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I closed my eyes and saw a snake; red and black, mostly, with a white band somewhere 

around its midsection and tail. But, that’s all I saw: a snake. It never came to me before now. 

Honestly, I never thought it would come back. But, there was something about it – something 

familiar – that drew it closer to me… 

*** 

 I rolled out of bed, slipping my feet into my old Elmo slippers, trudging to the bathroom 

like a topless zombie in all of my moaning breathless glory. Toothbrush stains on the mirror 

distorted my reflection, not that I needed to know what I looked like at that moment to know that 

I was full of crusted eye feces and drool from about seven hours ago. I was just plain, fucking 

sexy. I tried to turn the faucet on, but like many mornings before, it was stuck. What better way 

to start my lifeless morning than with a fucking wrench and a rusted sink… Fuck it. 

 There was no milk in the carton that I’d thrown back into the fridge. The cereal boxes 

were all completely empty, and I had no idea what the science experiment in the back of the 

fridge was. I figured if I didn’t touch it, it would just kinda crawl away on its own. That theory 

continued to fail me day in and day out, but one day it will crawl… The coffee pot still had about 

half a cup of some dark liquid from the day before. The smell wasn’t too repulsive, and I figured 

I could maybe get away with having a swig. At the very least, it would wake me up. At the very 

most, I just get my stomach pumped for doing something stupid like drinking warm motor oil 

that I’d thrown in a decanter as a practical joke and forgotten about it. It wouldn’t be the first 

time, nor would it undoubtedly be the last. It tasted like shit… 

 The roads were empty aside from a few stray cars. My town wasn’t exactly keen on 

having a large population. Don’t really know if that had anything to do with the shitty people 

roaming around, selling every drug known to man to every preschooler with a runny nose, or if it 

simply had to do with the fact that this little area of delicious town was the last stain on Earth 

that God somehow managed not to wipe out with one of his beautiful natural disasters. You 

would have at least thought some deity somewhere would have seen fit to get rid of this little shit 

stain burned into the Earth’s surface, but no. It’s like they’d all forsaken us for some reason. Shit, 

I know the reason… Didn’t keep me from asking the time-honored human question, “why”. 

 I ran my shift. Ran about three other people’s shifts, too. They didn’t give me much for it, 

but it wasn’t like I had much to go back to, so why not? As long as I didn’t work more than 

twenty hours in a day no one paid attention to me. I was just another employee with another 

number stamped to the back of my goddamn head. And after my lovely shifts had ended, this 

number decided to take a page out of everyone else’s book and whet my whistle at the local 

watering hole. No one looked my way. No one saw the guy in the ratty clothes sitting at the end 

of the bar with his face buried so deep in his beer that he couldn’t bother to see the rest of the 

world. No one noticed because this guy was just like everyone else. This town was killing me, 



just like it killed everyone who bothered to stay longer than twenty-four hours. And like 

everyone who stayed, I was numb. I didn’t care. I didn’t want to care. I didn’t feel the need to 

care… 

 I stumbled out to my car, fiddling with the keys and the tiny little slit that some asshole 

decided to stick two-thirds down the average person’s body into the side of the car door. Lucky 

for me, the cops were sitting inside, right next to the judges and the lawyers at the other end of 

the bar getting more plastered than I could ever hope to be. They wouldn’t have seen my drop 

my keys even if they were standing right next to me. Fuck, I didn’t even see me drop my keys, 

and they were in my fuckin’ hand. My body slumped along the side of the car as my knees bent 

slightly, and my torso bent and towered over my feet like a willow. I groped for the keys on the 

ground, but every time I moved my fingers, I caught a piece of gravel or a fucking weed blade. I 

shook my head, trying to regain what little awareness of my surroundings I had left. Again, my 

fingers groped for the keys. Again, they missed. Fuck it, I’ll just sleep here… 

 I slumped all the way down the side of the car and rested against the back driver’s side 

wheel. My eyes stung like I’d been swimming in the ocean, and my lids were heavy like they 

were weighted with sand. My stomach was doing flips in the confines of my midsection while 

my intestines gurgled what little gas was left inside of them after my bender. They sounded like 

they were mixing up some mad concoction that I was going to regret in the morning… or the 

next hour, depending on how they felt. My hands went cold and limp while my fingers twitched 

slightly. I zoned in and out of consciousness before my brain shut itself down and took what little 

consciousness I had left with it. Fading fast in a parking lot full of other drunks and losers; 

definitely on the fast-track to getting my life together… 

 Ever heard the sound of a marching band with a fucking foghorn player tap dancing 

across a stream of timpanies while skipping rocks that sounded like fucking thunder on steroids? 

No? Well, you’re missing out. It’s the fucking greatest thing to wake up to after a drunken night 

of hedonism and debauchery. The sun was prying my lids open with a crowbar and breathing 

steaming piles of molten heat into my recovering eyeballs. The miniscule amounts of gas from 

the night before became angry rolling boulders bent on defying gravity and making their grand 

escape through my mouth. I felt the bile responding to the rumbling of those boulders and 

immediately flipped myself over on my side before they had a chance to suffocate me with their 

terraforming angst. And there was the coffee from the morning before… It still tasted like shit… 

 I reached over and grabbed my keys precariously hitched to my front bumper. I didn’t 

question much since I knew just how fucked up I was. Figured, I must’ve done something that I 

thought was funny in my drunken stupor. Maybe, I forgot that I’d thrown my keys in that 

direction and thought the oh-so-clean pavement would be a great place to rest my weary bones. 

Whatever. Maybe it was just my way of trying to get myself to take a fucking shower and wash 

the stink off those bones. Fucking shower sounded kinda nice… I slapped the front of my car 

with my right hand and unhooked the keys from the license plate screw. It took me a little longer 

than I would like to admit to stand to my feet, but I got there, eventually. The key went into the 

hole this time and even appeased me by turning in the right direction. Fucking finally. I rested 

my head against the top of my car as I released an acidic, beer-stained sigh of relief. 

Unfortunately, I’d stopped sighing about three seconds in. I’d stopped but that hissing sound that 

comes out of your mouth when you happen to do that sighing thing didn’t. 



 I slowly looked up, not making many sudden movements in the event that I’d walked into 

some shitty large-snakes-eat-everyone remake. And somehow, I’d done just that. It stared at me, 

its eyes completely black but far from soulless. Black and red… white stripes. Snakes didn’t 

scare me. Hell, I used to have one as a kid. I loved that fucking thing. But, this one unnerved me 

for some reason. I know I’d seen it in a dream, but there was something else a little weird about 

it. Then again, I wasn’t sure if it was actually weird or if I was just seeing four eyes on a tiny 

snake because I was still plastered. Didn’t feel like I was that bad off, but… It wasn’t the first 

time… it wouldn’t be the last. It didn’t much matter at this point, though. The damn thing 

vanished before I could finish tallying up the jail time I might get for sliding my key into the 

ignition. Maybe, I just needed some sleep. Good sleep. Sleep that happens in a bed or on a 

couch, recliner or even the carpet, if you know what you’re doing. 

*** 

I heard it calling my name. It was quiet, no telling signs of what it was. It just whispered 

my name… quietly. Its voice was echoing off of something. I wasn’t sure what. There was 

nothing in the room; it was pure darkness. But the whispers… they were coming from 

everywhere. I felt around, trying to find my way, but there was nothing. I figured if I walked 

enough in one direction, I’d finally hit something. But, I walked for what fell like a small fucking 

eternity. I couldn’t even find a fucking wall. 

“Fuck it…” I sat on the floor, legs crossed and hands resting on the side of my face. 

“Fuck it…” I heard the words, the voice sounded a lot like mine, but much more 

serpentine in nature. 

I felt my head swivel around slowly. I didn’t jump, I wasn’t too freaked. In fact, all I did 

was look around. I looked for all of three seconds before I made eye contact with it. It looked 

exactly like me, just black with four blackened eyes… It smiled at me, teeth small and sharp in 

its head. I think I was more intrigued by the prospect of seeing another creature besides me in 

this dark ass room. Fuck, the room was fucking pitch black. How the fuck could I— 

“It’s a nice evening isn’t it, Alex?” 

“Yeah, I guess it’s alright…” 

“‘Alright’,” it chuckled and shook its head; the hiss behind its voice was entrancing, “Of 

course, you would say it’s alright. You don’t need much, do you?” 

I shook my head. It laughed as its face distorted. It grew another set of eyes, both opening 

slowly but stopping before they could fully reveal themselves. I figured it was just some weird 

thing it did, but it looked almost disappointed.  

“Ah, well… Maybe next time,” it stood and wiped itself off.  

The fuck did it mean next time? 

*** 



I woke up the next morning with a throbbing headache, my face plastered to my pillow 

and soaking wet. I figured I’d started drooling again in my sleep. It wasn’t the first time I’d 

woken up to having my spit caked to the side of my head like an infant, but this smelled 

different. It smelled much different…It had kind of a coppery smell to it… 

 I pulled my face away from the pillow and looked at the case. It was covered in blood. I 

walked to the bathroom, feeling my face with my fingers, trying to figure out if I had a gash 

anywhere. There was far too much blood for that to have been a nose bleed, not enough for it to 

be a wide open artery wound. No, the blood was coming from my mouth… and my eyes. There 

were no cuts inside of my mouth, which made me think it came from somewhere inside my 

body. I couldn’t quite figure out where. There was no pain, no bruising, no nothing. There was 

only the taste of dried blood coating my lips. My eyes were bloodshot. The veins looked agitated 

but they were intact. The blood looked like it came from my tear ducts, like I’d been crying 

bloody tears or something. Fuckin’ weird… 

 I examined myself in the mirror for a bit longer before washing the blood off of my face. 

When I surfaced, I inspected my face again. Figured I’d make sure that everything was right 

where it needed to be. Had to make sure there were no excess leaks or anything of the sort. There 

it was, on the other side of the mirror smiling back at me, its third set of eyes half open. It smiled 

as I stared it down, confused … I think I might have been a little out of my mind there for a 

moment… but I don’t exactly know. I mean, I’ve never really been in my right mind to begin 

with let alone right now…   

*** 

 Work had my number. They were looking to get me to come in and work for free, again. 

Not like I gave a damn; there was nothing else for me to do. So, there I sat, trying to figure out 

how to get the fucking computer to boot up without losing it. I was pretty sure I was gonna flip 

out, until the damn thing started chirping, and at that point I was completely sure. Before I knew 

what the fuck was going on, I had a smoking pile of plastic and silicone sitting in front of me and 

a blood drenched fist.  

 A couple of my coworkers ran in when they heard the crash of the computer against the 

tile. I just stared at them. I didn’t feel like myself, but I didn’t feel like not myself. One of them, 

Kyle, was a fucking smart ass. Here’s the thing. Kyle was the guy that went to your fucking 

parties, uninvited, and simply took over. He was the guy who just kinda decided that he was the 

biggest thing to happen since the creation of the goddamn wheel, and now, he was standing in 

front of me, making jokes about my inability to use a computer properly. Fucker didn’t know 

how to clam up and keep his fucking trap shut. On any other day, I would have just shrugged 

him off with an “okay, Kyle”, but today was different. Today, I didn’t feel like putting up with 

his shit. Today I didn’t feel like hearing him go off about how awesome and amazing he was, 

and how he thought I was a fucking idiot for breaking the computer. In fact, today was the day 

that I pinned Kyle to a wall. Today was the day that I took my bloody fist and punched him in 

the face, over and over and over until he lost a few teeth. Today was the day that Kyle stopped 

being the funny guy and started being the guy with the fucked up lisp. 

 “That’s enough, Alex…” there it was again… 



 I looked at my reflection in the water cooler. Six eyes, forked tongue, still looked a little 

like me. I dropped Kyle’s body and stormed out of the room, not bothering to clean up the mess. 

My other coworkers didn’t stand in my way. In fact, they ran. They all fucking ran, which was 

fine by me. Fuck, all I wanted to do right then was go home. Might make a pit-stop at the bar, 

have myself a drink or two before heading back to my one bedroom wrecked flat… A drink 

sounded nice… 

*** 

 He thought I was simply a figment of his imagination. He thought that I was just a voice 

in his head, telling him to do things or not do things. I actually felt pity for the poor boy. He was 

completely oblivious… Oh well, I suppose time is the only thing that could tell, at this point. We 

were nearly infused, anyway. The harm he was doing now as an easy fix. It only seemed like it 

was worse…  

*** 

 I was expecting a full-on firing, but they only suspended me. Kyle was notorious for 

starting shit he couldn’t finish, so the higher ups saw it as a case of “he had it coming.” They just 

couldn’t leave me unpunished for getting blood everywhere and freaking out the other workers. 

Part of me was bummed out about it, but another part was pretty happy that I got to go home and 

do nothing. Hell, I might even clean the place up a bit.  

 I had every intention of stopping off at the bar to grab a quick drink, but somehow, I 

found myself sitting at a table in the library, flipping through some books I couldn’t understand, 

and taking notes in a language I didn’t speak. Again by all accounts, I should have been freaked 

the fuck out, but I was more intrigued than anything else. Even when the floor started to tremble 

and the lights flickered, I was happy to just sit back and enjoy the randomness that was slowly 

becoming my life. I had a feeling the lights and shaking earth weren’t in my head. When I 

walked into the place earlier, it was packed with students studying and gagging themselves on 

each other’s crotches and old folks looking for proof that the South should have won the war. 

Now, there was no one. Even Edna, the drunk librarian, woke up and hauled ass out of the 

building. No skin off my back, just means I can start reading out loud without being slur-hushed.  

 The letters were written in the Latin alphabet. I knew that much. But the words… The 

words didn’t make any sense; at least, not on the outside. Internally, I was reading a goddamn 

instruction manual. I was even pronouncing the words right. Maybe, I pronounced them too 

right… 

 I felt my heart stop. My lungs kept pulling in air, but I couldn’t feel anything. I couldn’t 

even feel the creeping death lurking behind me. Then, I saw it. It sat across from me, wearing my 

face, but all six eyes were wide open and a fourth set was forming just above those. He put his 

hands on table and smiled at me. 

 “At least we have seating this time.” 

 “Yeah… Am I dreaming again?” 

 He laughed and shook his head. 



 “No, you’re not dreaming again. This is your reality. Everything about this is familiar to 

you. Well, everything except maybe me…” 

 “Cliché question, but what the fuck do you want from me?” 

 “Nothing.” 

 I couldn’t help myself. I laughed. I laughed long and hard. I laughed for so long, the 

corners of my mouth started cracking, my tongue was spasming, and Charlie horses formed in 

my cheeks. 

 “So, let me get this straight. You want nothing? This is good. Fucking brilliant.” 

 “I agree… You do know that most people would be afraid of seeing what you’re seeing, 

don’t you? Most people wouldn’t share your curiosity. They would have run from me by now, 

screaming ‘demon’, ‘monster’, ‘devil’. But, here you sit; examining me.” 

 He had a point. I didn’t feel fear when I saw him. I didn’t feel any sort of apprehension. I 

felt nothing when he came near. All I felt was a strange pull toward him. I wanted to be where he 

was. I wanted to know more about him… I wanted to serve him. I wanted to serve myself. The 

thought of having things go my way was one I thought I lost after high school. I was sure that I’d 

given up on any dream, goal, aspiration or just plain decency for my life. I thought this was it. 

This is all there is until the day I kick it and end up six fuckin’ feet under like the rest of my 

folks. I didn’t know that I could feel this way again. I didn’t know that I could simply take my 

life back… 

 “Alex?” It was soothing coming out of his mouth. It sounded like what I’d imagine honey 

would sound like if it spoke: sweet, decadent and smooth. 

 “Alex,” there it was again. 

 “Alex, you’re starting to bleed again,” he reached over and wiped the blood from my tear 

ducts. 

 There was a cruel smile on his face. Not one of malicious intent, just one of mischief and 

desire. I wanted to know more about him. I had to know more about him. What was he? Why 

was he here? What did he want? How many eyes did he fucking have? 

 He stood to his feet before I got a chance to open my mouth. I watched him straighten his 

shirt and pants before he offered me a smile, the fourth set of eyes slowly opening and stopping 

halfway just as the third set did.  

 “I’ll be seeing you soon, Alex. Then perhaps, you’ll have all of your questions ready, and 

I may have the gall to answer them. Until then, please try not to get into any other fights at work. 

As much as you and everyone around you thinks Kyle deserves to be beaten, don’t lay a finger 

on him. Your stare will be more than sufficient.” 

 With that, he vanished. He just walked away into thin air like nothing happened… Fuck, I 

need a goddamn tissue… 



*** 

 I knew I was dreaming this time. I could feel the emptiness of the room around me. I 

didn’t need to see the walls, this time. I didn’t need to feel around for a place to sit down. I didn’t 

need to know exactly where I was; and like that, everything became clear. In front of me stood a 

staircase. It was rickety and old, the planks falling from every other stair like that kid’s game 

where you hit stuff with little hammers and the floor falls apart. Every nerve in my body signaled 

for me to walk up the stairs. There are perks to lucid dreaming, I guess. 

 I traversed the winding way, avoiding the rotting pieces and ghosting over the gaps that 

popped up. It was completely effortless. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say I was able to levitate. 

No noise came from the partially rotting wood beneath my feet. I could barely feel that I was 

stepping on anything. It was incredible… Though, it did begin to pale in comparison to what I 

saw at the top of that winding case. There was an opening in the ceiling. The case ascended all 

the way to the top and left about a foot and a half of space between my head and the cutout space 

in the roofing. I jumped up, latched on to the edges and pulled myself away from the wood. Pull-

ups weren’t really my thing. I’d always failed that part of gym, despite having impeccable upper 

body strength. There was just something about that action that beat me every fucking time, 

except now. 

 I stood at the foot of a huge mountain. It looked like it was covered in miniature Shinto 

gateways and shrines with old, beaten offerings littering the pathway. There were more stairs 

leading upward. I couldn’t see the top of the mountain, though. The skies were black and gray, 

swarming with crow-like birds and debris flying from dead trees. There were even a few corpses 

that looked like they’d met one fucked up end. Again, the instincts of a sane man would have 

forced me to turn around or wake up. My instincts told me to go to the top. Something at the top 

wanted my attention. Whatever it was, it was drawing me closer. I knew that it had some sort of 

hold on me, but I didn’t give a shit. I wanted it. Whatever it was, whatever it was offering… I 

wanted it. I needed it… 

 I climbed to the top, one frugal step at a time. The last thing I wanted to do on this 

fucking mountain was slip and lose my balance. Didn’t seem like I’d been moving for that long, 

but when I saw the sprawling staircase behind me – well, I realized that forward was probably 

the best place to go. 

 I reached a temple at the top of the stairs. It was dark, dank; the walls were cracking from 

the foundation and stemming down from the ceiling only to meet in the middle. The gray mortar 

was completely warn to a sepia tone with splashes of what it used to be. I figured, with a 

structure this old, there would be some vegetation, but there was nothing. The only thing 

looming was the swirl of clouds rotating above the building, whipping up dirt and random bouts 

of debris. The wind picked up as soon as I set foot into the temple. Figured, my luck was keeping 

up with me, why not give it a little test drive.  

 The corridors were so dimly lit that I couldn’t see a fucking thing. I could hear scaled 

bellies slithering along the fixtures and floors, but there was nothing to see for at least fifteen feet 

ahead of or behind me. But, I knew where to go… Somehow, I’d found my way to the main 

room of the temple and in the center of that room, surrounded by a slew of ancient draconian and 

reptilian statues, was a chair… And him in it… 



 He gave a smile with several tiny needles meshing together to form the net that was his 

teeth. All eight eyes were wide open and focused on me. It was as if I was peering into eight 

pools of tar. 

 “Hi, Alex,” his voice was soothing, comforting, enticing… 

 “Hey,” I took a few steps closer. 

 “I hope you didn’t have any trouble getting up here,” he’d stepped away from his seat 

and stood in front of me; his eyes searching my body as his hands straightened my shirt and 

brushed the dust from my shoulders. 

 “Not at all,” I felt like a deer lost in the headlights. The only difference was that this 

vehicle didn’t plow me into oblivion. It simply stopped and coaxed me into the back seat; and, I 

went willingly. 

 His fingers looked like mine. His face looked like mine. His body looked like mine. The 

only off-putting difference was the eye count and the gray skin tone. He was me but with a 

twist… 

 “You’ve taken good care of us, Alex. Strong, fit, resilient… You’ve done an impeccable 

job.” 

 “Thanks, but I don’t think I’ve done anything for you. Fuck, I barely did anything for 

me.” 

 He chuckled… 

 “You always were a bit of a joker, weren’t you?” 

 “I’d agree with that but…” I took a deep breath and looked him in the eyes, “What the 

fuck do you want from me?” I didn’t feel annoyed or anxious. I couldn’t care less what his 

answer was as long as it was an answer. But when he smiled… When his needle-point teeth met 

in the middle of this mouth and the corners of his eyes turned upward, I knew what he wanted. I 

knew, and I wanted him to have it. 

 “What do I get in return?” 

 “Eternal peace. An existence away from the mundane and uncouth. A life unfabricated by 

pretentious bullshit. Alex, I’m offering you your freedom. You’ve done enough in this world. 

Your time in the next is waiting for you.” 

 I was confused. I didn’t get it. But, whatever he was spouting sounded fantastic. 

 “What do you want…?” 

 “Just relax. I’ll be sure to make this as seamless as possible…” 

 Seamless… I could use seamless…  



*** 

 It was nice. Everything was balanced, somber and soothing. When I woke the next 

morning, there was no urgency. I didn’t feel as though work was my whole life. I felt relaxed, 

like I had something important to do with my life. I felt like everything was finally working out 

in my favor; even the fucking sun took a back seat to scorching my tired skin.  

 My apartment was clean, there was fresh coffee in the pot. The bathroom walls were 

perfectly manicured, and the mirror was free of cracks and splinters. It was fucking amazing. I 

finally got to sit down with a decent cup of coffee and a kitchen full of food. It never occurred to 

me how this happened, and frankly, I didn’t care. It was fucking amazing. Everything I owned 

was upgraded. Everything I could have ever wanted sat in front of me. It was fucking paradise… 

 There was a notepad sitting beside the coffee pot with a few instruction scribbled on it. 

The date was weird. It almost looked alien, but I knew exactly what it meant. The date was for 

today, and the instructions needed to be followed to the letter. Looked like someone had skimped 

on paying up for an old deal. I figured eight-eyes wasn’t the one collecting on these deals. He 

seemed like he had a different plan entirely. Honestly, I didn’t give a shit. Collecting on 

wayward debts was something I was good at. It was something I enjoyed… 

 The bottom of the letter said to call the Crossroads if I had any questions. Truth be told, 

my only question was, “where the fuck do I deliver the goods?” But there was no number. It just 

said the Crossroads. I remembered a friend of mine talking about something like that. Said that 

you never wanna meet the guy in charge of keeping things running smoothly. Poor guy was 

mauled by the neighbor’s cat; died in the ambulance… Shouldn’t have fucked with the cat…I 

always thought he was full of shit, but if he wasn’t, I knew I’d work for the guy at the roads in a 

heartbeat… Guess I better figure out how to call my new boss… 

 I snatched a bagel from the table, grabbed my jacket and walked outside. Fucking 

beautiful… 

*** 

 Alex’s life wasn’t glamorous. He wasn’t the most promising or upstanding citizen. He was 

content with the way things were, but he wasn’t happy. However, I didn’t expect everything to 

move so quickly. He almost jumped out of his skin when I offered him a true deal. It was 

beautiful… 

 His coworkers underestimated him. His bosses treated him like week-old shit. His “friends” 

only came around when they knew the man was buying the booze. Everyone in this scum-sucking 

little town was worthless. Those with luxury had only gotten it by stepping on the backs of those 

less privileged. Those who were in the slums had no desire to rise up and make their own way. 

There was a broken cycle in place and no one had the good goddamn sense to fix it… 

 Alex wasn’t thrilled with it, but he saw no way out of it. As much as he wanted to fix 

everything, he didn’t know how. He assimilated. There were a few others like him, but existing 

here was nothing for them to endure. No, they’d all been given the same option, and those who 

decided to forego their “reassignment” were properly handed over to the purveyor of judgement 

and punishment… This world could not exist in the spheres of fear and expect to progress. It was 



time to weed out those sewing the lies and remove them… And I do mean truly remove them. 

Their punishment and agony would be a sweet offering to the Brothers… 

 The floors were freshly waxed. The storeroom was completely silent. Kyle’s face was 

twisted in such a way that he almost looked peaceful, terrified but peaceful. None of these people 

stepped in for the homeless men and women… The sigil was perfectly crafted in the center of the 

floor, not a line out of place… not bad for a Reptilian with a broom… None of these people lifted 

a finger to help out their fellow man… The lights flickered as the ground shook, cracks spreading 

through the aisles… None of these people did anything but cast their downward glare and give 

power to those spreading these vicious lies… The scream of crows formed a harmonious song, 

complementing the sound of skidding lighting and leaping thunder… These people have done one 

thing with their lives, and it was destroy their fellow man… The windows blew out of their panes 

as crimson rain swirled into the warehouse, splattering across products and signs… Hopefully, in 

their death, they will find their peace. Hopefully, these tactless creatures will finally understand 

their misdeeds before being returned to this purgatory called Earth… They were here… They’d 

finally come to remove these false gods. They were here to restore the balance… Uriel, Samael 

and Lucifer… Punishment, Death and Rebirth incarnate… These humans had a chance… Perhaps 

they’ll get another…  

 Uriel’s gaze was stone as he looked around. There was no one left in the building but 

myself. I bowed before him… He nodded…  

 “We have work to do…” 

 “Of course, master,” I was elated… My lords had returned… those worthy of the next life 

had been given their bounty… Those remaining… well, they would understand the weight of their 

fearmongering… Soon enough… 

 Samael looked around, a twisted smile on the youngest’s face. He was pleased with the 

offering. He nudged Kyle’s lifeless body with his foot. The corpse fell over, the look of peaceful 

terror still painted on his face.  

 “Nice work, Reptilian,” his voice wasn’t nearly as stern as his brother’s. It was playful. 

 Lucifer moved about the dead and shook his head. He closed their eyes and offered them 

the respect. 

 “These poor creatures… How far they have fallen…” there was pain in his tone.  

He was nothing like his brothers. They reveled in the chance to purify and remove the 

pariahs. Lucifer only wished to give them a second chance. He only wished for them to understand 

the order of things and move with a love towards each other… But, he knew there could only be 

true peace if the weeds were removed. They would always appear… He knew that… And, he knew 

he and his brothers would always be there to remove them when they began to choke the life from 

the roses… 

 I stood to my feet, awaiting my orders. Uriel gestured for me to walk with him, and I did. 

Alex… I do hope you enjoy your life. You have earned your peace. 



*** 

 You know, the guy wasn’t so bad. He was fair. He never made a deal with anyone who 

didn’t understand the terms. He laid them all out, plain and simple. If they agreed, he made the 

deal… Some followed through. He was gracious with them. They never got shafted. Those who 

reneged, well he wasn’t too generous with them. They never got their second chance… 

 Finally, I was given the chance to clean up the dirt. My first assignment was a fear-

planting warmonger. I’d seen this man on the news, wondered why no one had stopped him. 

Guess you didn’t really get to stop a man who made a deal for constant war to fill his blubbering 

pockets. But of course, all of that power went to his head. He thought he could skip out on a deal 

with the Devil. Didn’t quite work that way. In fact, that was a great way to get the hounds on 

your ass. At least, that’s what people called us. 

 I walked up to this asshole’s door, smirking. You always think you don’t get to have your 

Earthly luxuries over here. They lied. I always had a thing for the classics and the new covers of 

the classics. Nice to have ‘em playing from the dash of my ride. He opened the door, his chest 

inflated so much the fat fuck couldn’t see his dick if he tried. I felt myself salivate. He looked at 

me and the confidence just drained away. I grinned with razors in my mouth. He tried to run, but 

tripped over that gluttonous ass of his. Funny how he ended up pleading like his victims did… 

Oh well, the Devil wants his due… As fat as he was, he was a delight to tear into… I could get 

used to this… 

End 

 

 


