is yet. They know where we are now; we 
have to get out of here.” With that, Leneya walked out 
the door. I stood there for a moment watching the man on 
the ground. He was still  breathing.  I only stayed for a 
moment before walking out the door behind Leneya. She 
was putting her bag in the trunk of the car. She closed the 
trunk, leaning on it for support. She still seemed to have 
no energy. I walked up to her and grabbed the keys from 
her hand,

“I’ll  drive,  you need to rest.”  She didn’t  argue,  she 
looked at me for a moment and then nodded. We both 
left the back of the car and got in the front seats. I sat 
there for a moment looking at the steering wheel. Leneya 
leant over,
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“You do know how to drive, right?”

“I’ll let you know in a minute.” I put the keys in the 
ignition and turned the key. With a rumble and a shake, 
the car came to life. Leneya gave me directions,

“It’s simple. That stick on the steering wheel is your 
gear shift, all you need to do is put it in drive, the rest 
you can guess.  Once we get out of the driveway,  turn 
right and just keep going ’til you see a sign for Broadacre 
Lodge, it will be about three hours down the road.”

I nodded to Leneya.  She then turned and closed her 
eyes. I could do this. I put the car in drive and slowly put 
my foot down on the accelerator. The car began to move 
with ease; I was driving. I came out onto the road and got 
settled into my seat for the long drive.
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Chapter Six

“Retreat”

My eyes  were heavy and I  was ready to pull  over. 
Leneya was in her seat asleep. I had been driving for just 
over  three  hours  when  I  saw  the  sign  for  Broadacre 
Lodge.  I  leaned  across  and  tapped  Leneya  on  the 
shoulder,

“We’re at the sign.” Leneya stirred a little and softly 
said, 

”First left.” She stretched and slowly woke from her 
deep sleep.

I  turned left  on a  dirt  road just  past  the ‘Broadacre 
Lodge’ sign. We were in an area that looked a forest. The 
dirt road was full of holes and bumps, and in the car we 
were in, I could feel them all. The early morning sun was 
starting to  creep through the trees  as we drove up the 
road.
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Leneya was now awake and looking around,

“There is an intersection coming up. Go left.”

A few moments later I turned left at the intersection. 
The road was still dirt but was a little smoother to drive 
on. I looked over at Leneya; she was tying up her hair. 
She seemed to be able the hide the fact that she was in 
pain very well.

“I saw all of those cuts on you last night.” 

Leneya looked over at me with a smile,

“That’s nothing; I’ve had a lot  worse in my line of 
work. There,” she pointed to a small cottage at the end of 
the dirt road. It didn’t look like much.

“So this is the place we’ve been trying to get to?” 

Leneya nodded,

“This is my safe house; I always keep a few places 
especially for when I need to get away for a while and 
hide out.”

I came to the end of the road and pulled up at the side 
of the cottage. I turned the engine off,     

“Success, I didn’t kill us while driving.”

Leneya smiled then got out of the car; I followed. I 
stepped out of the car and closed the door behind myself. 
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The smell of the trees was almost overpowering. By the 
time I  got  to  the back of the car,  Leneya  had already 
opened the boot and was getting her bag out,

“Welcome to  your  home for  the  foreseeable  future, 
Josiah.”  She  closed  the  trunk  and  walked  over  to  the 
front door.

“How long do you think the foreseeable future will 
be?” 

Leneya continued to the front door,

“Days, weeks, I don’t know. All I know is that I will 
die before they get to you.” I was trying to wrap my head 
around why this woman I didn’t really know was willing 
to die for me.

“Why are you so ready to die for me?” 

Leneya turned, “I wouldn’t die for you, but if those 
men succeed, you and countless more people will die.” 
Leneya turned back and opened the front door.

I followed her inside. The cottage was nicer than the 
motel room. The walls were old timber and stone, and 
the floor looked like it was once polished wood. Leneya 
went into a doorway at the back end of the cottage; it was 
a bedroom. She spoke out from the room,

“Can you  go out  the back and grab some firewood 
from the  back  porch?  It’s  going  to  get  cold  out  here 
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tonight.”

“No problem,” I responded.

I went ahead, past a small  kitchen area to a door. I 
opened the door, stepped outside and looked around for a 
moment. There was a small grassy area at the back of the 
house and just beyond that there was thick forest. Even 
after what had happened today I still found the sound of 
the wind in the trees calming and peaceful. I closed my 
eyes and listened to the sound of the leaves blowing in 
the wind.

I  heard  Leneya’s  footsteps,  opened  my  eyes  and 
searched around for the firewood. Off to the side of the 
cottage was a small pile of wood. I made my way over 
and picked up a few logs. I made my way back inside 
and looked for the fireplace. A small stone fireplace sat 
in  the  corner,  old  black  ash  still  covered  its  base.  I 
walked over and placed the wood in ready for the night. I 
turned to face Leneya’s door,

“So what happens next?” 

Leneya responded from the room, 

“What’s next is we stay here and I try to figure out 
what’s happening?” She came out of the room dressed in 
fresh clothes,

“I’ve called and asked a friend to come out and help 
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figure out what is going on.”

I stood up and walked over to a chair. Suddenly, there 
was a knock on the door. Leneya moved over to the door 
and opened it. A tall man dressed in a grey suit was at the 
door. Leneya seemed happy to see him,

“Elijah.” Leneya gave him a hug.

“Leneya, it has been some time.” Elijah looked over at 
me,

“So this is him?” 

Leneya let go of Elijah and looked over at me,

“This is him.”

Elijah  started  walking  over  to  me,  his  gaze  staring 
into, and through me.

“My name is Elijah. I’ve come to help Leneya figure 
out this whole mess that you seem to be in the middle of. 
So  tell  me,  Josiah,  is  it  true  you  have  retained  no 
memories of your life before?”

I sat into the chair,

“The first thing I remember is waking up in an alley in 
the city.”

Elijah continued staring into me; he didn’t even seem 
to blink. After a moment, he turned to Leneya,
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“So it is true, he retains nothing.”

Leneya walked over to his side.

“Is there anything you can do to find out what is going 
on?”

He looked back over at me,

“If his memories are hidden inside I might be able to 
find them, but what is more important is finding out what 
the others chasing him are up to. I can search and find 
where they are.  Josiah,  have they taken you anywhere 
important?”

“They took me to an underground area full of people. 
There was a meeting  room also,  and there was a man 
who seemed to be in charge.”

Elijah looked at Leneya for a moment.

“Josiah, I need to do something and it might not feel 
very good but it needs to be done.” Elijah turned to me 
and moved closer. I was very hesitant and moved back in 
my seat.

“What are you doing?” 

Leneya walked over and sat next to me.

“Just trust me please, it won’t take long,” Elijah said.

Elijah reached out for me and touched my head. As he 
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did, my head was filled with blinding pain and all I could 
see was bright light. It felt like my head was on fire; I 
screamed but I could not even hear my voice. After what 
seemed like hours, it stopped. My head hung low and my 
body felt drained. I looked up to see Elijah staring back 
at me, he looked fearful and angry. He looked at Leneya,

“I have to go now. I will come back later.”

What  happened  next  came  without  warning  and 
shocked me more than anything else had done. Elijah had 
stood  completely  still  for  a  moment  and  the  world 
seemed  to  go  silent.  With  a  sudden blast  of  wind,  he 
disappeared from my sight. I sat stunned. My mind could 
not handle what had just happened. In the previous few 
hours,  I  had  seen  a  man  possessed  by  a  demon,  be 
exorcised, and a man vanish into absolute nothingness.

“WHAT THE HELL IS GOING ON?” I yelled aloud 
at Leneya, as if everything that had been building inside 
of  me  was  released  at  once.  I  stood  up  and  walked 
around the room with my hands on my head. 

“Josiah,  sit  down,”  Leneya  stood  and  came  toward 
me.

I moved away from her.

“No, I am not sitting down. A guy just vanished into 
thin air, and you’re acting like that’s normal.” I turned to 
Leneya,
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“WHAT IS GOING ON? Who was that guy?  What 
was that guy?”

Leneya came over to me and tried to calm me,

“Josiah, calm down. I’ll tell you everything when the 
time is right.”

I moved away from her again,

“No. No! I want to know NOW! Tell me everything 
or I am out that door.” I started moving towards the door, 
watching Leneya the entire time. She was beginning to 
look upset and worried. She came over to me,

“I promise that by the end of the day, you will know 
everything. But I have to wait for Elijah to get back. I 
need you to calm down.”

She looked deep into my eyes,

“Please, Josiah, you need to calm down.” She tried to 
get closer to me. I pulled away,

“I can’t calm down.” I turned around to face Leneya 
and saw a plank of wood coming towards me.

When I woke, my head was aching and my vision was 
a little fuzzy,

“Leneya?” 
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I heard her voice from behind me,

“I’m just here, Josiah.”

“What happened?” I tried to move my hands to hold 
my head, but my wrists were handcuffed to the chair I 
was sitting on. I was confused and my vision was still a 
little  blurry.  Leneya  moved  around  in  front  of  me.  I 
needed to know what happened,

“What’s going on?” 

Leneya was pacing back and forth in front of me,

“You were getting a little out of control, so I had to 
stop you.” 

The blurry feeling  was slowly fading,  but  my head 
still ached, 

“So you knocked me out?” 

Leneya stopped and looked at me,

“There wasn’t anything else I could think of.”

I  sat  there  for  a  moment  gathering  my  thoughts.  I 
remembered the disappearing man.

“There was a man. He just vanished from the room.” I 
looked up at Leneya, “What is happening?” 

Leneya was unresponsive. She stood for a moment, as 
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if trying to think of a way to say it. A few seconds later, 
she walked over to me and knelt down close to me,

“If you want to know the truth I will tell you tonight. I 
just need to wait for Elijah to return so we know what is 
going on. We are as confused as you are, Josiah. I want 
to help you but there are just some things that you are not 
ready for. Trust me on this, please.” She looked at me, 
and  with  her  glance  I  could  tell  how serious  she  was 
about protecting me. I let out a sigh,

“I do trust you. You are the only person who hasn’t 
tried  to  kill  me.  Well,  not  in  a  few hours  at  least,”  I 
laughed  a  little  under  my  breath,  “But  keep  your 
promise. I want to know what is going on and who I am; 
a name just isn’t enough.” Leneya nodded then reached 
for keys and released my wrists one at a time.

Now free, I stood to my feet, feeling a little dizzy as I 
did.  Leneya  walked away into the kitchen, placing the 
keys  on  the  bench.  I  turned  to  look  at  her;  she  was 
leaning against  the bench, obviously with a lot  on her 
mind. She raised her head,

“Would you like to go for a walk?”

I was a little shocked by her question; it was the first 
normal activity I would be involved in as far as I could 
remember. 

She turned around to face me, “So?”
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I rubbed my head and thought for a moment that the 
fresh air and quiet would be a nice change.

“Sure,”  I  said,  happy to  take  some time  to  distract 
myself  from  everything.  I  slowly  moved  around  the 
chair. Leneya moved to the back door, and opened it. A 
cool  fresh  breeze  blew  through  the  open  doorway.  I 
followed Leneya as she walked outside. I had to squint 
for a moment so my eyes could adjust to how bright it 
was outside.

“How long was I out?”

“It’s almost two, you were out for a few hours.” 

I turned to Leneya, “That’s one hell of a swing you 
have.” 

She  turned  to  me  to  respond,  “Well,  I  had  a  little 
help… I used a block of firewood.”

I looked at  her in shock for a moment,  “Yeah, that 
would do it.” I chuckled a little.

I  followed Leneya  as  we made  our  way across  the 
empty  grass  patch  and  passed  the  line  of  trees  that 
bordered the yard, and into the forest. Rays of light broke 
through the canopy, hitting the forest floor which made it 
seem as if the ground was glowing. The trees were thick 
and the forest  floor  was covered in leaves  and broken 
branches. The only sound I heard was that of the leaves 
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being crushed under our footsteps.

Leneya  was  in  front  of  me  leading  the  way;  she’d 
found a small walking track in the forest and had begun 
to follow it. I was having a hard time trying to figure her 
out. She was strong, independent and from what I had 
seen, a vicious warrior, but what cause was she fighting 
for? Then there was the softer side to her that I had come 
to know, she seemed to care about people, and fight for 
them. I decided that I should ask her so I could try to 
understand her more,

“Leneya, can I ask you something?”

“That depends on what the question is,” she stopped 
and turned to face me.

“Who are you, and why do you do what you do?” She 
looked a little surprised at my question. I could see her 
mind trying to process an answer. She turned around to 
continue walking as she responded,

“Where  I  am  from,  we  were  taught  to  look  after 
people, but we were also taught peace. We also learned 
that  we  shouldn’t  involve  ourselves  in  other  people’s 
lives, and it was really hard for me to see people getting 
hurt.” She continued walking, pausing for a second,

“One day I  was just  walking around exploring  and 
trying to understand myself more when a demon pulled 
me into a side street and threw me against a wall. I was 
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fine and I believed I could handle the situation, but I was 
mistaken.  I  wasn’t  as  strong there  for  some reason;  it 
may have been fear that held me back. I was against the 
wall  when a  second demon came out  of  hiding.  They 
both stood there, eyeing me like a piece of meat.” Leneya 
looked at me,

“That’s when a man in a dark coat came around the 
corner. One of the demons walked up to him and before I 
could  warn  the  stranger  to  stay away,  the  demon was 
sliced in half. The man ran toward the second demon and 
before this  one could even react,  he, too,  was killed.  I 
stood there in silence as the dark figure just stood there. 
After a moment he walked over to me and asked me if I 
was alright. I wasn’t sure how to respond. He was Ben.” 
Leneya was clearly upset; I could hear the strain in her 
voice.

She continued walking,

“I wasn’t sure how to react to seeing all of this happen 
so I  ran away,  and I  came back home.  I  talked to my 
friends about what had happened and they were appalled 
at the death and mayhem I was subjected to and tried to 
clear my head again, but I couldn’t forget about it, and 
the more I thought about it the more I came to realize 
that the man who had saved me was making a difference 
in the world.”

“A few days later I left my home; I wanted to make a 
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difference. I spent days in the darkness looking for signs 
of Ben so I could find him and thank him. One night, I 
saw him walking through the streets so I followed him. 
After  a  few blocks  I  lost  him,  so I  continued to  walk 
ahead.  I  guess  at  that  point  he  knew  he  was  being 
followed because  he came out  of  an alley,  facing me. 
From that day on I pledged my life to helping him fight 
all  that  is  wrong  in  this  world  and  I’ve  never  looked 
back.” Leneya continued to walk ahead of me.

I was silent for a moment trying to process her story,

“So,  he  trained  you  and  you  both  worked  together 
killing demons?” 

Leneya nodded her head as she responded,

“That’s right. We spent our time researching all that is 
evil  and finding  ways  to  kill  it.  All  the  stories  in  the 
world about vampires and werewolves are all just stories, 
but heaven and hell, demons and demon possessions are 
as real as you and I. We spent years working together 
fighting against them and in the last year, we’ve begun to 
uncover  something.  They’re  all  working  together  for 
some reason and we don’t like it,” she sounded worried.

“What do you mean?” I responded. 

Leneya stopped to answer me, 

“We think something is coming, something bad. We 
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just  don’t  know how or  why,  but  it  can’t  be  good.” I 
knew she was telling the truth, and I could hear the pain 
and anger in her voice. 

I decided to speak up, “Well,  I don’t  know what is 
going on or what will happen, but I am in this now so I 
might  as  well  help.”  She  turned  to  me  for  a  moment 
without saying a word,  then turned back and began to 
walk.

I  was  in  the  mood  for  learning  more.  I  thought  it 
would be alright to ask more questions,

“So, what are demons?” 

Leneya answered quickly, 

“Demons are humans that have died and gone to Hell, 
where the humanity has been burnt, crushed, cut and bled 
out of them for hundreds of years. Their souls become 
dark  and  pliable  and  then  they  are  sent  back  here  to 
spread evil throughout the world. The more evil that’s in 
the world, the more souls Hell gets in the long run.”

I continued with my questions, 

“What about that guy in the motel?”

“Well,  that  is  a  different  story;  that  is  demon 
possession. That is where the dark and twisted soul of the 
demon is sent back to take over a body of someone here. 
They can’t  take over just  anyone,  though, only people 
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who believe in their hearts that the power of evil is more 
powerful than good. A person’s heart needs to be open to 
darkness for their  souls to be taken over by it.”  I  was 
amazed by the world and by its problems. 

Leneya found a large tree that had fallen in the forest 
and she sat down on it. I walked over and sat down by 
her.  I  looked at  her and could see pain in  her  eyes;  I 
could tell that all the evil in this world was agonizing for 
her. I moved closer,

“I promise that whatever I can do to help, I will do. 
No matter if I like it or not, I am in this fight now. I need 
you to help me, though.” 

“What do you mean?” She turned to me. 

I paused for a moment to think. “I need you to teach 
me how to kill these bastards, so next time I’m not so 
useless.” 

Leneya looked at me for a while; she looked as if she 
didn’t believe what I was saying. She turned her body to 
face me,

“Why do you want to help?” 

I couldn’t understand her doubts.

“I’ve been hunted, shot at, stabbed and I’ve watched 
people  get  killed around me.  You are the  only person 
who has  tried  to  help  me.  I  am a part  of  whatever  is 
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going on and I can’t just sit here next time someone gets 
attacked, not when I could potentially make a difference. 
Believe me, I am scared, but I can’t let fear control me. I 
know that I can help and if I want all of this crap to end, I 
will have to make a stand.” Leneya sat silently listening 
to me.

“Help me to do this and next time we fight I can make 
a difference. Next time, we can take the fight to them.”

Leneya  and I  both sat  there  for  a  moment,  silently 
looking at each other.

Suddenly, without warning, a bright flash engulfed the 
area as Elijah reappeared.  The branches flayed and the 
fallen leaves swirled in the wind caused by his return. 
His  body became visible  as he walked toward us.  His 
hands held his left side, and blood stained his shirt and 
hands. Leneya jumped up as quickly as she could and 
went to his side,

“Elijah!  What  happened?”  Leneya  shouted.  I  stood 
and followed her. Elijah fell to his knees. He spoke,

“They are well organized.” 

Leneya moved his hands to reveal a hole in his side, 
gushing blood. Leneya asked,

“Are you going to be OK?”

“This body will not last long; I have to return but I 
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had to bring you news,” he said,  with his eyes  full  of 
fear. 

Leneya looked at him intently,

“Did you find out what is happening?”

Elijah looked at  Leneya;  I  had never seen so much 
worry in someone’s eyes.

“It is the prophecy of the Nine. They’re here, Leneya, 
and they are close. We should have known sooner.”  

Leneya’s  eyes  grew  wide  and  her  hands  began  to 
shake,

“How is this possible? Aren’t there signs in place to 
warn us about this?”

“There were supposed to be, but I don’t know what 
happened. If there were signs, it means that someone on 
our side hid them. This goes a lot deeper than we knew,” 
Elijah  seemed to be  filled  with more  pain now as  his 
wound got worse.

“I have to return now while I still can.” 

Leneya grabbed his arm,

“Wait. Is there anything else?” 

Elijah looked at me and then back at Leneya,

100



“They are close, Leneya,  closer than they have ever 
been before… You need to tell him soon, so that he can 
choose.” 

I was confused by what he was saying but the look in 
Leneya’s eyes told me that she knew exactly what he was 
talking about. Leneya let  go of his arm and pulled me 
away from Elijah. I watched as he closed his eyes and 
vanished  once  more  into  a  bright  light.  Leneya  and  I 
stood there; I could feel her gaze on my back. I turned 
around to face her.

“Leneya, how bad is this?” 

She looked at me with a blank expression,

“It’s bad, Josiah.” I could see she was deep in thought.

“Josiah.” 

I moved closer, “Yes?”

“How many people  were in  that  underground room 
when  you  were  there?”  I  thought  for  a  few  seconds 
before responding,

“Seven.” 

Leneya looked weak and began to cry. Her knees gave 
way and I  rushed over to catch  her before she hit  the 
ground. Her body was shaking and she said,

“I came here to help make a difference, and we didn’t 
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even  see  this  coming.  I  don’t  know what  to  do  next, 
Josiah.” I didn’t know what to say so I just held her and 
let  her cry.  I  decided to  take her  back to  the house.  I 
lifted  her gently and began to carry her back inside.  I 
navigated my way through the trees until I could see the 
cottage break through the edge of the forest. Leneya was 
still  in  tears,  her spirit  broken as she felt  that  she had 
failed.

The trees cleared and I left the edge of the forest with 
Leneya  still  in  my  arms.  I  made  my  way  across  the 
empty grassy area and onto the back porch.  The back 
door was still  open from when we’d left so I carefully 
carried Leneya inside, through the kitchen and into her 
room. I moved across her room and gently placed her in 
her bed. I sat there for a moment looking at this strong, 
powerful woman who was now a broken mess. I decided 
to leave her for a while, so I stood and walked out the 
door, slowly closing it behind myself. I stood at the door 
a moment listening to her cry. I felt bad but I also didn’t 
know what was happening. If news like that could bring 
this  woman  to  her  knees  then  it  must  have  been 
something very bad.

I moved from her door and walked around the cottage 
for a while,  deciding what to do. I was still  unsure of 
what was happening but I knew I needed to prepare for 
whatever came next. I caught a glance of Leneya’s large 
bag on the floor; I decided to look through it. There were 
some  small  weapons,  books  and  clothes,  and  her  car 
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keys. I decided to take her keys so I could look in the car 
for anything that could help.

I grabbed the keys and stood up, and headed toward 
the  front  door.  I  opened  the  door  quietly  and  went 
outside. I slowly made my way around to the side of the 
house where I had parked the car. I played with the keys 
a  moment  while  wondering if  Leneya  would be angry 
that I was looking around in her car.    

I decided the risk was worth it. I moved to the back of 
the car, placing the key in and releasing the trunk of the 
car. It opened with a creak to reveal a small black bag 
and rolled pieces of carpet. I looked through the bag and 
found only what I had seen before. I lifted the carpet on 
one side and something metallic lay underneath. I moved 
the bag and other pieces of junk to one side. I removed 
the carpet floor of the trunk to reveal a hidden stash of 
weapons.  I  was  amazed  at  what  I  found;  there  were 
swords,  guns  and  some  things  I  had  never  even  seen 
before, but there was one thing that caught my eye. In the 
far  end,  there  was  a  silver  sword  that  had  intricate 
engravings along its blade. The sword looked as if it was 
made from just one single piece of metal, and its handle 
was wrapped in leather.

I reached for it; it was heavy but it felt perfect in my 
hands. I removed it from the car and held it up to the 
light.  A glint  of  light  reflected  off  the  sword and ran 
down the blade as I moved it. I swung the sword in front 
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of me and it didn’t even seem to make a sound, as if it 
cut through the air with quiet purpose.

I  turned back to  the  car  and found a  sheath  above 
where the sword had been. I  took it  out then shut the 
trunk and removed the keys. I then made my way around 
the back of the cottage to the grassy area. I placed the 
keys and the sheath on the back porch and made my way 
to an empty area of the yard.

I  stood there  for  a  while,  feeling  the  weight  of  the 
sword grasped in my hands. I gripped the handle tightly 
and swung the sword forward over my shoulder in one 
clean, swift movement, holding it still out in front of me. 
As I kept it held out, I could hear the blade humming. I 
swung  back  and  moved  it  forward,  as  if  attacking  an 
invisible enemy and with one swift movement, I swiped 
sideways  into  the  air,  and  accidentally  let  go  of  the 
sword.

I turned to see the sword fly gracefully through the air 
toward the cottage.  In a single second, the sword split 
right through an eight inches thick solid wooden beam. I 
ran over  to  the back porch.  The sword was clean  and 
undamaged but had made its way through the beam all 
the way up the blade. I quickly tried to remove the sword 
but was having no luck. I had to remove it before Leneya 
saw it  so  I  gripped tightly  again  and closed  my eyes, 
focusing on moving the sword. I began to pull as hard as 
I could and was focused on the sword moving. I could 
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feel the blade begin to vibrate once more as it began to 
softly  hum.  I  pulled  even  harder  and  suddenly,  the 
beam’s  grip  on  the  sword  seemed  to  give  way  and  I 
released  the  sword.  I  fell  backwards  onto  the  ground, 
with the sword in my hand.

I laid there for a moment before deciding to get up. 
Once I got to my feet, I looked over the blade. It was still 
in perfect condition, with not even a spec of dirt on it. I 
was amazed by this sword, which was so beautiful and 
yet  powerful,  with  a  mysterious  quality  I  didn’t 
understand. It reminded me of Leneya. I decided against 
continuing  for  now,  as  I  might  just  kill  myself  by 
accident.

I  moved  over  to  the  porch  to  retrieve  the  sword’s 
sheath and Leneya’s car keys. I placed the sword into its 
sheath as I moved toward the back door.

I  went  back inside,  placing  the sword down on the 
kitchen bench as I did. I walked over to the fridge and 
opened it.  It was at this point that I realized the house 
must not have been lived in for a very long time, because 
as I opened the fridge my senses were overpowered by 
the stench of rotting food. I quickly shut it and turned 
around. I hadn’t eaten in a while and I was feeling weak. 
I grabbed the car keys and walked over to Leneya’s door, 
placing my ear against it. I couldn’t hear anything, so I 
assumed that she had to have fallen asleep.
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I walked over to Leneya’s bag and searched through 
it; I found a small case and opened it to find a stash of 
fifty dollar bills. I took one and replaced the case in her 
bag. I then stood and moved back over to the fridge. On 
the side of it there was a small  local  map of the area, 
showing a gas station about a mile or so up the road.

Quietly,  I  made  my  way  toward  the  front  door, 
walking through and closing it gently on my way out. I 
realized  the hard part  was going to  be starting the car 
quietly.

I made my way around to the car and thought for a 
moment.  The car was on a smooth dirt  area.  I walked 
around  to  the  driver’s  side,  placed  the  keys  in  the 
ignition, put it in neutral and released the park brake. I 
closed the door and began to push the car, turning the 
wheel as much as I could to turn the car around. The car 
slowly began to roll and after a minute, I had it turned 
around facing the direction I  needed to go.  Luckily,  it 
was a level road. I began to push and I gained speed; I 
was now jogging beside the car. I was a few hundred feet 
from the cottage when I opened the door and jumped in 
the car. I put the brakes on to stop it from moving. 

I then started the car and it roared to life. I stopped for 
a moment, looking in the rear vision mirror to make sure 
Leneya hadn’t heard me. I was away quietly so I began 
to drive.
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Dust flew up from behind the car as I drove. I had the 
window down, and the breeze coming in was refreshing. 
As I drove I didn’t  pass any other houses, it  was only 
forest and the dirt road. I came up to the intersection I 
had turned at earlier and continued straight ahead toward 
the gas station. After a minute or two of driving, I could 
see a building on the corner of a small highway in the 
distance. It was only a small building but it seemed to be 
the only one around for miles.

I made it to the gas station and pulled in the driveway 
and parked the car off to the side. I took the keys and the 
cash and stepped out of the car. I looked over at the door 
and saw an ‘Open’ sign, so I closed the car door behind 
me, pocketed the keys and walked over to the store.

Opening the door of the building, I was hit with a cold 
crisp  touch  of  the  air  conditioning;  it  felt  amazing.  I 
walked  around,  looking  through  the  store  for  food.  I 
found a fridge and reached in for a few bottles of water.

“Can I help you, Sir?” a middle aged man asked.

“I am just looking for something to eat.” 

The man turned to walk towards the counter,

“I got some fresh pies in the oven.”

My mouth watered at the sound of a hot meal,

“I’ll grab two of your biggest and best pies.” 
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The service attendant laughed,

“No problems, mate. Just come up to the counter and 
I’ll put those through for you.” 

I moved to the service counter and placed the water 
up onto the bench.

The man went behind the counter and grabbed some 
paper bags, placing a pie in each bag. He placed the pies 
on the counter top and began to add up the total.

“So, are you just up this way on holidays, or driving 
through?” he asked casually. 

I took a moment to respond, I wasn’t used to casual 
conversation,

“Up here on holidays for a few days.” 

He looked at me, smiling, 

“Make sure you go see the Broadacre Vineyard; they 
produce some nice wines and they do tours if you’re into 
that sort of thing.” I smiled at him without responding.

“That will be twelve-ninety, mate,” he said.

I gave him the fifty dollar bill and I grabbed the food 
and drinks.  He handed me my change and I  turned to 
walk away.

“Don’t be a stranger,” he yelled out as I was leaving.
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I walked out the door and headed over to the car. I 
opened my door and got in, placing the food and drinks 
on the passenger side seat. I closed the door and started 
the car. It felt good being able to start it without having 
to push it down a road first. I put the car into gear and 
started to drive off.

As I made my way back toward the cottage, I hoped 
that Leneya was still sleeping and that I wouldn’t wake 
her. My plan was to drop the car out of gear, turn the 
engine off and roll the last hundred feet or so. I got past 
the intersection and could see the house in the distance. 
Not long before I reached it, I cut the engine and began 
to roll. I began to slow down, and put my foot gently on 
the brake as I was rolling too quickly. I was almost there; 
I touched the brake a little harder and got to the driveway 
at  a  slow  speed.  I  only  just  made  it  to  where  I  had 
previously parked before the car stopped rolling.  

I pulled the park brake, grabbed the food and drink 
and got out of the car. I moved toward the front door and 
opened it carefully.  There was no sign that Leneya had 
been out of her room. I walked inside and closed the door 
behind  myself.  I  headed  to  the  kitchen  counter  and 
placed the food and drinks on the kitchen bench. I left 
some water and a pie on the counter for when Leneya 
woke up. I made my way over to the couch and sat down. 
I  opened  the  bag  my pie  was  in  and took a  bite;  the 
feeling  of  hot  food was amazing.  It  had been a  while 
since I had eaten and it hit the right spot. I continued to 
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eat as I sat there, trying to piece together everything that 
had happened.

I heard a noise from Leneya’s room and looked up to 
see  the  door  opening.  She  slowly  moved  into  the 
doorway and looked at me,

“Thank you,” she said, looking drained and tired. She 
looked the pie in my hands, “How did you…?”

I  interrupted  her,  “I  went  to  the  gas  station  up  the 
road; I thought we could both do with something to eat.”

I pointed to the bench where I had left  her pie and 
water. She turned towards where I was pointing to and 
made her way over into the kitchen. She grabbed the pie 
and drink and came over to sit in a chair in the lounge 
area. I was worried about her,

“How are you feeling?” 

She took a bite of her pie then answered,

“I feel drained, and for the first time in a very long 
time, I have no idea what to do.” She sat there, eating. 
Her eyes were blank; I could tell she really wasn’t sure 
of what to do.

I finished my pie and had a drink. I sat there thinking 
for a while and then decided to talk,

“I think it’s time we talked about what’s going on.” 
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Leneya looked up at me, swallowing her mouthful of 
food. She looked at me and then nodded,

“I  think  so,  too.”  She  finished  off  her  pie  and  sat 
forward  in  her  chair.  She  had  a  drink  of  water  and 
cleared her throat.

“A long time ago, back where I used to live before I 
met Ben, I heard a prophecy about good and evil. Most 
of the ones you hear are just made up and are kids’ bed 
time tales  that  some people  decide  to  believe  in.  This 
particular  one,  though,  was  written  by  three  different 
prophets, at different places on the planet, on the same 
day, and in the exact same words. When something like 
that happens, you can’t help but take it seriously.”

I  moved  to  get  more  comfortable  on  my seat  so  I 
could listen to what Leneya was saying.

“I  didn’t  think much of it  because most  things like 
that never end up happening. A few years ago, Ben was 
telling me the story of the prophecy. When I realized a 
lot more people knew about it, I took the whole matter a 
little  more  seriously,  even though I  knew that  if  there 
was a small chance it could come true, there wouldn’t be 
much we could do about it. We heard rumors that there 
were demons trying to start something but they always 
lead nowhere so we just took them as rumors.”

Leneya  stood  and  began  to  walk  around  the  room 
while talking.
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“This prophecy is pretty straight forward; it says that 
when the eight Demons walk the same ground, they will 
bring forth the Ninth, the one who will bring destruction 
to mankind and claim the world by blood in the name of 
his lord. We think that means that one of Satan’s right 
hand men  will  find  a  way to  rise  and walk on  Earth, 
which cannot ever happen.”

“Most  recently  we’ve  been  hunting  down  a  small 
group of demons and we’ve come across someone who 
has been researching a way at  finding demons,  but  he 
could only locate a demon when it rose from perdition; 
it’s what he called “The Rise”.”

I looked up at Leneya, 

“The ‘Rise’? What’s that?” I asked.

“The rise is the gateway between the earthly realm of 
this dimension, and Hell.”

“Wait,  so  this  guy  actually  found  a  way  to  track 
demons?” I asked. 

Leneya responded,

“Like I said, he could only find them as they arrived 
on  this  plane  of  existence.  When  a  demon  is  sent 
through,  there  is  a  huge power  surge  and  that  can  be 
tracked. The only problem is that by the time anyone gets 
there, they are long gone. We have been trying to find 
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these eight demons but we’ve never come close.”

Leneya  became uncomfortable,  she  looked nervous. 
She moved around and sat back down on a chair to face 
me,

“We have only ever made it in time once before to 
actually  track  down  a  demon  and  it  wasn’t  what  we 
expected.” Leneya looked up at me. 

I started to feel very uncomfortable, 

“What are you saying?” 

Leneya looked deep in to my eyes,

“It’s you, Josiah, you are the Eighth.”
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Chapter Seven

“The Eighth”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I had just been 
told  that  I  was  a  demon  sent  from  Hell  to  destroy 
mankind. I stood from my seat,

“No, no, you’ve got it wrong. I’m not a demon.” 

Leneya stood,

“I’m sorry, Josiah, but it’s the truth. That story I told 
you about the demon we finally came across was about 
you. We tracked you as you crossed into this plane.”

I shook my head in disbelief,

“No! I am not some evil  thing.” I walked around the 
room, unable to stand still. 

Leneya continued to try to calm me,
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“I know you’re not evil; something went wrong when 
you were sent back.” 

I stopped and looked at Leneya,

“What do you mean?” I said. 

Leneya moved closer to me to explain,

“When a human goes to Hell, they have the humanity 
tortured out of them for hundreds of years. Once they are 
pure darkness, they are released and some are sent back 
here.” 

I shook my head at Leneya, 

“You’ve said all this before,” I said angrily.

Leneya continued,

“The only thing I can think of is that when you were 
sent back through “the Rise”, your soul was still partially 
intact.  The  two  sides  of  you,  the  good  and  the  evil, 
fought for dominance,  and when you crossed onto this 
plane the struggle was too much and you lost all of your 
memories. That’s the only thing that makes sense.” 

I looked at Leneya,

“‘Makes sense’!  None of  this  makes  sense  at  all.  I 
need to get out of here.” I turned toward the back door 
and headed out the back. Leneya tried to stop me,
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“Wait,” Leneya yelled. I started to run out the door. I 
made my way out the door, over the grass and into the 
forest.  I  ran as quickly as I could, letting nothing stop 
me. Fear and anger filled every part of me as I ran. Why 
was I the one who had to deal with this?

I  made  my  way  through  the  forest,  with  small 
branches  hitting  and  cutting  me  as  I  ran  through,  yet 
nothing could stop me. I had no direction; all I needed 
was to get away. I broke through the trees into a small 
open field, and continued to run through the long grass.

I made it to the center of the field and stopped. My 
eyes filled with tears and my heart pounded. I leant back 
and let out all of my pain and fear as I yelled as loudly as 
I could, and fell to my knees. My hands covered my face 
as the tears fell,

“What am I supposed to do?” I muttered to myself.

I sat there, crying, wondering what I was supposed to 
do next. Was it true? Was I some kind of ‘thing’, sent to 
kill everyone? The thought of it all was unbearable.

“Josiah!” I heard Leneya’s voice through the forest. I 
ignored her calls; I needed to be alone.

The pain building up inside of me was terrible; I could 
feel the anger and fear coursing through my veins. I sat 
there, my body shaking as I thought about what had been 
said.

116



“It’s  OK,  Josiah,  we  can  deal  with  this,”  yelled 
Leneya from a distance.  I looked up but could not see 
her.

I sat there for a while longer, trying to deal with the 
truth; that I was one of these things Leneya was hunting, 
part of some big plan to destroy mankind. How could I 
deal with that knowledge?

I looked up to see Leneya emerging from the tree line; 
she was still looking around.

“You should probably kill me, Leneya!” I yelled out.

“I know. But I won’t,” Leneya said, still searching for 
me.

“It would be easier if you did.”

“They would just replace you with another. Keeping 
you alive and keeping you against them is the only way 
to stop them.” 

I stood up from my hiding place in the long grass,

“You mean, as long as I am alive and not with them, 
they can’t succeed?” 

Leneya began to walk towards me,

“Yes, but they will also hunt you down and kill you, 
so your place can be taken by another.” 
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“What can we do then?” I wiped the tears from my 
eyes.

Leneya put her hand on my arm, 

“We can run and not look back,” she said.

I thought for a moment, 

“If we run, then we will always be running,” I looked 
into  Leneya’s  eyes.  “But  if  we  turn  around  and  fight 
back, we can stop them for good.” 

Leneya took a step back,

“Josiah,  taking  on  one  demon  or  a  few  possessed 
people  is  one  thing,  but  what  you’re  talking  about  is 
attacking  a  group  of  demons  who  are  protected  by 
possessed humans,” Leneya said, looking worried.

I walked around for a moment, thinking.

“If  I  am  a  demon  then  I  have  powers  like  them, 
right?” 

Leneya nodded.

“If I can find out how to use that power, we would be 
able to stop them. They wouldn’t expect one of their own 
taking them on.” 

“I don’t know.” Leneya looked worried.
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I took her hand, 

“I  do  know.  This  is  the  only  way we  can  make  a 
difference. We need to kill them all.” I was determined. I 
began to walk back to the house.

“I need you to train me to fight!” I yelled as I walked 
away.  Leneya  was  still  standing  in  the  same  spot,  in 
shock.

I got to the edge of the tree line when Leneya caught 
up to me.

“Are you sure about this?” she asked. 

I turned to her,

“No. But there is no other option. I would rather go 
down swinging then spend whatever little life I may have 
left running away.”

I  walked  through  the  forest  with  determination.  I 
knew what  I  had  to  do.  Leneya  walked  beside  me,  I 
could see her mind at work. I had questions, 

“How do these demonic powers work?” I asked.

Leneya walked closer to me,

“The human soul is a very powerful source of energy 
that isn’t contained on any single plane. There are people 
who  have  been  able  to  tap  into  that  power;  Einstein, 
Tesla;  all  the  great  thinkers  were  tapped into  more  of 
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their  soul  than most  people.  When a human is  sent to 
Hell, they are tortured for hundreds of years and in that 
time, their body feels pain in every single sensor inside 
and out. They become more attuned to their entire body 
and spirit,  even if  it  is  brought  on by pain.  That  soul 
becomes dark and its power is unleashed into that body. 
Normal  humans  can  access  this  but  it  is  rarely  seen. 
Some monks and prophets dedicated to becoming one in 
mind  and  spirit  get  small  hints  of  this  power,  like 
levitation, but it is extremely uncommon. Your body is 
energy and your soul is your battery.” 

I looked at Leneya as we walked,

“And how do I use it?” I asked

“That’s the problem; all that knowledge is in the part 
of  you  that  was  left  between  planes.  You’re  going  to 
have to figure that one out on your own. I will do what I 
can to help.”

We emerged from the tree line near the back of the 
house. Leneya quickened her pace for a moment to get in 
front of me. She turned around to face me and without 
warning,  she  attacked  me.  She  jumped  forward  and 
planted her fist into my chest; I was knocked down. She 
may have been small but there was a lot of power to this 
woman. I laid there stunned,

“What the hell are you doing?”
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Leneya stood there looking down at me, 

“Hit me,” she said.

“Hit you? I’m not hitting you.” 

Leneya thought for a moment, 

“Very  well,  wait  here,”  she  said  before  turning 
around. She walked around the side to the car. I heard the 
trunk open for a moment and then close again. I began to 
get up as she came back into view. She was carrying a 
sword. She walked into the kitchen and took the sword I 
had been using earlier and walked back out to me. Before 
she got to me, she threw the blade in front of me.

“Pick it up, Josiah,” she said as she came at me with 
her sword raised.

“What the hell?” 

She swung the sword in front of herself  as she got 
closer to me. In panic, I grabbed my sword and got to my 
feet.

“Rule one, if you’re going to swing at someone, make 
sure  that  it  only  takes  that  one  swing  to  bring  them 
down.”

Leneya  came at  me and swung the sword, stopping 
short from slicing my chest. I looked at Leneya; I could 
see how serious she was. She looked up at me,
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“React, don’t think.” She swung the sword once more, 
just  missing me as I  stepped backwards.  I  gripped the 
handle of my sword tight and lunged forward, towards 
Leneya. With a single swift movement she deflected my 
strike, came up alongside of me and elbowed me in the 
stomach. I dropped to my knees in pain. Leneya stood 
behind me,

“Get up,” she said impatiently.

I  gripped  my  sword  tightly  once  more  then  stood, 
turned and swung at her. Our swords hit as she blocked 
my attack. I could hear my sword humming as I swung 
again.  Our  swords  clashed  together  as  we stared  each 
other down.

“You  have  a  lot  of  power  in  there.  Find  it.”  She 
pushed me away.

Leneya swung to attack but before she could, a bright 
light flashed in the sky and without warning, there was 
an explosion as the side of the house disappeared as if a 
meteor had crashed through it and into the grassy area. 
Leneya and I were both thrown back through the air in 
the explosion, our swords leaving our hands as we were. 
I  hit  the  ground on my back and  rolled  into  a  tree.  I 
looked up to see Leneya hit the ground. I got to my feet 
as quickly as I could to help her. When I got to her she 
was on her knees, wounded. Leneya had a small splinter 
of wood dug into her side. I helped her to her feet and we 
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rushed  over  to  the  wreckage.  Wood  and  bricks  lay 
everywhere and dust filled the air. 

There was a crater in the ground. Just as we got close, 
Elijah crawled out of the hole. He was bleeding and his 
arm was broken. His face and body were covered in cuts 
and his clothing was soaked in blood. He looked over at 
me and then to the ground behind me where my sword 
lay.  Without any words, he raised his hand and with a 
flash, the sword flew through the air into his hands.

“Get back,” he said.

Another  blaze  of  light  filled  my  vision  as  a  man 
dressed  in  white  hit  the  ground,  yelling,  and  running 
towards Elijah. Elijah ran toward the man with his sword 
at his side. There was a brilliant flash of brightness as the 
two men raised their blades and began to fight.

With every single clash of their swords, I could feel 
their power. It was as if I was being blown backwards in 
a gust of wind from the power they controlled. I moved 
backwards to catch Leneya as she fell to the ground, her 
side was bleeding from the wood that  had pierced her 
side. I held her on the ground as I watched Elijah and the 
other man fight. Leneya was also watching the fight, in 
my arms.

Elijah pushed the man away and swung at him with 
all the strength he had, and cut the man’s shoulder. He 
continued  with  his  unrelenting  attack.  The  speed  and 
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force  of  the  fight  was incredible;  I  had  never  thought 
anyone could possess so much power. 

Leneya screamed out in pain as she tried to remove 
the wood from her side.  Elijah looked over for a split 
second and the other man got the upper hand. I looked 
back up at the fight to see the man drop his sword into 
the  ground  and  take  a  deep  breath,  before  raising  his 
hands towards Elijah. Time seemed to slow for a moment 
as  the  man gathered  the  force  in  his  body and with a 
single release, threw Elijah through what remained of the 
cottage wall, without even touching him.

Wood and debris flew into the air from the cottage. I 
ran in through the back door to see if Elijah was alive. I 
stood at the back door looking in. Dust filled the air and 
it was hard to see, but I saw a figure move inside and I 
ran towards it hoping to find Elijah alive. I stood for a 
moment  where  the  figure  was,  letting  my eyes  adjust. 
Elijah was on the ground, alive, but unable to move. He 
looked up at me and tried to speak.

“It’s time to send you home, Demon,” came a voice 
from behind me.

I turned around quickly to find the man standing in 
front of me. He grabbed me and threw me through the 
back wall of the cabin. I felt the wood break around me 
as  I  flew  through  the  air  helplessly.  I  hit  the  ground 
outside near Leneya,  after  rolling along the grass. The 
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man stepped out of the hole through the back wall.

“I  can’t  believe  that  Elijah  and  Leneya  would 
knowingly protect and help a demon. I don’t care what 
story it has come up with, it is a demon and our job is to 
send it back to Hell.”

Leneya  stood carefully,  holding her  side.  She faced 
the man,

“There is something a lot bigger happening here and 
we need him.”

The man walked toward Leneya, angered,

“You need him? He is  a demon.  You should know 
better, Leneya. If what Elijah told me is true, that thing 
could help bring the end of mankind on this world before 
it’s time. We cannot let that happen.”

He walked closer to Leneya,

“Nothing will stop me from sending that thing back to 
where it came from.”

He walked past Leneya towards me. Leneya turned,

“If you kill him, we will lose our chance of stopping 
this all from happening. Terial!”

The man turned around,

“You do not have the right to call me by name,” he 
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said in anger. The stranger she had called Terial walked 
back to Leneya and stood so close that she could feel his 
breath,

“You will  not speak my name again.” Terial  turned 
back at me. Suddenly, Leneya pulled the piece of wood 
from her side and dug it into Terial’s back. Terial yelled 
in  pain.  He turned and picked up Leneya by her  neck 
with one hand.

I looked up to see Leneya being strangled by Terial. I 
gathered my strength as my anger grew. I stood up to 
face him,

“Let her go, you want me.”

Terial turned to face me,

“I will deal with you and then I will make sure these 
two are no longer a burden.”

“That’s going to be hard considering you’re going to 
die.” 

Terial seemed amused by my words, “You don’t have 
a chance of survival, Demon.”

Terial threw Leneya across the yard like a rag-doll. I 
watched as she flew through the air  before she hit the 
ground. I turned back to face Terial just as his fist landed 
into  my  chest,  throwing  me  backwards  into  a  tree, 
splintering wood off like an explosion.
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As I stood there against the tree, everything seemed to 
stand  still.  Terial  was  heading  towards  me  with 
determination in his eyes. I looked through the back door 
to see Elijah bleeding on the ground. I looked at Leneya 
who  lying  face  first  in  the  dirt,  bloody and  broken.  I 
could feel the anger building inside of me and I felt my 
compassion for these new friends overwhelm my senses. 
I knew I had to fight for them and I knew there was a 
power within me.

I suddenly had a new determination and I could feel 
this power inside of me. I stood forward from the tree 
and began to walk towards Terial,

“It’s over, Terial.” 

Terial  stopped and laughed at  me,  “Yes,  Demon,  it 
is.”

Terial leapt forward and came at me. He swung at me 
this time but without hesitation, I grabbed his arm before 
he had the chance to land his blow. I could see the shock 
in his eyes as I pulled back on his arm and planted my 
foot into his chest, sending him flying backwards with a 
single kick. Terial landed near the house; I could see the 
surprise in his eyes. He stood again and came at me. I ran 
forward to  meet  him as we began to exchange blows. 
Every  hit  was  fierce  as  we  continued  to  fight.  Terial 
landed  a  punch  into  my  jaw  which  pushed  me 
backwards.
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“You have no chance, Demon,” he said. 

He looked away for a moment as his sword flew into 
his  hands from the ground where he had dropped it.  I 
looked around for my own; it was stuck in the side of the 
cottage wall, or what was left of the cottage. I ran toward 
the cottage, dodging his sword on the way. After I passed 
Terial, I began to reach for my sword, but as I did, I felt a 
force spin me and throw me into the wall. My back was 
pressed against it and I couldn’t move.

Terial  had his  hand raised toward me as though he 
were pinning me there.

“Your  role  on  this  planet,  Demon,  is  to  come  and 
destroy all human life, all of which our God has created. 
My job, set forth by God Himself,  has always been to 
stop you and your kind. This is how it has always been 
and this is how it will stay.”

I struggled to speak as I felt my body being crushed 
against the cottage,

“I don’t want to kill anyone.”

Terial laughed as he walked closer to me,

“It’s  not  your  choice,  Demon.  You were  made  and 
sent here for a purpose, and that is your destiny. Just as it 
is my destiny to stop you.”

I looked into his eyes,
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“I don’t believe that. I am in control of what I do.” 

Terial became angered,

“NO! We all have our destiny, and yours is to die, and 
my destiny is to kill you and make sure that these two 
learn about their mistakes.” 

I  began  to  struggle  harder.  I  couldn’t  let  him  hurt 
Leneya.

“There  is  no  use  in  struggling,  Demon.  You  are 
powerless.”

I focused on pushing my body off the wall with all of 
the  strength  that  I  possessed.  I  looked at  Terial  as  he 
began to struggle to hold me still. My body slowly began 
to move away from the wall. I seemed to be floating in 
mid-air. All of my strength was focused on breaking free 
from his control.  I  was moving further  away from the 
wall and I could see the strain that Terial  was feeling. 
With one last explosion of determination, I yelled and I 
landed on the ground. Terial  fell  backwards, in awe at 
what had just transpired. I began to walk towards him,

“You may think you know what my destiny is, but I 
am not this demon. I am in control of my own destiny.”

Terial stood and I could see his fury.  He ran at me, 
yelling, with his sword extended. I stood my ground,

“I am sorry; this is not my destiny,” I said.
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Before  he  reached  me,  I  put  out  my  hand  and 
summoned my sword. In a split second, it broke free of 
the  wall  and  flew  into  my  grasp,  and  with  one  swift 
blow,  I  plunged  my  blade  through  Terial’s  body.  We 
were face to face and I watched as the life left his body. I 
pulled  my  sword  back  and  watched  Terial  fall  to  the 
ground. He looked up at me and with his last breath, said, 

“You’ve killed us all, Demon.”

I looked back at him.

“My  name  is  Josiah,  and  I  am  in  charge  of  my 
destiny.”

With  that,  I  watched him die.  I  dropped my sword 
onto the ground and ran over to Leneya. She was on her 
side watching the fight, holding her wound. I knelt close 
to her,

“Are you OK?” I asked, and she looked up at me with 
tears in her eyes.

“I’ll be OK Check on Elijah.”

I reluctantly stood up and headed toward the cottage. 
Dust filled the air, there were holes in the ground, and 
more  than  half  of  the  cottage  had  been  destroyed.  I 
stepped up over the rear deck, making my way around 
the twisted and broken shards of the building. I made it 
through the door and walked over to where Elijah had 
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been. There was blood on the ground, and broken wood 
from where he had landed but he was no longer laying 
there. I turned and made my way back to Leneya. 

Leneya was on her feet, still holding her side. I moved 
faster over to help her.

“Elijah?” she asked.

I shook my head,

“He’s gone.”

“What do you mean ‘gone’?” she asked, looking up at 
me.

“He’s disappeared.”

Leneya  looked at  the ground,  then  at  her  side.  She 
removed her hand for a moment and I could see the small 
hole from where the wood shard had penetrated. She put 
her hand back over the wound and began to try to walk 
toward the cottage. I put my arm around her to help her.

“This  changes  things,  Josiah.  We’re  going  to  have 
both sides coming at us now.”

I turned to Leneya,

“I am ready for it.”

“This  was just  the  beginning.  Neither  of  us  can  be 
prepared for what comes next,” she said.
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I slowly helped Leneya onto the back porch and sat 
her down onto a chair. A broken mess lay around.

“Is there any advice you can give me?”

Leneya looked up at  me with a serious look on her 
face.

“Kill everyone.”
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Chapter Eight

“Change”

I could tell Leneya was still in a lot of pain. The blood 
had stained her shirt, and her hand covering the wound 
was  soaked  red.  I  kneeled  down  in  front  of  her  and 
moved  her  hand.  I  slowly  lifted  her  shirt  to  see  the 
wound. When I saw the hole in her side, I knew that she 
needed help.

“We need to get you help,” I said, standing.

“No, Josiah. We don’t have time for that.”

Leneya stood quickly to show me that she was OK, 
but I could tell that she was losing too much blood. As 
she stood, she became unstable on her feet. I put my arm 
around her as she blacked out.

“Leneya?” I said, concerned.

With no response from her, I quickly picked her up 
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and  headed  for  the  car.  I  ran  around  the  side  of  the 
cottage and opened the rear door, slowly placing Leneya 
in the back. I turned to run into the back of the cottage, to 
try  and  find  her  black  bag.  I  searched  for  a  moment 
looking around the debris until I found it on the ground 
under some rubble from the ceiling.  I grabbed the bag 
and  headed for  the  back door.  I  paused  for  a  second, 
turning to see where Elijah had once been. I turned and 
walked out the back door, taking only a few moments to 
get my sword on the way to the car.

I reached the car and got in the driver’s seat, throwing 
the bag and sword in the passenger seat. I looked back to 
see Leneya still unconscious. I turned the key and put my 
foot  down.  I  looked  in  the  rear  vision  mirror  and  I 
watched the destroyed cottage disappear in the distance.

I didn’t really have a plan and didn’t know what to do 
with Leneya. I decided to drive to the fuel station and ask 
the man there where the nearest hospital was. As I drove, 
I kept looking back to make sure Leneya was alright. Her 
bleeding didn’t show signs of stopping any time soon.

     

I  sped  down  the  road  and  the  fuel  station  quickly 
came into  view.  I  pulled  in  the driveway and stopped 
right  at  the door.  I  jumped out of the car,  leaving my 
door wide open, with the keys still in the ignition, and I 
ran inside.
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“Welcome back; what can I do for you this time?” he 
asked.

“No time. My friend has been hurt and I need to find a 
hospital.”

The man dropped what he was doing and immediately 
began to walk towards the car.

“How bad is it?” he asked, concerned

I wasn’t sure what to say so I quickly decided to make 
up a story.

“We were out walking when she fell onto the ground, 
and a small  branch went into her side. She won’t stop 
bleeding.”

The man looked very worried,

“The closest hospital is over an hour away,” he said

I followed the man out as he headed to Leneya’s car. 
He opened the back door and saw her lying unconscious 
on the back seat. He looked very concerned when he saw 
her  wound.  He  grabbed  her  shoulders  and  began  to 
gently pull her from the car.

“Grab her legs and help her out the back,” he told me.

I grabbed her by the legs and followed the man round 
the back into his house that was connected to the fuel 
station.
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“Can you take her?” he asked.

I moved around and picked her up so the man could 
open his door. I followed him inside as he led me into a 
room where he had me place Leneya onto a small cot.

He quickly left  the room and I  waited by Leneya’s 
side.

“Please be OK, I need you,” I whispered quietly.

After  everything  that  had  happened,  I  knew  that  I 
needed her to help finish what had been started, and I had 
found myself caring for her. I didn’t want to lose her. I 
reached down and held her hand as I looked at her face, 
hoping her eyes would open again.

A few moments  later,  the  man  came back into  the 
room carrying a small box. I moved out of his way. He 
pulled a small stool from the corner and sat down next to 
the bed.

“I’ll need your help,” he said.

He opened the box and pulled out a towel and some 
bandages.  He  then  reached  over  and  began  to  peel 
Leneya’s shirt up; the blood was sticking her shirt to her 
skin.

“That really doesn’t look too good,” he said, sounding 
worried.
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He  turned  and  took  out  a  small  bottle  from  his 
medical kit. He began to softly spray liquid around the 
wound and was  using  the  towel  to  clean  up the  area. 
Within seconds, the clean towel had been dyed red from 
her blood.

I  watched as  he cleaned the wound.  I  was thankful 
that he knew what he was doing.

“How  do  you  know  what  to  do?”  I  asked.  He 
continued to help Leneya as he answered,

“I served in the military when I was a boy and had 
some  training  as  a  field  medic.  It’s  just  one  of  those 
things you never forget. My name is Bob by the way.”

“Josiah,” I responded.

He finished cleaning up Leneya’s wound. It was still 
bleeding but the skin itself had almost covered over. He 
placed a large square of fabric over the wound.

“Hold this here, don’t press too hard, but make sure 
you keep some pressure on the wound,” he said.

I reached over and held the fabric over the wound as 
he opened a package for a large bandage. He turned back 
around to Leneya and began to lay it over her wound.

“I’m going to have to get you to lift her just enough so 
that I can wrap the bandage around,” he said.
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I put my hand around behind Leneya’s neck and lifted 
her back off the cot just enough so that his hand could 
reach  under  her.  He  then  began  to  tightly  wrap  the 
bandage  around  her  body.  After  he  had  wrapped  the 
wound, he taped off the end of the bandage and then I let 
her back down onto the cot.

“That should be good enough for now,” he said.

He got up and left the room again. I sat there holding 
Leneya’s hand. She looked so peaceful.

“I’m sorry I couldn’t protect  you.  I promise no one 
will hurt you again,” I whispered quietly.

Bob came back in  the  room with some food and a 
drink and placed them beside the bed.

“Just in case she wakes up, she could use the energy. 
Come with me, she needs her rest.”

I turned to Leneya one last time as I let go of her hand 
and stood. I followed Bob out of the room into a small 
kitchen where he had a table and chairs.

“We have done what we can so now we wait. Would 
you like a coffee or something?” he asked.

I sat down at the table and thought for a moment,

“Just a glass of water,” I answered.

Bob began to make himself a coffee and brought me a 
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glass  of  water.  I  sat  there  holding  my glass  of  water, 
thinking about Leneya and hoping that she would be OK 
Bob had finished making his coffee and walked over to 
sit down across from me at the table.

He  sat  there  for  a  moment,  thinking  about  the 
situation I had brought on him. He hadn’t had any of his 
coffee; he just sat there pushing the cup around the table 
with his hands.

“Thank you for helping us, I really didn’t know where 
else to go,” I said to him.

“It’s  OK It  was  just  a  little  bit  of  a  shock  having 
someone pull  up with a  gaping hole in  their  side,”  he 
responded, still not looking up from his cup of coffee.

I felt quite uncomfortable; not from fear but because 
in my short time I hadn’t really talked too many people, 
especially ones that weren’t trying to kill me.

After  some silence,  he took a sip of his  coffee and 
placed  it  back  on  the  table.  He  looked  as  if  he  was 
building the courage to ask me questions,

“So, mate, what really happened?” he asked, looking 
right at me.

“What do you mean?” I looked back at him, unsure of 
what he was implying.

He took another sip of his coffee then slid the cup off 
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to the side of the table, out of the way.

“I spent half my life in the military and the last fifteen 
years out here, that doesn’t make me a fool.”

He paused as if waiting for a response from me.

“She didn’t  fall  onto a  branch.  Firstly,  the splinters 
were  from treated  hard  wood and the  wound was  too 
neat. It would have looked a lot worse if she’d fallen on a 
branch.”

I looked down at my glass of water; I was unsure of 
what to say to him.  He was a smart  man and I  didn’t 
want to lie anymore,

“It’s complicated,” I responded.

“It always is,” he said,

“I just helped you out, I think I deserve the truth.”

I sat there for a moment, unsure of what to share with 
the man,

“I  can’t  say  too  much,  but  we  are  kind  of  being 
chased,” I told him.

He took a moment before responding,

“Is this a police thing?” he asked.

“No, it’s not like that. All I can say is there are some 
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people who would like to see us buried.”

I paused for a few seconds; Bob looked as if he was 
waiting to hear more so I continued,

 “We came out here to get away from everyone, to a 
cottage just up the road. We were only there a few hours 
when someone found us.”

There was silence for a moment until Bob spoke up,

“Then what happened?”

I continued,

“I was trying to stop the man from hurting Leneya but 
there was an explosion and a piece of wood hit her in the 
side,” I explained.

“So what happened with the guy?” he asked me.

“I stopped him and he got away,” I said, hoping he 
would believe me.

“I  don’t  believe  in  violence  anymore,  but  I  can 
understand protecting someone you care about,” he said.

I listened very carefully to him speak, he seemed to 
have a lot of experience and was very wise.

“So what happens now?” he asked.

I  thought  for  a  moment  about  his  question.  It  was 
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something  I  hadn’t  really  thought  about  yet.  I  looked 
back through the dining room doorway and could just see 
into Leneya’s room.

“I need to find a way to end it,” I said to him.

I looked back at Bob.

“How do you think you will do that?” he asked me.

I looked down at my glass of water and then back up 
at him,

“I guess I will find that out on my way.”

I stood up from the table and walked out of the room, 
Bob  quickly  followed.  I  made  my  way  back  into 
Leneya’s room and stood there watching her; Bob came 
into the room behind me.

“I need to stop all of this somehow.”

Bob  moved  forward  and  sat  back  down  next  to 
Leneya and checked her bandage.

“I know you don’t know us or have any reason to trust 
or help me, but I need a favor.”

Bob stopped what he was doing and looked up at me.

“I need you to look after her,” I said.

“And what are you going to do?” Bob asked.
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“I’m going to stop them,” I responded.

After  saying  that,  I  moved  over  to  Leneya  and got 
down on my knee,

“I am going to end this. I don’t want to see you hurt 
anymore.”

I stood up once more and turned towards the door. I 
walked through the doorway and out into the hall. Bob 
followed again. I walked out the front door of his house 
and made my way around to the car; the door was still 
opened and the keys were still inside.

“Where are you going to go?” asked Bob.

I slid into the driver’s seat and closed the door. Bob 
came around and leaned on my door as I rolled down the 
window.

“Back to where this all began,” I told him.

I turned the key in the ignition and the car roared to 
life. I turned once more to Bob,

“Thank you,” I said.

With that, I planted my foot and the car sped off. I 
quickly decided to head back to the cottage, just in case 
there was anything there I could use. I watched as Bob 
and the  petrol  station became a small  blur  in  my rear 
vision mirror.
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I  knew there  was a big journey ahead of me and I 
needed as much information as I could gather. I decided 
that after the cottage, I would make my way back to the 
hotel  that  we  had  stayed  in.  The  sun  was  now  high 
overhead  and  I  knew  I  still  had  a  good  amount  of 
daylight left. I should make it back to the hotel before it 
got too dark.

I  passed  the  dirt  intersection,  and  the  cottage  lay 
ahead. From the front, it still looked mostly intact, except 
for the wood and debris off to the side. I arrived there 
quickly, and wasting no time, I jumped out of the car. I 
walked  around  the  back  of  the  cottage,  looking  for 
anything that could help me. I walked in the back door of 
the cottage and looked around. I found Leneya’s small 
black bag hiding under some shards of broken wood and 
glass. I picked it up and dusted it off.

I walked back outside after finding nothing else inside 
that could be of use. I stopped as a glint of light caught 
my  eye.  It  was  the  sun  reflecting  off  Terial’s  sword, 
which lay on the ground on the other side of the cottage. 
I walked over to it. It was lying next to a scorch mark in 
the shape of a man. I bent down and picked up the sword, 
it was beautiful. The entire blade shone and was smooth. 
It had markings that ran the length of the blade and when 
I moved it through the air, it almost sounded as if it was 
singing. I decided that this could definitely be something 
helpful so I held it firmly and turned around to walk to 
the car.
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I  got  back  to  the  car  and put  the  sword and small 
black bag on the passenger side floor. Turning around for 
a moment, I looked at the devastation that had been left 
there;  a cottage in ruin and the knowledge that by my 
hand someone had died rattled me. I’d better get used to 
that idea, because I planned on destroying the others of 
my kind. I turned back to the car, sat inside, closed the 
door and started the engine. I looked out the window one 
last time at the half cottage that sat there, surrounded by 
debris, and then began to drive away.

I had made the decision to retrace my steps, starting 
with the hotel we had stayed at the night before.

I drove down the dirt road towards the petrol station. 
When I got to the intersection, I turned right and headed 
down the road back to the highway that would lead me 
back towards the city.  It wasn’t a long drive along the 
dirt road before I turned onto the highway and began my 
journey.

Leneya was on my mind as I drove. I spent the entire 
time  hoping that  she  would  be  OK She  was  a  strong 
woman and I knew she would be able to pull through.

Driving along, I watched the road, the trees and the 
farms roll past my window. I thought about all the people 
in those homes, and all of the people I had seen homeless 
along the way. If the others succeeded with their plan, 
then none of these would be alive much longer. I wasn’t 
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sure of what I would be able to do to stop them. All I 
knew was that I had to try.

After about an hour into my drive, I started thinking 
about what I was going to do when I got to the hotel. I 
probably wasn’t going to find anything but I might be 
able to learn something from what had happened. Maybe 
the men had dropped something or left me something in 
case I returned.

I  was  watching  the  road  as  I  drove  when  I  was 
surprised,

“So, you’re still alive,” Elijah said, suddenly, from the 
passenger seat.

I lost control of the car for a moment and it skidded 
along the highway and off onto the dirt, on to the side of 
the road. I regained control of the car and pulled it back 
onto the highway. 

“You could give a man some warning,” I said to him, 
frustrated and in shock.

“I am sorry, but when I heard that Terial was dead, I 
needed to find out what had happened,” he told me.

I regained my composure, and was able to return my 
full attention to driving. 

“So, what happened?” he asked.
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I took a few breathes and began to tell him what had 
happened,

“After  you  were knocked into the cottage,  he came 
after  Leneya  and  I.  Leneya  was  hurt  but  managed  to 
catch him off guard and put a  piece  of wood into  his 
back.”

He continued to listen carefully to my story.

“I tried to fight him but he had me pinned somehow, 
without even touching me. Leneya was injured, you were 
unconscious and I was about to be killed so I found a 
way to push myself off the wall. When he came at me 
again, I put my sword through him.”

I paused for a  moment  and watches  as  he took the 
information in. 

“Wait a minute, how are you here? I thought you were 
dead.”

He laughed a little and looked over at me,

“Being thrown through a building won’t kill me. I am 
a little tougher than that. Give me some credit. There are 
only a few ways you can kill one of my kind, and luckily 
you had one.”

I stopped and thought for a moment,

“You mean Leneya’s sword?”
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He nodded,

“Yes. It is the same as this,” he held up the sword I 
had taken from Terial.

“An angelic sword is the only way you can truly kill 
us,” he said.

I thought about what he said for a few moments,

“How  would  it  work  on  a  demon?”  I  asked  him, 
curious to know if I could use the sword against them.

“It should do at least a good amount of damage, and 
yes, it would kill a full blooded demon. The trick is being 
able to get close enough to plunge it into them.”

He looked over at me,

“They’re not easy to kill, even for us. The difference 
for us is that we outnumber them one hundred to one,” he 
explained.

This confused me,

“One hundred to one? Then why don’t you just take 
everyone and wipe them all out?” 

He looked at me,

“It’s not as easy as that; there is supposed to be good 
and evil in this world so that people can choose between 
them. Obviously, we want people to choose the side of 
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good but the world won’t work if there is only good or 
only evil in it; there is a balance, and we maintain that 
balance.”

“What about the prophecy?” I asked him.

“The prophecy isn’t part of the balance; it’s part of the 
greed and evil. It is something that needs to be stopped.”

“Then  why  don’t  you  just  stop  it?  You  have  the 
manpower,” I said, still confused by everything.

“If we were supposed to stop it,  then it would have 
been written and passed down.”

“So you just popped in and scared me half to death to 
let  me  know  you  can’t  do  anything,”  I  said,  getting 
frustrated.

He turned a little in the seat and faced me,

“The reason I came to you was to let you know that if 
you don’t stop this from happening, I myself will have to 
kill you.”

I looked at him for a moment before responding,

“Why don’t you just kill me now?”

“Because I believe Leneya is right. While you’re here 
and on our side, it is harder for them to succeed.”

“And if they do succeed,” I said.
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He sat back in the chair before replying,

“Then the Ninth will rise, which will destroy everyone 
in the city, and then the darkness will spread and plunge 
the world into chaos. It will be the ending of the reign of 
man on Earth and be the start of the demonic rule.”

I  suddenly  felt  the  pressure  of  the  world  on  my 
shoulders.

“So how am I supposed to stop this from happening?” 
I asked.

“Stop the Ninth from being raised, kill the others,” he 
stated.

We both sat there silently for a few moments before I 
spoke up,

“Aren’t you supposed to kill my kind?”

“I am, but you aren’t exactly one of them. What Terial 
didn’t see was the soul inside of you that is still intact. 
It’s never been heard of; a demon who’s human soul still 
occupied the broken body.”

I looked out the window for a moment before replying 
to him,

“Is that a good thing or a…”

I turned back as I spoke and he was gone.

150



For the next while, I thought about everything he had 
said. The fact was that I was on my own and had to stop 
evil from spreading in this world. ‘Stop the Ninth from 
being raised’ echoed in my mind. All I knew was that by 
the end of all of everything, either the Ninth would be 
stopped,  or  I  would  be  dead.  Either  way,  the  angels 
would  probably  get  rid  of  me  once  I  had  served  my 
purpose.
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Chapter Nine

“Purpose”

With what Elijah had said still resonating in my mind, 
I  pulled  into  the  driveway  of  the  hotel.  The  sun  was 
lower now and it would only be a few hours before it got 
dark.  The  hotel’s  car  park  was  completely  empty  and 
there was police tape covering its office and doorways.

I pulled the car up in front of the office, took out the 
keys and stepped out. I left the door open, as I wasn’t 
expecting to be here for very long.

I made my way over to the office, lifting the police 
tape as I ducked under it. The door itself was wide open. 
Once inside, I stood upright and looked around. On the 
ground in front of me was a carpeted area that had been 
soaked in blood, and a chalk outline of a man that had 
been drawn there. Again, I was upset that wherever I had 
been, death for innocent people followed.

152



I  walked  around  the  office  for  a  while,  examining 
everything.  I  was unsure of what it  was exactly I was 
searching for, but I hoped I would know when I saw it. I 
spent a while looking around, but there didn’t seem to be 
anything,  so I lifted the tape in the doorway and went 
back outside.

I decided then to make my way to the room we had 
stayed in. As I got closer, I noticed the door to the room 
next to ours was broken and lying in pieces on the floor. 
I  remembered  hearing  a  door  flying  open  and  people 
screaming the night before. I went inside and again found 
blood, stained on the floor, over the bed sheets, and once 
more,  chalk outlines  of bodies.  I  felt  sick seeing more 
blood and knowing that it meant people had died because 
of me. I was determined to do everything in my power to 
stop anyone else from losing their life.

I didn’t stay in the room for very long as there was 
nothing in there of any obvious importance. I turned and 
walked out again. I walked the last few feet to where we 
had stayed. There was a scorch mark in the middle of the 
floor from the demon that Leneya  had killed,  and two 
bullet shells lay next to it. Just inside the door, there was 
a chalk outline on the floor from where the man that she 
had  exorcised  the  demon  from  had  been.  He  hadn’t 
survived, but at least when he had died, it was as who 
he’d been himself, and not as having been controlled by 
some dark being.
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There was a large hole in the roof where Leneya had 
fallen through, and debris and dust covered the room. I 
stepped  over  the  pieces  of  ceiling  making  my  way 
around the room, looking for any answers. Other than the 
scorch  marks  from the  demon,  there  was nothing else 
there.

I  suddenly  began to  feel  uneasy;  I  glanced  quickly 
through the room but there was no sign of anything or 
anyone. I went into the bathroom and looked around, and 
out of the corner of my eye, I noticed three black figures 
through the window, standing at a distance. They were in 
an old building out the back of the hotel and seemed to 
be looking right back at me through the small window.

I built myself up. I knew I was strong and knew that if 
I  really  wanted  to  make  a  difference  I  had  to  start 
somewhere. Quickly, I turned and headed out the door. 
With a confident stride, I made my way back to the car, 
opened the passenger side door and reached in. I grabbed 
the handle of Terial’s blade tightly and took it from the 
car. I turned around as I closed the door, then stopped for 
a moment to compose myself, knowing that in the next 
few minutes either the three demons would be dead, or I 
would be.

I stopped thinking and began moving. I made my way 
back into the office and broke through the police tape as 
I walked inside. I quickly moved towards the back door 
and opened it. There ahead of me was the old building. 
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One  large  door  sat  at  the  front  of  the  building  and 
through it I could see the three men staring at me, as if 
they had somehow been expecting me to return to the 
hotel.

Without hesitation, I walked across the empty expanse 
at the back of the hotel,  and headed straight for them. 
After only a few moments, I reached the entrance to the 
structure.

Out of the three men, one stood more prominently in 
front of the others.  He was middle aged and had dark 
hair. I stopped walking and stood tall in front of them, 
only  a  few  feet  away.  The  man  at  the  front  laughed 
quietly to himself before speaking,

“Hello, Josiah. You can call me Seth,” he looked up at 
me with an evil grin,

“But you can also call me Fifth, little brother.”

The instant he revealed to me that he was one of the 
Nine, I gripped Terial’s sword more tightly.  He looked 
down at the blade,

“And what do you think that is for?”

“It’s for you and your friends there,” I said.

He seemed amused by my statement. He took a step 
towards me,
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“There is no reason we can’t be civil, brother. We are 
all part of something big here and the day you remember 
that, you will come home to us.”

“I won’t be a part of this,” I yelled, then raised my 
sword.

With a swift  and decisive move,  I  thrust the sword 
towards Seth, but it stopped in midair just before it could 
reach him. It was as if the blade was being held in place. 
He looked up at me and stepped closer,

“Why did  you  have  to  go  and  do  that?”  he  asked, 
unimpressed.

He turned around and started walking away,

“I  will  be  back  soon  with  some  friends,”  he  said. 
“Look after him, will you, but don’t harm him,” he said 
to the other two men. 

Quickly, I gripped my sword tightly once more, and 
with all my might, I threw it at Seth. Just before the blade 
hit  him,  he moved sideways,  dodging it.  The blade hit 
and  stuck  in  a  wooden  beam  in  the  middle  of  the 
building,  sending  splinters  of  wood  flying  in  all 
directions.

Both of the other men looked at me furiously; one of 
them took a step towards me,

“We’re going to enjoy this, Abomination.”
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I knew it was now or never. I had to stop them from 
succeeding with their plans and this was a good place to 
start. Seth faced me again, from where he stood behind 
the two men, and spoke,

“Actually, I might stay a moment longer.”

The two men looked back at Seth as he gave them a 
nod. They turned back to face me and drew swords from 
underneath their coats.

“What happened to ‘don’t harm him’?” I said.

Seth laughed, “Well, we don’t need all of you in one 
piece. We’ll manage.”

One  of  the  men  ran  at  me  with  his  sword  raised. 
Instinctively,  I dodged under his blade and grabbed his 
wrist of the hand he held it in. I turned and stretched out 
my free hand and grabbed him by his neck. I looked right 
into his eyes; he seemed to be amused by the situation. I 
smiled at him before saying something I don’t think he 
expected,

“Exorcizamus te, omnis immundus spiritus…” I was 
interrupted by the second man swinging his blade at me.

I released the man I was holding and moved out of the 
way of  the second man’s  attacks.  His  blade  continued 
swinging  at  me  but  I  managed  to  keep  avoiding  his 
blows.  Suddenly,  I  found  myself  having  to  dodge  the 
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attacks of both men.

I noticed that just off to the side of the building, in the 
corner near me, was a metal bar like a small fencing post, 
leaning up against the wall.  I  ducked under one of the 
men’s swords as they swung at me and moved across to 
grab  the  bar.  As  soon  as  I  gripped  it  in  my hands,  I 
swung it around and it clashed with one of their blades. 
Our  eyes  met  for  a  moment  before  the  second  man 
ducked  past  the  other  and  came  right  at  me  with  his 
sword.  I  moved just  in time to watch his blade pierce 
through the side of my shirt, just slicing a small line in 
my skin. I released the metal bar from the block I had 
been holding against one man, and used it to hit the other 
who had cut me, across the face. He dropped his sword 
and fell backwards.

Quickly,  I picked up his sword and swung it  at  the 
first man. He took a few steps away from me and gripped 
his sword tighter,

“Keep it up, I am enjoying this,” Seth said from the 
other side of the building.

With  blinding  speed,  the  man  leapt  forward  and 
attacked me, but I was ready for it. As soon as he was 
close enough, I stepped aside, so as to not be pierced by 
his blade. I then planted my knee into his chest, lifting 
him off the ground. As soon as he landed on the ground 
again, I focused every bit of strength I had, and dug my 
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foot as hard as I  could into his  chest,  which sent him 
backwards through the wall of the building. Wood and 
debris went flying as the man burst through the side wall.

I quickly turned my attention to Seth, who was still 
grinning as he watched from his side of the building. I 
took a few steps towards him,

“Time for you to pay for what you’ve been doing,” I 
said confidently.

Seth laughed again,

“You really have no clue what you’re dealing with, 
Josiah.”

I took one more step but was stopped as the man who 
I had knocked to the ground with the metal bar grabbed 
me from behind, gripping me around the waist. I looked 
back at him and tried to hit him, but could not reach. I 
struggled but his grip was too strong. Quickly, I pushed 
him backwards until we hit a large wooden beam that ran 
up the wall. His hold relaxed for a brief moment, but not 
for long enough to allow me to get free. I tried pushing 
him against the beam a few more times with no luck.

Suddenly,  I heard a man yelling. I turned to see the 
other man running at me again, sword in hand. I quickly 
shoved  the  man  I  had  behind  me  once  more  into  the 
beam as hard as I could, and his grip loosened. I grabbed 
his arms and turned as fast as I could, throwing him into 
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the other man, stopping his attack. They both fell to the 
ground.  I  moved  forward  quickly,  grabbed  his  sword 
from his hands, and just as he stood, I thrust it through 
his chest. Before I could retrieve it,  the other man had 
stood  and  tackled  me  to  the  ground.  We  exchanged 
blows  while  rolling  on  the  ground.  He  pinned  me 
underneath  him and  was  hammering  his  fists  into  my 
chest and face.  I was blocking most  of his attacks but 
some were still getting through.

He  pulled  away  for  a  second  and  raised  his  arms. 
Suddenly, in a flash of fire and smoke, a chain appeared 
in his hands. He leant forward and wrapped it over my 
neck, with each end of the chain sitting on the ground on 
either side of me. He jumped off of me and I went to 
stand, but couldn’t. For some reason, it felt as if the chain 
weighed a ton; it wouldn’t move. I was anchored to the 
ground at my neck. I continued trying to break free, but 
had no luck. I wasn’t sure what to do. 

Seth came around behind the man,

“That  was  even  easier  than  I  thought,”  he  said, 
smiling.

I knew I had to try something. I reached out my hand 
and called for Terial’s sword. In a split second, it broke 
free of the wood beam and landed in my grasp. I pulled 
the blade back and threw it at Seth. I watched as it spun 
through the air, aimed at his chest, but just before it hit, 
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Seth pulled the man in front of himself, and the sword 
plunged deep into  him.  Seth  laughed and watched the 
man fall to the ground,

“Nice try, Josiah. I like your spirit,” he said, stepping 
over the body of the man. 

Seth  leaned  over  and  pulled  the  sword  from  the 
corpse. He held it in both hands, looking up and down 
the blade,

“This is very interesting. Where did you get this?” he 
asked, curious.

I continued trying to break free of the chain that had 
me held to the ground.

“Pass it here and I’ll tell you all about it,” I said.

Seth began to slowly walk around me, still intrigued 
by the sword he held,

“If  I  am  not  mistaken,  this  blade  belongs  to  a 
messenger,” he said, sliding his finger along the length of 
the blade.

I did not respond. All of my energy was focused on 
trying to break free.

“The question is; how did you get it?” he asked.

I continued to ignore his questions.
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“Don’t be rude, Josiah,” he said, holding the sword up 
in the air with one hand.

I decided to take the chance while he was off guard. 
He was close enough to reach, so I kicked his leg, which 
threw him off balance. Quickly, I called forward Terial’s 
sword. It left Seth’s grip and shot through the air, landing 
next to my head and splitting the chain. I removed the 
chain as fast as I could, and stood. Seth had regained his 
footing and now stood a few feet away.

“Seems like  you’re  going to  be  a  bit  of  a  handful, 
Josiah,” he said, still finding the situation humorous.

I  turned and grabbed the sword,  but  when I  turned 
back, he was gone. I stood there alone, a cut in my side, 
and bruised and battered from the beating I had received. 
I  stood still  for  a  moment  gathering  my thoughts  and 
listening to hear if Seth was still nearby. It seemed that 
he had left. I took this as a sign that he was afraid, even 
though he’d never shown it.

I looked around at the two dead bodies that lay on the 
ground, realizing that they were once men. These poor, 
unfortunate men were in the wrong place at the wrong 
time. I turned them both over and noticed that they both 
had a chain around their necks, with a small silver square 
hanging from each. The small square had a symbol on it. 
I was unsure of what it meant but it was the only thing I 
had found that may have meant  anything.  I  pulled the 
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chains from both of their necks and placed them in my 
right side pocket.

I turned towards the large door and began to walk out, 
stopping  for  a  moment  and  looking  back  at  the 
destruction.  It  seemed that  every time  I  turned around 
there was either death or destruction. I had to get used to 
the idea because I knew it was going to get worse before 
it got better.

I continued walking back towards the rear entrance of 
the hotel.  I  walked inside and back through the office, 
past the chalk outline and out through the doorway with 
the broken police tape. Once outside, I noticed the sun 
was starting to get low. I poked my head back into the 
office  and  looked  around  the  walls  for  a  clock.  Five 
thirty seven, it said, on a small clock that hung on the far 
wall. I turned and began to walk towards the car.

I opened the passenger side door first and dropped in 
Terial’s sword, then closed it and walked around the car. 
I pulled open my door and sat inside the car. I sat there 
for a minute looking around at the world that lay before 
me. I knew that I wasn’t going to make it back to the city 
before night fall, but I decided to try.

I closed the door and started the engine. Pushing my 
foot down on the accelerator,  I  was off.  I  pulled back 
onto the highway and continued on towards the city.

On my drive, I thought of where I should go, and after 
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a while I decided to start at the beginning, the alley. That 
area was my first memory of being here; it is where I had 
crossed over. There was probably nothing there for me, 
but I had to try, just in case.

I gripped the steering wheel tight and focused on the 
road. The shadows began to get darker and the sun was 
almost  kissing  the  horizon.  It  didn’t  take  long  ’til  the 
sun’s  last  rays  stopped shining  and plunged the world 
into night. I would be in the city soon; I knew where I 
was going to start but had no idea what lay ahead. My 
thoughts  turned back to  Leneya.  I  had hoped she  was 
okay; I hadn’t known Bob for long, but I believed that 
she was in good hands. I would have given anything to 
have  her  here  again  by  my  side  helping  me  on  this 
journey, but I needed to push on ahead, on my own.
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Chapter Ten

“Journey”

It was now dark and I had reached the outskirts of the 
city.  Here in the outer ring of the city,  were homeless 
men, women and children all huddled around barrel fires 
to keep warm. This was no life for anyone. The evil in 
this world wasn’t just brought on by demonic powers; it 
was present regardless. I guess that’s what Elijah meant 
by the ‘balance’.

It  wasn’t  long  before  I  found  my  way,  and  came 
across a familiar area. Trudy’s Café lay directly ahead, in 
burnt ruins. I parked the car a block away and decided to 
walk to the alley. 

After  turning  off  the  car,  I  placed  the  keys  in  my 
pocket, got out and shut the door. I walked around onto 
the  footpath.  There  were  a  few  people  on  the  streets 
walking in all directions, most likely heading home after 
work or  going out  to  dinner.  It  was  amazing that  just 
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beneath their  noses lay a darkness that could consume 
them all.

I slowly made my way towards Trudy’s Café, passing 
buildings and people on my way. It only took a minute or 
so before I was at the entrance to the alley. It was dark 
and dank and smelled of sulfur, something I didn’t pick 
up on when I  was first  here.  I  slowly walked into the 
alley and flashes of  memory hit  me;  the image of the 
man’s terrified face and his friend who I laid out on the 
ground  effortlessly.  The  thing  I  remembered  most, 
though, was waking up and having my head feel like it 
was  exploding,  and  the  flashes  of  fire  that  filled  my 
mind.

I  stood  in  the  spot  where  I  had  awoken.  Again,  I 
noticed a large patterned scorch mark around me on the 
ground. ‘This is where it all  started’,  I thought. In the 
short time since I had woken here,  I had been hunted, 
attacked, sliced, beaten, and had an arrow shot through 
my shoulder. Now it was my turn to do the hunting.

Since I’d left Leneya with Bob I hadn’t learnt much, 
except that the people I was after were very strong and 
wanted me badly.

I continued to look around the alley, slowly walking 
around, looking for anything of significance.

After a few minutes, I stopped looking, and realizing 
there was nothing to be found, I turned to walk out.  I 
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paused, seeing the familiar exit to the alley only a short 
distance, but this time across the street lay a building half 
in ruin. It was pitch black in the alley, but just out the 
end  was  a  flickering  street  lamp.  I  began  to  walk 
forwards; I wanted to go into Trudy’s Café.

I reached the end of the alley. Looking up the road, I 
could see there were still a few people on the sidewalks, 
enjoying their time. I envied them, having a fun time out 
with  friends,  ignorant  to  the  evil  that  lay  around  the 
corner.

I placed my hands in my pockets because I started to 
feel the cold. I began to walk across the road, towards 
Trudy’s Café. The charred remains from the front of the 
shop lay under foot as I walked up the sidewalk to where 
the door had once stood. I looked around at the gaping 
hole in the shop front. Its entire interior had been burnt 
out and there wasn’t a single window left intact from the 
blast. Guilt swept over me like a torrent; I was the one 
who brought all of this on Trudy, a woman who had fed 
me and had taken me in.

I  slowly  walked  through  the  rubble.  I  looked  back 
outside into the darkness. There was nothing for me out 
there  now.  I  turned  and  began  to  walk  up  the  stairs, 
remembering the kindness I had received from the nice 
old lady. I took the stairs carefully,  they creaked under 
foot, and with each step I became aware that it could all 
come apart at any point. I breathed a small sigh of relief 
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when I reached the top of the stairs. I was now on the 
first floor, the level where it had all begun.

Moving forward,  I  saw the door to  the room I  had 
slept in. It had been obliterated and the wood had been 
scattered  all  over  the  place.  The  bed  itself  had  been 
turned to ashes,  and the cupboard where the linen had 
been kept had fallen through the floor,  leaving a large 
hole.

I walked up the hallway, being mindful of the steps I 
was  taking.  At  the  end  of  the  hall  was  the  door  to 
Trudy’s room. The door itself was intact, but hanging off 
its hinges. I pushed it to the side and took a step inside 
the  room.  Remnants  of  glass  and  metal  were  all  that 
remained  of  old  photos  and  memories  that  previously 
littered  her  table  tops.  All  of  the  trinkets  that  once 
decorated the room had either been shattered in the heat 
of the fire, or melted. I could not believe the utter chaos 
that followed me, and one of the people responsible for 
this mess, was now my only friend.

I  turned  around  and began  to  walk  back  down the 
hallway.  I  stopped  at  the  stairs  that  lead  to  the  floor 
above.  I  decided to  take  them up to  the  third  level.  I 
placed my foot on the first step and put my weight down 
slowly just in case it gave way. There was a small sound 
of creaking wood but it seemed to still be solid. I took 
the  steps  slowly,  being  careful  of  my  footing.  Once  I 
reached the top of the stairs I turned left, facing the way I 
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had before. There didn’t seem to be as much damage up 
there, but I was still careful of where I placed my feet.

I made my way along until I reached a very familiar 
sight.  I  stood there at  the broken window, looking out 
over  the  street.  I  rubbed my shoulder;  being  here  and 
remembering  the  arrow that  shot  through my shoulder 
somehow brought back the feeling of pain it had caused. 
Off  in  the  distance  I  could  see  Leneya’s  car,  parked 
under a lamp post a block away.  I  looked through the 
window into the sky and could just make out the faint 
glint  of  stars  through  the  clouds.  For  all  the  evil  and 
darkness, there was still beauty in the world.

After a few minutes of standing there at the window, I 
turned around and began to  walk back down the  hall, 
stopping at  a  doorway.  I  looked in  the  room and saw 
there was a small pile of old clothes on the floor, and that 
the rest of the room was almost empty. I decided that this 
was  probably  the  best  place  for  me  to  get  any  rest 
tonight, so I walked in and sat on the ground. I looked 
around  the  room  for  a  moment;  flower  wallpaper 
surrounded me,  except  for  on the far  wall  where burn 
marks ran up the wall from the level below.

I put my hands under my head and leant backwards, 
lying  down.  I  had  to  roll  around  for  a  while  to  get 
comfortable.  Rolling  up  a  few pieces  of  clothing  that 
were lying around, I fashioned a pillow for me to rest on. 
I placed the pillow under my head and closed my eyes. 
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My mind went back to Leneya. I hoped she was OK and 
was beginning to heal. When everything was all over I 
would go back and take her someplace safe. That was my 
last thought as I fell asleep.

“Come on buddy,  up  ya  get,”  came the  voice  of  a 
police officer, which woke me up.

I  opened  my  eyes  to  see  him  and  another  officer 
standing  behind  him.  They  were  here  inspecting  the 
building.

“You’re gonna have to come with us. This is private 
property and a crime scene;  we’re gonna have to  take 
you in.”

Still half asleep, I stood up quickly and moved away 
from the officers.

“Come  on,  buddy,  don’t  make  this  difficult,”  the 
officer said, one hand on his belt and the other reaching 
out for me.

I looked around me, I had no place to go and I didn’t 
want to hurt them.

“I’m leaving now,” I said firmly.

I took another step backwards and the officer pulled 
170



his hand cuffs from his belt and came at me. I stepped 
back once more, this time grabbing the police officer’s 
arm as I did, pulling him off balance. I then spun him 
around and pulled his cuffs around his back and locked 
both of his wrists with them. The other officer ran over 
quickly,  I  pushed  down  the  first  officer  and  without 
thinking, I knelt down quickly and with all the force I 
could spare, I hit the floor beneath my feet. Suddenly, the 
ground gave way and I began to fall. Wood and dust fell 
through the air as I made my way quickly down to the 
second level, looking up I could see the un-cuffed police 
office falling also as more of the floor gave way.

Looking down, I could see the second floor coming 
closer. I closed my eyes and braced myself to hit. With a 
tremendous crack, I smashed through the air. A bed and a 
chest of drawers also began to fall through the floor from 
that  level.  I  could  now  see  a  large  steel  cooking  top 
underneath me as I fell into the kitchen. It wasn’t long 
before my body slammed into the cook top; debris fell all 
around me and so did the furniture from one level up. 
Only  a  split  second  later,  the  police  officer  hit  the 
ground, just as I’d begun to fall off the cook top. I finally 
came to my resting place on the charred ground. 

Without  hesitation,  I  stood  up  and  began  to  move 
through the debris and damage, passing the police officer 
on the way. Just as I stepped over him, he reached and 
grabbed my ankle very softly. With all of his remaining 
strength, he looked up at me,
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“You’re  under…”  he  released  his  grip,  and  then 
passed out.

I quickly moved out of the kitchen door and headed 
for the front door of the café. I ran outside and stopped at 
the  sidewalk  just  as  a  police  car  pulled  up  sharply  in 
front of me. My eyes locked with the driver; I knew that 
the man still upstairs must have used his radio to call for 
backup. I quickly ran in front of the car and across the 
street,  dodging a small  red car that was driving past. I 
looked behind me to see the police officer jump out of 
his seat and begin to chase me. I didn’t want to lead him 
to the car so I darted into the alley across the road.

I  ran past  the puddles  of  water  and trash cans  as I 
made my way down the alley. I occasionally turned my 
head to see the officer chasing me and after only a few 
moments, there was a second police man on the chase. 
The walls were flying by as I tried to keep up my speed.

Up ahead in the distance, I noticed a chain wire fence 
that I would have to get over before they reached me. As 
I got closer, I saw that on my left near the fence there 
was a fire escape to the adjoining building. I picked up 
my speed as much as I could. I knew that I had only a 
single chance to do this. I turned my head once more to 
see the police getting closer.

I had almost reached the fence. With one final burst of 
speed I hit the fence feet first, running a few steps up the 
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chain  wire  and  launching  myself  off  of  it  upwards, 
towards the dangling ladder to the fire escape. Reaching 
as high as I could, my right hand successfully grabbed 
onto  the  bottom of  the  ladder,  I  held  on  as  hard  as  I 
could. I quickly raised my other hand and grabbed the 
ladder, beginning to pull myself higher. At this point, the 
police caught up and jumped for me, but I was too high 
for their  reach.  I  climbed higher,  to almost  the lowest 
level of the fire escape, where there were stairs leading 
up  the  side  of  the  building.  I  had  nearly  reached  the 
bottom level  when I  looked down and saw the  police 
officers moving a large metal bin from the other side of 
the alley. They slammed it into the building and started 
to climb up on top of it. They had succeeded; they were 
able to reach the ladder now and began to climb.

I got off the ladder and moved quickly so that I could 
reach the steps of the fire escape. The officers were half 
way up the ladder when I began to make my way up the 
side of the building.

After I reached the fifth level, I noticed there was an 
open window to the building. I made my way faster so I 
could  get  inside  and  when  the  window  came  by,  I 
jumped inside and began to run. Looking behind me, I 
could  see  the  head  of  the  first  officer  almost  at  the 
window. I turned back and continued running; I was in a 
small  unit.  I  quickly  dashed  through  the  rooms  and 
passed  two  people  sitting  at  a  table  in  the  kitchen, 
obviously surprising them as I ran by. I quickly opened 
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the front door and got outside.  I looked left  and right, 
noticing  a stair  case up the hall  on my right.  I  started 
running again and just as I started, I turned back to see 
the second officer fall through the door and hit the wall. I 
wondered where the first officer went but it was of little 
consequence at the time.

I made it to the stairs and started up them as fast as I 
could, my stride clearing two or three steps at a time.

After two floors, I reached the top, and burst out of 
the small doorway that lead me to the top of the building. 
I came to a stop and looked around. There were rooftops 
surrounding the building on three sides and a street on 
the other. I heard a noise from far behind me and I saw 
the  police  officer  climb  over  the  edge of  the  building 
from the fire escape. The other officer was coming up the 
stairs;  I  had  to  make  a  decision.  I  turned  and  started 
running towards the direction of the car.  Ahead of me 
was another building, but it was one floor shorter than 
the one I was on and an alley separated them, but I didn’t 
see that I had much of a choice. 

I pushed myself as fast as I could, running along the 
rooftop with the police in pursuit. I hit the edge of the 
building and jumped as far as I could. I floated gracefully 
through the air.  Behind me,  one of  the  police  officers 
came to a hard stop and almost fell over the edge. The 
other started to run faster and it looked as if he was going 
to  follow me.  Suddenly,  I  hit  the rooftop on the other 
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building and rolled to a stop. I quickly turned my gaze to 
the officer behind me as his body disappeared between 
the buildings. I stood and was about to run but something 
stopped  me.  I  turned  around  and  ran  to  the  edge  and 
looked down. The police officer was hanging on to the 
edge of the building by one hand. Without hesitation, I 
reached down and grabbed his arm; his eyes locked onto 
mine  and  I  could  see  he  was  confused  by  my  act.  I 
proceeded to swing him and let go as he fell across onto 
a ledge on the floor below. I could see he was thankful. I 
turned around and started to walk away. I wasn’t sure of 
how I would get back to the car just yet.

Suddenly,  I  heard  the  sound  of  the  second  police 
officer hitting the ground behind be, I looked back to see 
him rolling onto the rooftop.  He looked up at  me and 
started to stand.

“You’re under arrest,” he said, panting heavily.

“Don’t do this,” I said to him.

He  started  running  at  me,  so  I  turned  and  headed 
towards  the  next  building.  This  time  the  building  was 
much  taller  than  the  one  previously  encountered. 
Standing in front of me, was a window that lead into the 
building. I headed right for it and as soon as I was close I 
dove through, shattering the glass and sending its shards 
flying through the air. I turned as the officer leaped to 
jump through the  window.  Just  before  his  feet  hit  the 
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ground, I grabbed him by the neck and pushed him into 
the wall.

“Leave. Me. Alone,” I told him, with more frustration 
than I had ever felt.

I released him and let him fall to the ground; he was 
obviously exhausted from the chase. I turned and began 
to walk out of the room I was in.

“I’m going to  find you again,”  he said as I  walked 
away.

I paused at the doorway.

“No. You won’t,” I said under my breath.

I  walked  out  of  the  room  and  found  myself  in 
someone’s  living  area.  I  made  my  way  to  their  front 
door. No one seemed to be home so I let myself out. The 
hallway was clear so I turned out of the apartment and 
made my way across to an elevator. I pressed the ‘down’ 
button to call the elevator.

I kept an eye out behind me to make sure the police 
officer didn’t come after me again. It wasn’t long until 
the elevator doors opened and I stepped inside. I pressed 
the button for the ground floor and the doors closed, and 
it began to descend. Soft music was being played through 
a small speaker in the roof. After only a short while, the 
elevator came to a stop and the doors opened once more. 
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There was a woman holding a  small  dog on the other 
side of the open doors. When she saw me, I could see the 
look of shock on her face, at seeing a man with bruises, 
and blood on his clothes. It probably was not a regularly 
occurring  event  in  this  neighborhood.  Then  I  thought, 
after  seeing  this  area,  it  might  have  been.  I  walked 
around the woman and made my way towards the front 
door of the building, passing through the glass revolving 
door and I continued onto the sidewalk.

Once outside, I looked around and found Leneya’s car 
only a short distance up the road. I quickly made my way 
to the car, pulling the keys out of my pocket on my way. 
I opened the door,  got inside and started the engine.  I 
wanted to get out of the area as fast as I could before any 
more police arrived. I looked to make sure no more cars 
were near and I came out of my parking place.

I was unsure of where to go, but after some thought I 
decided I might look for the building where I had seen 
the demons.

I drove around for a while looking for their building. 
It took me an hour or so until I stopped the car about a 
block away from where I had been taken by Megrim. It 
was the building where they all were. I knew I wouldn’t 
stand a  chance  going in  there  now on my own,  but  I 
knew where  I  might  be  able  to  find  some  answers.  I 
turned the car around and started to drive. I was going to 
visit Samuel.
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Chapter Eleven

“Questions”

I was on my way to see Samuel. I knew I could find 
my way, if I back tracked from the building that Megrim 
had taken me to. The sun was still low, and the clock in 
Leneya’s car said that it was ten in the morning. I had a 
full day to find answers. 

The last time I’d seen Samuel, he’d told me that I had 
to find out who I was on my own. Now I knew that, I 
might be able to get some more answers from him. I just 
hoped he was alone.

The drive didn’t take very long. I passed a section of 
road that had some remnants of glass and metal pushed 
off to the side, and knew that it was from Leneya’s attack 
on Megrim. It was only a few more seconds until I saw 
the old house up the dirt driveway. I pulled in and took 
the car up to the house. I stopped the engine and got out 
of the car. As soon as I closed the door, I looked up to 
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see Samuel standing on the front veranda waiting for me.

“Good to see you again so soon,” he said from his 
spot at the front of the house.

He then turned and walked into the house. I walked 
around the car and through the front gate. I made my way 
up  the  rickety  front  steps  onto  the  veranda  and  then 
through the front door.

“I  hear  you’ve  got  some  memories  back,”  he  said 
from another room.

I continued slowly walking, trying to find him.

“Not exactly,” I said, still unsure where he was.

“But you know what you are. Right?” he asked me.

He came out of a door in front of me, smiled and then 
turned away walking.

“Come with me,” he motioned me to follow.

I walked behind him into his kitchen.

“Have a seat. Did you want anything?” he asked me.

“No thanks,’ I said.

I wasn’t sure what he would do to the food or drink if 
I had some. I really didn’t know if I could trust him.

“I’m not going to poison you,” he laughed.
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He walked around and sat down on the other side of 
the table.  He motioned for me to sit.  I  hesitated for a 
moment and then sat down.

“So, you’re obviously here for a reason?”

I nodded,

“I want to know everything,” I said to him.

He paused for a moment and looked at me. He lent 
forward and placed his elbows on the table.

“But what do you already know?” he inquired.

I sat forward in my chair.

“I  know my name  is  Josiah.  I  know I  was  once  a 
human  and  am now demonic  and  I  know why I  was 
brought back here.”

Samuel sat back in his chair and smiled.

“And do you know why you lost your memories? That 
one has really been puzzling me,” he asked, curious.

“What we think is that a part of me was still  intact 
when  I  was  brought  back  here,  and  that  part  of  me 
struggled with the demonic side, which caused the whole 
situation,” I told him.

He paused again, before responding,
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“By ‘part’, you mean your soul?”

I nodded.

“Really,” he seemed intrigued.

“I have never known anyone whose soul survived that 
long.” he said to me.

I was interested in what he had to say,

“What do you mean ‘that long’?”

He smiled at me,

“You really don’t know a lot about yourself yet,  do 
you?”

He leant forward in his chair again,

“Let me just put it this way, you were down there a 
very long time.”

“How long?” I asked him

He thought for a moment before responding,

“Well,  let’s  just  say  that  good  old  Christopher 
Columbus  discovered  America  in  fourteen  ninety  two. 
That was around fifty years before you ended up down 
stairs,” he said with a grin.

I was shocked,
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“What?”

Samuel smiled at me and laughed,

“That’s nothing, you’re a young one.”

“I’m five hundred years old,” I said, still in shock.

Samuel nodded,

“It takes a long time to beat the soul from someone 
and turn them into what you are. And it looks like you 
could have used a little more time in the pit, too.”

I sat there trying to get my head around the idea of 
being that old.

“It doesn’t really matter anyway; even as a demon you 
wouldn’t remember who you were before,” he stated.

I looked up at him,

“How come?” I asked him.

He continued to find the humor in my questions.

“You think that if you were tortured, for hundreds of 
years,  you  would  remember  everything?  You  had  the 
humanity pulled, ripped and scraped from you.”

I put my face in my hands, trying to take in all the 
information. I was overwhelmed by it all. After a short 
while, I looked back up at Samuel,
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“How is it you know all of this? Why was I originally 
brought here?”

Samuel leant forward,

“That is a good question. You see, I am what some 
people might call  an oracle,  a vessel of knowledge, of 
good and evil.”

“And why would you  work for  the  demons,  if  you 
know about the good side?” I asked him, confused.

He looked me right in the eyes and told me,

“They pay better,” he grinned from ear to ear.

“It’s not that I myself am evil, but the bad people in 
this  world treat  me better.  They have a presence here. 
The good sit in their towers, and do very little. They only 
come out  when they have  to,  for  example,  this  whole 
impending end of the world stuff going on.”

“Then why are you helping me if I am good?” I asked 
him.

He sat back, putting his hands on his head.

“Well  here’s  the  thing,  technically  you’re  evil  but 
right  now you’re  good,  right?  And  you  also  have  the 
ability to hurt me, and unlike those other demons, I am 
not really one for pain. So telling you a few things keeps 
me pain free.”
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I sat back in my chair. I didn’t know what to ask next. 
Samuel laughed again,

“I still can’t believe they sent someone back here who 
still  had  a  soul.  Then  again,  maybe  it’s  part  of  some 
divine plan.”

I looked at him in unbelief,

“What crazy being would plan something like this?”

We  both  sat  there  silent  for  a  while  until  Samuel 
spoke up,

“Do you want to see it?”

I was confused by his question,

“See what?”

He leant as far forward as he could on his seat,

“Hell.”

I was astonished,

“What?”

“Did you want to see it?” he asked.

“What  do  you  mean?”  I  asked him,  confused  once 
more by this man.

“What do you mean ‘what do you mean’? Hell,  the 
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place you spent hundreds of years. The place that turned 
you into that thing,” he said while pointing at me.

I sat there thinking for a moment then leant forward,

“How?”

He grinned at me,

“Well I can’t show you Hell now, but I can show you 
some of what I have seen in my years.”

I sat there, sitting quietly thinking about what he was 
saying. I decided,

“Do it,” I said.

He leapt  out  of  his  chair,  cracked his  knuckles  and 
walked over to me.

“Ready?” he asked.

“No,” I responded.

“Good, probably best”

He moved toward me fast and placed his hand on my 
head. Suddenly my vision disappeared and my mind was 
beginning to be filled with images of hellfire.

All  I  could  see  were  men  and  woman  of  all  ages, 
scattered around. Millions of them hung there by chains 
that were through their  bodies.  Fire engulfed each and 
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every person; they felt the pain, but didn’t seem to burn. 
There were disfigured men walking around, cutting into 
people’s  bodies.  I  couldn’t  imagine  hundreds  of  years 
down here; I knew that I was the lucky one.

Suddenly,  I  saw  a  flash  of  bright  white  light  and 
Samuel’s face began to become visible.

“Have fun?” he asked.

I just looked up at him, astonished at what I had seen.

“That,  my dear friend, is  the future of everyone on 
this planet.”

I tried to stand,

“Then why are you helping them?”

“It’s simple. If I help them I might get treated a little 
better,  but  either  way,  I’m Hell  bound. So there is  no 
point in fighting now.”

He turned away and sat back down on the opposite 
side of the table.

“Look. The angels and all the good guys seem to be 
sitting this one out. It isn’t written on their little scrolls. I 
know there  are  some  who  are  trying  to  help,  but  not 
enough to make a difference. There is nothing you can 
do to prevent this from happening.”

I leant forward and looked him right in the eyes,
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“At least I am willing to try. You’ve seen what will 
become of this world yet you just sit there and play the 
demons’ pet.”

I stood up, frustrated by Samuels’s lack of strength.

“I am going to do something to about it. I have to try.”

I began to walk out the door.

“Wait!” Samuel yelled.

I looked back to see him in his seat, looking down at 
the floor.

“Keep the angel’s blade close by at all times.”

I nodded to him in thanks, turned and walked out of 
the kitchen and down the hallway towards the front door. 
‘Keep  the  angel’s  blade  close  by  at  all  times’.  This 
repeated in my head as I walked. What did he mean by 
it? Was he trying to help me for some reason?

Just as I reached the front door, I heard a loud sound, 
almost  like an explosion.  I  turned back into the house 
and ran as fast as I could towards the kitchen. When I 
turned into the kitchen I stopped. There before me on the 
ground was  Samuels’s  body,  and in  his  hand,  a  small 
handgun. He had taken his own life. Did he believe that 
the future was doomed so much that  he took his  own 
life?
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I was unsure of what to do next. If what he told me 
was indeed something helpful, then his last living act was 
a good one. I turned around and walked back to a room I 
had previously walked past. There was a bed on the far 
side. I walked over and took off the large blanket that lay 
on top and took it back to his body. I leant down and 
slowly wrapped his body with the blanket until it covered 
him completely. I then picked him up and began to walk 
out his back door into his yard.

In front of me was a large garden that looked as if it 
had been taken care of very well. I placed his body on 
top and proceeded to look for a means of digging a hole.

Leaning against a small shed were some garden tools, 
including a shovel. I grabbed it and walked back to the 
garden,  and  began  to  dig  a  hole  that  would  be  deep 
enough for Samuel’s body to lie in.

After about ten minutes, I had succeeded in digging a 
hole of sufficient  depth and size.  I  dug the end of the 
shovel into the ground and moved across to his body. I 
leant  down  and  picked  him  up  once  again,  slowly 
moving him over to the hole. I then lowered his body in 
as gently as I could.  This wasn’t an evil  man. He had 
definitely made the wrong choices but there was good in 
him, he just though that good was not going to be strong 
enough in the end.

Once his body lay in the hole,  I used the shovel to 
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push the dirt over again and fill it until the ground was 
flat and even once more.

“Thank you,” I said.

He didn’t have to help me, or show me what I would 
be fighting against but he did. I planned to prove now, 
though, that we were good enough to prevail.

I  dropped the shovel and walked around the house, 
towards the front yard where Leneya’s car was parked. I 
hopped over the small fence that separated the front yard 
from the  side.  I  took  the  keys  out  of  my  pocket  and 
walked to the driver’s side, opening the door and getting 
in.  I  put  the  keys  in  and  started  the  car,  once  again 
hearing that unmistakable rumble.

Before I  drove off,  I  heard in  my head once more, 
‘Keep the angel’s blade close by at all times’. I looked 
over  on  the  passenger  side  floor  at  Terial’s  blade.  I 
reached across  and pulled  it  closer,  so that  the handle 
was within my grasp, if I suddenly needed it.

Once I had done that, I put my foot down and began 
to  drive.  Dust  flew  up  behind  the  car  as  I  left  the 
driveway and entered the road heading back to the city. I 
knew where I had to go next; the warehouse where I first 
met Megrim.

Once again, I passed the debris on the side of the road 
as I drove. Looking straight ahead, I could see the city in 
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the distance and the sun was in the middle of the sky. I 
noticed a small red dot on the gauge of the car. ‘Empty’, 
it said; I needed fuel. I remembered passing a fuel station 
on my way out to Samuel’s house. I reached across and 
picked up Leneya’s small black bag that we’d left at the 
cottage during the fighting. Luckily, it was the bag that 
contained her cash.

After a few minutes, and just as the car began to lose 
power and start  cutting  out,  the fuel  station came into 
view. The car had to roll the last few feet to the pump. A 
man came right out to me,

“How much?” he said.

I pulled out one of the fifty dollar notes from the bag 
and handed it to him without saying a word. He nodded 
and started to fuel up the car.

I was thinking about Leneya. It had been almost a day 
since she was hurt, she must have woken up by now. I 
just hoped she was feeling better. I knew she would be 
stuck in bed for a while; the wound was pretty bad. I just 
hope  she  wasn’t  too  angry  that  I’d  left  her  with  a 
stranger, and taken her car. After a few minutes, the man 
tapped on the window of the car,

“Anything else?” he asked.

I shook my head and started the car. It took a minute 
to start the car this time, after having had no fuel in it. It 
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sputtered and coughed a few times but then it roared to 
life once more and more importantly,  the red light was 
now gone. I could get back to what I needed to do. The 
man from the fueling station waved at me as I drove off, 
back on to the highway. 

The buildings started to come into view more now and 
I was only minutes away. I had a plan; I knew where I 
was going to go next. I just hoped this time I would find 
something useful.
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Chapter Twelve

“Defiance”

I reached the edge of the city and continued driving. I 
noticed  there  were  more  people  out  now.  There  were 
fights  on  every  street  and it  looked as  if  people  were 
being  affected  by  all  this  darkness  somehow.  I  saw 
people smashing through shop windows and stealing the 
contents.

After a few minutes, I arrived near the building that 
Leneya and Ben had taken me to. I stopped and parked 
the car near the alley that lead to the building. Getting 
out of the car, I saw two men attacking a young woman 
who  was  pushing  a  baby  stroller.  The  baby  was 
screaming and the mother was trying to protect her child. 
I ran over the road as quickly as I could and when I got 
close, one of the men turned to me,

“This is none of your business,” he said, pointing at 
me.

192



I stepped closer to him and grabbed his outstretched 
hand, breaking his arm in one swift motion. With all my 
force, I then kicked the man in the chest, sending him 
flying backwards onto the ground. His friend dropped his 
hold on the woman and came at me, swinging. I grabbed 
him by his shirt, but he continued to try and attack me.

“Why are you doing this?” I asked him.

He didn’t  respond. I  turned him around and pushed 
him away.

“Go,” I said, pointing in the distance.

He paused for a moment and then started to run away. 
I turned back to the woman,

“Are you OK?” I asked her.

She began to move away,

“Please just leave us alone.”

I was confused. I had just helped this woman and she 
acted  as  if  it  didn’t  matter.  Something  was  definitely 
getting strange around here.

I  stood there  for  a  while,  making sure that  she got 
away safely, and then I turned back and walked over and 
around  the  car.  I  stood  at  the  entrance  of  the  alley. 
Turning back for a second, I made sure no one else was 
around,  and then  I  began  to  make  my way down the 
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alleyway. It was as dusty and dirty as before, with trash 
cans that had been knocked over, their contents all over 
the ground.

It  didn’t  take  long  to  reach  the  entrance  to  the 
warehouse.  There  were  bricks  and  debris  scattered 
outside  the  door  of  the  building,  remnants  of  Ben’s 
sacrifice. I stepped over the pieces and walked inside. It 
was  dark inside  and the  area was littered  with broken 
fragments of bricks.

I had walked all  the way into the building,  into the 
large open area from before. Pieces of the chair I had sat 
in  were all  over the room, and half  of the chains  that 
once hung from the rafters were now scattered over the 
ground. It looked like a war-zone.

I stood in the middle of the room. This was the place 
where I had first spoken to Leneya and where she had 
realized  that  I  was  different.  If  not  for  this  place  and 
Ben’s sacrifice, I myself would either be dead or helping 
the  others  bring  the  end to  the  human  reign  over  this 
world.

“Brings back memories, doesn’t it?” a voice suddenly 
sounded from behind me.

I spun around; it was Megrim. He was standing in the 
shadows, against the far wall of the warehouse. He took a 
few steps towards me and into the light that was shining 
in through the broken windows.
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“It’s good to see you, brother,” he said, grinning.

I stood my ground,

“I am no brother of yours,’ I responded.

He laughed at my response,

“You may have something wrong with you, and you 
may have forgotten who you are, but that doesn’t change 
the fact that you are what you are,” he said, while slowly 
taking steps towards me.

I took a few steps back,

“My  body  may  be  like  yours,  but  my  mind  is 
different,” I said to him.

He continued his slow advance,

“For now. What you have to realize, Josiah, is that we 
will succeed. You will help us.”

I shook my head,

“I won’t.”

He laughed at me,

“You  won’t  have  a  choice.  Your  destiny  has  been 
decided, it has all been planned for a very long time.”

I  was  becoming  very  frustrated,  I  stopped  moving 
backwards.  I  charged  towards  Megrim.  He  stood 
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perfectly still as if not worried about the attack. Just as I 
reached him, I raised my fist and swung it into his face, 
but as I did, he moved out of the way of my blow, so fast 
that  I  could  barely  see  him move.  My body was  still 
rotating from the force of my swing when he thrust his 
knee into my chest. I felt the force of it instantly; it was 
like nothing I had previously felt. Within a second, my 
body bent and was catapulted backwards the way I had 
come. Moments later, my body hit the ground, and slid 
backwards a few feet. I had the wind knocked out of my 
lungs.  Every  part  of  me  ached  from  the  force  of  his 
attack.

I lay on my side, huddled in pain. Megrim started to 
slowly walk around me, at a distance.

“You see, Josiah, you may be made of the same stuff 
as me, but your mind is weak. You have no idea what 
you’re doing.”

I  reached  into  my  pocket  and  pulled  out  the  two 
chains that had once belonged to the demons I had killed 
at the motel, and threw them on the ground in front of 
him.

“I managed to kill two of your men before, didn’t I?” 
I said, trying to breathe.

Megrim laughed louder this time.

“Two of  my men?  They are  nothing;  simply  lesser 
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demons that serve us. They don’t even have their own 
bodies. They just possess men with weak wills.”

I tried to get up slowly; my body was still in immense 
pain. Megrim looked at me, his eyes burnt like fire and 
his hand raised towards me,

“No!” he yelled.

I  could  feel  a  force  hit  me  like  a  train.  I  couldn’t 
move.

“I am talking; don’t be rude,” he said to me, grinning.

I felt like I was lying under a massive weight, as if I 
was being crushed into the floor.

“You think that you can win against your own family. 
This plan has been in the works for thousands of years, 
brother.  It  was  in  motion  long  before  you  decided  to 
become one of us.”

I  looked  up  at  him,  confused  about  what  he  was 
saying.

“Yes,  brother,  you  chose  this.  You  were  given  the 
choice. You could continue being tortured in Hell for all 
of eternity, or you could become a demon. You chose the 
easy way out, to serve us.”

I couldn’t believe it; did I really choose this?

“I  can’t  really  blame  you.  You  spend  hundreds  of 
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years  being  burnt  and  cut,  and  something  in  you  just 
gives up. It is called your humanity. I just guess it wasn’t 
all cut out of you before you were sent here,” he said, 
continuing to slowly walk around me.

“I don’t care. I will stop you,” I said, trying hard to 
get the words out.

Megrim stopped for a moment,

“Stop us? You can’t even move. You don’t have the 
strength anymore since your little human side took over. 
You  are  going  to  help  us,  brother;  you  don’t  have  a 
choice.”

He continued to walk around again,

“You  want  to  know  what  the  funny  thing  is?”  he 
paused,

“You could  have kept  running.  As long as  you  are 
alive on this plane, you are part of the Nine, and without 
you, we wouldn’t be able to summon the Ninth. Not ’til 
we killed you at least.”

I tried to process all of this information. Was it really 
that  easy;  if  I  just  kept  away,  could  I  have  prevented 
more death?

“Who is  the  Ninth?”  I  said.  The  words  just  barely 
managed to escape my lips.
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Megrim slowly walked back in front of me and knelt 
closer,

“I thought poor, dead little Samuel would have told 
you more.”

I  began  to  try  to  break  free  more  but  the  harder  I 
struggled, the more it hurt and the harder I seemed to be 
held  down.  Megrim stood  once  more  and  took  a  few 
steps back.

“Well,  little  brother,  the  Ninth  is  the  right  hand of 
Lucifer himself; the one who can rise, and lay waste to 
humanity, and in that raise our demonic father himself.” 
He gave the most  evil  grin I  had seen.  His eyes  were 
burning.

“Tomorrow night,  at  midnight,  we will  all gather at 
our building and bring forth the beginning of the end.”

He came close again,

“You think it looks bad out there now, just wait until 
tomorrow.”

I struggled,

“I will not help you!” I yelled.

What makes you think you have a choice?” he said, 
looking me dead in the eyes.

“And more importantly, for all your trouble, as soon 
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as the Ninth has been raised, I will be sending you back 
to Hell - very painfully and extremely slowly.”

I felt the anger in me begin to rise and felt something 
build. I couldn’t let this happen; I knew I needed to save 
this world and I was beginning to believe I would be able 
to.  My  body  began  to  shake  and  shudder  under  the 
pressure of what was holding me there. I looked down at 
my hands as they began to pulsate with light. Quickly, I 
looked up at Megrim. I knew that I couldn’t defeat him 
as the man I thought I was, and I knew there was a much 
stronger part of me that could have a chance. He turned 
around,  angered.  I  pushed  with  every  last  ounce  of 
strength I could gather and with a blinding flash of light, 
the ground below me erupted and I sent cement flying 
through  the  air  in  all  directions.  I  stood  up  slowly, 
regaining my strength. I looked dead at Megrim.

“This doesn’t prove anything, brother,” he said to me, 
this time not finding the humor in the situation.

I looked at the large dent in the ground from where I 
had been.

“You know, it’s funny,” I said to him,

“With all your high and mighty talking, you told me 
the one way I could get to you. You told me I couldn’t do 
it because of my human mind. So now I know I have the 
power, all I had to do was realize it. I can stop you. I will 
stop you.”
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After  saying  that,  Megrim  ran  at  me  and  started 
swinging. I managed to dodge his blow and grab his arm. 
Just as I did, he kneed me once again in the chest, but 
this time it didn’t seem to have the same effect as before. 
With his spare hand, he managed to push me off balance 
backwards,  and  then  almost  landed  a  punch  into  my 
chest. As he attempted to punch, I grabbed his fist, and 
with everything I had, I spun him behind me, launching 
him into the wall, breaking it apart as he hit.

I took a few steps towards him; he was on the ground 
and started to get up.

“You may think I am weak because I am more human. 
But having my humanity intact is the difference between 
us. I have something to fight for. And I will fight ’til my 
dying breath,” I said, still walking his direction.

He stood up and started walking towards me, his eyes 
full of anger,

“How do you  expect  to  save this  world,  when you 
won’t be leaving this building?” he said as he came at 
me.

Megrim ran at me so fast that his body was almost 
blurred. I crossed my arms quickly to block his attack. I 
felt  his  shoulder  barge into  me.  I  lost  my balance  but 
quickly  regained  my  composure.  I  began  to  attack, 
punching him as hard as I could. He blocked most of my 
blows;  the  occasional  broke  through  his  defense  and 
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landed  on  his  body.  Every  chance  he  got,  he  took  to 
respond in kind, punching me. After a few moments, he 
landed a devastating blow into my chest, knocking me 
backwards onto the ground. Quickly, I rolled backwards 
and back up onto my feet.  By the time I looked up at 
him, it was too late. I only saw him in time to raise an 
arm to block his attack but I failed. His punch landed me 
right in the face. I began to fall backwards and as I did, I 
felt him grab my arm and pull me back up towards him. I 
saw his face come back into view as he pulled me back at 
him. His leg raised and I felt the force of his foot, as it 
landed in my stomach, sending me backwards on to the 
ground. I slid twenty feet before I came to a stop.

I  looked  up  from  my  place  on  the  ground  to  see 
Megrim. He was out of breath, I had gotten to him. He 
was angered and frustrated. 

Suddenly, he looked behind himself at the door, then 
back to me, grinning from ear to ear,

“It  looks  like  you  will  live,  brother,  but  just  long 
enough to see this world’s new beginning.”

I started to stand once again, ready to fight. As I did, 
five men walked in from the doorway behind Megrim. I 
stood there, unsure of what to do next. I realized too late 
that I had forgotten Samuels’s words, ‘Keep the angel’s  
blade close by at all  times’.  I  wished I had paid more 
attention.
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“This is the difference between us and you, Josiah,” 
Megrim said, proud of himself.

“We have plans,  and the resources.  Including back-
up,” he said, motioning for the men to grab me.

I stood my ground ready to fight. Megrim looked at 
me.

“I am impressed you are still willing to fight, brother, 
I  just  wish you were on the right side,”  he said as he 
turned to walk away.

“I may be on the losing side, but it’s not the wrong 
one,” I said, standing there, just barely keeping myself 
upright.

Megrim looked back, smiled and let out a small laugh. 
He then nodded to the five men as he began to walk off. 
By  the  time  the  men  started  coming  closer,  he  had 
disappeared out the door. The men were all carrying long 
chains. I knew I didn’t want to be caught underneath one 
of those chains again, let alone five of them.

I planted my feet, ready to spring forward and do what 
I could to fight off these enemies. One of the men started 
moving closer, around my right side. They were trying to 
surround me. He was further from the others and I knew 
I had to take the chance to get rid of one of these bastards 
before they all attacked. He looked back at the others for 
a moment, to see where everyone was. I took that as my 
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chance. I ran at him to catch him off guard. He looked 
back  at  me,  only  with  enough  time  to  see  my elbow 
connect with his face. I ripped the chain from his hand 
and kicked him backwards.  He fell  onto a  part  of  the 
metal chair that I had once been attached too. The metal 
pierced his chest and he went limp; I saw the life leave 
his eyes.

I  quickly  turned  as  the  others  ran  at  me.  Without 
hesitating,  I  threw  the  chain  at  the  man  in  front.  It 
wrapped around his neck and he hit the ground. He laid 
there struggling under the weight of the chain. The other 
three were still heading towards me. I stood my ground.

The closest man to me leapt onto me and held me as 
tightly as he could. I struggled to break free. I managed 
to get free of his hold and pushed him off me. As soon as 
I did, the others grabbed me and pulled me down on to 
my knees. The two of them held me on either side as the 
third man began to hit me. He put all of his force into 
each blow. I could feel my body weakening with every 
hit. I wasn’t sure how much more I could take.

Suddenly, the man stopped hitting me. The others that 
were holding me stood silent. I looked up at him to see 
his eyes open wide in shock. Just in front of my face, 
stood the tip of an arrow that had been put through his 
heart.  My  eyes  were  blurry  from  the  beating  I  had 
endured.  As the man fell  down, I saw a figure behind 
him at the other end of the warehouse. It was Leneya.
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The two men left my side and started running towards 
her. With a quick and decisive move, I grabbed one of 
the men by his legs, tripping him so he landed face first 
into the cement floor. I looked up to watch the other man 
heading towards Leneya.  She was trying  to  reload her 
arrow but was going too slowly. Just before he reached 
her, she dropped it and pulled her sword out from under 
her coat and in one swift upward stroke, laid the man out 
on the floor.

I  let  go of  the man’s  leg and stumbled to  my feet. 
Before I could stop him, he reached out and pulled the 
chain off from around the neck of the man that had been 
on  the  ground.  They  both  stood  fast  and  ran  toward 
Leneya. As fast as I could, I took after them, and caught 
up to the first man quickly. I grabbed him from behind, 
swung him around, and threw him into a support beam 
off to the side of the building. I quickly turned to see the 
man  throw his  chain  toward  Leneya.  She  blocked  the 
chain with her sword but it knocked it from her hands. I 
headed  toward  her  as  fast  as  I  could.  The  man  was 
attacking  her.  She  was  defending  herself  but  was 
knocked down.

I quickly ran over and grabbed her sword that lay on 
the ground and has he stood over her about to attack once 
more, I threw the sword. Leneya lay there and watched 
as the sword speared directly through the man. He fell to 
his knees and on to the ground. I walked over to Leneya, 
offering my hand to help her up. She grabbed it and I 
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pulled her to her feet. She then walked over and pulled 
her sword from the man’s body.

She turned to me, anger in her eyes,

“We have to talk.”

I was a little scared by the tone she used. She turned 
and walked out the door. I quickly followed her as she 
made her way into the alley.

“I’m glad you’re OK,” I said.

She  stopped  suddenly  and  slowly  turned  around  to 
face me,

“I can deal with the fighting and the injury. But one 
thing I can’t stand,” she paused for a moment.

“Is  someone  taking  my  car,”  she  said,  completely 
serious.

“I needed to find some answers,” I told her, as she 
turned and started to walk up the alley.

“Answers  are  fine  but  you  better  not  have  hurt  my 
car.”

I followed her as she mumbled under her breath.

We made it out of the alley and she walked over to 
her car. She walked around it once, checking that it was 
OK She got to the driver’s side door and paused for a 
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moment.

“Forgetting something?” she said.

I quickly reached in and grabbed the keys from my 
pocket. I threw them across the car and she caught them, 
quickly  finding  the  door  key  and  opening  the  car.  I 
walked over to the passenger side as she got in and sat 
down. I stood there for a moment and waited for her to 
open the door. I could see that she was deciding if she 
was going to let  me in or not.  After a  short  wait,  she 
unlocked  my  door  and  I  opened  it,  sliding  in  to  the 
passenger seat. I grabbed Terial’s blade and put it in the 
seat behind me.

“So,  I  guess  things  have  become  a  little  more 
difficult,” she said to me.

I looked at her,

“I’ll explain when we’re away from here,” I said. She 
could hear the concern in my voice.

She nodded and responded,

“Alright then, we’ll talk about the car later.”
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Chapter Thirteen

“Awareness”

I sat there in the passenger side quietly for a while, 
thinking of ways to tell Leneya all the things I had learnt. 
I looked over at Leneya, she look frustrated.

“I’m sorry about the car. I just needed to find some 
answers,” I said to her.

She looked over at me for a moment and then looked 
forward again. Her hardened look softened,

“It’s  OK  It  was  just  strange  waking  up  having  a 
stranger sitting next to me, telling me that you’d left.”

“Yeah, sorry about that,” I responded.

There was silence for a while before I spoke up,

“So, how are you feeling?” I asked her, remembering 
the gaping wound that she had in her side.
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She looked over at me,

“I’m fine.”

I faced forward and was watching the road,

“So, where are we going?” I asked her.

She paused for a moment to think,

“I don’t know. I don’t have anywhere left that hasn’t 
either been destroyed or become public knowledge.”

We kept on driving for a while around the outskirts of 
town, looking for somewhere we could rest  and figure 
out our next move.

Suddenly,  Leneya  swerved  the  car  left,  then  right, 
trying to get control back.

“What the hell was that?” I said in shock.

Leneya was looking in her rear vision mirror,

“You know I hate it when you do that,” she said.

I looked right at Leneya,

“When I do what?” I asked her.

“When I pop in without warning,” answered Elijah’s 
voice from the back seat of the car.

Turning  around  seeing  Elijah  behind  me  made  me 
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jump a little.

“We all need to talk,” he said, the expression on his 
face was one of great seriousness.

Leneya  continued  looking  between  the  rear  vision 
mirror and the road.

“We need a place to settle down for a while,” Leneya 
said.

Elijah leaned forward and spoke,

“Ben had a safe house not far from here.”

Leneya turned back for a moment, taking her eyes off 
the road,

“If  he had a  safe house around here,  I  would have 
known about it,” she said,  annoyed at  what Elijah had 
said.

He placed his hand on Leneya’s shoulder,

“You need to remember that Ben was a Hunter long 
before you left us,” Elijah said.

I tried to understand what he meant,

“Wait. What do you mean, ‘left us’?” I asked them, 
confused.

Leneya  slowly looked at  me.  Elijah sat  back in  his 
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chair. As I looked at Leneya,  I didn’t expect what she 
was going to say next,

“Well,” she said reluctantly,

“Remember when I told you I left where I was living 
to come here and make a difference?” 

I nodded, listening very carefully.

“Well  that  place  I  left  was  kind  of  the  heavenly 
realm,” she said slowly and calmly.

I was stunned at what she had told me,

“What? You’re an angel?” I asked her, confused.

She shook her head,

“No. I used to be a Messenger, and the day I met Ben, 
and learnt  I  could make a difference,  is  the day that I 
clipped my wings and decided to stay.”

I was speechless.

“We really don’t have time for this now,” Elijah said.

“Go to the end of the street and turn left. There is an 
old leather factory on that road. Ben’s safe house is in the 
basement.”

We sat there silent for a moment,

“It’s happening tomorrow night,” I said, worried how 
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they would take the news.

They both looked at me,

“Tomorrow night,” Leneya repeated.

I turned to see Elijah, he was worried. I looked back at 
Leneya,

“Megrim  said  that  midnight  tomorrow  night  is  the 
beginning of the end of man’s reign on Earth; that the 
right hand of Lucifer will rise,” I said to her.

By the time I turned back to look at Elijah,  he had 
disappeared. Leneya was sitting there, silent.

We had reached the end of the road and just turned 
left onto the street where the old factory was. For the rest 
of  the  drive,  Leneya  was  silent.  I  could  see  she  was 
thinking about what I  had said and trying  to come up 
with a plan.

After  only  driving  a  minute  or  so  up  the  road,  we 
came to the old abandoned leather factory.  There were 
chains on the gate. Leneya slowly pushed the front of the 
car into the gate until the chains separated and she could 
push it open. We slowly drove into the parking area of 
the factory. There was a small overhanging area near the 
front door. Leneya drove underneath and parked the car 
so that it was hidden from view.

We both stepped out of the car and closed the doors, 
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and  I  remembered  to  take  Terial’s  blade  with  me.  I 
walked around to Leneya’s side.

“Where now?” I asked her.

She looked around and started walking towards a side 
entrance door to the factory. I quickly followed her.

“So, about this whole angel thing…,” I started.

“Not now,” she said to me, still walking towards the 
door.

I  had  learnt  to  trust  Leneya,  so  I  decided  not  to 
continue asking her about it. I knew she would explain it 
all to me in the right time.

We reached the door. Leneya looked at it for a while 
and then kicked it, unsuccessfully,

“OK, that’s a little stronger than I expected,” she said.

“May I?” I asked her.

She  stood  aside  to  let  me  through.  With  one  swift 
kick, the door exploded off its hinges and sent splinters 
of wood flying in all directions. I turned around; Leneya 
was shocked.

“How?” she asked.

I  turned  back  to  the  doorway  and  began  to  walk 
inside,
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“I’ll tell you later,” I said with a grin.

I continued inside and Leneya followed. It was dark 
and the floor was covered in dust and dirt  from being 
abandoned a long time.

“Elijah  said,  ‘the  basement’,”  Leneya  said,  walking 
past me and taking the lead.

We  walked  around  for  a  while  trying  to  find  an 
entrance to a lower level. The factory was very large and 
dark  and  it  wasn’t  easy.  We  found  a  large  area  with 
seating.  Leneya  walked  over  and  sat  down.  I  stopped 
across from her and sat on top of a small table.

Leneya sat there for a while, looking at the ground, 
and then spoke.

“It was five years ago. I was starting to question what 
it really was that we were doing as Messengers. So, I was 
sent down to Earth to see what the world was like first 
hand.  They  expected  me  to  come  back  with  renewed 
vigor  but  instead  I  went  back  to  say  goodbye.  After 
meeting Ben, I knew I could do more down here. So I 
went home to have my wings clipped.”

She lifted her shirt up to show where her wound had 
been.

“Even though I left, I still have some perks from being 
what I was,” she said.
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It was amazing, her skin was as soft and smooth over 
her wound as the rest of her body.

“How did it happen?” I asked.

Leneya shuffled in her seat and got comfortable,

“It’s quite easy actually. All you have to do is make 
the decision.  One moment  I  was there and the next,  I 
woke up here.”

She paused a moment as I responded,

“Did Ben know?” I asked.

She shook her head,

“No.  I  never  told  him the  truth  about  me.  I  didn’t 
know how he would take it.”

“I understand. It wouldn’t be easy to explain that you 
were an Angel.”

She sat there and shook her head,

“I was a Messenger,” she said.

I was unsure of the difference. She explained,

“An  angel  is  a  being  made  in  Heaven  by  God,  a 
Messenger  is  someone  who  has  passed  on  from  this 
world and asked to join God’s service.”

“So you were human before?” I asked, amazed.
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She nodded her head.

“Who were you? And how old are you?” I asked, still 
amazed.

“I was a school teacher when I retired. I died in 1996 
at age sixty five.”

I was in shock,

“But you look so…”

Leneya smiled at me,

“When you die,  you get offered the gift  to live out 
eternity from whichever stage of your life you choose.”

“Good choice,” I said, without thinking.

For the first time, I saw Leneya look away; her face 
seemed to blush. Leneya paused, looking in the distance; 
her face changed and she looked serious.

“There,” she said, as she stood and began to walk.

I  wasn’t  sure  what  she  was  doing  but  I  stood  and 
followed nonetheless.

She walked about forty feet before coming to a large 
old rug that was covered in mold. It had a large design on 
it; a circle with a small cross over the bottom line. It also 
had some strange symbols inside of the circle.
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“What is that?” I asked.

“It is the angelic symbol for ‘friend’,” she said.

She bent down and picked up the corner of the mat, 
quickly throwing it aside. Dust and dirt flew everywhere 
and  filled  the  air.  We  both  coughed  a  little  from 
breathing the dust.

I  looked  down  and  saw a  door.  Leneya  grabbed  a 
small  round handle  and swung the  door  up and open, 
revealing a set of stairs that led down into darkness.

“This will do fine,” Leneya said to herself.

She stood and moved forward, putting her foot onto 
the  first  step and then  continued  downward.  I  quickly 
followed behind her.  As we got  further  down into the 
bowels of the factory,  I had to find my way by ear as 
there was no light. I heard Leneya’s footsteps in front of 
me. I trod with care, making sure there was a step where 
my feet landed.

After a few more seconds, I couldn’t hear Leneya’s 
footsteps anymore. There was a very soft light at the end 
of what must have been a corridor. I walked towards it.

“This is it,” I heard Leneya say from her hiding place 
in the darkness.

I got closer and could just make out her shape being 
illuminated by the soft light. She moved closer to it and 
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reached forward, turning a large handle.

Slowly,  a large steel door began to open and bright 
fluorescent  lights  began to flash and come on inside a 
large room. We stepped through the doorway as the room 
continued lighting up.

The room was wide and had old steel walls. The back 
wall was covered in bladed weapons and in the center sat 
a large steel table, big enough to fit ten people around it.

I  began  to  walk  around  the  room.  Leneya  was  off 
quickly looking at  the weapons that  hung on the back 
wall. On the left hand side, there was a line of six small 
cots and a doorway that had a ladder reaching upwards.

“So  you  never  knew  about  this  place,”  I  said  to 
Leneya.

“He never mentioned it. It means we should be safe 
here,” she said, turning around to face me.

Suddenly,  we  heard  a  low  rumble  above  us.  It 
sounded like a car turning up. A few seconds later, we 
heard the sound stop. I walked over closer to Leneya,

“What was that?” I whispered.

Leneya motioned for me to be quiet. We stood frozen 
in silence for a minute and then we heard more. There 
was the sound of footsteps above us, heading towards the 
entrance of the basement.
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Leneya reached back slowly, grabbing a knife off of 
the  wall  and  proceeded  towards  the  door,  standing 
behind it. She motioned for me to stay where I was. It 
didn’t take long ’til I saw feet coming down the steps. 
The light from the room slowly rose up the figure until I 
could see  him,  a  young man walking towards  me.  He 
stepped  into  the  room  and  was  about  to  speak  when 
Leneya came out from behind him and raised the knife to 
his neck,

“What’s your business here?” she said.

“I came to visit an old friend,” the young man said.

Leneya pause for a moment,  looking puzzled before 
speaking,

“Alek?” she asked.

She released her hold on him and stepped backwards, 
letting him turn around.

“It’s been a while,” he said, facing her.

Leneya started walking towards the table in the center 
of the room,

“Three years,  if  I  remember  correctly,”  she said,  as 
she put the knife down on the table,

“How did you get here?” she asked him, curiously.

Alek slowly walked over towards me as he spoke to 
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Leneya,

“A mutual friend gave me a message,” he looked at 
Leneya,

“You know, one  of  those  winged friends,”  he  said, 
giving her a wink.

Leneya looked at the ground,

“Elijah,” she said to herself.

Leneya looked over at me,

“Well, we know where Elijah went.”

By this time, Alek had made it over to me and was 
looking  me  up  and  down.  He  looked  back  over  at 
Leneya,

“This guy a Ranger?” he asked her.

Leneya looked over our way,

“Not exactly.”

He looked at me again, sizing me up.

“You any good?” he asked me,

“Any good at what?” I responded.

Alek looked back over at Leneya and smiled. Leneya 
looked as if she knew what he was thinking and smiled,
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“I wouldn’t, Alek,” she said, with a smile on her face.

I looked at both of them, not knowing what they were 
talking about,

“Wouldn’t do what?” I asked.

By the time I finished my sentence, Alek had turned 
around  and  grabbed  me  by  the  shirt,  pulling  me  off 
balance and without any hesitation, planted his foot into 
my chest and knocked me onto my back.

I looked up at  him from the ground, angered at  his 
surprise attack. He was smiling and laughing, looking at 
Leneya who gave him a small grin,

“This all he has?” he asked her.

I quickly got back to my feet.

“At  least  you  can  take  a  hit,”  he  said  to  me,  still 
smiling.

Without any pause, he leapt towards me, sending his 
fist flying towards my face. This time I wouldn’t let him 
get the best of me. Just as his fist almost contacted me, I 
ducked and grabbed his arm. With his arm in my hand, I 
ducked underneath his shoulder, pulling his arm around. 
As his body began to spin, I put my knee into his side 
and threw him off balance. By the time I had finished, he 
was falling through the air, spinning, and with a sudden 
stop, he slammed on to the ground.
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I waited a few moments before walking back over to 
Leneya.  After  about  a  minute,  Alek  regained 
consciousness  and  slowly  stood,  trying  to  gather  his 
balance. He looked over at us.

“I told you, Alek,” Leneya said to him.

He  put  his  hands  up  in  defeat  and  then  raised  his 
thumbs,

“Glad to have you with us,” he said, still a little dizzy.

“Thanks  for  not  hurting  him  too  badly,  Josiah,” 
Leneya said while looking at me.

I smiled,

“No problem.”

Alek started walking over to us, still  trying to walk 
right,

“So what happens from here?” he asked.

Leneya and I looked at each other,

“Not a clue,” Leneya said.

“But  I  guess  if  Elijah  brought  you  here,  he’ll  be 
getting others,” she said.

“So, what is this all for, anyway?” Alek asked.

“We’ll  wait  to  see if  there are others before we let 
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anyone know anything,” she responded.

“Things that bad, huh?” he asked.

Leneya’s expression turned serious as she nodded at 
Alek.

We had all stood there talking for a while when we 
started  hearing  more  footsteps  coming  through  the 
building. Leneya picked up the knife she had on the table 
as Alek walked over and grabbed a short sword off the 
wall.  I  reached  down  and  pulled  out  Terial’s  blade, 
which I had sheathed on my side, not wanting to take any 
more chances of being caught without it.

Alek walked over to me,

“Very nice; where’d you get it, and how much for?” 
he asked.

I looked over at Leneya to see if she thought it was 
OK to let him know. She nodded at me,

“It’s an angelic blade,” I responded.

“Very nice; how did you get it?” he asked.

“I’ll  just  say  that  the  former  owner  had  a  problem 
with us, and it ended up with me,” I told him.

He was about to continue when people began to come 
into view from down the stairs.
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After about a minute, there were four new people in 
the room; three men and a woman. No one really knew 
why  they  had  been  sent  here.  We  all  stood  silently, 
waiting for someone to speak up.

Leneya stepped forward to speak but as she did, there 
was a blinding flash of light and Elijah entered the room, 
in the center of us all.

He turned around, looking at everyone,

“Good. You’re all here,” he said.

“Most of you don’t know why you are here, but trust 
me when I say, there is a reason.”

Everyone stood still and paid close attention to what 
Elijah was saying.

“Some  of  you  know  that  there  has  been  increased 
demonic activity in the area but are not sure why. Some 
of your friends have been lost in the last few days. I need 
to tell you that things are getting worse right now, and 
will continue to get worse until tomorrow at midnight.”

The  young  woman  on  the  other  side  of  the  room 
spoke up,

“What  do  you  mean  by  midnight  tomorrow?”  she 
asked.

Elijah turned to her,
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“Tomorrow night at midnight, Azaezel will rise.”
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Chapter Fourteen

“Strategy”

“Azaezel?” I asked, confused.

Elijah looked over at me,

“The right hand of Lucifer,” he explained.

Everyone  started  talking  amongst  themselves.  They 
were  all  worried.  Elijah  continued  speaking  while 
walking around the room.

“The prophecy of the Nine is real, and it is happening 
now,” he said,

One of the men stepped forward,

“I haven’t seen any signs,” he said.

Elijah stopped and looked over at him,

“The people in this  city are  changing and there are 
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demons  everywhere;  the  eight  Bearers  have  risen 
already,” Elijah told him.

The young woman spoke up,

“All  eight  have  already  risen?  How  did  no  one 
know?” she asked.

Elijah responded,

“Leneya has been chasing them down while trying to 
find out if the prophecy was true. It has been confirmed.”

Everyone looked over towards Leneya and me.  The 
woman spoke again,

“What did you find?” she asked.

Leneya stood upright and took a step forward to the 
middle of the group. She paused for a moment before 
talking,

“It is true. The eight Bearers are already here and they 
plan to raise Azaezel tomorrow at midnight.”

Everyone was in uproar,

“How is this possible?” one man asked.

“We do have some options, though,” Alek said, as he 
walked up and stood beside Leneya.

The group calmed down,

227



“What options?” one of the men asked.

Alek looked at Leneya and me, and then around the 
group.

“We can either fight and probably die, or let the entire 
world die,” he said.

Everyone became silent.

After a few moments, the young woman spoke,

“What are we going to do?” she asked.

Leneya was about to speak, but I stepped forward and 
cut her off.

“If you all fight, I promise you I will make sure they 
don’t raise the Ninth,” I said.

Everyone  looked  over  at  me  as  I  joined  alongside 
Leneya.

“Who is this guy?” one man asked.

Elijah  walked  over  to  me,  put  his  hand  on  my 
shoulder and gave me a nod.

“This is Josiah,  and I trust him. He saved Leneya’s 
life, and my own,” he said to the group.

“What  makes  you  think  you  can  handle  these 
demons? I’ve seen a full blooded demon before. It took 
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out five trained Rangers and didn’t even break a sweat,” 
one man said.

Elijah looked back over at me.  I could tell  what he 
was asking. He was going to tell them about me; I was 
prepared. 

He looked back around the group,

“Josiah will  be able to handle them, but only if  we 
back him up,” he said.

The young woman spoke up,

“But how?” she asked.

Elijah walked back closer to me,

“Josiah is the eighth Bearer.”

Everyone in the group was stunned. Leneya and Elijah 
stood next  to  me  and Alek  stepped away.  One of  the 
men, without hesitation, sent a knife hurtling through the 
air toward me. I quickly moved out of the knife’s path 
and let it fly by. He then ran at me ready to attack, but as 
his hand came close to my face, it was blocked and held 
by Elijah.

“What are you doing?” the man yelled,

“It is a demon,” he said.

Elijah pushed him backwards and spoke,
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“His body may be demonic, but he still has a soul.”

Alek walked in front of me and looked in my eyes. He 
then turned and spoke with Elijah,

“How is this possible?” he asked.

“It is a long story, but the short version is that he was 
sent through the Rise with his human soul intact and it 
fought  against  his  demonic  side,  and won.  He arrived 
here with no memories of his demonic self,” Elijah said.

“How can we trust it?” one man asked.

Leneya stepped forward,

“Trust me; we have been through all of this enough 
times.”

“Patrick,” Elijah said,

“If he wasn’t telling the truth, I would know. It’s all 
true,” Elijah said.

Patrick still didn’t seem convinced.

Leneya stepped back in front of the group.

“I have seen what is happening and we need Josiah. 
He has saved my ass a few times now,’ Leneya said.

Alek walked back over to Leneya,

“I trust you. We could certainly use the firepower,” he 
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said.

Elijah, Leneya, Alek and I stood there, silent, waiting 
for a response.

The woman and two of the men slowly made their 
way over to us. One of the two men looked at the others 
of the group who now stood with us and spoke,

“We’re in.”

All that was left was Patrick. He stood there confused 
and frustrated. He was standing alone for a few seconds 
before walking towards us.

“I really don’t like this, but it doesn’t look like I have 
a choice,” he said.

Elijah moved forward and turned to face us all,

“We  are  all  that  is  left  in  this  city  that  can  fight. 
Before we figure out our plan we need to all know each 
other. Quickly go around and tell us who you are.”

A long haired, middle aged man with dark skin spoke,

“I am Dennis. I’ve been a Ranger for fifteen years, 
and I plan on lasting a few more.”

Patrick stepped out,

“The name is Patrick. I’ve been doing this since my 
wife got killed by her possessed minister five years ago.”
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Leneya leant over my way and whispered to me,

“Keep an eye on Patrick, Josiah. I have a bad feeling.” 

I looked at her and nodded.

The young woman had now stepped forward,

“My name is Helen. I am a second generation Ranger, 
trained by my father.

Alek spoke up,

“I’m Alek. I’m thirty, and I kill shit,” he said, smiling.

The last of the men stepped forward,

“Jake. I was recruited and trained as a child by Ben 
Rhim,” he said, looking over at Leneya.

Leneya didn’t seem fazed.

Elijah stepped in front of the group,

“You  all  know  Leneya,  Josiah  and  I.  Now  all  the 
pleasantries are taken care of, we need to get down to 
business,” he said,

“Tomorrow night  at  midnight  is  the main  event.  At 
five  past  twelve  tomorrow  night,  we  will  either  be 
victorious or dead.”

A look of concern and dread came over the faces of 
everyone in the room.
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“We need a plan,” Elijah said.

Everyone stood silently in thought. Leneya took a step 
forward,

“First, we need to know what we are up against,” she 
looked at me,

“Josiah, we need to know what you know,” she said.

Everyone  looked  over  at  me.  Patrick’s  eyes  were 
filled with anger when he looked my way. I took a step 
forward and stood next to Leneya. I wasn’t sure of what 
to say.

“How many are there?” Helen asked.

I looked up at her,

“When I  first met  them, there were the other seven 
like me, and a room of about thirty people helping them,” 
I responded.

Helen turned to Alek, who stood next to her,

“Thirty possessed and the seven Bearers.”

I continued,

“There  were  also  others  that  have  attacked  us  that 
were not there originally, so my guess is that there are a 
lot more than I have seen. Leneya and I have managed to 
get rid of a few ourselves.”
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Helen looked my way,

“So at least forty,” she said.

I nodded at her.

“I guess it’s doable,” she said,

“Just have to take out a few each, watch each other’s 
backs,” she continued.

“What about firepower?” Dennis asked.

Leneya responded,

“The most we have seen are bladed weapons, and of 
course, the Bearers themselves.”

I spoke up,

“Some are also carrying some kind of steel chain. You 
don’t want to be hit by one,” I said.

“A chain,” Jake asked.

Leneya spoke up,

“It’s a demonic holding chain. The ones they use in 
Hell; you get caught up in one and you won’t be moving 
very far. And not being able to move means dead.”

“Where is it going down?” Alek asked.

“There is a building in the center of the city where 
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they took me. It is where I saw the Bearers. That is where 
it is happening,” I said.

“In the middle of the city,” Elijah said.

“If they manage to raise Azaezel in the city, then most 
of the human population will be wiped out,” he said.

“What do you mean?” Leneya asked, turning to face 
him,

“You think the right hand man just pops through the 
Rise  with  no  problem?  No,  he  leaves  one  hell  of  a 
footprint.  The power produced by the Bearers,  and the 
energy it takes to pull the Ninth through the plane will 
level a few city blocks,” he said.

“And it’s not just that. We’re going to be in the center 
of the city. There will be possessed people all over that 
place trying to stop us.”

It seemed hopeless, and by the looks on their faces I 
could tell that was exactly what they were thinking.

Helen stepped forward,

“So,  we’re  incredibly  outnumbered  and  outgunned, 
and  it  will  all  happen  inside  of  a  demonic  protected 
fortress,” Helen said.

Everyone stood silent for a moment.

“Where do we start?” Helen said, as she walked over 
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and pulled a sword off the back wall.

“This  war  isn’t  going to  start  itself  people,”  Helen 
said.

Everyone started looking better,

“I guess if we have to die, then going out saving the 
world ain’t too bad a way of doing it,” Dennis said as he 
joined Helen, grabbing some weapons off the wall.

Everyone walked over and picked up something off 
the wall. Elijah and Leneya smiled,

“Glad to have you all on board,” Leneya said.

Alek walked back over and smiled at Leneya,

“So, what’s our plan?” he asked.

Leneya looked at me and then turned to Elijah,

“I have no idea.”

I took a step forward, putting my sword back into its 
sheath,

“I think a good start would be killing them all,” I said.

Alek smiled,

“That’s definitely a good start.”

Everyone walked over and stood in a circle around the 

236



table, placing their weapons on top of it.

Leneya began to speak,

“What  do  we  know?  They  have  more  people  and 
power and it all gets going at midnight.”

Everyone nodded.

“I say we load up and hit them now,” Patrick said.

I responded,

“There is no telling if they’ll even be there. We know 
they will  all  be there  tomorrow night.  So why not  hit 
them when we know they’ll all be there? Hit them all in 
one swift attack,” I said.

Patrick glared at me. I could see the hate in his eyes. I 
did understand; to him, I was just another demon.

Leneya looked at me and nodded,

“I agree. This isn’t worth doing unless we can take 
them all out at once,” she said.

Leneya looked at Elijah,

“Do you have anyone on your end that can help?” she 
asked.

Elijah thought for a moment,

“I don’t think so. The last time I tried, I was nearly 
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killed. I’ll see what I can do though,” he said.

Elijah  turned  around  and  in  a  bright  flash,  he 
disappeared.

“Does anyone have any ideas?” Leneya asked.

“I  don’t  think  we  can  really  plan  anything  except 
sticking together and just culling as many demons as we 
can  on  our  way  to  where  they  are  raising  Azaezel,” 
Dennis said.

“Agreed,” Leneya responded.

“Wait  a  minute,  why don’t  we  just  kill  this  guy?” 
Patrick spoke up.

“They need all eight to raise this Ninth demon, so why 
don’t we just kill him now?” he said.

Leneya spoke up,

“It  won’t  make  a  difference;  they  will  just  bring 
another one out and still raise the Ninth. We need Josiah 
there. It’s the best chance we have to make a difference. 
If we manage to kill them, we can stop them from trying 
this again for a very long time,” she said.

I could tell Patrick was still reluctant to accept that I 
was  there,  and  would  be  fighting  by  his  side,  for  his 
cause.

“So what do we do now?” Jake asked.
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“We get what we need from our cars and put it  all 
together, see what we’ve got to work with,” Leneya said.

Everyone  agreed  and  began  to  walk  up  the  stairs 
again. It was just Leneya and I left standing in the room.

“Josiah. I need you to be careful of Patrick. The last 
thing we need is an incident coming between the people 
in this group,” she said.

I nodded as Leneya began to walk away,

“I’ll be back in a minute; I’ll just grab the bag from to 
car.”

She continued walking out the door and up the stairs.

I stood there, leaning against the table, looking around 
at where I was now. I thought about what would happen 
if we succeeded. I wouldn’t be helpful any longer. To all 
these Rangers, I would just be another demon.

Patrick was the first to return a few minutes later. He 
had a long thin, brown leather bag with him.

“You try anything funny, Demon, and I’ll be waiting,” 
he said, tapping his bag.

I  ignored him.  Like  Leneya  had said,  there was no 
point starting something that could jeopardize the group. 
I  waited  there  as  everyone  slowly  came  back  in  and 
huddled around the table. It took about ten minutes for 
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everyone to return with their gear.

Everyone  unpacked  their  gear  onto  the  table.  With 
what we had on the wall included, there was an arsenal 
of bladed weapons, bow and arrows, some guns and a 
small collection of explosives.

“So it’s us with a table worth of gear against an army 
of demons hell bent on killing all mankind,” Dennis said.

“Doesn’t really matter anyway, we’ll all be dead by 
the end of the night,” Jake said.

Everyone’s  expressions  changed  on  realizing  this 
might be their last night alive.

“At least we’ll go out kicking and screaming,” Alek 
said.

Leneya spoke up while she was reloading bullets into 
a magazine,

“I, for one, don’t plan on dying,” she said as she slid 
the magazine into the gun.

“We can’t let ourselves get defeated before we even 
begin  this  fight,  or  else  we’ve  already  lost,”  she  said 
while putting the gun into a holster underneath her coat.

“Catch,” Alek said.

I looked up to see a long black coat fly towards me. I 
caught it in my right hand and looked at it.
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“Put that on,” he said.

I looked up at him,

“So is this the Ranger fashion, is it?” I said, smiling.

“Haha, sort of; we wear the long black coats because 
it  makes  us  harder  to  see  in  the  dark,  and  it  hides 
whatever weapons you are holding,” he said with a grin.

I looked the coat up and down. It was a thick fabric 
and solid black. I swung it over my side as I put my arms 
through. It fit well and was comfortable, and hid Terial’s 
blade well.

We continued looking over the weapons and after a 
few minutes, Leneya spoke up,

“It’s eleven, guys, I think our last piece of business is 
to try and get a good rest tonight. We’ll figure out the 
rest in the morning,” she said.

“I second that,” Helen said.

Leneya walked over to the beds,

“There aren’t enough beds for us all so a few of us 
will sleep on the floor using the blankets,” Leneya said.

“I’ll take the floor,” I said. 

I knew I was stronger now and these people needed 
more rest than I did.
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Helen,  Leneya,  Dennis,  Jake  and  Patrick  took  the 
beds. Alek and I slept on the ground. We were all lying 
down possibly for the last time. I wasn’t sure if anyone 
would have been able to sleep or not. It  was the calm 
before the storm.

“Thank you all,” Leneya said.

“There’s  no  place  we’d  rather  be  on  our  last  day,” 
Jake said.

Those were the last words spoken before Leneya hit 
the lights. I could hear everyone’s breathing get softer as 
they slowly fell asleep, and not long after, I felt myself 
fading into my dreams.

I  awoke suddenly.  I  had thought  I  heard something 
that  didn’t  seem right.  It  was  the  sound of  something 
hitting  the  ground.  I  thought  it  may  have  just  been 
someone falling from a cot, but there was a feeling in me 
that  I  couldn’t  shake.  I  reached  my  arm  up  to  grab 
Leneya.

“Leneya,” I said quietly.

She reached up and hit the light switch near the bed. 
We both looked in horror as we saw Jake on the ground 
dead;  his  blood stained  the  floor.  I  looked at  Leneya, 
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confused. The look on her face was one of fear. I turned 
to see what she was looking at. It was Seth, covered in 
Jake’s blood, grinning at us.
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Chapter Fifteen

“Retreat”

I jumped up quickly from my place on the floor,

“Get out,” I yelled to everyone.

They all awoke suddenly and were shocked.

“There  is  no  use,  brother;  you’ve  brought  all  your 
little friends and locked them in a room so we can pick 
you all off in one hit,” he said.

After  speaking,  a  group  of  men  and  women  came 
down the stairs toward us.

“RUN!” Leneya yelled.

Helen pulled a knife from her boot and threw it into 
the crowd of demons, piercing one through the head.

“Not this time, Seth,” I said, full of anger.
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I ran at him, this time prepared.

As I got closer, he raised his hands and in a puff of 
smoke and flame, a chained appeared. He threw it at me 
as hard as he could, he was grinning the entire time. I 
reached down and slid Terial’s blade out from under my 
coat and with a swift motion, shattered the chain. Seth’s 
expression suddenly changed just as my foot landed in 
his chest, and sent him over the steel table and into the 
back wall of the room.

I turned quickly and stuck my sword through someone 
that  was  heading  towards  me.  Everyone  was  still 
fighting.

“Get out now!” I yelled.

I  pulled  a  small  sword  from the  table  and threw it 
towards a  demon that  was attacking Helen.  Just  as he 
was about to slice her, the sword cut clean through his 
body and pinned his body to the wall. She looked over at 
me with thanks in her eyes.

I  quickly  ran  towards  Leneya,  and  ran  my  sword 
through a demon that was attacking her,

“Out now,” I said to her,

She nodded and turned to the door with the ladder that 
led to the surface.

I quickly turned back around,
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“Now, damn it!” I yelled to the others.

I ran over to Helen and pushed her out of the way of 
another attack. She turned and ran up behind Leneya.

I looked over at Dennis; he was fighting off a demon 
and with a clean blow, laid waste to it. He turned to me 
and smiled. I tried to run and help him but it was too late. 
As he smiled at me, Seth walked up behind and pierced 
his heart with a short sword. He held him there, smiling 
at  me  over  his  shoulder,  and  the  life  drained  from 
Dennis.

I  turned  around  quickly  to  see  Alek  and  Patrick 
escape. The demons had turned their focus on me.

“Why do you have to do this, brother?” Seth said.

“If you really liked these people, you would just come 
with us, rather than watch them all die.”

I looked at him right in the eyes,

“If I came with you, they would all die, along with the 
world.”

Seth pulled out his sword and dropped Dennis’s limp, 
lifeless body and started towards me. I put Terial’s blade 
under my coat and began to walk towards him. I could 
feel the demons behind slowly get closer.

“Do you want to know what I figured out, Seth?” I 
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said smiling.

“What, little brother?” he responded.

“Megrim is stronger than the rest of you because he 
was raised after you. My guess is with each rising, the 
demon before manages to raise someone more powerful 
each time until  they can bring Azaezel  forth,  right?” I 
asked.

Seth’s smile left his face.

“So that means you know you aren’t as strong as me,” 
I said, grinning.

Seth began to smile again,

“Very smart,  little brother,  but that’s  why I brought 
friends.”

I turned to see them start to attack from behind. I ran 
at Seth and dodged him swinging at me. I ducked under 
his arm and dove over the top of the steel table.

I got up again, smiling,

“Why  are  you  smiling  now,  brother?  You’re 
outnumbered,” he said, laughing.

“Just because I learnt something else,” I said.

“And what is that, brother?” he responded.
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I grinned at him,

“That these Rangers have some good toys.”

I pulled the pins out of four grenades I had pulled off 
the table when I dove over it. I quickly showed Seth as I 
threw them over towards him. His expression changed; it 
was the first time I saw fear in his eyes.

I’d quickly ducked behind the table  waiting for the 
explosion when I was almost blinded by a flash of light. I 
opened my eyes as I heard the explosion under my feet. 
The door blew off the opening where the ladder stuck 
out. I looked up to see Elijah; he had pulled me from the 
room just in time.

“What the hell happened?” Leneya said.

Helen  was  further  away,  with  Alek  and  Patrick  in 
hysterics.

Leneya walked over to me and helped me up,

“Are you OK?” she asked. 

I looked over to her,

“How did they find us?” I asked her.

Before  she  could  respond,  a  man  came  out  of  the 
doorway that led up from the basement. He was bleeding 
and walking with a broken arm. Before he got close he 
fell to his knees and then his face hit the dirt.
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“We’ll figure this out later,” Elijah said.

“Meet me at Alek’s safe house. It’s close,” he said, 
before disappearing.

I walked over to Leneya,

“We need to get out of here now,” I said to them.

“Why?  You’ll  just  let  them  know  where  we  are 
again,” said Patrick.

I had enough. I started walking towards Patrick, ready 
to put him in his place,

“I’m getting sick of this. How do we know you’re not 
in on all of this? Out of everyone here you’re the only 
one that has a major problem,” I said.

Patrick ran at me, ready to attack, and Leneya jumped 
in front of me, hitting Patrick in the face and laying him 
out  flat  on the ground.  He looked up at  her,  about  to 
speak, but was interrupted by Leneya,

“Shut up. Don’t forget there are demons right under 
our  feet.  Now,  get  up  off  your  ass,  and  follow us  to 
Alek’s safe house before we leave you here.”

Leneya  turned and walked off  to  the car,  I  quickly 
turned and followed.

“Thanks,” I said.
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She looked at me as we walked to the car,

“No matter how much of a moron he is, we still need 
as  many people as we can get.  I  just  didn’t  want  you 
killing him,” she responded.

We made it  to  the car  and both got  inside.  Leneya 
turned  on  the  ignition  and  reversed  the  car  out  from 
under the structure. She turned the car around and saw 
headlights in front, coming towards us fast,

“I don’t think that’s Alek,” I said.

“Damn it,” she said.

Leneya  quickly put  the car  in  gear  and planted  her 
foot down, sending dirt and rocks flying behind the car. 
We managed to get out of the way before the car could 
hit us. It slammed into the structure where our car had 
been  hidden,  knocking  it  down.  I  looked  behind  as 
Leneya  skidded  through  the  dirt.  The  car  had  turned 
around and was now following us.

Leneya quickly pulled alongside a large red muscle 
car. As we passed by, we saw Alek, Helen and Patrick 
inside. Leneya pointed ahead to let them take the lead.

The car was still  behind us as we turned out of the 
gate,  sliding  sideways  onto  the  road.  Alek’s  car  went 
straight ahead and Leneya turned right,

“Where are we going?” I asked her,
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“We’re  taking  the  long  way,”  she  said,  trying  to 
concentrate.

The car was behind us still so Leneya planted her foot 
to the floor. She began swerving around cars on the road, 
almost hitting them. I kept an eye out behind us as the 
car got closer.

Leneya looked in the rear vision mirror,

“I am getting sick of this,” she said, her voice full of 
frustration.

She turned in to a small parked car, hitting its front 
end and making it spin on to the road. Looking back, we 
saw that the car following had moved out of the way just 
in time,

“Hold on,” she said.

I  turned  to  face  the  front  and  saw  an  intersection. 
Before I could hold tight,  she turned the car while her 
foot  was  planted  and  I  hit  the  glass,  sending  a  crack 
shooting up the window,

“Sorry ’bout that,” I said, as she regained control.

I  looked  back  as  the  car  came  around  the  corner 
sideways on two wheels, somehow managing to get back 
in control.

“They’re still coming!” I yelled.
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I  looked  at  Leneya,  she  was  looking  annoyed.  My 
eyes focused on her and I saw lights in the back ground 
heading our way,

“Leneya!” I yelled.  She looked right just as another 
car  came out  of  a  side  street  and intentionally  hit  the 
back end of our car, spinning us sideways. We came to a 
stop, the car luckily still running and on its wheels.

Leneya  was  dizzy and facing  her  head towards  the 
ground. I looked up to see both cars now heading right at 
us,

“Foot, foot down now,” I yelled.

Leneya planted her foot as I threw the car in reverse.

I leaned across just enough to grab the wheel as the 
car began to speed backwards. I was looking out the back 
window, trying to not get us killed. Glancing forward, I 
could see the cars getting closer. I looked at Leneya; she 
had a small cut on her head. 

When she realized what was happening, she grabbed 
the wheel and spun the car back around, throwing it in 
gear and planting her foot down again. We were gaining 
speed quickly but one of the cars rammed the back of us, 
jolting the car forward.

“I have had enough,” she said,

Leneya pulled the gun from her holster and began to 
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fire threw the rear windscreen of the car into the driver’s 
side  of  our  follower.  The  second  shot  completely 
smashed our rear windscreen and I watched as six small 
bullet holes filled the front windscreen of the car behind 
us.

The car that had chased us from Ben’s safe house lost 
control and moved from behind us. Leneya put her foot 
on the brake as it hit the guttering and rolled sideways.

Leneya turned the wheel and our car started sliding 
sideways.  Out my window, I  saw the car  flipping and 
rolling through the air, heading straight toward us,

“Go, go, go!” I yelled. 

Leneya put her foot down just as a passenger car came 
out of a side road. The flipping car slammed into it and 
was sent flying over the top of ours, and crashed into the 
road beside us.

Leneya  was now speeding ahead down a side road. 
Behind us, the second car came back into view,

“What now?” I asked her,

She clenched her teeth,

“I’m working on it,” she said.

She continued driving down the side road as fast as 
the car would take her. I was getting sick of being chased 
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and hunted. The handle of Terial’s blade caught my eye 
and I knew what I had to do,

“Come back as soon as you can,” I said to Leneya.

She looked at me, confused, as I opened up the side 
door and jumped out of the moving car. Time seemed to 
slow down as I flew through the air. I watched Leneya’s 
face as she disappeared in the car, watched her slam the 
brakes on and saw the smoke fly up from her tires. I was 
spinning  through  the  air  and  saw  the  ground  coming 
towards me fast. I put my hands and feet down with all 
my might as I slammed into the cement and rolled and 
slammed into a dumpster on the side of the road.

I quickly regained my composure and stood up, and 
began to run up the road towards the oncoming car. Now 
was the time to prove myself, I thought. The lights got 
closer and the car was gaining speed. Without hesitation, 
I stopped in the middle of the road and pulled Terial’s 
blade from under my coat,

“This ends now!” I yelled.

I pulled my arm back and thrust the sword through the 
air, the blade shone in the moonlight as it headed towards 
the  car.  I  saw  the  brakes  come  on  as  the  car  dipped 
forwards  but  it  was  too  late.  The  blade  broke  clean 
through the windscreen and disappeared into the front of 
the  car.  The car  itself  turned sharply  and fell  onto  its 
side, scraping against the road and heading towards me. I 
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stood my ground as the car grew closer. It began to slow 
down and just as it got to me, I pushed with all my might 
and stopped it  from gaining  any more  distance.  I  had 
done it, I had stopped their advance.

I stood there in the dark street, steam rising from the 
ground and from the wreck of the car that now sat in the 
middle of the road. I slowly walked around the car until I 
reached the front. I kicked the front windscreen until I 
could  see  inside.  There  were  two  men;  one  lay 
unconscious, and the other was pinned to his driver’s seat 
by my sword.  I  quickly reached inside and pulled  out 
Terial’s blade, wiping it on my coat before replacing it 
into its sheath.

I turned and started to walk away as Leneya drove up 
beside me; her rear window was smashed and one side of 
the rear of the car had been wrecked,

“Hurry up,” she said.

I picked up speed and quickly got back in the car.

‘Next  time,  warn  me  before  you  jump  out  of  a 
speeding car,” she said.

“I  don’t  think  I’ll  ever  have  to  do  it  again,”  I 
responded.

I smiled at her as she drove off, this time at a normal 
speed.
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“So,  what  do  you  think  happened  back  there?”  I 
asked.

Leneya shook her head,

“I have no idea. But we only found out about Ben’s 
safe  house  ten  hours  ago,  and  suddenly  demons  are 
popping up.  Something  just  doesn’t  add up here,”  she 
said.

“Any ideas?” I asked.

She looked at me,

“I think I want to have a talk with Patrick,” she said.

We  sat  silent  for  a  while  after  that,  while  Leneya 
drove to Alek’s safe house.

After a few minutes driving, she pulled into a large 
old  brick  building.  She  stopped  at  a  large  gate  for  a 
moment before it started opening. She looked over at me,

“Alek’s  has  a  very secure place,  we should be fine 
here,” Leneya said.

The gate opened all the way and Leneya slowly drove 
in. At the end was an underground parking structure, the 
others were waiting beside Alek’s car.

Leneya slowly pulled up beside them. We both slowly 
got out of the car. I turned to close my car door when I 
was hit in the back by Patrick,
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“You  lousy  piece  of  crap,  we  lost  two  good  men 
tonight because of you!” he yelled, kicking me.

I quickly grabbed his foot as he kicked and lifted it in 
to the air. He fell onto his back and I knelt on his chest,

“I  saved your  worthless  life  tonight,  you  ungrateful 
bastard!” I let go of him, stood up and walked away.

He  stopped  there  on  the  ground,  surprised  I  didn’t 
continue to attack him.

“If  it  wasn’t  for  Josiah,  we  would  all  already  be 
dead,” Leneya said.

“I agree. Thank you,” Helen said.

“Look, we need to get this worked out. We’re no use 
if we’re just fighting amongst ourselves while they pick 
us off one at a time,” I said.

“Everyone, come inside,” Alek said as he turned and 
walked towards a large door near the front of his  car. 
When he got to the door, he opened a small box that was 
beside it, and pushed in a code, which opened the door. 
We all followed him inside.

His  house  somewhat  resembled  Ben’s  safe  house 
except  everything  was  white  and  there  was  better 
furniture. We all made our way in and sat down around a 
coffee table. Alek walked over to a kitchen and brought a 
large bottle of water, one of vodka, and some glasses. He 
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placed them on the table,

“Take what you need,” he said,

“This is probably the last time we’ll see this place.”

Leneya looked at a clock on the wall,

“Six,” she said.

It  was  just  after  six  in  the  morning.  We  had  only 
gotten a few hours of sleep.

I  heard  a  noise  and  looked  around;  Elijah  was 
standing at the door,

“Leneya,”  he  said,  motioning  for  her  to  go  outside 
with him.

Leneya quickly got up and walked over to talk to him 
in private. I thought nothing of it.

Helen, Patrick, Alek and I sat around the table having 
a drink,

“What would you do if this was your last night?” Alek 
asked the group.

Helen sat back in the chair with her drink,

“I would steal a car; fill that car with food and drinks 
for a year.  Then take that  car and steal a large luxury 
yacht. I would then take it out on the open sea and try to 
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survive on my own,” Helen said.

Alek gave her a nod, showing he was impressed.

“I would drink until I forgot my worries, and just let it 
happen,” said Patrick.

They all laughed,

“What about you, Josiah?” Alek asked.

Before I could speak, Leneya walked back in,

“He would join me in doing whatever it took to stop 
the end of the world,” she said.

“What was that all about?” Alek asked her.

“Just some personal business,” she said as she walked 
around and sat next to me.

“OK But come on, Leneya, what would you do with 
one last night?” Alek asked again.

Leneya sat back in her chair,

“I don’t believe in one last night. I would fight to the 
death. What if while I was on my boat or drinking myself 
to death I found a way to beat them? With my last breath, 
I will be cursing their names and swinging my blade,” 
she said as she picked up a drink and poured it down her 
throat.
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“I can get on board with that,” Alek said,

“Swinging all the way down to the ground in a blaze 
of glory,” he smiled.

“Josiah, give me a hand with these drinks,” Alek said.

He stood and walked over to the kitchen. I got off my 
seat and followed. We both walked into the kitchen and 
he opened a cupboard full of alcohol,

“Grab a couple, would you?” he said.

He grabbed two bottles and stood backwards. I moved 
around in front of him and took a bottle out,

“Is this OK?” I asked.

Just as I asked him, I heard a bang and the sound of 
glass smashing. I turned quickly to see Alek holding only 
the top of the bottle that he had held in front of his heart. 
From his shirt behind the bottle, a blood stain began to 
grow as he fell to the floor. I looked up and saw Leneya, 
standing there, holding her gun.

260



Chapter Sixteen

“Trust”

“What the hell did you do?” I asked.

Patrick stood and tried to take the gun from her hands 
but failed. Leneya kicked him back down to his seat,

“Sit down, you fool. He was the one who told them 
where we were.”

I looked down at his lifeless body,

“He was your friend,” I said.

“My friend must have died long ago. Alek would have 
never cooperated with demons,” she said.

“He was possessed?” Helen asked.

“No. He was greedy. He always had a problem with 
wanting everything. He made a deal that if he gave us up 
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and helped by bringing them Josiah, he would be let free 
to become one of them,” she said.

“One of ‘them’?” I said.

“Yes, Josiah, one like you. He would give us all up 
for the chance that he would live,” she responded.

I  couldn’t  believe  that  one  man  could  give  up  his 
friends and the world just so he could survive.

Leneya fell onto the seat in tears, and let the gun fall 
to the ground.

I quickly ran over,

“Leneya,” I said.

I sat down next to her and she put her head on my 
shoulder.  I  was unsure of what to  do in this  situation. 
Elijah walked in from outside and came around in front 
of the couch,

“Are you OK, Leneya?” he asked. 

She continued to cry.

“Well. What do we do now?” Helen asked.

No one answered for a while

“There’s nothing we can do. We have three of us, a 
demon and an angel, against an army of full blooded and 
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possessed demons,” Patrick said, finally, defeated.

Everyone sat quietly, realizing he was right. Elijah sat 
down next to Helen,

“In the last hour, we’ve lost almost half of our group, 
including  one  that  we  killed  ourselves,”  Leneya  said, 
through her tears.

I stood up and helped her lay down on the couch,

“We all need to get some rest,” I said.

“What for?” Patrick asked,

I turned to the group,

“Because tomorrow night, we’re going to stop them 
for good,” I said.

They all looked confused,

“How?” Helen asked.

“They have been told to come here and bring on the 
destruction of mankind. They call it their destiny. There 
is one thing we have that they don’t,” I said.

“What’s that?” Patrick asked.

“The  will  to  succeed;  they  may  have  been  told  to 
come and end man’s reign on this planet, but we have the 
will to stop them. If we sit here and give up now, they’ve 
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already won.  I  say we take  the  fight  to  them,”  I  told 
them.

“I know you don’t like me, Patrick, but I need you to 
look after everyone tonight while they rest,” I said.

“Why?” he asked me.

“I  need to  see  what  we’ll  be  dealing  with.”  I  said, 
walking towards the door.

“Wait, Josiah,” Leneya said, as she sat up.

“Not this time, Leneya. Unless we find out what we 
are dealing with, we won’t have a chance. Rest as much 
as you all can. I’ll be back later,” I said as I walked out 
the door.

Looking back, I could see the look in Leneya’s eyes. I 
knew she was worried I wouldn’t return. I turned toward 
the exit and walked out to where the cars were parked. 
There  was  a  gate  control  switch  near  Alek’s  car.  I 
pressed it and I heard the gate begin to open. I noticed 
Alek’s keys were still in his ignition so I opened the door 
and got in the driver’s seat. I quickly got comfortable and 
started the car. It rumbled and growled to life.

I  reversed the car out of its  park and then put it  in 
gear. Looking through my window, I could see Leneya 
on the couch with the others, talking. I hoped they would 
get some rest;  today was going to be a big day,  and I 
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wasn’t sure that any of us would survive.

I slowly put my foot down and drove out from the 
underground  parking  area  and  out  the  gate  onto  the 
street.

The sun was still low in the cloudy sky, we had been 
talking for a while, and the time was just after seven in 
the morning now.

I turned left out of the building and continued up the 
street. There were people and cars on the streets now. I 
drove slowly until I came across a familiar area, a few 
blocks from where I had slept in a building after what 
had happened at Trudy’s Café. I turned up the road that 
headed to the demons’ building, being careful not to be 
spotted. I wouldn’t expect them to do anything in the day 
time with people everywhere. I then thought that if this 
was  the  last  day  that  mankind  was  alive,  they  would 
probably do anything to succeed, so I was careful.

After a minute, I stopped. I could see the building a 
few blocks away.  There were dark clouds rolling from 
the horizon, framing the building. Even in the daylight, 
there  was  something  that  didn’t  sit  well  with  me.  I 
quickly pulled over and parked the car.

After sitting there silently for a moment, I decided to 
get out and get a closer look. I took the keys and got out 
of the car, closing the door behind me.
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I walked up onto the sidewalk and began to walk up 
the road, closer to the building. I stopped a block away 
and  watched  as  people  entered  and  left  the  building. 
There was no activity in the underground parking area 
that I could see.

I heard a sound someone’s cries for help coming from 
a  nearby  alley.  I  quickly  turned  and  headed  right, 
towards the screams.

As I turned, I saw a young woman up against the wall, 
being harassed by the two men I had met the day that I 
had first awoke.

”I guess you forgot what I said,” I said to them.

They turned to face me and the largest man spoke,

“This is none of your…”

He stopped mid-sentence and his expression changed 
when he realized who I was.

“I told you to take care never to cross me again,” I 
said, walking towards them.

I flipped my coat back revealing my sword. The little 
man jumped up and started to run away; the larger man 
watched as he did.

“Let her go now,” I said.

He looked at her and then looked back at me,
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“No problem,” he said, as he let her go.

He quickly turned and walked away,

“Are you OK?” I asked the woman.

She nodded, she was shaken up.

I got closer to make sure she was OK She stood up 
and looked me right in the eyes,

“I’m fine, Josiah,” she said.

I was stunned. I quickly pulled my sword out from 
under my coat,

“Who are you?” I asked.

She smiled a wicked smile and spoke,

“Don’t you think we know how you work? Tonight is 
the  end  for  these  cockroaches.  You  need  to  stop  this 
foolishness and join your brothers,” she said.

I started to walk backwards,

“You choose  them and you  won’t  survive,  Josiah,” 
she said.

“I would rather die than become a part of this,” I said.

Then suddenly from behind her came a horde of men, 
women  and  children.  I  looked  up;  they  filled  the 
windows and rooftops, and began to jump and climb out 
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into the alley. There were hundreds of them. I knew I had 
to get out and let the others know.

I quickly turned and started to run back to the car. As 
I  did,  a  group  of  them  came  out  from  where  I  was 
running.  I  had  no  choice.  I  ran  through  them,  doing 
whatever I could to knock them down. I looked back to 
see the woman coming towards me,

“Come on, Josiah, don’t you recognize me?” she said, 
smiling.

I didn’t have any idea who this person was.

“I guess it’s a little harder to see me when I possess 
this  meat  suit.  She’s  a  pretty  little  thing,  though,” she 
said  as  she  pulled  out  a  knife  and  stuck  it  into  her 
stomach.

I was shocked, I had no clue what was happening.

She smiled,

“It’s alright, Josiah, I’ll see you tonight,” she said.

I knew now who she was, or at least who possessed 
the woman’s body,

“Azaezel,” I said, full of anger.

He  continued  laughing  and  then  suddenly  the 
woman’s eyes changed as she fell to the ground dead.

268



I couldn’t let more people die. I quickly broke loose 
of the group holding me and ran through the alley out 
onto the street.  I  ran as  fast  as  I  could  to  Alek’s  car, 
opened the door and got inside. The group of over one 
hundred possessed, came storming out of the alley,  not 
just toward me but all over.

I started the car as quickly as I could and planted my 
foot down, spinning the car around and going back the 
way I had come.

Looking in the rear vision mirror,  I  watched as the 
group attacked people, and began to destroy buildings. It 
had begun.

As I drove, I tried to think of what we could do. There 
were hundreds of possessed souls out there protecting the 
Bearers.  ‘How were  we  going  to  get  inside  and  stop  
them?’ I kept asking myself.

I was also a little shaken after my first encounter with 
Azaezel.  Although I had seen the others of my kind, I 
had not known such evil. I could feel the darkness inside 
of him and it scared me. There was so much power there; 
I  understood  how  he  would  bring  on  the  world’s 
destruction.

I  continued  driving  back  to  Alek’s  house,  thinking 
about what to do.

It wasn’t long before the building came into view. I 
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drove closer but decided I shouldn’t go in just yet; they 
needed their  rest.  I  parked the car out the front of the 
building and got out, taking the keys with me. I closed 
the door and walked up to the gate. I stood there for a 
moment before I decided to go for a walk. I turned up the 
street and slowly started to walk.

As I walked, I had so much on my mind. I had a group 
of people whose number had almost  halved in the last 
day,  hordes of possessed people running around, not to 
mention a group of people raising someone who could 
bring the end of mankind. And, the worst part was that I 
was supposed to be a part of it all. 

Since  I’d  found  out  who  I  was  and  what  I  was 
supposedly  destined  for,  things  had  just  been  getting 
worse. Part of me wished I had the courage to end my 
own life,  but the larger part knew that would only put 
their plans on hold for a short while.

I continued walking down the street. After a while, I 
came to a place I hadn’t seen in a while. I was at the park 
that stood across from the police station.

I walked a little further up the path and sat on the seat 
that I had only a few days ago. I looked up at the city 
through  the  trees.  Everything  looked  so  calm  and 
peaceful. The sun was slowly getting higher in the sky 
and beginning to  break over  the tops of the buildings. 
The  dark  storm  clouds  were  still  rolling  in  and  it 
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wouldn’t  be  long  before  they  blocked  out  the  sun 
completely.

I  sat  there  looking  around  the  park.  Parents  had 
brought their young children and were playing. I thought 
about what I had been told; that I had chosen to become 
what I was, that I’d surrendered my humanity just to be 
spared  the  pain.  I  had  been just  like  Alek.  I  chose  to 
become this Bearer, to help bring destruction to my own 
kind. Well,  what I used to be. I was no longer one of 
them, but something different entirely. I had given up my 
humanity.  I  also  thought  of  how  bad  Hell  must  have 
been,  for  a  person to  choose  a  life  of  evil,  even  if  it 
meant destroying the world.

I sat there a while longer, deep in thought.

“I  know what  you’re  thinking,”  said  Elijah’s  voice 
from behind me.

He had found me at the park.

I turned around slowly and saw him. His hands were 
in his pockets and he looking at the ground as he walked 
around  and  sat  down  next  to  me.  We  both  sat  there 
looking at the storm clouds rolling towards the sun.

“It fits, doesn’t it?” he said to me.

I looked at him,

“What’s that?” I asked.
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“The storm clouds, crawling their way towards us and 
covering the bright light,” he said.

He was right.

“I went down to town to look for you,” he said.

“Things are getting bad down there. It’s not just the 
storm clouds rolling it.  There is  a  darkness  coming to 
consume the city,” he said.

I sat silently for a minute,

“I met Azaezel,” I said to him,

“He had possessed the body of a young girl,” I said.

“I don’t know what to do next.”

“I don’t think anyone does,” he responded.

“Is there any way you can get the others out of here?” 
I asked.

“I’ve already thought about that, Josiah. The fact is, 
they’re the only people who have a chance of surviving 
what’s coming,” he told me.

“How are we supposed to defeat an enemy that is one 
hundred times larger than us?” I asked him.

He didn’t answer me.

“Do you think we can do this?” I asked.
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He looked at me,

“I don’t know. I tried to find support on my end but 
no one is willing to help. They’ll be banished if they do. 
Like me,” he said.

I looked over to him,

“Banished?” I asked.

“I’ve been cast out. I can still get around like I used 
to, but I don’t have the power I once had,” he explained.

“So you tried to help save mankind from destruction 
and you were punished?” I said.

He nodded,

“Because it isn’t written that we would be a part of 
this fight,” he told me.

“I still trust there is a meaning behind this, and that I 
have a purpose beyond what I have been told. Just like 
you, Josiah. Your destiny was to come and help bring on 
the end of the world, but the small part of you that still 
existed was strong enough to fight  and break through. 
That is why I will fight beside you. I know that a small 
part of a soul was enough to break through the darkness. 
It is the human will that will defeat this enemy,” he said 
to me.

I looked at the ground.

273



“Just trust that we are strong enough,” he said.

I  looked back,  but  he had vanished.  I  sat  there  for 
some time thinking about what my next step would be.

After an hour, I looked up as the storm clouds finally 
blocked out the sun. The wind was starting to pick up 
and  the  faint  echo  of  thunder  rolled  in  the  distance, 
reminding me of the day I arrived.

I stood up and started to walk back to the others. I left 
the  park  and  headed  back  up  the  long  street  towards 
Alek’s  building.  Shadows now covered the streets  and 
there were more people out walking around now. They 
all  walked about  their  business  unaware  that  their  life 
could be over tonight.

It was getting worse. There were people stealing, and 
hurting others on the streets, but there were also people 
protecting each other, looking after strangers. There was 
good in this world which made it  more worth fighting 
for.

I had made it back to the building. I slipped through 
the gate and walked towards the entrance. It was closed 
half way and I could get underneath. I ducked down and 
stood back up inside the building. I looked around. Helen 
and Leneya were asleep on the couches and Patrick was 
resting on the floor, using a cushion for a pillow.

I slowly and carefully made my way over to  them. 
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Standing  there,  I  looked  at  Leneya.  If  we  failed,  she 
would die. She was the one good thing to come out of 
this situation. I found myself caring for her more than I 
should.

Standing there staring at her, I knew what I needed to 
do.  I  made  my  way  over  to  the  kitchen,  searching 
through draws to find a pen and paper.

After some searching, I found what I was looking for 
and I began to write her a note.

Once I had finished, I walked over slowly, folding the 
piece of paper in half and placing it in her hand as she 
slept.  I  then needed some air  so I  walked towards the 
back of the room where there looked to be a service door.

I opened the door and found a hallway leading to an 
old service elevator. I made my way down the hall and 
stopped in front of the elevator.

Opening the gate, I stepped inside and then closed it 
behind me, pressing the button for the roof.

The elevator buzzed and then began to lift. I looked 
around the walls and found a diagram of the building. 
According to  it,  there  were  twenty  five  storeys  to  the 
building.

After a few minutes,  the elevator  came to a sudden 
stop  and  I  opened  the  steel  gate  once  more,  slowly 
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stepping  out.  I  walked  a  few  steps  to  a  door  labeled 
‘Roof’.  It  was  locked so I  pushed on it  until  the lock 
broke and the door swung open.

The  roof  was  covered  in  loose  gravel  and  white 
cement  sections  that  all  ran  parallel  to  the  rooftop.  I 
made my way forward, looking up at the dark clouds that 
now engulfed the sky.

After a few more steps, I had reached the edge, I stood 
up onto  the  ledge  and looked down at  the  ground far 
below and ran over in  my head what I  had written to 
Leneya.

‘Leneya,

When we first met, there was tension. After all, the life  
you  have  chosen  is  to  hunt  down my  kind.  You  have  
showed me such kindness and helped me to want to make  
a change in this world.

I know that we can find the strength and courage to  
defeat this enemy that stands before us.

The strength is in you. You are the one who can stop  
this prophecy, the one who can defeat this evil.

I believe I have been given this choice so that you can  
live. I find myself caring for you more than I should. I  
want to thank you for everything you have done for me.

I have chosen for you to live. I have chosen to leave  
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my destiny behind so that you might survive.

I am going to end this demonic life that was given to  
me. It won’t stop them but I believe it will give you the  
time to find a way to defeat them. After all, if there is no  
eighth Bearer, then there is no way they can bring forth  
Azaezel.

Again, thank you for everything you have taught me.

Josiah.’

After my thoughts left my mind, I closed my eyes and 
began to lean forward.
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Chapter Seventeen

“Fallback”

The last few days flashed before my eyes; waking up 
in  the  alley,  meeting  Leneya,  discovering  my purpose 
and finding my own path.

I opened my eyes as I saw the clouds begin to fly past 
as the buildings came into view. My feet were about to 
leave the edge of the building when I felt someone grab 
the back of my coat and pull me back off the ledge. I 
flew back on to the ground. Leneya was standing above 
me,

“What  the  hell  do  you  think  you  are  doing?”  she 
asked, tears in her eyes,

“After  everything  we have  worked for  and planned 
and after  everything  that  has  happened,  you  were just 
going to give in?” she asked.
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I had nothing to say, I couldn’t find the words.

She pulled the note out,

“This isn’t the way,” she said angrily.

“We can’t do this without you. I can’t do this without 
you,” she said.

She dropped to her knees beside me,

“We’re in this  together,  Josiah.  If  you die,  we may 
have a few weeks to try and find a way to stop them but 
we already have a way. We have you,” she said, her tears 
still rolling down her cheeks.

“I’m sorry,” I managed to say.

She looked up at me once again,

“We can’t do this without you,” she said.

I had never seen Leneya look so weak. She was the 
toughest person I knew. She was right, they may have 
found a way if I killed myself. But that would be giving 
up. I needed to protect Leneya.

I stood up and reached my hand down to Leneya,

“I promise to fight ’til my final breath,” I said to her.

She wiped the tears from her eyes  and stood up. A 
new  look  now  covered  her  face;  it  was  one  of 
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determination. We had both hit our weak point and now 
we could press on, and do what needed to be done.

I had a new strength fill me. I had let weakness get to 
me. I couldn’t let that happen again. If I gave up now, it 
would  mean  certain  death  for  the  others,  even though 
none of  us  were likely  to  survive,  but  if  I  didn’t,  the 
world might  get a chance.  I  turned and began to walk 
back to the rooftop doorway,

“Josiah,” Leneya said,

“After this is all over, I am going to take you away 
from all this,” she said,

“If we live, that is,” she continued, smiling.

I nodded and continued walking; Leneya followed.

We walked through the doorway and into the service 
elevator once again. I hit the button and Leneya closed 
the gate. With a small jolt, the elevator began to descend 
the building.

“Do you really think we can pull  this off?” I asked 
Leneya.

She looked up at me,

“I think we have to,” she responded.

A  few  moments  later,  the  elevator  stopped  at  the 
bottom and I opened the gate. We both walked up the 
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hall back to Alek’s place. Opening the doors, we found 
Helen and Patrick awake now, and Elijah had returned.

“You found him,” Helen said.

I looked at Leneya.

“He  was  just  getting  some  fresh  air,”  Leneya 
responded.

“So, what’s the deal?” Patrick asked,

“Did you find out anything useful?” he continued.

Leneya and I continued walking over to the seats. We 
both sat down on the couch,

“I think you should all take a seat,” I said.

“This is never a good sign,” Helen said.

I  waited  ’til  everyone  was  sitting  down  before  I 
continued to speak,

“I came within a block of the building where they are 
all hiding out. The problem we have now is that Azaezel 
knows that I am against him.” I said.

Everyone looked concerned by this.

“There were also over one hundred possessed men on 
the streets, terrorizing people and running around.”

“Over a hundred,” Patrick repeated,
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“Well, we’re screwed,” he continued.

Everyone’s spirits dropped,

“If we stick together and think of a way in, we can 
still do this. It’s not the minions we need to worry about, 
it’s the Bearers. And they’re going to be busy,” Elijah 
said.

“What if we just all stay here?” Helen said,

“If Josiah doesn’t go, then they can’t bring Azaezel 
here,” she continued.

Leneya shook her head,

“It’s  too  late  now.  If  Josiah  isn’t  there,  they  will 
already be prepared for a  rising and bring someone to 
replace Josiah and then they can prepare to bring Azaezel 
once they find and kill Josiah. This is our best chance. 
They will all be in the same place at the same time. We 
need to strike tonight,” Leneya said.

“I agree,” Elijah said,

“There is too much riding on this. If we don’t fight 
then we’ll all die. If we fight, we have a small chance of 
surviving and succeeding. A small chance of survival is 
better than no chance at all,” he said.

“So, what do we do?” Patrick said.

Leneya looked at the clock,
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“It’s  now  one  o’clock.  We  have  eleven  hours  left. 
We’ll need a few hours to get through to where we need 
to  be,  so  we  will  leave  here  at  nine,  in  the  cover  of 
darkness,” she said.

“Alek  is  bound  to  have  a  weapon  stash  here 
somewhere,” Helen said.

Leneya nodded,

“Good, then that is our first step,” Leneya said as she 
stood.

Everyone  followed  her  action  and  stood  up,  each 
going  in  separate  directions  to  search  the  house  for 
weapons.

I walked behind the couch where I had seen a set of 
stairs that led to a second level. I looked back as Leneya 
stepped over Alek’s body, which now lay under a blanket 
in the spot he had fallen. She was going to the kitchen to 
search.

I turned back and looked up, as I took my first step up 
the  stairs.  They  were  carpeted  and  clean.  There  were 
only a few stairs and I was at the top in no time.

At the top of the stairs was a large open room that was 
completely  empty,  except  for  a  door  at  the  far  side.  I 
started walking towards it.

I reached the door and opened it to find a bedroom. 
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There were cupboards and a large bed. 

I began to search through the cupboards for any sign 
of  weapons.  I  was  searching  through  a  bedside  table 
drawer when I came across a picture frame, and inside it 
was a photo of Ben, Leneya and Alek. I couldn’t imagine 
what it would be like knowing I had to kill someone I 
had  a  history  with.  I  placed  the  frame  down,  and 
continued searching.

After  a  few  minutes,  all  the  cupboards  had  been 
emptied  and  I  hadn’t  found any sign  of  anything  that 
could help us.

I turned around and walked out of the room. I stopped 
once outside the room to see Patrick standing in front of 
me. He looked uncomfortable,

“I just wanted to say that I’m sorry. I know that your 
body is like one of theirs but you are still  one of us. I 
wanted  to  thank  you  for  saving  my  life  back  in  the 
basement last night,” he said to me.

He turned and walked back out of the room and down 
the stairs.  I  stood silent  for a moment;  appreciative of 
how hard it would have been for him to apologize. 

I looked around the room for any sign of a cupboard 
or hidden door but there was nothing, so I turned and 
walked down stairs. Leneya was sitting at the table with 
two more swords and a few knives. Patrick had sat down 
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across from her, looking at the blades.

“Is that all we’ve got?” I asked.

“Looks like it,” Leneya responded.

“Wait a sec there,” Helen said as she walked back into 
the room with a smile on her face and a backpack in her 
hands.

“What’d you find?” Patrick asked.

She didn’t answer. She continued walking over to the 
table, opening the back pack up and carefully pulling out 
hand grenades and some fire arms.

Everyone smiled,

“That’s more like it,” Patrick said.

“The only problem is that the only ammo I could find 
is already in the guns,” Helen said.

“That’s fine, guys. Once you’re out, just drop it and 
keep going. No use carrying an empty weapon,” Leneya 
said.

There were six guns. Helen and Patrick took two each 
and Leneya  grabbed one to  use  as  her  second,  as  she 
already had  one.  Leneya  picked  up the  sixth  gun and 
threw it over to me.

I caught the gun and looked at it,

285



“Pull  the small  tab on the side that  says  ‘safety’  to 
turn it off, then point and pull the trigger,” she said.

I put the gun tightly in my belt, underneath my coat.

“How many?” Patrick said to Leneya, holding up two 
grenades.

There were nine grenades total.

“Just  give  us  one  each  and  split  the  rest  for 
yourselves,” Leneya said.

She picked up two grenades; this time she stood and 
passed one to me,

“Hold the trigger while you pull the pin, then release. 
Then just make sure you’re nowhere near it,” she said.

“You  remember  the  basement  right?”  I  said  to  her 
smiling.

She smiled then sat back down. I placed the grenade 
in my pocket.

Patrick looked at me and held up a sword,

“Josiah,” he said.

I opened my coat, revealing Terial’s blade, showing 
him that I was set. He nodded and put the sword back 
down.
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We were  all  huddled  around  the  table  when  Elijah 
walked back in from a back room,

“Nothing in there,” he said.

“That’s OK Helen found a nice little stash for us,” I 
said.

Patrick pulled one of his two guns from his holster 
and offered it up to Elijah,

“No thanks,” he said,

“My blade will do me,” he continued.

Patrick put the gun back into its holster and Elijah sat 
down next to Leneya.

“You think you can go back quickly and get some of 
what we left back at the basement?” Helen asked Elijah.

Elijah  looked  tired.  He  stood  back  up  again  and 
walked over behind the couch.

“What am I looking for?” he asked.

“Jake would have had a hand gun, and we left a few 
more  knives  and  things  on  the  table.  That’s  if  the 
explosion  didn’t  destroy  everything,”  Leneya  said, 
shooting me a smile.

“Back in a minute,” Elijah said.
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There  was  a  brilliant  flash  of  light  but  this  time  it 
sounded as if an explosion went off as Elijah flew back 
across the room and smashed through the kitchen wall.

We all got to our feet as quick as we could and ran 
into the kitchen,

“Elijah!” Leneya yelled.

We made it into the kitchen in only a few seconds. 
Elijah  was  lying  on the  ground,  covered  in  wood and 
plaster. He opened his eyes,

“What was that?” I asked.

“Are you alright?” Helen asked.

Leneya  knelt  down  and  moved  some  debris  off  of 
him. He coughed and spoke,

“Sorry, guys, I won’t be getting that stuff,” he said.

Patrick and Leneya quickly helped him up and carried 
him over to the couch, laying him down.

“I’ll be OK, just give me a minute,” he said.

“What happened?” Leneya asked.

Elijah  paused  for  a  moment,  trying  to  steady  his 
breathing after having the wind knocked out of him.

“You should know, Leneya,” he said, looking at her.
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“I know what, but why?” she said.

We were all confused.

“What  do  you  mean,  you  know  what  happened?” 
Helen asked Leneya.

Leneya turned her head to face us,

“He’s had his powers stripped. He’s mortal now,” she 
said.

Elijah was starting to breathe a little better,

“Is this how you felt, Leneya?” he asked.

“Pretty much, except I asked for it,” she responded.

“Wait a minute, what’s going on?” Patrick asked.

“I guess they weren’t happy just banishing me; they 
didn’t want me to help at all,” he said, still gathering his 
strength.

“There goes our angelic back-up,” Patrick said.

“I’m still fighting,” Elijah said.

“I have as much to lose as everyone. I’ll either fight or 
die swinging,” he said.

Elijah sat up, still obviously in pain. He was about to 
speak when we heard a noise. I looked out to see a group 
of people walking through the front gate,
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“Get to the elevator,” I said.

I quickly ran to the front entrance of Alek’s house and 
hit the door release. The door came crashing down and 
closed. I could hear them getting closer. I turned to see 
everyone picking up the last of the weapons. Leneya was 
helping Elijah to his  feet.  I  started back towards them 
and helped Leneya get Elijah to the doorway. Helen and 
Patrick hit the door hard as they went through into the 
hallway. Leneya, Elijah and I were next. By the time we 
made  it  through,  Helena  and  Patrick  had  got  into  the 
elevator,

“Come on!” Helen yelled.

We made it into the elevator and closed the gate just 
as they came crashing through the hallway door.

Helen hit the button for the fifth floor and the elevator 
began to move. Leneya pulled out her gun and fired two 
rounds into the man at the front of the group. He fell to 
the ground and some of the group that followed fell over 
him as they ran.

We made it off that floor before they reached us,

“OK, I’m getting sick of this,” Patrick said.

“We should have suspected it sooner,” Leneya said.

“After all, Alek was helping them,” she continued.
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“So,  what  now?”  Elijah  said,  in  his  place  between 
Leneya and me.

We all looked at each other, unsure of how to answer 
his question.

The elevator stopped and we opened the gate. Leneya 
and I helped Elijah out and Helen and Patrick followed,

“Where now?” Patrick said.

“End of the hall, and left,” Elijah said as we helped 
him walk.

We quickly made our way to the end of the hall and 
turned left. There was a small window at the end of the 
hall.

“What now?” Helen said.

“Out the window,” Elijah responded.

Leneya and I looked at each other, remembering our 
last encounter with a window.

We turned around as the elevator jolted and began its 
descent. Someone had called it.

“We have to go now,” Leneya said.

We  all  started  running  towards  the  window  and 
stopped a few feet from it.

291



I left Leneya holding Elijah for a moment. There was 
a pot plant sitting in the hallway. I picked it up and threw 
it  through  the  window,  smashing  it  into  thousands  of 
pieces. I watched as the glass shards rained down.

There  was  another  rooftop  just  across  from  the 
window; it would be a small jump.

“Get a running start,” I said to them.

I  stood  out  of  the  way  as  Helen  sped  towards  the 
window and dove through. She hit the other side feet first 
and rolled to a stop,

“Come on, it’s not too bad,” she said from the other 
side.

Patrick  was  next.  He  ran  fast  and  leapt  out  of  the 
window, hitting the ground hard and falling onto his side.

I moved back over to Elijah,

“Ready?” I asked him.

He nodded and I the three of us started to run. Just as 
we leapt out the window, we all let go of each other and 
glided through the air until we hit the other side, rolling.

We all quickly got up, helping Elijah to his feet.

“I think I’ll be alright, guys,” he said to us.

“Are you sure?” Leneya said.
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Elijah nodded in response.

We all made sure everyone was OK, and started to run 
away from the building we had in. I looked back and saw 
a  man  coming  up  the  hallway  towards  us.  I  quickly 
turned around and ran back,

“Josiah, what are you doing?” Leneya yelled.

I  continued  running  back  the  way we  had  come.  I 
almost reached the edge of the building when he jumped 
across. Just as he reached our side, I made it to where 
he’d landed and rammed him with my shoulder, sending 
him flying backwards off of the edge of the building. I 
came to a stop just before falling off myself.

I could hear more coming now.

“Come on!” yelled Patrick.

I turned and ran after them. By the time I had caught 
up, they’d jumped a small gap onto another building.

“Where now?” Helen asked.

There was a flash of lightning and a loud rumble of 
thunder. We looked up as we ran; the storm was getting 
worse. We headed for another gap to another building, 
jumping it with no troubles.

We looked behind us. No one was following us now. 

“They must be on the street,” Patrick said.
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“Follow me,” Helen said.

She had spotted an open window across the other side 
of the building we were on. We all followed as quickly 
as  we  could.  We made  it  to  the  window and  stepped 
inside.  It  was  quiet  and  there  seemed  to  be  no  one 
around.

Helen closed the window and we all started to make 
our way through the room we had come in to.

We searched around for a while, looking for a door 
out. The building must have been condemned. The walls 
were broken and there was no electricity.

“Where are we?” Leneya asked.

“About three blocks from the building,” Elijah said.

We all continued to look around,

“I guess we wait here,” Leneya said.

Patrick looked at his watch,

“Quarter past six,” he said.

We all began to sit down together,

“You alright, Elijah?” Leneya asked.

He gave her a nod.

We all sat silently for a moment,
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“Now what?” Patrick said.

“Now, we wait a few hours and then it’s time,” I said, 
while pulling out Terial’s blade.

“Time for what exactly?” Helen asked.

I looked up at the group, “Time to kill them all.”
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Chapter Eighteen

“Offensive”

I sat there holding my blade.

“How are we supposed to kill them?” Patrick asked.

“We have all the tools we need,” I said.

“What? A few swords, knives, guns, and a hand full 
of explosives?” Helen said.

“All we need is us,” I said to the group.

“They  may  outnumber  us  but  we’re  the  ones  with 
something to lose. If we fail tonight, everyone in this city 
will die and it will be the end of mankind. We have to 
succeed,” I said.

“But how do we kill them all?” Patrick asked.

“It’s easy. We do what they won’t expect,” I said.
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“And what’s that?” Elijah asked.

“Run head long right into them and carve up anyone 
in our path,” I responded.

“Sure,  that  does  sound  easy,”  Patrick  said, 
sarcastically.

“We’re not going to make it twenty feet,” he said.

“If you don’t, the world is dead,” I said.

He paused for a second, not sure whether to take me 
seriously or not,

“No pressure though, right,” he said.

“He’s right,” Leneya said.

“We have no choice but to succeed,” she continued.

“So you  want  us  to  go in,  guns blazing  and sword 
swinging on the hope that we’ll win,” Helen said.

“Not hope,” I said,

“Belief; I believe that we have more to lose than they 
do. I believe that we together, have the will to survive,” I 
said.  “With  you  or  without  you,  at  nine  tonight  I  am 
heading into the bowels of their darkness to bring a little 
light  to  them,”  I  said,  lifting  my  sword  higher  so  it 
caught a glint of light that was breaking through a crack 
in the wall.
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“I’ll be right behind you,” Leneya said.

Elijah nodded.

“Better off fighting to the death than waiting for it to 
come and claw at me,” Helen said.

We paused, waiting for Patrick,

“What she said,” he said.

“Good,” I said.

Elijah stood up, 

“I think we need to make a move, guys. I don’t think 
we’ll be safe here for long with them out to find us.”

“Alright then.  Don’t have to ask me twice,” Patrick 
said.

We all stood up.

“Where to?” Helen asked.

“Closer,” I said.

Leneya looked at me for a moment,

“Agreed.  The  best  place  is  probably  closer  to  the 
action,” she said.

“Whatever.  Midnight  tonight,  it  won’t matter  where 
we are,” Patrick said.
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“Lead the way,” Helen said.

We all started to follow Elijah through the old broken 
down building. We reached a doorway. Opening it,  we 
found a long flight of stairs heading down into the dark 
abyss of the building.

“Wait. Can you hear that?” Helen said.

We all  stopped and were silent.  She was right.  The 
faint sounds of sirens were heading our way. We quickly 
continued down the  stairs  and opened the  door  to  the 
fourth floor. As soon as we’d opened the door, we heard 
it; the sound of hundreds of angry people in the streets.

We moved over to a window, being careful not to be 
seen. I looked out and saw that there were hundreds of 
people  rioting  below  us.  People  were  attacking  each 
other,  cars  were  being  overturned  and  buildings  were 
being destroyed.

“What’s going on?” Helen asked.

“It’s starting,” Elijah said.

We all looked at him.

“The  storm  clouds  are  caused  by  the  coming 
disturbance. It takes a lot of energy to pull someone from 
Hell,  even  more  when  it’s  someone  like  Azaezel,”  he 
explained.
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“What about the people?” I asked.

“The same thing. The energy that is produced radiates 
from the place where it is going to be done. People with 
weak wills or people who are already inherently bad will 
be affected easily. To them, it’s just a really bad mood,” 
he answered.

“So it’s not just demons we have to be careful of, it’s 
everyday people as well. Fantastic,” Patrick said.

We continued looking out the window, watching the 
destruction.

It wasn’t long until the police turned up with their riot 
gear.  I  just  hoped  they  wouldn’t  run  into  any  of  the 
demons.

“We’re gonna have to get going, guys,” Elijah said.

He turned and headed towards an open window at the 
far end of the building,

“Elijah, where are you going?” Leneya asked.

He turned back around,

“You really want to go down there? I think we should 
take the rooftops if we can,” he said.

He  turned  back  around  and  continued  toward  the 
window.  We  all  slowly  followed.  By  the  time  we’d 
reached Elijah, he’d turned around,
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“Up the other end, guys.  There is a fire escape that 
leads  down to  the  third  level  and there  is  a  roof  just 
across from there,” he said as he started walking.

We followed Elijah to the fire escape door. He opened 
it and moved out into the box where the ladder was. He 
hit the release and the ladder dropped down to the third 
level,

“Ladies first,” he said with a smile.

Helen and Leneya walked out and began to descend 
the  ladder.  Patrick  and  I  followed.  Elijah  came  down 
once we were all on the third level.  By the time I got 
down, Leneya and Helen had already jumped across the 
small gap to the next building. Patrick moved to the edge 
and jumped over  to  the other  side,  the girls  supported 
him as he landed. I was next; I pushed off and hit the 
other side without a problem. I turned around as Elijah 
launched himself off and landed right in front of me.

We were now on the rooftop and heading towards the 
demons’ building,

“How far?” Helen asked.

“Three blocks,” I responded.

“Well, we won’t be going too much further on here 
then,” Leneya said, pointing to the next building, which 
was the last one on this block.
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The building that lay ahead was shorter than ours but 
the gap was still small. We all made it across without a 
problem.

There was a door in the center of the rooftop. Patrick 
ran ahead and tried to open it,

“It’s locked,” he said.

I walked up and put my fist through the door, trying to 
find  the  handle  on  the  other  side.  After  a  moment  of 
fiddling around, I unlocked it. I pulled my arm out and 
opened the door,

“Nice trick,” Patrick said.

We all went inside, and down a small staircase. Once 
we were all inside, I saw that we were in a small office 
building. Everyone must have been evacuated because of 
the riots. Computers were still on and there was paper all 
over the floor from people dropping what they had been 
holding to get out. We moved over to the windows and 
looked out. The storm was now picking up power. As we 
stood there, we noticed small droplets of rain beginning 
to impact the glass.

It  didn’t  deter  the  people  rioting,  though.  The  rain 
slowly  began  to  fall  and  the  sound  of  thunder  grew 
increasingly louder as time passed.

Elijah moved down to the corner of the building,
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“If  we  can  get  across  the  street  then  we  can  cut 
through the buildings on the other side,” he said.

We  all  slowly  peeled  ourselves  away  from  the 
window and followed Elijah. We were walking towards a 
doorway with a sign on it that said ‘stairs’. I moved in 
front of the group to open the door.

Without warning, the door flung open and two police 
officers came into the building. As soon as they saw us, 
they pulled out their pistols,

“What  are  you  doing  in  here?”  one  of  the  officers 
asked.

I had to think fast.

“We’re  trying  to  get  out  of  all  the  chaos,”  Leneya 
responded, before I had a chance to.

The police officers didn’t look convinced.

“We won’t tolerate looters,” the officer said.

The second officer went to grab his hand cuffs. The 
first police officer gave him a nod, and at the same time, 
Leneya also gave me a look. I pushed the gun from the 
officer and shoved him into the other. They were both 
caught off balance. Before they could recover, I walked 
up to them and knocked them both flat out. They fell to 
the floor in a heap.
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“You’ll be safer this way,” I said.

I  then  proceeded  through  the  door,  the  others 
followed. We made our way down the stairs,

“How are  we going to  get  past  the  rioters?”  Helen 
asked.

“We’re just going to have to be careful. There’s really 
nothing else more we can do,” Elijah said.

We made it to the bottom level and slowly made our 
way into the offices, through the stairway door. The first 
floor office looked worse than the top level.  Windows 
were smashed and computers lay all over the ground.

Outside, it was still raining softly, but not enough to 
extinguish the fires in the streets. We moved over to the 
broken windows.

We were just out of the rioters’ path now; the police 
must have pushed back the lines. It was looking like a 
war-zone in the streets.

I stood and moved to the other side of the building to 
get a better look.

There was a figure that stood out from the rest of the 
crowd, walking toward the riot police,

“Something doesn’t feel right here, guys,” I said.

I watched as the figure got closer to the front of the 
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crowd. He stopped. It was Megrim.

“Stay low,” I said to everyone.

We  watched  as  Megrim  stood  in  front  of  the  riot 
police. The crowds of rioters stood behind him.

The  police  slowly  began  to  advance,  attempting  to 
close the gap between them,

“Don’t do it,” I said to them, under my breath.

“It is almost time!” Megrim’s voice boomed.

The police were confused and stopped in their place.

“The time of darkness is at hand. The reign of men 
has almost come to an end,’ he continued.

“Come forth,” he yelled.

As he spoke, hordes of demons began to come out of 
the crowd and climb up the buildings. The police took 
steps back. Megrim smiled at them,

“You’re not going anywhere,” he said, with the most 
evil grin I had ever seen.

He raised his hands toward the group and one of the 
police burst into flames. He was screaming and running. 
The rest  of  the  police  started  to  run  away as  Megrim 
laughed.  One  of  the  police  started  walking  towards 
Megrim, pulled out his gun and started to fire.
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“You idiot,” I said in frustration, my teeth clenched.

Megrim raised his hands and the man flew from his 
spot  and  headed  toward  Megrim.  Just  before  the  man 
reached  him,  Megrim  pulled  a  sword  and  plunged  it 
through the man.

We watched as he hit the ground.

“We need to get out of this building,” Patrick said.

Being careful not to be seen, we moved away from the 
window and towards the side door. We couldn’t risk the 
front door because Megrim would have surely seen us.

Patrick reached the door first. He opened it slowly and 
looked out. He turned back to us,

“It’s clea…”

Patrick was interrupted as an arm came from around 
the door and grabbed him by the shoulder.

Patrick put his back on to the door to close it. The arm 
was stuck in the door but wouldn’t let go.

Without  hesitation,  I  pulled  Terial’s  blade  out  and 
threw  it.  The  blade  pierced  right  through  the  door, 
landing just next to Patrick’s neck. The arm went limp 
and  Patrick  moved  away  from  the  door.  Everyone 
quickly checked on Patrick,

“You alright?” Elijah asked.
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Patrick nodded.

I walked over and opened the door, stepping outside. 
There was no one else around. I looked on the back of 
the door and saw my sword, protruding out of a man’s 
back; he was pinned there to the door. I stepped back to 
the other side,

“Looks like they’re out looking for us,” I said.

“Good,” Leneya said.

“Good?” Patrick questioned.

“Well, it means they are worried we might ruin their 
night,” she responded.

I  pulled  my sword out  of  the door and I  heard the 
thumping sound of the body hitting the ground on the 
other side. I wiped the blade on the bottom of my coat 
and replaced the sword back into its holder.

I looked around,

“Now it’s clear,” I said. 

Everyone stepped out of the building. We made our 
way  to  the  edge  of  the  building  where  the  road  was. 
Looking  around,  we  saw  Megrim  in  the  distance, 
watching  the  chaos.  We  stopped  there  for  a  while, 
watching.

“How are we going to get across here?” Helen asked.
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“We’re just gonna have to wait,” Leneya said.

I kept an eye out, watching as the riots expanded. We 
could hear more sirens coming in the distance.

After a few minutes, Megrim turned and talked to a 
dark  figure  that  stood  next  to  him.  The  figure  then 
walked  away and  disappeared.  Megrim looked  around 
once  more  at  the  devastation  and  then  walked  back 
towards the building.

The storm continued gaining in magnitude. Lighting 
was now striking in the distance and the explosions of 
thunder were growing more frequent.

“Alright,” I said to the group.

They stood and followed me. The coast was clear so I 
ran as fast as I could straight over to the other side of the 
street. There was an alleyway between two buildings so I 
went and hid in it.

It only took a few moments and we were all safely on 
the other side.

“We can’t risk taking the alleys,” Elijah said,

“They’re too open,” he explained.

Leneya walked up a little further and found a door to 
the building next to us, it was unlocked. She opened the 
door as she pulled out her sword. She was worried that if 
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she was to use her gun now, everyone would hear us and 
it would be over.

After  a  second  or  two,  Leneya  waved  us  into  the 
building. We all quickly moved up and into the building. 
Patrick was in last  and closed the door behind us. We 
were  in  a  small  shopping  centre.  Again,  it  had  been 
evacuated.

We made our way through the building. There were 
two levels to the centre so we decided to get up higher. 
Patrick  pointed  towards  stairs  at  the  far  end  of  the 
building. We had to be careful, the fronts of the shops 
were broken windows, and we didn’t want to be seen by 
any of the rioters who were outside fighting.  One at  a 
time, we made our way across the floor of the shopping 
centre, towards the stairs. First Patrick, then Helen and 
Elijah followed.

Leneya and I waited for a moment because a group of 
men began to walk past the building.  We stopped and 
remained as still  as we could.  Leneya motioned to the 
others to get up the stairs. They quickly ran up the stairs 
and went into a small shop on the second floor.

Leneya  and  I  quietly  watched  as  the  men  stood  in 
front of the shop, looking in. We weren’t sure if they had 
known we were here or were just scouting the area.

“What are they doing?” I whispered to Leneya.
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She shook her head. She wasn’t sure.

One of the men took a few steps inside the building, 
looking all around on both levels.

After about a minute he turned back to the others and 
they all began to walk off to the next building. Leneya 
and I waiting a little longer ‘til it was safe,

“Alright, let’s go,” Leneya said.

We  both  quickly  ran  to  the  stairs,  staying  low  the 
entire  time.  As soon as we reached the other  side,  we 
made our way up the stairs. We reached the top and ran 
into the first shop we could see,

“Elijah?” Leneya said softly,

“In here,” he responded from inside the bookstore.

“What was that all about?” Helen asked from behind a 
book stand.

She slowly moved out into view.

“It looks like they’re expecting us,” Patrick said.

“How are you feeling?” Leneya asked Elijah,

“Getting  there.  Just  feeling  a  little  weak”  he 
responded

Leneya nodded,
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“I know what that’s like,” she said.

The lights in the building began to flicker. We quickly 
moved to the front of the store and looked out.

The  lights  in  the  entire  centre  continued  to  flicker 
until they went dark. We watched as a dark figure slowly 
walked through the  broken glass  of  the  windows,  and 
into  the  shopping  centre.  He  stood  in  the  middle  and 
looked around,

“Leneya. Oh, Leneya,” the figure called.

“Don’t you want to see an old friend?” he continued.

The  dark  figure  pulled  off  his  hood  that  had  been 
hiding his face and there he was; Alek.
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Chapter Nineteen

“Friends”

“Alek?” Leneya whispered to herself. 

I was in shock. The last time we had seen Alek, he 
was dead in his kitchen, lying under a blanket.

“Come on, Leneya,” he smiled,

“No hard feelings about killing me,” he said.

We  were  all  confused.  We  had  no  idea  what  was 
going on. I clutched my sword tight ready to pull it from 
its place under my coat if needed.

“What the hell is this?” Patrick whispered.

I looked around at our group. Everyone was shocked.

“There’s no point in hiding, Leneya,” he yelled.

Leneya turned to us,
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“He doesn’t know we’re here,” she whispered.

Helen didn’t understand,

“What do you mean?” she whispered.

“If they knew we were in here, this place would be 
crawling with demons,” she said.

She was right.  We continued to  stand still  as  Alek 
walked around the lower level,

“Leneya,” he called,

“Come out, come out, wherever you are.”

We watched as two shadows began to come into view 
from the  street.  What  came  next  was  shocking;  large 
black creatures that looked similar to dogs. They stood 
taller than my waist. I turned to the others,

“What the hell are those?” I said.

Elijah looked at the ground, surprised and upset,

“Hell Hounds,” he said.

“Dark creatures that do one thing - rip people apart 
and drag them down to Hell,” he said.

“We need to get out of here,” Patrick said.

We looked around and saw a back door to the shop we 
were  in.  Patrick  pointed  to  it  and  Elijah  nodded  in 
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agreement.

I stayed back for a moment, keeping an eye out while 
the others slowly moved towards the door.

Alek walked next to the Hell Hounds, pausing for a 
moment. He was speaking to them. Alek continued and 
walked back out onto the street.

A deafening howl was heard from both of the dogs as 
they began to look around. I looked over at the others, I 
could  see  their  fear.  They  had  reached  the  door  and 
Patrick was trying to open it. I looked back and saw one 
of the dogs jump up to the far wall, digging its claws into 
it as it climbed up to the second level. The second dog 
looked my direction and slowly started to come our way.

I quickly, but carefully, moved from my position and 
made my way to the others. When I was almost there, 
Patrick  managed  to  open the  door  and  we all  quickly 
slipped through, closing the door behind us.

We were in a back room. There were no other doors 
in the room except the one we had just come through.

“OK Now what?” Helen asked.

We all looked around,

“There,” Leneya pointed.

There  was  a  manhole  in  the  roof.  We  all  quickly 
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gathered underneath it,

“Helen,” Elijah said, putting his hands together so she 
could put her foot in.

Helen raised her leg and placed her foot in Elijah’s 
hands. Patrick helped Helen keep her balance on her way 
up. She pushed herself up and moved the manhole cover 
away.  She put  her  arms up inside the hole and pulled 
herself up. We couldn’t see her for a moment, and then 
her head popped out of the hole,

“Come on,” she said.

Patrick was next. Leneya and Elijah helped him up, 
followed by Leneya. It was my turn next. I put my foot in 
Elijah’s hands and pushed myself up into the hole. Once 
inside,  I  quickly  reached  down  and  grabbed  Elijah’s 
hand, easily lifting him up into the roof with us.

There  was  a  cracking  sound  from  the  door.  Helen 
quickly replaced the cover, leaving a small gap so that 
we could see through.

The lock on the door broke and the door opened. One 
of the Hell Hounds was slowly walking into the room, 
growling as it moved. It was searching around the room. 
We all sat completely still and silent, not willing to give 
away our hiding place.

After  about  a minute,  we heard the second creature 
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howling from a distance.  The one below us turned its 
head and let out a blood curdling shriek. It then turned 
quickly and ran outside.

“What  do  you  think  that  was  all  about?”  Patrick 
asked,

“They must have been called back,” Leneya said.

“OK, so what the hell is going on? Alek is dead, isn’t 
he?” Helen asked.

“It’s not Alek,” I said.

After seeing how he was acting I knew who it was,

“It’s Azaezel,” I continued.

“How is that possible?” Patrick said.

“He’ll be possessing Alek’s body,” Elijah said.

“Alek made a deal to survive, but there would have 
been a catch. Alek is dead, but his body and soul have 
now been taken,” Leneya said.

“This is all getting so messed up,” Helen said.

“Hell Hounds, dead friends,” she continued.

“I  know.  They  are  doing  everything  they  must  to 
fulfill their plans,” said Leneya.

“It just means we’re going to have to do everything in 
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our power to stop them,” I said.

Elijah nodded,

“It should be safe now,” he said.

Elijah turned and stood up on a beam in the roof. We 
all  got up and followed him,  stepping carefully.  Elijah 
slowly made his way across the beams until we reached 
an  access  shaft.  One  by  one,  we  all  got  near  it  and 
stopped. Elijah slowly unbolted the door, opening it to 
reveal a ladder. He stepped inside and began to climb it. 
Leneya and Patrick followed close behind.

“You really think we can do this?” Helen asked me.

“I hope so,” I responded.

Helen turned around and got inside the access shaft 
and began to climb the ladder. As soon as she was out of 
the way, I followed. Looking up, I could see the others 
had already reached the top and gotten out. It wasn’t long 
before Helen was helped out by Patrick, and I was next. 
Once I reached the top, I saw we were now on the roof of 
the shop.

I quickly looked around, gathering my bearings. In the 
distance,  I  could  see  the  building  where  the  demons 
were.  It  was  two  blocks  away,  and  between  us  lay  a 
battlefield of rioters and demons.

“What now?” Patrick asked.
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We all looked at each other, hoping that one of us had 
a good idea.

“Nothing we can really do except to continue trying to 
get closer,” Leneya said.

“Sounds like a plan,” Elijah said.

Patrick led the way as we made a  move across the 
rooftop. The next building in front of us was two storeys 
taller than the one were on; we would have to find a way 
in. There was no fire escape this time, but there was an 
open window. The problem was  that  the  gap between 
buildings was larger, making it harder to get across.

We all reached the edge,

“Any ideas?” Elijah asked.

“We jump,” I responded.

Everyone looked at me,

“Jump?” Patrick asked.

“We  would  have  to  jump  across  the  gap  and  land 
perfectly  in  through  that  small  window  on  the  other 
side,” he continued.

“You know of a better way?” I asked.

He didn’t respond.
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“Look.  I’ll  jump  across  and  make  sure  we  all  get 
inside,” I said.

“No harm in trying,” Leneya said,

“Yeah,  no  harm  unless  you  fall  and  die,”  Patrick 
remarked.

I  moved back ten or so feet  and turned to  face the 
window.  Without  hesitation,  I  started  running  and  as 
soon as I hit the edge, I pushed off from the ground. I 
flew  through  the  air  for  a  second  or  so,  and  glided 
through the open window. I hit the ground on the other 
side and rolled, and quickly got back up onto my feet.

I  turned  around  back  to  the  window  and  stepped 
closer,

“Who’s next?” I asked.

Helen backed up; I could see she was worried by the 
look on her face. She pushed off and started running as 
fast as she could, and as soon as she hit the edge, she 
jumped up, reaching her arms out.

Her  feet  landed  on  the  edge  of  the  window  and  I 
grabbed  her  around  the  waist,  pulling  her  inside  and 
placing her down gently. The others stood there,

“Come on,” I said impatiently.

Elijah was next; he backed up and then ran forward, 

319



jumping  as  hard  as  he  could.  He  landed  inside  the 
window and all I needed to do was help slow him down 
so he wouldn’t fall.

Leneya and Patrick turned around and walked away, 
stopping after a bit to face us,

“You first,” Patrick said.

Leneya started to run. Just as she reached the edge, 
one of the Hell Hounds exploded through the roof of the 
building on the other side of us.

Leneya jumped but was distracted by the beast. She 
began to fall through the air. I quickly moved onto the 
window ledge and grabbed her arm as she fell, holding 
us  up  with  my  other  hand  that  was  gripped  to  the 
window.

Leneya  hit  the  side  of  the  building  and  I  quickly 
pulled her up.

She turned around to Patrick,

“Hurry up, damn it!” she said.

The beast started after him. Patrick turned to us, his 
face panicked. He began to run as fast as he could,

“Come on!” I yelled,

The beast was right behind him. Patrick jumped with 
all his might but when he was half way across the gap, 
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the beast  dove,  snapping onto Patrick’s  leg in  its  jaw. 
Terror filled Patrick’s face as we watched man and beast 
fall to their deaths in the alley below.

We were all in shock. We had just lost another one of 
our group before we had even begun.

“Come on, come on,” Elijah said,

“Someone was bound to hear that, we have to move,” 
he continued.

Leneya  turned  and  started  to  run  after  Elijah.  I 
stopped with Helen; her eyes were full of tears,

“I can’t take this anymore,” she said.

“If we stay here, we’ll die too,” I said,

“If we don’t keep going then he would have died for 
nothing,”

She looked me in the eyes.

“We need to keep fighting for Patrick. For everyone,” 
I continued.

She gave me a little nod and I helped her run.

Elijah and Leneya had made it to a staircase. We were 
in  a  hotel.  There  were  numbers  on  all  the  doors.  We 
looked out the hallway at the other end of the building. 
There was a brick wall through it,
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“We need to go high enough up so we can make it to 
the next building,” Leneya said.

We all started running up the stairs. It wasn’t long ’til 
we  reached  the  next  level.  We  quickly  ran  into  the 
hallway;  there  were no windows. I  quickly ran up the 
hall, there were rooms on either side of the hall. I turned 
right and kicked in the door. I heard a scream; there was 
a young couple inside staring out the window at the riots,

“Who the hell are you?” the man asked.

I  completely  ignored  him,  quickly  turning  into  a 
bedroom. Once inside, I walked over to the window and 
looked out; more bricks. I quickly turned back to walk 
out, but the man was standing there with a knife,

“Get out of our house,” he said.

I walked up to him,

“I don’t have time for this, get out of my way,” I said, 
pulling Terial’s blade from under my coat.

He dropped the knife  and moved out  of my way.  I 
replaced the sword and continued out  of  their  room.  I 
pointed ‘up’ to the group and Elijah turned and started 
running up the stairs. Leneya and Helen turned also and 
we all followed.

Again only taking a few seconds, we reached the next 
level. This time there was another window at the end of 
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the hallway.

We all  ran towards the window, this time we could 
see the storm clouds and cityscape.  We reached it  and 
Elijah quickly opened the window,

“What do you think, guys?” Elijah asked.

The  other  side  was  now  half  a  storey  below  our 
current  level  and  a  good  distance  stood  between 
buildings,

“Watch out,” Leneya said.

We  quickly  moved  out  of  the  way  as  Leneya  had 
already gotten a running start. She ran past us and pushed 
off  the  ledge  of  the  window,  gliding  through  the  air 
majestically  until  she slammed into the  ground on the 
other side and rolled. It only took her a few seconds to 
recover and stand up, quickly waving us over,

“Your turn, Helen,” I said.

Helen,  looking  nervous,  took  a  long  run  up  and 
headed  toward  the  window,  jumping  as  hard  as  she 
could. She landed on the other side hard, Leneya helped 
her stop and get back to her feet.

Elijah and I looked at each other,

“You go,” I said. Elijah and I both walked back up the 
hall.
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Elijah  sprinted  at  the  window  and  jumped, 
disappearing below the edge of the window and I heard 
the sound of him hitting the other side.

I waited a moment so as to make sure the way was 
clear.  I  then  started  running and pushed off  the  edge. 
Suddenly, as I was mid-flight, something happened that I 
hadn’t seen in a while; flashes of chains and fire and the 
screams of thousands of people filling my head. It only 
lasted a few seconds and when I  opened my eyes,  the 
ground  was  close.  I  hit  the  ground hard  and  rolled.  I 
came to a stop at Leneya’s feet and lay on my back,

“Are you OK?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I responded,

“I’ll be fine,” I said.

Elijah offered his hand and helped me to my feet.

Off to the front of a building was a large billboard that 
now  hid  us  from  the  street.  We  made  our  way  over 
behind it and sat down together in the darkness.

We stopped for a moment remembering Patrick. The 
storm’s magnitude was still growing and the soft rain fell 
on us,

“How long do we have?” Helen asked.

Leneya pulled up her sleeve revealing a small black 
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watch,

“Just under two hours,” she said.

“You think we can still do this?” Helen asked.

“We have to,” Elijah answered.

Leneya pulled out a small  knife and began to cut a 
small hole in the billboard. After a few seconds, the hole 
was big enough to look through. She placed her eye up to 
the hole,

“This isn’t going to be easy,” she said.

“There  are  hundreds  of  them  down  there,”  she 
continued.

I looked over at Elijah as he stood up,

“What’s wrong?” Helen asked.

He wasn’t paying attention. We could see something 
was on his mind. He closed his eyes and I could see his 
lips moving, but couldn’t hear what he was saying,

“Elijah?” Leneya asked.

He opened one eye,

“I have to,” he said.

Leneya’s eyes opened wide,
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“Damn  it,  Elijah,  what  are  you  doing?”  she  said, 
getting up to grab him.

As she reached out for him, he disappeared.

“Damn it,” Leneya said.

“What was that?” Helen asked,

“I  thought  he  couldn’t  do  that  anymore,”  she 
continued.

I moved closer to Leneya,

“What’s going on?” I asked her.

She looked upset,

“He was asking for one last task, one last chance to 
fight for something,” she said.

“What was it?” Helen asked.

“I don’t know but it can’t be good.”

Leneya sat down.

“Will he be back?” Helen asked.

Leneya just looked at her.

We sat there silently as Leneya kept an eye out the 
looking hole.
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“Come on, Elijah, what are you doing?” she mumbled 
to herself.

Ten minutes had passed when Leneya stood up and 
suddenly ran over to the end of the billboard. Helen and I 
quickly joined her,

“What is it?” I asked.

Leneya was angered,

“It’s Elijah,” she said.

She was right. In the distance, at the start of the riots, 
there it was. Leneya’s car was coming, speeding along 
the road.

“Damn it, Elijah,” she said.

“What is he doing?” Helen asked.

“I’m not  sure,  but  it  really  can’t  be good,” Leneya 
responded.

We watched in anticipation as the car gained speed. It 
had reached the line of rioters, and it slammed through 
them,  sending  people  flying.  Elijah  was  driving  right 
through the crowds of people and demons.

We were in shock,

“What is he doing?” Helen cried out.
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“Elijah,” Leneya said, she was clearly very upset.

We watched as the car came closer and after not long, 
it had passed us. Demons and people were climbing and 
running  after  the  car  trying  to  get  Elijah  out.  He had 
made it to the block past us when it happened.

There was a massive explosion that filled the street, 
destroying Elijah, the car and taking hundreds of people 
with it,

“No,” Leneya said as she fell to her knees.

Helen was in shock. I didn’t know what to think. He 
had given his life so that we had a chance. Someone up 
there must have been on our side if they let him do this. I 
knelt down and comforted Leneya.

“We aren’t going to make it, are we?” Helen said.

I looked up at her,

“Elijah just  sacrificed  himself  and took most  of the 
army with him. We have the chance now to do this,” I 
said.

Leneya wiped her tears and looked up,

“You’re right.  I’m not going to sit  here any longer, 
it’s time to fight,” she said as she stood up.

Leneya looked us dead in the eyes and spoke,
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“Let’s go kill some demons!”
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Chapter Twenty

“Incursion”

Leneya pulled her sword from under her coat,

“Enough people have died,” she said.

“What’s the plan?” I asked.

“Same as before; we go in and kill them all. Elijah has 
just given us a chance, and given us the distraction we’re 
going to need,” she said.

She turned around and started heading toward the next 
building. Helen and I stood and followed her.

“Do you still think we can do this?” Helen asked me.

I looked at her and then again at Leneya,

“We have to,” I answered.

We reached  the  end  of  the  building.  It  was  only a 
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small gap from this building to the other. We all jumped 
across with no problems.

We were half way across the building when we heard 
the howl of a Hell Hound. We all  stopped and looked 
back.

“Not again,” Helen said.

I looked around, and noticed a door to stairs on the 
other  side  of  the  roof.  I  turned  back  to  see  the  Hell 
Hound coming for us. The girls started running,

“Josiah!” Leneya yelled back to me.  I was about to 
turn and run with them, but stopped.

‘Not this time,’ I said to myself.

I stood firm on the rooftop and pulled out my sword. 
The beast was approaching, its mouth full of teeth, and 
death in its eyes.

I pulled back my sword and started to run toward the 
beast.  I  could  see  it  was  gaining  speed  and  just  as  I 
reached the gap in the building, we both jumped.

The beast slammed into me with brute force, throwing 
us back the way I  had come.  We both hit  the rooftop 
rolling; the sword flew from my hands. The beast was 
clawing and biting. I had my leg between us holding its 
teeth at bay. I began to hit the beast in the face as hard as 
I could. It continued trying to slash at me with its claws.
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We were rolling and the beast made it on top of me, 
pinning me down. With all my might, I kicked it off me 
and I rolled out of the way of its attack,

“Die, damn it!” I yelled.

It came at me again; this time I jumped over the top of 
the Hell Hound and planted my fist into the top of its 
head.  I  rolled onto the ground and got  up as fast  as I 
could. The beast was dazed for a moment so I made a 
break  for  my  sword which  was  near  the  ledge  of  the 
building. I ran as fast as I could and picked it up. As I 
turned, the Hell Hound slashed at me, leaving three small 
slices on my left arm.

I couldn’t think about the pain. I kicked the beast in 
the head and readied my sword. It looked up at me and 
growled,  and  all  of  a  sudden  it  dove  into  me,  as  my 
sword sliced through it.

We both started to fall off the edge of the building. I 
reached my arm out as fast as I could and grabbed onto 
the edge of the brick building. My other hand held onto 
the handle of my sword as tightly as I could as it came 
out of the beast which had fallen to the ground below.

I looked up and put Terial’s blade onto the building. 
Now holding the edge with both hands, I began to pull 
myself  up. After a few moments,  Leneya’s  hand came 
over the edge and she helped pull me up,
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“What the hell was that?” she said, her words full of 
anger.

“It’s dead, isn’t it?” I said as I got back onto my feet, 
replacing my sword.

I started to walk toward the door,

“Josiah, are you OK?” Leneya asked as she saw the 
claw marks on my arm.

“I’m fine. Let’s get this done,” I said.

We both walked towards the door, Helen had it held 
open for us,

“You alright?” Helen asked.

I gave her a nod and walked past her. I started down 
the stairs,

“There’s no use being afraid anymore,” I said to them,

“We just need to stick together,” I continued.

We reached the top level of the building and walked 
through the door. It was another office. The windows on 
the  street  side  had  all  been  completely  blown  inward 
from Elijah’s explosion.

We  walked  over  to  them  and  looked  down  at  the 
hundreds of bodies that now littered the ground and the 
huge fire that was engulfing the street.
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“Let’s do this for Elijah and the others,” Leneya said.

We looked at the building up the street. It was covered 
in darkness,

“So, where exactly is this happening?” Helen asked.

“There,” I said, pointing to a large alleyway on the far 
side of the building.

Flashes of lightning and huge explosions of thunder 
filled the sky. The rain was falling harder now, but still 
not enough to put out the fire caused by Elijah.

The  sound  of  footsteps  came  from  behind  us.  We 
turned around quickly, swords drawn,

“Hello, Leneya,” Azaezel said, in Alek’s voice.

“I see you’ve met my pets. Where is the rest of your 
little group?” he continued, laughing.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw a group of people 
coming into the base of the building,

“What do you want?” Leneya asked.

“Isn’t it obvious?” he responded.

“I want you and your little friend here to die horribly 
and slowly, and I want Josiah to join his brothers so we 
can lay waste to this infested world,” he said.
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Leneya stepped forward,

“You have no power here,” she said,

“You’re just possessing this body,” she continued.

Azaezel smiled,

“You’re right. But the difference is, I still have people 
on my side.” 

We heard the sound of the group coming up the stairs,

“You’re all too late. Tonight, I will rise and you will 
all die anyway, so just give up now and spend your last 
few hours running away,” he grinned,

“I guess I’ll see you all again very soon,” he said.

Alek’s eyes rolled back and his body fell limp on the 
ground.

“Leneya, Helen,” I said.

“Stay behind me,” I continued, as I began to run for 
the  large  door  on  the  far  side  of  the  room where  the 
group of possessed men was coming from.

Just as I got close to the door, it  burst open and at 
least fifteen of them poured out of the doorway. The few 
men at the front of the group had no chance. As soon as 
they came through the door,  the last  thing they would 
have seen was my blade.
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Leneya and Helen followed suit. We began to swing 
and  break  our  way  through  the  group.  They  were 
jumping, hitting and trying to bite us. I turned to see two 
men tackle Helen to the ground, one of them grabbed her 
sword and was about to plunge it into her when I pulled 
out the gun I had been given and shot him through the 
head. He fell down instantly and dropped the sword. The 
other man ran at me and as I shot him, the group tackled 
me to the ground, and the gun fell out of my hands.

I had a group of them on me. I began to punch and 
kick  as  many  as  I  could  as  they  tried  to  kill  me.  I’d 
managed to run my blade through a few when Leneya 
came over yelling,

“Get off him, damn it!”

Leneya  pulled  one  off  me,  hurling  him  backwards 
onto  Helen’s  sword.  I  had  had  enough;  I  knew I  had 
more  strength  than  this,  I  had  seen it.  I  needed  to  do 
something drastic before we lost anyone else.

I grabbed the back of one of their heads and slammed 
it into the ground. I got to my feet as quickly as I could 
and  focused  on getting  rid  of  these  demons.  They all 
looked  my way and began  to  attack.  Just  before  they 
reached  me,  I  screamed  and  let  out  a  shock-wave 
blowing them all backwards. Leneya and Helen fell over 
also.

I stood there, looking around. I quickly moved over to 
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the girls and helped them up,

“They’re not going to be down for long,” I said.

“We need to make our move.”

I started running out the door, and Leneya and Helen 
followed.

“Where now?” Helen asked

I continued down the stairs.

“No idea,” I responded.

We made it down to the bottom level, moving quickly 
to the front of the office building. There were still some 
people out on the street, some of them injured, aimlessly 
wandering.

“There,” Leneya said, pointing to the building across 
the street.

Helen and I saw it too. There was a long building that 
stretched  all  the  way  over  to  the  building  where  the 
Bearers were.

“If we can get over there, we can get into the building 
from the roof,” she said.

“Let’s do it,” Helen said as she stood and started to 
run,
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“Damn it, wait,” Leneya yelled.

Leneya and I quickly got up and started running after 
Helen.  A  few  of  the  remaining  demons  started  to 
converge on Helen; Leneya quickly pulled out her guns 
and started firing at them, knocking them off one by one.

Leneya  didn’t  waste  a  single  bullet,  killing  all  she 
intended too. We all reached the other building’s door. It 
was dark inside. Helen stood in the doorway and turned.

“Next time, warn us before you go,” Leneya said.

“It’s fine,” Helen said,

“It work…” she was interrupted.

Suddenly, a Hell Hound pulled her into the darkness 
and she disappeared.  Surprised,  Leneya and I both ran 
inside as fast as we could. The beast had thrown Helen 
across the other side of the room and into the wall,

“No!”  I  yelled,  as  I  drove  my  sword  threw  the 
creature’s head.

Leneya continued past and ran over the Helen. I stood 
there for a moment and made sure I could see the life 
drain from its eyes.

I  looked  up  to  see  Leneya  kneeling  over  Helen.  I 
pulled the sword from the Hell Hound and ran over to 
them.
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Helen  was  laying  there,  blood  dripping  from  her 
mouth and a large gash across her stomach,

“I’m sorry,” Helen said, just barely able to speak.

“It’s OK, don’t talk,” Leneya said.

Leneya looked at me; we both knew she wouldn’t be 
alive much longer.

“You’re gonna be fine,” Leneya said to Helen.

Helen tried to smile,

“Liar,” she said.

“Get them,” Helen said to me,

“Kill all of ’em,” she said, as her eyes fell back and 
the life left her body.

Leneya  lowered  Helen’s  head  back  onto  the  floor 
slowly,

“Are you ready?” she asked me.

Leneya stood from her position,  gripping her sword 
tightly. She looked at me, her eyes glazed from tears,

“This has to end now,” she said.

I stepped closer to her,

“For the others,” I said.
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Leneya  nodded  in  response.  I  turned  around  and 
started walking towards a set of stairs in the middle of 
the building. Leneya followed.

We made our way up the stairs until we reached the 
top floor, three levels up. We both looked around for the 
roof  access.  I  walked  over  towards  the  side  of  the 
building  that  was  closest  to  where  we  needed  to  go. 
There was no way out, we couldn’t find roof access. I 
stopped and thought for a minute,

“Leneya, get back,” I said.

Leneya quickly got behind me. I reached into my coat 
pocket  and pulled out the grenade I had been given. I 
pulled the pin and released the tab, throwing the grenade 
against the far wall,

“Down!” I said, kneeling to the ground with Leneya.

The  floor  shook  and  we  were  covered  with  debris 
when the explosion sounded. It took a large piece of the 
side of the building with it. 

Leneya and I both stood,

“There’s the door,” I said.

We could now see the building across from us; there 
was a gap between it and the one we were in, and the 
large  windows on the  other  side had been cracked by 
debris from the explosion.
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I looked at Leneya,

“Here goes,” I said.

I turned and started running toward the hole. Right as 
I  reached  the  edge  I  dove  over  the  gap  and  smashed 
through  the  glass  window on  the  other  side.  I  hit  the 
ground hard and rolled into a large desk.

Quickly shaking it off, I stood up and motioned for 
Leneya  to come.  I  saw the hesitation  in her eyes.  She 
started to run and pushed off hard when she hit the edge. 
She flew through the air and hit the ground on my side. I 
quickly helped her up,

“Alright?” I asked,

She nodded, stood up and started to walk towards a 
door at the end of the room,

“We’ve made it this far,” she said.

We quickly made our way to the door and carefully 
opened it. There was nobody around,

“It’s not going to be empty for long,” Leneya said,

“Not after that explosion,” she explained.

We both looked out again. There was a large hallway 
with open offices on either side. We turned around and 
looked out the window as the storm began to get worse. 
Lightning was striking in the city,  the wind blew with 
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such massive force that the rain was sideways and every 
minute or so the air shook with the rumble of thunder. 
Things were definitely getting worse.

Leneya  quickly  made  her  way  out  the  door  and  I 
followed.  We started  to  walk  towards  the front  of  the 
building  but  stopped  when  we  heard  footsteps  in  the 
distance. Leneya gave me a look and motioned for us to 
head the other way. 

We both quickly turned and ran the other way, past 
the door we had come from and up the other end of the 
hall, heading to the rear of the building. We ducked into 
an open office and both looked down the hallway. Two 
men came around the corner. They walked up the hall 
and opened the door to where we had come from. A few 
moments  later,  they  both  came  out  and  paused  for  a 
moment, talking.

They parted ways; and one man left while the other 
started in our direction.

Leneya and I moved further back in to the office and 
hid behind a desk. We watched from underneath as the 
man’s  feet  stopped  at  our  door  for  a  moment  before 
walking  inside.  He  slowly  made  his  way  around  the 
room. 

Before the man even noticed, Leneya sprang up from 
behind the desk, grabbed the man from behind and put a 
knife into his chest. She held his mouth so he couldn’t 
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call for help. She was back to that strong, fearless woman 
I had met days ago. I was just glad that I wasn’t the one 
she was after this time. 

She let the body fall  to the floor. We quickly made 
our  way  out  the  door  and  headed  to  the  rear  of  the 
building.  Once  we  had  made  it  to  the  very  back,  we 
found a window and looked out.

There they were, in a large open area of an alleyway, 
surrounded by protection; The Bearers, all seven of them.
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Chapter Twenty-One

“Rising”

The Bearers stood in the alley talking with each other. 
There  were  symbols  burnt  into  the  brick  walls  of  the 
alley and on the ground. There were three fires; one lit at 
each entrance to where they were.

Leneya looked at her watch and then at me,

“Josiah, it’s almost time,” she said.

“She’s right,” said a voice from behind us.

We turned around  to  see  the  second man  who had 
been in the hallway earlier. He ran at Leneya and began 
to attack. He knocked the sword from her hand. I quickly 
grabbed him off of her and kicked him to the ground.

“You’re too late,” he said. I turned to Leneya to make 
sure she was OK As I did, he ran at me, screaming. I 
quickly turned to defend myself but it was too late. He 
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tackled me and we both went backwards, shattering the 
window.  We  both  fell  out,  and  I  watched  as  Leneya 
reached for me and missed. We were spinning through 
the air, falling to the ground, with thousands of shattered 
pieces of glass dancing around.

A few moments  later,  we hit  the ground and I  was 
knocked out.

I awoke not long after, chained in the corner of the 
alleyway not far from the seven Bearers.

“Nice of you to join us,” Megrim said as he walked 
over to me.

“I said you would be here, didn’t I?” he said.

He looked around,

“Where are all your friends?” He grinned.

I tried to break free but couldn’t move.

“It’s no use, brother. It will all be over soon,” he said.

“Where is she?” I asked.

“Who? Your little lady friend? I’m sure that she’ll be 
providing some fun inside,” he smiled.

“I’m going to kill you,” I yelled out.
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Megrim’s expression changed suddenly, his face full 
of anger,

“No, little brother! You are the one that will die for all 
the trouble you have caused!” he yelled.

Megrim bent  down and helped  me  to  my feet.  My 
hands were chained but my feet had been left free.

“Look, brother, we still  look after each other. Come 
with me so you can see our work pay off,” he said as he 
lead me toward the group.

With my hands still tied, I quickly turned and made a 
run  for  the  entrance  to  the  alley.  I  was  stopped  by a 
group of men,

“Let him go,” Megrim said,

I turned around, shocked by what he had said.

“It doesn’t matter anymore. As long as he’s nearby, 
Azaezel will rise. And when he does, he’ll be the first 
hunted down. Him and that little Ranger bitch,” he said.

The  group  parted  and  I  ran  past  around  the  fire.  I 
made it to a side door to the building. I kicked the door in 
and it shattered to pieces. I quickly made my way inside,

“Leneya!” I yelled.

I  waited  to  hear  a  response.  I  ran towards  a  set  of 
stairs and made my way up as quickly as I could.
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“Leneya!” I yelled again.

I stopped to listen. I heard the sound of gunfire and it 
sounded as if it were coming from another level up.  As 
fast as I could, I ran up the stairs. As soon as I reached 
the top, I stopped to listen. I heard people yelling. I ran 
down a hallway towards where the sounds were coming 
from and there was Leneya,  surrounded by a group of 
three demons. She had managed to kill two already.

“Leave her alone, damn it!” I yelled, barging into two 
of them with my shoulder.

I  saw Leneya  reach  onto  the  ground for  a  gun she 
must  have  dropped,  and  put  bullets  into  the  three 
remaining demons.

“Josiah, how did you get away?” she asked.

“I didn’t,” I said.

Leneya looked confused,

“It’s  done,  Leneya.  As long as I am anywhere near 
here, Azaezel will rise,” I explained.

Leneya came over to help me up,

“Well, let’s get you out of here then,” she said.

“No, Leneya, wait,” I said.

She ignored me and continued to help.
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“Leneya!” I yelled. She stopped,

“You need to kill me,” I said.

She had no words to say.

“Just do it now and get out of here,” I said.

Leneya picked up Terial’s  blade that I  had dropped 
when I was put through the window.

“Make it clean,” I said, closing my eyes.

“Are you ready?” she said.

“Do it!” I yelled.

Suddenly, I felt the blow of the sword break the chain 
from around my hands. I opened my eyes to see Leneya 
offering me back my sword,

“Let’s finish this,” she said.

I stopped for moment,

“I could kill you now and fight another day, but we 
need to end this now,” she said.

She was right.

“What do we do?” I asked.

“Back to basics,” she smiled.
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“Kill everyone.”

I gripped my blade,

“Alright then,” I said.

We both turned and started to run towards the stairs 
that I had come up. Out the rear window, we could see 
lightning  strike  just  pass  the  line  of  buildings.  The 
thunder was shaking the entire building. We had almost 
no time left.

We ran as quickly as we could, taking three and four 
of the steps at once. We made it to the first level and we 
quickly ran out the door into the side alley. The fire was 
roaring high now and there were men standing guard. As 
soon as we got into the alley,  they charged at us with 
swords  swinging.  Leneya  and  I  fought  for  our  lives, 
killing  everyone  we  could  as  quickly  as  we  could. 
Leneya laid waste to more demons than I could count, 
and was clear so she pulled out her grenade, pulled the 
pin and threw it into the fire,

“Down!” she yelled. I ducked as burning debris and 
food scattered through the air. We both got up as quickly 
as we could and ran through the remnants of the fire. We 
were greeted by more demons. We fought as hard and as 
strong as we could.

A group of them headed straight for Leneya. I pushed 
all of my pain and anger out of my mind and focused, 
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raised my hand towards them and watched them as they 
all  exploded from where they were standing, smashing 
into the wall of the alley, and sending bricks flying.

“Not this time!’ I yelled.

I turned back to the men heading towards me, raised 
my  sword  and  sliced  two  of  them.  Suddenly,  they 
stopped and the ground began to rumble as if  we had 
been standing right on top of an earth quake.

“You’re  too  late,  Josiah!”  Megrim  yelled  from the 
other  side  of  the  alley.  I  ran  as  quickly  as  I  could, 
decimating everything that stood in my path.

A  bright  red  light  started  to  shine  in  front  of  the 
Bearers. I knew it was time.

“There’s  nothing  you  can  do,  brother,”  Seth  yelled 
out.

I could feel a force pushing me away from the group. 
I  wouldn’t  give  up,  wouldn’t  let  this  world  be  taken. 
With all my might, I pushed myself closer and closer to 
them. 

A figure started to become clear in the light. It stood 
up; he was almost here.

With every last piece of strength, I lunged forward, 
past Megrim,
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“It’s  over,”  I  yelled,  as  I  plunged  Terial’s  blade 
through the heart of Azaezel before he had a chance to 
fully cross over.

“No!” Megrim yelled. 

The Bearers tried to pull  away but they were being 
pushed back by a strong force.

Azaezel let out a cry as I dug the blade further and 
further in.

“Go back to  where  you  came from!”  I  yelled,  as  I 
pushed the rest of the blade into his body all the way up 
to the hilt.

Suddenly,  there was a  massive  burst  of  energy and 
everything  was  blown  backwards.  I  felt  an  amazing 
power begin to  fill  me from inside.  I  saw flashes;  my 
memories that I had forgotten began to rush through my 
head and then suddenly, it all stopped.

I  felt  the  instant  change  in  me.  I  looked around  at 
everyone standing up slowly. I saw Leneya at the back of 
the alley, still fighting off some demons.
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Chapter Twenty-Two

Leneya

(Through Leneya’s Eyes)

After  the  bright  explosion  knocked  us  all  down,  I 
quickly got back onto my feet. I was still fighting for my 
life. 

There  were  two  demons  still  attacking  me  until 
suddenly,

“Stop!” Josiah yelled.

He turned around, I could see he was stronger now; he 
must have realized his full strength - the strength I knew 
was  inside  him  the  whole  time.  He  slowly  walked 
towards  me.  The two demons  turned away and ran at 
him, and with a swift movement of his wrist, he turned 
them to ash.

I  was scared and excited at  the same time.  We had 
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won, we had actually defeated Azaezel.

Josiah came up to me and smiled,

“Are you OK?” he asked.

I smiled at him and was about to respond when I felt a 
pain in my chest.

I looked down in shock to see Josiah’s hand, clutching 
a knife that he had plunged into me.

I took a step back as he let go. His smile changed, his 
eyes were full of darkness.

I fell to my knees,

“Why?” I managed to ask,

“You think you can change somebody like me?” he 
said.

I  fell  onto  my side,  feeling  the  life  drain  from my 
body. I watched as Josiah turned around and started to 
walk. The other Bearers stood and followed him, and the 
last thing I remember was seeing them disappear into the 
shadows.

‘How  had  this  happened?’ I  thought  to  myself.  I 
began to grow cold, and it wasn’t long until my vision 
faded into darkness.

353





ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Joshuah Buckle began his writing career at age 23, a late 
bloomer. He was never focused at school and his mind 
was always off somewhere else. Growing up he loved 

music and creating. 

When he was 23 he started to write a short story that grew 
into something a lot bigger. Now, with the support of his 

loving wife, he writes daily. He is a published author, 
filmmaker, producer and screenwriter.


