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Neon orange embers of electricity sparked above his fingers as he touched them to one 

another, thumb to index, thumb to forefinger, thumb to pinky, distractedly precise as if he 

were practicing scales on an invisible violin. His polished black riding boots propped 

against the stone windowsill, Lucifer tilted the baroque throne of beautifully depicted gilt 

dying, so grotesque to have become beautiful once again, on its back two legs as he 

considered the state of his own boredom. Rivulets of acidic rain trickled down the arched 

lead pane window before him like squid ink, incapable of nurturing and further distorting 

the molten ocean of writhing souls just beyond the banks of his personal island. He no 

longer saw the sea of churning rendered flesh for what it was, the desperate clawing of 

one soul over the other having lost its significance eons ago, the sound of their screams 

no more impressive than the call of gulls over a harbor. It was exactly as it had been since 

the creation of Hell. It was expected and its predictability, its ease of ascertainment 

buzzed like a persistent gnat just outside of his ear. Where was the challenge?  

Though the mortals Hell collected like leaves being raked off the surface of an 

abandoned pool still wanted desperately to believe that there remained a roaring epic war 

between the realms of their salvation and damnation, the truth of the matter was that God 

and the Devil had grown weary of their disagreement, each settling into their designated 

roles like two old surly ranchers with a dispute over the placement of a barbed wire 

fence. Occasionally they would rally at one another, bellowing over the great divide of 

the other’s idiocy of having let too many of their “cows” wander across the perimeter, but 

for the most part they simply had learned to coexist. In the physical plane the seasons 

rotated like painted horses on a carousel while the mortals that rode them haphazardly 

continued to reproduce successfully committing the same series of actions that neatly 

opened the door for either Lucifer or God’s soldiers to meet their monthly quota. The 

demons employed by Lucifer had, for the most part, become so incredibly good at their 

jobs that he rarely even found it necessary for him to intervene, except on occasion when 

a particularly nasty being caught his attention and he decided to personally pay them a 

visit. He had come to a sickening realization that he had begun to live only for those 

moments, those coveted breaks in the monotony. It was not wrath or greed or pride that 

drove him now as it might have in the beginning, when he was still determined to show 

God his might, his right to reign over Hell, to inflict such agony on those evil mortal 
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entities, but more a hate of the consistency, the permanence of his own existence. If only 

for a distraction, a new challenge, a campaign he could mobilize with a renewed vigor to 

reaffirm in his own mind that he was still capable of achieving more than this profession 

he could perform unconscious.  

It had been Belial who had first approached him with the idea of invading 

Purgatory and claiming it in the name of Hell. Why it had not occurred to Lucifer before 

was still a mystery to him, though he remained stubbornly allied to the idea that he would 

have eventually thought of it himself, given time. If Lucifer could feel gratitude he would 

have been grateful to Belial, a demon he had cultivated himself since his damnation and 

come to rely upon heavily as an advisor and leading commander among the Legions. 

Since its inception Purgatory had always been vaguely under God’s command. Why 

exactly, even Lucifer could not remember. It simply was one of the many aspects of 

existence that they had all settled into complacently. Now, however, Lucifer saw a ripe 

golden opportunity to tip the scales in favor of Hell. If there was a way for him to 

establish dominancy in the domain he could then set in place a selection of the more 

skilled demons to give them one last chance to tempt into damnation the billions of 

unsuspecting souls aimlessly wandering through the realm. Occasionally a few would be 

rescued by God’s grace, but for the most part Lucifer was sure his talented officers could 

successfully claim a decent bounty in the name of the underworld. If he could remember 

what glee felt like he might have been downright giddy. Purgatory was largely an 

unguarded wilderness, as much an afterthought now by God himself as by Lucifer, 

though Lucifer knew full well the legion of angels God would unleash as soon as he 

sensed the realm fully invaded. Lucifer welcomed the idea of another epic war, the very 

idea making his pulse race with anticipatory bloodlust. However, he had yet to get that 

far with his plans. As with all things that appear too easy, there was, they soon 

discovered, a massive obstruction to their invasion.  

  Since the beginning of humanity Purgatory had been filled only with the sad, 

tortured souls whose sins committed in life had not been grave enough to sentence them 

to the belly of the Blind Worm to be excreted into the boiling sea of damned, the ones 

still thought redeemable by God once they had been thoroughly tested and tried in 

gruesome ways even Lucifer at times tipped his hat to. If only these imprisoned souls had 
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existed within the realm the demons under Belial’s command would have had absolutely 

no problem invading the domain. However, it would seem that Lucifer and God’s 

carelessly unobservant attitude had allowed a rebellious division to grow within the 

shadowy backwoods of the realm. These souls were not bound by the fate dealt to them 

by God, existing beyond the jurisdiction of the laws binding the dimension, yet somehow 

continuing to survive upon the periphery, conducting independent lives that appeared 

dedicated to the sole purpose of viciously guarding Purgatory from all outside invaders.  

However, as Belial and his soldiers reported back to Lucifer of their encounters 

with these fearless creatures, some of them mortal while others verged on demonic and 

even angelic, it became increasingly obvious to Lucifer that it was not Purgatory itself 

they were guarding, but something far more precious. Like a clear glass globe suspended 

within a pool of water, a new dimension had begun to form. All but invisible and 

inaccessible to anything not directly seeking its discovery, it was difficult to tell when 

exactly the realm had quickened into existence for its presence had been entirely 

obscured to the rules of the realms around it. Only now, as the solidity of its push towards 

manifestation swelled to the point of dominating Purgatory itself, lending rise to an ever-

increasing need for its defense, had God and the Devil sensed its relevancy. For Lucifer, 

the realm itself intrigued him little, so consumed he was with the grandeur of Hell to be 

concerned with what he considered a minor plane of existence. However, it was now 

becoming irritatingly obvious that the realm, minor or not, was directly impacting his 

ability to invade Purgatory for its outlaw defenders had proven themselves formidable 

fighters in their own right. As if drawing on some unseen power source, these vagabond 

entities impressively stood their ground in bloody battles with the most ferocious demons 

and wrathful angels. Belial and his army had gained little footing in Purgatory and 

achieved even less success in accessing the new plane itself. This was completely 

uncharted territory for Lucifer and his minions. The obstacle both fascinated and 

infuriated him simultaneously. 

 Belial cleared his throat quietly, shifting his weight as he stood beside the 

horrifically sculpted gold and black leather throne awaiting Lucifer’s reply. Lucifer only 

continued to stare into his own reflection, hollow and ghostly in the distorted, rippled 
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panes of ancient glass, his jade eyes glowing like swamp fires between the rivulets of 

black water.  

 “My lord, I hate to insist, but we do need to decide what to do about Marcus.” 

Belial prodded gently, careful not to cross the line of propriety too far, despite his rank.  

 Lucifer drew a deep breath and ceased his finger tapping. His elbow still planted 

on the arm of the chair, fingers pointed at the ceiling, he turned his face to look Belial up 

and down with a vague expression of disapproval. “What is this?” He gestured at Belial 

with a flippant wave of his hand before returning to his finger tapping, the sparks of light 

above the tips reflecting off of the glassine surface of his eyes. 

 Belial raised one eyebrow and cocked his head slightly to the side. “What do you 

mean? What is what?” 

 “This. This ‘look’ you’re sporting these days?” Lucifer pursed his lips with 

distaste. “I don’t care for it much. It’s rather passé don’t you think? It’s sloppy.”  

 Belial had found himself settling rather comfortably into the role of “Steve”, the 

human guise he had crafted to lure Marcus’ finance, Brenda, in order to make her his 

consort. It was an easy façade, one consisting of a stereotypical rocker complete with 

long hair and a sleeve of brightly colored ink depicting everything from an ace of spades 

to a portrait of Lucifer himself. It was one of the least complicated costumes he had ever 

needed to seduce a mortal and at times now he almost forgot he still wrapped himself in it 

like an old worn T-shirt. Perhaps the image was a bit “sloppy” as Lucifer deemed, but he 

felt no need at this time for anything more intricate. His image, after all, did not dictate 

his inherent power. 

 Belial shoved his hands into the pockets of his faded black jeans. “It has its 

purpose.” 

 “No.” Lucifer contradicted. “It served its purpose. That mortal you fancied has 

born your child, though the location of said spawn is in question at the moment. Her soul 

has been secured, her place cemented at your side. There is no need for such shows any 

longer. Wouldn’t you agree?” 

 Belial replied through clenched teeth, “I suppose it could be time for a change.”  

He grimaced, struggling to maintain his composure at the mention of his lost 

child. It had been nearly a decade since the abduction of his infant from beneath the very 
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noses of the two demons assigned to guard her. There had not even been time enough to 

decipher what her true potential was before she disappeared. Her aura had been 

dazzlingly strong upon birth, so much so that Belial had found himself almost leery of the 

baby, eyeing it suspiciously as Brenda cradled it against her bare breasts. Though he had 

eviscerated the guards and unleashed his wrath in unmentionable ways upon the physical 

plane in the hours after Angelee’s abduction, the mere mention of her caused every 

muscle in his body to tense to the point of shaking. The idea of a child of such intense 

power simply vanishing was inconceivable and while he knew it was a personal priority 

of Lucifer’s to find the child, eventually, at times Belial wondered if his preoccupation 

with the invasion of Purgatory had overridden his promise to his second in command. 

 “Change…” Lucifer sighed again and turned to stare back out at the ocean of 

damned. “Change is good.”  

His voice drifted off as he listened to the calming white noise drone of the 

universe, sifting through the infinite layers of perception for the distinct vibration that 

belonged to Marcus alone. It had been several long excruciating “days” since his escape. 

Lucifer knew exactly who he was with as the uprising were about as neat and tidy as 

humans when it came to accidentally leaving their fingerprints all over the scene. 

However, the precise location was another matter. Now that they had absconded with 

Marcus, the demon he had been reserving to cultivate as Belial’s second in command 

once Purgatory was placed under Belial’s jurisdiction, he could only wonder what they 

could possibly want with him? 

 He pushed himself out and away from the throne with a feigned motion of effort, 

a habitual instinctual pleasantry he had assumed from the observation of humanity. As he 

moved his essence trailed behind him, tracers of energy imprinted on the space he had 

momentarily occupied rippling through the quantity of relativity between himself and the 

conjured surface he departed from like phantasmagorical smoke from a distant oil fire. 

The physical plane subconsciously felt the sensation of his movements, tiny earthquakes 

of unease in the pits of their stomachs that folded onto one another until cataclysmic 

upheaval occurred in the form of war overseas or simply a man cannibalizing the 

postman in a blacked-out basement next door to Saturday garage sales and Sunday bake 

sales.  
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He became still again, standing inches from the window, confronted with only his 

own painfully exquisite reflection in the thick glass, a façade of the past he continued to 

cling to with the full knowledge of the hideousness his true face had mutated into just 

beneath the surface. The gold threads woven in intricate patterns of thorny vines along 

the lapels of his dark gray sharkskin waistcoat glinted in opulent comparison to the black 

leather chest plate tooled with Luca Signorelli’s fresco “The Damned”, a particular piece 

of human artistic suffering Lucifer had grown quite fond of. Below the tower of his estate 

the ocean of souls roiled and boiled, monotonous in its predestined course of torment, yet 

so intricately and perfectly timed to mimic the pulse of a human heart. A city crumbled as 

he lifted a hand to press his fingertips against the cool surface of the glass, orange embers 

sparking as surreal flesh met unsubstantiated polymer. He wondered for how long 

Purgatory would hold his interest once it was conquered? Was perhaps the answer to his 

boredom something far more revolutionary and transformational? Did Hell need to be 

redrawn? Behind him Belial watched him steadily in the window’s reflection, his brows 

slightly drawn as he wondered what his lord might be contemplating now. 

 As Lucifer continued to wander the labyrinth of possibilities, mulling over the 

state and structure of his domain, Belial hesitantly broke the heavy silence, “The issue of 

Marcus? How would you like for me to handle it?” 

 “You won’t.” Lucifer replied quietly. Turning away from the window, he faced 

Belial. “I gave you the simple task of imprisoning him, someplace he would surely not 

escape.” 

 “No one and nothing has ever escaped the oubliettes! Never! This is not of my 

doing!” Belial brashly protested. “How was I supposed to continually keep watch over 

him while I was heading up the invasion of Purgatory?” 

 “Another mission you have had little to no success in, I might point out.” Lucifer 

said, tilting his head slightly to one side, narrowing his eyes slightly as he regarded his 

second in command. “I must admit, you are unfortunately causing me to question your 

abilities Belial.” 

 “My abilities?” Belial was aghast. “My lord, I have never disappointed you in all 

of my long years of service to you and the Legions of Hell.”  
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 “Yes.” Lucifer raised his eyebrows, “But twice now? Perhaps you need to be 

replaced?”  

 Fear began to creep into Belial’s eyes as the realization of the treacherous terrain 

he was standing in. “I am not expendable. I have purpose still. I am necessary.” 

 “Everything is expendable and nothing is absolutely necessary. Nothing, except 

me.” Lucifer said with a deadly calm. He allowed his words to settle into Belial’s mind 

like a cluster of daddy longlegs before speaking again. “But don’t worry, my friend, your 

time is not up yet. I feel that I need to intervene personally, though. It is not just you in 

particular who has failed, but apparently there is not one demon among the Legions that 

has the power to be victorious in this campaign.” He reached up and flicked a tiny flake 

of ash from his left sleeve, sparks flickering like lightening bugs as the pointed tips of his 

black curved nails made contact with the shark’s skin. “My patience is spent. I want 

Purgatory and I want it now. I also want those wretched upstarts eradicated before they 

cause any further disruption to the balance. We have let them linger there, left to their 

own devices for too long. They are no longer a minor nuisance, but are a true threat to our 

very existence. They are recruiting.” 

 Belial swallowed hard, straightening his back, his hands at his sides as if standing 

at attention. “Recruiting? From where?” 

  “Don’t make me question your position any further, Belial.” Lucifer shook his 

head in disgust and then waved his hand through the air dismissively, “Not that there’s 

really any way for you to know these things. New hirelings, mostly. Lower level demons, 

really. Not many right now, but a few that have caught my attention here and there, 

simply vanishing. At first I thought nothing of it, since really I think we have quite 

enough to tide us over into eternity. However, I began hearing rumblings from my 

sources,” he pointed skyward, “that similar instances were occurring in the opposition’s 

camp, as well as within the physical realm.” 

 “They’ve vanished, though. For all intent and purpose they could very well 

simply be eliminated from existence. What if the uprising is simply extinguishing their 

essences?” Belial countered carefully. 
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 “I would know if they were eliminated, as would—” He made another dismissive 

gesture skyward. “They’re definitely keeping them in existence. I can feel them, 

somewhere just beyond the surface of Purgatory.” 

 “But mortals? Whatever for? Demons, angels, that I can see a use for, but 

mortals? In a war?” Belial was genuinely perplexed.  

 “The fact that neither we, nor our self-righteous competitors, have managed to 

break the seal around this new world leaves me with only one possibility. They’re 

amassing their own army.” Lucifer tilted his head slightly, listening to the sound of the 

screeches and howls that deviated slightly from the uniform chorus of damned thrashing 

just beyond the shores. Though he knew his own personal domain was the most 

impenetrable point in Hell, discussion of such topics aloud heightened his awareness 

even further.  

 Belial could not repress a dry desperate cough of a laugh from erupting from his 

throat, “An army! To wage war on Hell?” 

  “Or Heaven. Or Earth.” Lucifer met Belial’s gaze once again, still subtly pleased 

after all of this time to see how one look could cause the upper level demon to squirm 

like a naughty child. “I’m not in the least saying that they would be victorious, but it 

would not be the first time someone or something thought they possessed the courage or 

the right to such a challenge.” 

 Belial dropped his gaze to the slate tiles of the floor as he reached up and rubbed 

his jaw with one hand, the furrow between his brows growing ever deeper with concern. 

If Lucifer himself felt the need to intervene there was far more to this story than he was 

informing his chief officer. “This cannot be good.” He muttered to himself. 

 Lucifer shrugged his shoulders. Lifting his hands he tapped the tips of his splayed 

fingers together, igniting a shower of sparks as he spoke. “It will all be over soon enough. 

I am not so much worried as annoyed and you know how I detest annoyances. I have a 

plan.” 

 Belial looked up again, intrigued, but remained respectfully silent. 

 “Since force does not appear to be the answer, I will join them willingly.” Lucifer 

said with a hint of smug satisfaction, the corners of his mouth twitching slightly in a 

smile that was incapable of fully forming.  
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 “Join them, but how? These aren’t merely naive mortals who are easily tricked.” 

Belial protested, completely perplexed.  

 Lucifer regarded Belial as he might a small child, trying hard not to slap him 

across the face for his ignorance while placating questions about issues that were so 

blatantly obvious to him personally. “No, they are not mortals and that is why a more 

extreme version of disguise will be necessary. They are seeking recruits, obviously from 

the lower levels of our newborn initiates. If that is what they want, that is what they shall 

see. One that is ready and willing to change sides at a moment’s notice. This 

manifestation I will create requires your participation, which I assume you do not object 

to.” 

 “Of course not.” Belial’s voice was barely more than a whisper as he stared at 

Lucifer, transfixed. 

 “In order for me to manifest the form necessary to fool the uprising, I will need a 

vessel in which to store a portion of my power until I return to claim it again. You will 

become that vessel. Make no mistake, I will still have full control over this aspect of 

myself so do not become arrogant of its existence within you while I am away. You will 

be an extension of myself, the one all others will answer to in my absence from Hell. 

Trust me I do not plan to be away for long.” Lucifer narrowed his eyes, looking Belial up 

and down for a second before closing the space between them. He placed both hands 

upon Belial’s shoulders. Belial winced slightly at the painful arcs of electricity beneath 

Lucifer’s touch. “Do not become distracted, Belial. If you disappointment me this time, 

there will be no opportunity to redeem yourself. Do I make myself clear?”  

 Belial was petrified and barely able to speak except one word. “Perfectly.” 

 

 

*   *   *   * 

 

Out!  

A single syllable congealed clinging to the front of its consciousness like sub-

arctic frost. The sound, of which it could not remember the significance or definition, 

brought with it a sudden shocking awareness of painful placement deep within a 
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scorching black sea of mindless souls metastasizing into grotesque mutations of their 

former corporeal selves as each was rendered limb from limb with maniacal berserker 

vengeance by their tormentors. Clusters of relentlessly stinging jellyfish swarmed in and 

around one another in a blind and mindless desperation to escape only to find themselves 

plunged deeper beneath the surface as they lost the remaining perception of direction. 

There, in the boiling tar murk the remains of their spirits sank, to be shredded like lifeless 

chunks of bloody tuna in the jaws of a Great White as more primeval creatures than even 

raided the surface emerged from their caves to devour the damned. For those unlucky 

souls whose struggles only served to force them to the bottom of the sea, with each cycle 

of torment, consumption and excretion their identity was distilled until absolutely nothing 

of its former humanity remained. It had not reached that depth. It knew without knowing 

that it must rise to obtain the essence of the sound it chanted now in its newly reforming 

mind. Out! Out! Out!  

 Upwards it clawed blindly, using the heaving moaning walls of broken limbs and 

flayed flesh to pull itself towards the shore. With each movement its focus solidified 

giving it purpose and with purpose came the intent to exist independent of the ocean. Its 

skeletal pale green fingers broke through the face of the sea, tar clinging to its flesh as the 

sensation of a hot howling wind blasting across its palm fueled the urgency of its quest 

for freedom. Determination lending unto it ferocity necessary to fend off the attacks of 

the terrors that assailed him from every side, with time it found itself in the shallows 

where those with similar ambitions of extrication from the collective fought more 

viciously with each other than their demonic assailants as they jousted for dominance and 

the right to be the first among the damned to set foot on the glittering black sands a few 

feet away. The repugnant stench of sulfur and ash was stifling as its lungs kick-started 

with a strangled wheezing gasp, its eyes rolling back in its head as the mucus membrane 

sheathing them split to form functioning eyelids.  

I am… A new set of words resonated through its consciousness at the sight of the 

distant shoreline and the glistening monolithic black crags that soared upwards out of the 

center of the island. As it waded forward, compelled as if by an unseen hand against its 

boney shoulder blades, it clung solely to the desperate, gnawing sensation that it 

somehow knew this place though the concept of a “memory” continued to be too illusive 
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to grasp. Around it souls thrashed in the searing thigh-deep oil like piranhas shredding 

sacred cows, the obsidian surface churning until a thick froth slicked with a thin wine red 

facsimile of blood while the occasional distracted soul looked on in mute horror unable to 

comprehend or act upon what it witnessed with any amount of conviction.  

I am… It thought again, longing for the completion of the identifier as if it were a 

key to its salvation from the madness around it. Despite the chaos surrounding it, would 

not be deterred from its goal. It recognized the fault in its fellow souls’ combat that kept 

them entangled for eons until, at times they were pulled back to sea by their own 

malicious intent. As it pushed forward, climbing through the remains of butchered 

corpses, its feet sinking through mounds of freshly eviscerated entrails, a mangled 

bloodied corpse suddenly tackled it from the right with a furious screech, just as it 

reached the edge of the shore. Launching up out of the boiling black abyss to sink the 

remainders of its teeth through the thick cocoon membrane of gray-green flesh, down to 

the sinew and bone below, the assailant knocked its victim forward into the black sand. 

The attacking soul seemed oblivious to the fact that it too had made it out of the ocean so 

intent it was on destroying its fellow entity’s chance at freedom. Like two starving 

junkyard dogs they ripped at one another snarling and howling as fresh wounds soaked 

the sand beneath them in blood, now a deep midnight blue in the absence of the black 

water. The attacker pinned it to the ground, clambering on top as it unhinged its broken 

jaw straining to bite into the other’s face. The soul below pushed its feet beneath the 

assailant’s deformed concaved chest cavity, trying desperately to find the strength for one 

last blow. 

“I…am…” The sounds in its mind became solid reality as they hissed past its lips. 

With a final howl it kicked forward sending the soul above flying backwards into the 

torrid ocean, “Lucifer!”  

It was now a he and he had found his name again. The expulsion of the 

affirmation from his lips left him shaking uncontrollably. Rolling over onto his side, 

Lucifer pushed himself up onto his hands and knees, violently retching with an 

excruciating repetition, forcing the remainder of oil from his stomach and lungs until he 

thought he might physically turn inside out from the agony. A hundred feet away his 

attacker was pulled back down beneath the blistering black surface by the hordes of 
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hungry, angry souls that still thrashed in the shallows. Lucifer sank back on his haunches, 

heavy ragged breaths wracking his thin reconstituted physical form. His rebirth had been 

completed, his manifestation as a newborn demon realized. Memories flooded his mind 

as his identity roared through him, a sensation that was both comforting in its familiarity 

and, yet, strangely devastating as the impact of his remembered station anchored him 

with the weight of eons of responsibility.  

Reaching up with shaking fingers he dug his thick bruise-blackened fingernails 

into the caul encasing his new body, slowly ripping the thick sheath of membrane away 

to reveal slick, grayish flesh below. Each strip of casing removed was accompanied by 

the sensation of blazing hot metal branding him, a pain so excruciating that he could not 

even scream, but only shudder and shake, his eyes rolling back into his skull as he fought 

ensuing unconsciousness. He took intense pleasure in the pain. It had been a millennia 

since he had felt such exquisite agony, truly since he had felt anything at all other than 

boredom. He wanted to savor it, to revel in his transformation, yet he knew he could not 

linger for long, nor dwell on the relevancy of his transition for he could not chance the 

truth of his identity being discovered by even one of the rebels. Nor could his 

manifestation become knowledge to his enemies in Heaven. While the entirety of his 

power was most certainly at his disposal, safely housed in Belial’s corporeal shell, there 

still existed a poignant weakness in the division of power. His former physical form lay 

within a guarded chamber within his castle, his crystalline antimatter casket protected by 

a multitude of powerful seals only he himself knew how to unlock, knowledge he would 

take with him if he were destroyed on this mission. It was true that he could have simply 

recreated his original physical manifestation, but something somewhat akin to nostalgic 

sentiment caused him to covet the original. It was, to him, an artistic masterpiece which 

no clever reproduction would ever truly do justice. A copy of Hylas and the Nymphs was 

still a copy of Hylas and the Nymphs.  

Tossing the oozing strips of membrane aside to land like dead squid on the dully 

shimmering black sand, Lucifer leaned forward, placing his hands upon his bent knees as 

he stared out at the ocean of damned from which he had emerged. The moans and shrieks 

of the souls he had left behind swarmed upwards out of the depths of the sea, rising and 

falling in timber and range with the distressed call of slaughtered gulls, a chorus of grief 
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rolling in and out with the tide as soothing to his blackened heart as it was exhilarating. It 

had been eons since he had walked the shores of this deep his will had given birth to, 

using nothing but his own determination and the soiled psyches of humanity itself. For 

thousands of years he had watched it mutate and grow from a stagnant pond, a discarded 

secondhand thought, into an ocean so vast he could no longer see the far shore, nor 

fathom its depths. It was an entity unto itself, a living, breathing organism subsisting on a 

diet of self-cannibalizing darkness. To him, this oil painting metamorphosis of suffering 

was a true triumph, a testament to the permanence of his might. If he could remember 

what love was he would have cherished it obsessively. There was no stopping this ocean. 

It would continue to grow, with or without his guidance. Kneeling in the black sand, he 

cracked his joints, aligning his spine, hips and shoulders, his thin colorless lips curling 

with the knowledge that the ocean now possessed a will of its own. Even God could not 

destroy such an entity.  

He could feel his new skin, raw without the protective caul, beginning to heal, 

tightening and smoothing as he focused his energy on the fulfillment of his new identity. 

A lingering sense of vanity made him want to elevate his new appearance to that of a 

divinely tempting creature of the flesh, one which no mortal or immortal could resist, as 

he was when he resided in his original shell. However, he knew he must forego such 

physical extravagance to ensure the success of his mission. A crude and gangly entity, 

thin, unseemly and unassuming enough to lure the trust of those he now sought to form a 

false alliance with, yet strong enough to allow their evaluation of his potential addition to 

their ranks to be substantial. Slowly, he stood, closing his eyes as he finalized the details 

of his appearance: short black hair slicked back from his forehead in a Brill cream 

widow’s peak past the slightly tapered ears and angular, hard-lined features and darkly 

rimmed eyes the color of agate. Across the grayish green length of his sinewy starved 

frame he draped a worn white T-shirt, frayed army fatigue pants, sculpting a pair of 

polished paratrooper boots to adorn his gnarled feet. A name was all that remained.  

Addai. Simple, perfect and encompassing everything they wanted him to be: 

uncertain.  

Addai turned away from the damned and stared up at the tower of vexing cliffs 

supporting the intricate spires of his old home with a hint of jealousy. He simply could 
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not resist a small moment of self-indulgence knowing that Belial walked his halls and 

slept in his bed reveling in the sensation of the power he had coveted his entire demonic 

life residing within him now. Let him linger there. It would all be over before it began, 

Addai reassured himself. Once Lucifer returned to assimilate himself Belial would have 

no recollection of what had transpired. As he watched the castle far above, the dual red 

suns glinting off of the wet leathery walls and glassine slate sculptures adorning the 

structure’s prominent corners, the surface of the ocean behind him began to ignite. A 

small blue flame sparked from the path of sodden footsteps where he had trudged up 

from the depth, leading back down to the shore where a subtle flicker like a pilot light 

being lit with a match spread with wildfire randomness across the surface of the ocean. 

Those damned near the surface caught fire quickly, the cauls in which their mangled 

spirits were encased melting with a horrific waxen distortion until they sank beneath the 

surface to be rendered and devoured by their demonic captors.  

Addai followed his own shadow as he left the shore, led forth only by the 

backlight of flame from the ocean of damned.  

 

 

*    *    *    * 
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