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PART 01 

PROLOGUE 

 

 

Gabe’s ring finger rubbed against the scar that cut across the palm of his right hand. It was an 

unconscious action that often happened when he sat slumped in his worn leather armchair. 

From outside, the soft glow of a streetlight filtered in through the windows, its presence 

however did little to disturb the deep shadows that filled the room. Gabe’s dishevelled 

appearance suited the dust-encrusted apartment, his rumpled clothes just another sign of a man 

who had lost interest in outward appearances. 

He tilted his head ever so slightly to the right and the shift allowed the dim light to catch the 

flecks of grey that had begun to infiltrate his week old beard. So far the aging hairs had only 

gathered around his chin, but given enough time they were bound to spread. And time was 

something he had plenty of. For Gabe, time was a curse. 

The creases in his shirt changed shape as he rolled his shoulders back to ease a nagging 

cramp. Broad and powerful, his shoulders were typical of the thick muscles that covered his 

body. It was a brawler’s body, honed from years of hard manual labour, and when combined 

with his cold grey eyes, his intimidating presence was enough to weaken even the hardest of 

souls. To anyone else the armchair would have been spacious, but Gabe made it look cramped. 

Suddenly his eyes shifted from the unmoving spot outside the window. He cocked his head to 

the right and sniffed the air, leaned forward and twisted so he could look behind him. 

A half shadowed figure stood on the other side of the room. At first glance the stranger 

appeared to have a slight heat haze around him, but after blinking the haze was gone. 

When he spoke his voice was deep, regal. 
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“It’s time to go.” 

 

*** 

 

The air outside was crisp and the streets were near empty. Thick clouds blanketed the moon, 

its gloomy half-light adding to the sense of foreboding that seemed to envelop the 

neighbourhood. The odd pocket of light could be seen here and there, the remains of functional 

street lighting that had not yet been destroyed by bored youths looking for a cheap thrill. 

Gabe trudged along the sidewalk behind his employer and buried his hands into the pockets of 

his overcoat. The coat lacked the designer fashion label that distinguished his from the one his 

employer was wearing, but it did the job. It also said a lot about the differences between the two 

of them. Gabe was function over form, dressed simply in jeans and a dark t-shirt. His employer 

though was always on the cutting edge of fashion, his navy blue suit fresh off the catwalks. 

Physically they were quite different too. Whilst both had broad powerful shoulders, his 

employer appeared leaner, mainly because of the height difference, at six foot three he stood four 

inches taller than Gabe. His face was more clean cut than Gabe’s too, incredibly handsome and 

seemingly ageless. It topped off an outward appearance that was the essence of pure class, until 

you looked into his eyes. 

Gabe hadn’t noticed them at their first meeting, but he’d been unable to avoid them since. 

They were deep brown, and when they focused on you it felt like they were penetrating into your 

soul, probing to uncover your most personal secrets. Throughout the years Gabe had watched as 

many a ‘tough guy’ had wilted under their intensity. 

As per usual Gabe had no idea where they were going. The neighbourhood they were in now 

wasn’t one most people visited at night. The gangs ruled this part of the city and not even the 

cops came down here unless they had to. 

He looked across the street at the burnt out shell of a building on the corner and remembered 

when the ground floor had housed the most popular butcher for ten blocks. That had been a very 

long time ago. 

They turned off the main street and headed down an alley of endless garage doors. 

Ahead of them, a hundred yards away, a group of six men huddled around a large oil drum 

filled with orange flames. Several of these men warmed their hands over the blaze. 
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The group wore ragged battle jackets and overcoats long past their prime, holes clearly visible 

on one. It was typical clothing for those who roamed the streets at night. 

“Colder than last night, huh Jacob,” one of the men said to the tallest of the group. 

Jacob nodded and blew another warming breath into his cupped hands. Most athletes would 

have been jealous of his lean muscled body, yet despite being six foot six he was only a few 

inches taller than the others around the fire. His blonde hair fell to his shoulders, but the 

dominant feature was his baby blue eyes. Almost unnaturally bright, they absorbed anyone who 

looked too long into them. 

Jacob straightened his hunched back and glanced over his right shoulder. 

Gabe and his employer stepped into a pool of light, its yellow glow created by one of the few 

undamaged streetlights in the alley. 

Jacob’s relaxed face became stern. He raised his right arm and pointed at Gabe’s employer.  

“You’re not supposed to be here,” he bellowed. 

The rest of the men around the fire turned to see who Jacob was addressing. Like Jacob their 

gaze became more intense when they saw the intruder. 

Gabe slowed his pace, analysing the scene in front of him. His employer, however, continued 

on unfazed and raised his arms. 

“There’s no need for hostilities,” he said. 

The men around the fire pulled automatic rifles from underneath their jackets and aimed them 

at the intruder. 

Gabe’s assault rifle was out just as quickly, the barrel of the Belgium made FN-SCAR mk.17 

lined up, ready to obliterate Jacob’s left eye if needed. He stepped forward, ahead of hiss 

employer who had now stopped a few yards in front of Jacob. 

Gabe’s employer slowly waved his arms towards the weapons pointed at him.  

“Now, now,” he said all too relaxed, “there’s no need for those.” 

“You know the rules,” Jacob said, his voice powerful, and to most men intimidating. “You’re 

not allowed to be up here unannounced.” 

Gabe’s employer eased his right hand into his jacket. 

Several of the men strained a little harder with their weapons, fearful of what might be 

produced. 



French/THE DEVIL’S BODYGUARD 
 
 

4 

Gabe’s employer pulled out a photo and held it up so that Jacob could clearly see the face that 

was on it. 

Jacob’s eyes narrowed a little. 

“I’m just here for him,” Gabe’s employer said. 

The men around the fire glanced at each other, unsure about what they should do next. They 

too recognised the man in the photo. 

“We all know the world would be a better place without him,” Gabe’s employer said, the right 

corner of his mouth curling ever so slightly. “I’m actually doing you guys a favour by taking this 

one off your hands.” 

Jacob’s gaze remained focused on the photo for a moment. He chewed the inside of his lower 

lip as he weighed up the consequences of his next action. 

After a moment he extended his left arm and placed it on the barrel of the gun held by the 

man next to him. He pushed the weapon towards the ground so that it was no longer a threat. 

The rest of the men reluctantly followed suit and lowered their weapons as well. 

Gabe however kept his aimed at Jacob’s head. He stepped past his employer and manoeuvred 

his way around the group. 

One of the men behind Jacob stepped forward and sneered at Gabe.  

“You should be ashamed of yourself, working for scum like that.” His head nodded towards 

the figure Gabe was protecting. 

Gabe swung the barrel around and jammed it in the man’s face. 

“As far as I’m concerned,” he hissed, “your boss is no better.” 

The two of them stood there for a moment, eyeing each other off before Jacob placed his right 

hand on his friend’s shoulder and pulled him away from the barrel of Gabe’s rifle.  

“I think you should be on your way now,” Jacob said quietly. 

Gabe backed away from the group, his rifle keeping them at bay while his employer strode 

down the street. After a moment Gabe turned and followed. 

As Jacob watched them disappear into the shadows of the night he wondered whether he had 

done the right thing. 

 

*** 
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Gabe made sure he stayed a half step ahead as they pushed further into the slums. Merely 

rundown buildings now turned into abandoned ones and the odd small fire indicated where a 

handful of homeless people had found temporary shelter. 

But it wasn’t the poverty that made being here unpleasant, it was the smell. Despite the cold, 

the combination of human waste and garbage was repulsive. It seemed to linger in the air, part of 

the low-lying mist that pocketed the streets. Thankfully it wasn’t summer when the heat made 

being in this part of the city unbearable. 

Gabe’s employer slowed as they approached one of the more dilapidated buildings on the 

street. 

He looked up at the façade of the building. The glass from the windows had been removed a 

long time ago. Metal bars surrounded the windows of the bottom three floors and as a result the 

wooden planks that replaced the glass were still in place, saved from becoming fuel for a 

homeless person’s fire. 

“I believe this is the one.” 

Gabe drew his assault rifle from beneath his jacket and slid up the three steps that raised the 

double front door from street level. He leant against the doorframe while he unfolded the stock 

of his rifle. He locked it into place and wedged its moulded butt into his shoulder. 

Reaching out with his left hand he eased the door open and slipped inside, his eyes scanning 

the dimly lit room in a methodical manner. He took careful note of the two homeless people who 

were huddled together in the far left corner of the lobby, but deemed them non threatening and 

continued his sweep. 

Despite its dilapidated condition it was clear that in another time this had once been an 

extravagant interior.  The lobby had a ceiling that was forty feet high and at the rear a staircase 

rose up to half that height, then peeled off to either side and wound back on itself, extending up 

to the next level. A handful of intricately carved columns still lined the sides of the grand central 

staircase, while on its steps patches of damp red carpet hinted at the room’s former glory. 

Scattered around the lobby were piles of rubbish. They lay next to rotting wood and chunks of 

plaster that belonged on the walls and ceilings. There was mould everywhere, and when 

combined with the smells from outside, it produced a pungent odour that made Gabe want to 

vomit. 



French/THE DEVIL’S BODYGUARD 
 
 

6 

Suddenly the front doors flung open and Gabe’s employer entered the lobby. Oblivious to any 

threat that might have been present, he strode like royalty to the grand central staircase and 

began to ascend. 

With his assault rifle still raised Gabe hustled after him, taking the stairs two at a time until he 

took the lead. 

He stopped on the second floor landing and surveyed the corridor before him. 

Ten yards in front was the old elevator shaft. A grime-covered sign hung from the door and 

read Out Of Order. 

Gabe’s employer joined him on the landing and pointed down the hallway past the elevator.  

“The stairs are at the end.” 

The hallway before them would have been pitch black if not for the occasional shaft of light 

that managed to break through the boarded up windows to the right. The result gave the room a 

hazy ink-like quality. 

Gabe’s employer didn’t allow the haunting room to intimidate him and he ploughed into the 

darkness. 

 Gabe was not so bold. He backed himself against the right wall and crouched his way 

down the hallway. 

Several yards in front, a rat scampered out of one of the doors. It moved from shadow to 

shadow as it ran back towards the grand central staircase. Gabe watched it for a few seconds then 

turned his attention back to the darkness in front of him. Who knew what else lay hidden inside 

the rest of the rooms? 

He searched the darkness ahead for signs of the figure he was supposed to protect, but found 

none. 

Fuck him, he thought. If he insists on acting like this then he deserves whatever happens to 

him. 

Gabe crept further into the dark. 

After a moment his employer emerged from out of the gloom at the end of the hallway. He 

was rocking backwards and forwards on his feet, his hands clasped behind his back, waiting. 

“Three flights up,” he said. 

Gabe pushed the door open and entered the pitch-black stairwell.  

He remained crouched for almost a minute, while his eyes adjusted to his new environment. 
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When he was ready he lowered his left foot onto the first step, and crab-walked up the 

stairwell. 

The bloated wooden stairs were not kind to him. They squeaked at every possible opportunity, 

giving away his position to anyone who might have been hiding in the dark. 

After several minutes Gabe reached the desired floor. 

A giant pool of water on the floor guarded the door-less entrance to the hallway. Gabe had no 

choice but to plant his boot into its middle. 

Ripples radiated out from his boot and spread across the floor. 

He poked his head out through the doorway and gazed down the corridor.  

There was more light on this level, as the street facing windows on the left were without 

boards. To his right doors stretched the length of the corridor. 

Gabe stepped out of the puddle and made his way down the hall. 

Halfway down his employer strolled past him, hands in his pockets. He came to a halt on the 

right-hand side of a door near the end of the hallway. 

Gabe took up position on the left frame and waited. 

Gabe’s employer banged his fist on the door and when there was no answer he called out. 

“Harold.” His voice was sinister. 

From behind the door an incensed voice rang out.  

“Fuck off.” 

Gabe looked over to see a slight smile creep across his employer’s lips before he then backed 

away from the door and prompted Gabe with the slightest of nods. 

Gabe stepped out from the edge of the frame and squared up to the door. 

He leaned back slightly and with the full weight of his body he lashed out with his right boot 

and smashed the door open. 

He reeled back and tucked himself behind the left doorframe as a barrage of bullets erupted 

from within the room. 

Gabe counted each bullet as they impacted harmlessly into the wall on the opposite side of the 

hallway. 

From inside the room, several loud metallic clicking sounds could be heard, an empty 

weapon. 
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Gabe slung himself around the doorframe, his body height low, his weapon ready to return 

fire. 

Ahead a corridor spread out before him. Several doors on either side led to shadow filled 

rooms and at the end the corridor opened out into what must have been the main living area. A 

panic filled voice echoed from this room.  

“Get the fuck out of here or I’ll, … I’ll, … just … just don’t make me hurt you.” 

Gabe halted himself inside the first room on the left, a kitchen. 

He poked his head out just far enough so he could see down the corridor. 

Bullets pummelled into the walls around him and Gabe flicked his head back inside the safety 

of the kitchen. 

The bullets stopped, but there was no clicking sound this time, the weapon wasn’t empty. 

It didn’t matter. Gabe knew where Harold was now. 

He catapulted himself around the corner of the door, his assault rifle exploding with a single 

deafening burst. 

The 7.62mm NATO round roared through air and thundered into Harold’s right shoulder. 

The impact threw him back into the room, a scream and the clattering of the dropped pistol 

the only sound. 

Gabe stood upright. He unlocked the stock of his weapon and folded it back to the side before 

stowing his rifle inside his overcoat. 

He walked into the living room at the end of the corridor and bent down to pick up Harold’s 

pistol. He holstered the weapon in the back of his pants. 

This room was just as rundown as the rest of the building. A small pool of unknown liquid in 

the corner provided a rancid stench. In front of him a largely unboarded window allowed light 

into the room, and to his right several yards away, Harold was sprawled out on the floor, his back 

leaning against the top of a broken table. His left hand clutched his destroyed right shoulder. 

Blood oozed through his fingers and down over his tattered soiled clothes. His face was equally 

covered in filth, his ratty brown hair draped over his shoulders. 

“Good evening Harold,” Gabe’s employer said, a silhouette framed at the entrance to the 

room. 

Harold raised his head to locate the source of the voice, but quickly dropped it, the pain from 

his wounded shoulder too much for him. 
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“You’ve been a bad boy Harold,” Gabe’s employer said calmly as he stepped into the room. 

“Surely you didn’t think you could get away with killing all those people. I mean there’s 

consequences for that.” 

He stopped a foot or so in front of Harold and lowered himself, squatting so that their eyes 

were level. He took Harold’s jaw in his right hand and twisted it forcing Harold to look him in 

the eye, unconcerned by the pain it caused him. 

“Do you enjoy killing children Harold?” he inquired. “Especially the young ones? Does it 

make you feel important?” 

Harold spat in his face. 

A bemused smile crossed Gabe’s lips as he observed the action from his spot in the middle of 

the room. 

Gabe’s employer let go of Harold’s jaw and stood up. The scowl on his face betrayed his 

disgust at having the man’s fluids on his skin. He reached into his jacket and pulled out a 

handkerchief to wipe his face clean. 

He dropped the soiled handkerchief on the ground then refocused his attention on Harold, his 

expression all business now. 

“Your time is up Harold.” His voice was emotionless. 

Harold forced himself to look up at the dark form in front of him. 

“Fuck ya cop,” he spat out. “You got nothin’ on me. Where’s ya proof … you got none, ya 

know why … ‘cause I didn’t do nothin’ that’s why.” 

A low rumbling sound came from deep within the throat of Gabe’s employer, a laugh of pure 

evil. 

“We’re not cops Harold,” he said, a wild smile breaking across his face. He paused for a few 

seconds, allowing Harold to catch up.  

“What’s the matter, don’t you recognise me?” 

Harold’s eyes opened wide as he realised who stood before him. 

“Oh God,” he whispered, his body frozen in pure horror. 

The smile on the face of Gabe’s employer grew even wider as the iris of his eyes flashed a 

brilliant crimson colour. 

“No,” he growled, “I’m the other one.” 
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From behind his back a pair of magnificent angelic wings unfolded, also crimson in colour. 

They spread out into the room, massive in size, each wing’s span equal to the height of a man. 

His true identity now revealed, Satan stepped forward. He placed his hand on Harold’s 

undamaged shoulder. 

Gabe stared blankly at Satan, unmoved by the scene in front of him. 

“Thanks Gabe,” said Satan who turned to address him. “Your help is, as always greatly 

appreciated.” 

Gabe had no interest in Satan’s insincere thanks and he simply stared at the two figures in 

front of him. 

Slowly the air around Satan began to ripple as a muddied heat haze leeched from his skin, 

through his clothes and began to warp the sharp outlines that defined his body. From his hand, 

this haze snaked its way across Harold’s shoulder and within seconds it enveloped his body as 

well. Satan’s ever changing outline now merged with his captive and the two forms quickly 

became one, more gas than solid flesh now. A few seconds later the men evaporated and the haze 

began to clear. 

Gabe stared at the now vacant spot for a moment longer, the smell of sulphur overpowering 

the stench of the room. He tried to blow that hated smell out of his nostrils but failed, as usual. 

With no other tasks required from him tonight he turned and walked out the door. 
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CHAPTER 01 
 

 

The nurse stuck out her right hand. “Just take a seat and fill these forms in,” she said 

routinely. “When you’re done bring them back and we’ll get you in to see a doctor as soon as 

possible.” 

Gabe took the clipboard from her hand; a pen was wedged in under the clip at the top. He 

turned and walked through the waiting room towards the wall at the far end where he took a seat 

in the corner, as far away from the tinsel covered Christmas tree as possible. 

From here he could see all the access points to the room, along with all the patients. He placed 

the clipboard on his lap and re-did his threat assessment. 

There were only three doors in or out of the waiting room. The first was the glass door 

entrance, which led to the lifts. The second allowed access to the nurse’s office, while the third 

led into a small corridor that contained the doctor’s surgeries. 

He turned his attention to the people who inhabited the waiting room. It was clear from their 

dress that most of them were down on their luck, struggling to provide themselves with life’s 

necessities. A woman to his left coughed, a horrible wheezing cough that made the man who sat 

next to her reconsider his seating choice. When the woman broke into an extended coughing fit 

the man got up and moved to another chair a short distance away. 

“It’s good that these places exist,” said a voice that momentarily surprised Gabe. The seat to 

his right had been empty just a moment ago. “There was a time when these people just had to 

tough it out, often dying from something as simple as a cold.” 

Gabe tried to ignore him. 
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“Whoever he is,” the stranger continued, “the guy who set this place up I mean, well, he 

should be congratulated.” 

Gabe lifted his head. “I think you’ll find it’s a woman.” 

“What?” 

“The person who started this place, it’s a woman, not a man.” 

“Oh,” said the stranger, sounding slightly surprised. He thought about it for a moment. “Well 

then, they should give her an award or something. It’s the least they could do considering all the 

lives she’s saved. There really should be more free clinics around.” 

Gabe turned his head. He was in no mood to talk and hoped the guy to his right would take 

the hint. 

The stranger looked down at Gabe’s feet. “Nice boots you got there. Don’t see many people 

wearing good quality boots like that round here.” 

The stranger was right; Gabe’s boots were high quality. They were the only luxury he allowed 

himself. They were the same boots the Special Forces wore, tough to get hold of, but necessary. 

He pulled his feet back under the chair. 

The stranger looked at the clipboard in Gabe’s lap and pointed to it. “You really should fill 

that in as soon as you can. There can be an awful long wait in here some days.” 

Gabe let the clipboard sit on his lap, as he tried to ignore the annoying presence to his right. 

He really didn’t need this today. 

“What you in for?” 

Gabe shut his eyes and took a deep breath in an effort to try and calm himself. 

The stranger leaned closer to Gabe. “I’ve got a rash,” he whispered. “But don’t tell anyone … 

I’m a little embarrassed.” He looked around to make sure no one else was listening. “It’s in an 

awkward spot you see,” his eyes momentarily dropped to his groin, before jumping back up to 

check that no one in the room had seen or heard him. 

Gabe’s heart started to race so he took another deep breath. 

He couldn’t stand assholes like this, people who just wouldn’t take the hint. People who just 

felt the constant need to talk, who couldn’t sit in silence and let the world pass them by. People 

who under different circumstances Gabe might – 

“What’s your name?” the stranger asked. 

Oh Jesus Christ. 
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“Listen buddy I’m not really in the mood.” 

“Not in the mood to tell me your name?” the stranger said. 

Gabe turned his head away to the left and there was a brief moment of glorious silence. 

“Oh, I see,” the stranger said, louder now. “It’s not that you’re not in the mood, it’s that 

you’re too good to tell me your name.” 

Gabe raised his left hand to his face, his thumb and index finger pinched the top of his nose, 

as if he was trying to get rid of a headache. His eyes squeezed tight, as the stranger continued. 

“I’m just trying to be nice, but you and your fancy boots don’t want to even tell me your name 

…” 

For fuck’s sake, Gabe thought. He stuck out his hand towards the man. “Gabe, my name’s 

Gabe.” 

The stranger fell silent, apparently taken aback by Gabe’s extended hand, which he stared at 

for a few seconds. 

When he spoke again his voice seemed different, more polished. 

“That’s my name too,” he said as he shook Gabe’s hand. 

Gabe’s head snapped up. Something about this guy’s hands felt wrong. The people who 

typically came to free clinics led hard lives, their hands worn and calloused. These were too 

smooth. 

Gabe reassessed the stranger to his right, looking him up and down. Upon first appearance the 

man looked just like the rest of the people in the waiting room, shabby clothes, long hair, but 

now that he gave him a more thorough inspection Gabe noticed the man was definitely not like 

everyone else. Sure his hair was long, but it was well looked after, and his clothes, while scruffy 

looking, were not old, just designed to look like they were. 

“You know, I’m a little disappointed,” the stranger said. “I’d heard that you were a little more 

switched on than the others.” He tilted his head to the right as he continued to stare at Gabe. 

Gabe stared back. 

For the briefest of moments the man’s eyes glowed an icy blue colour. 

“The Archangel Gabriel,” Gabe said coldly. He removed his hand from Gabriel’s embrace. 

Gabriel smiled, pleased his little act before had worked so well. “You’re honoured to meet 

me.” 

“Not really,” Gabe said flatly. 
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The angel brushed a bit of lint from his shoulder. “No … I can’t say meeting you is a high 

point for me either.”  

“What the fuck do you want?”  

Gabriel looked back up and glared at Gabe, unimpressed by his language. “Do you think it’s 

wise for you to be here?” He looked around the waiting room. “After all, you have no need of a 

place like this.” 

Gabe waited for him to get to the point. He’d encountered angels like Gabriel before. They all 

liked to try and get under his skin, tried to make him lose his cool, which he had to admit had 

been happening more and more lately. 

“Actually,” Gabriel continued, “isn’t there some rule about this?” 

When Gabe didn’t respond the angel pressed him further.  

“Yes … there’s definitely a rule about this, and you’re perilously close to breaking it.” He 

paused for a moment and lowered his gaze to the floor. “Does he know you’re here?” 

Gabe leaned forward, vapour almost visible from his ice-cold words.  

“If you’re just here to jerk me around then I’m gonna make you regret it.” 

Gabriel tilted his head again and opened his mouth wide. He puffed warm breath onto Gabe’s 

icy words. Suddenly he got to his feet, his hands brushing the wrinkles from his clothes. 

“My boss wants to talk to you,” he said. 

Gabe’s chin pulled back towards his neck. “Your boss wants to talk to me?” He ran his tongue 

along the inside of his teeth. “This should be interesting.” 
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CHAPTER 02 
 

 

The sun had only just dropped behind the buildings of the city, yet already the chill that 

preceded the night was settling in. Somehow it managed to sneak its way under Gabe’s overcoat 

as he trudged along the street. 

Gabriel walked a few paces ahead of him and seemed oblivious to the temperature. Half his 

luck, thought Gabe, fuckin’ angel prick. 

He’d come across them more often than he would have liked over the years, always looking 

down on him, treating him like dirt. Whoever said free will was a gift obviously hadn’t had to 

make too many tough decisions in his life. 

Gabe had done what he felt he’d had to, he tried to deal with the consequences as best he 

could, but he really didn’t need to have these high and mighty angel cockheads pass judgement 

on him. If only he could get hold of one and beat the living shit out of it, but of course that was 

against the rules. 

They crossed the road and entered the park. There were only a handful of people still using it, 

and with the light rapidly fading, they too were preparing to leave. 

Like many of the public areas in the city this park was not a safe place to be at night, despite 

the fact that it backed on to an old church. 

It was this church at the far end of the park that the two Gabes were heading for. Like so 

many other things in this neighbourhood, the old building was desperately in need of repair. 

Gabe allowed his eyes to drift to the play equipment on his left. 

Someone must have taken a blowtorch to the slippery slide, as several giant holes had been 

burnt into the middle of it. A solitary swing dangled from its one remaining chain link. 
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For the last forty minutes the two of them had walked in total silence, which was fine with 

Gabe. He’d become accustomed to the solitude that went with his job, but there was something 

about this silence that made him wish Gabriel were a punching bag. 

It was clear that Gabriel thought it beneath him to talk to Gabe, not because he was a human, 

but because he was a human who worked for Satan. Probably for the best really, Gabe couldn’t 

imagine they would have anything pleasant to say to each other. 

From behind a large tree a few yards ahead, two male forms appeared and blocked their path. 

Gabe counted to himself, one two three, and suddenly two more appeared behind them. He 

didn’t bother to turn and acknowledge their presence, he’d seen them several minutes before as 

they made a wide circle so they could get in behind them. 

“You can’t bring him here Gabriel,” the leader of the group said. He was clean-shaven, which 

seemed out of place with his scruffy clothes. 

“Are you seriously trying to tell me what I can and can’t do?” Gabriel replied. 

“He’s not allowed,” the leader said. “Therefore you’re not allowed.” 

Gabriel seemed shocked at being spoken to in such a manner. He straightened his back, 

coming to full height, six foot five, several inches taller than anyone else. 

“Let me remind you where you sit in the scheme of things Andreas. You are a Throne, I am 

an Archangel, you do what I tell you.” 

“I’m just following the rules,” Andreas said. 

“The rules.” A wry smile broke across Gabriel’s face. “I make those rules, remember.” 

“That doesn’t give you the right to break them.” 

Gabriel stepped closer, standing over Andreas. 

The other Thrones shuffled their feet, their eyes darting around the park, a clear indication 

that they had no desire to be associated with the looming confrontation. 

 The two angels stood there for a moment, Gabriel’s head tilted down as they eyeballed each 

other. 

Gabe watched in bored silence. It seemed that pissing contests were the same, no matter 

where you came from. 

Suddenly Andreas blinked, the standoff over as he broke eye contact. 

Gabriel brushed past Andreas, no longer interested in the group behind him. 
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“All right,” Andreas conceded, “but he can’t take those in.” He pointed at the weapons under 

Gabe’s jacket. 

“I don’t think so,” said Gabe. 

Andreas sighed, tired of these two trying to boss him around. This was his domain, no one 

was supposed to tell him what to do, he was in charge, he gave the orders. “Weapons are not 

allowed in there.” 

“Another rule?” Gabe teased. 

Andreas shook his head from side to side, frustrated. He turned to the Throne next to him, but 

he quickly realised he was on his own and that the group was not going to offer their support. He 

stuck out his hand, palm facing up. “Hand them over.” 

Gabe smiled, “You want ‘em, then you can take them off me.” 

Andres reached forward to pull open Gabe’s overcoat, but his hand stopped cold as Gabe 

pressed a knife against the angel’s throat.  

The blade was thin, about four inches long, and Andreas guessed that any sudden movement 

would cause it to slice through his skin. 

Gabe drew closer and hissed in Andreas’ face. “Do angels bleed?” 

Andreas blinked as Gabe pressed the blade a fraction closer. His eyes snapped over to the 

Archangel Gabriel, who watched in amused silence.  

“No one takes these off me, … ever,” Gabe said. He took several steps back and pulled the 

knife away from Andreas’ neck. The blade left a brief imprint in the angel’s neck. 

The Archangel Gabriel’s attention was now focused on the fingernails of his right hand, his 

thumb flicking at a bit of wayward nail on his middle finger. “I think it will be ok, after all, he’s 

with the boss.” He turned his back on the group and continued towards the church. 

Gabe slid the blade back up the sleeve of his overcoat and pushed Andreas out of the way. 

“I think you just made a friend for life,” Gabriel said when they were out of earshot.  

“Nothing I can’t handle. Although it seems like I’m not the only one he doesn’t like.”  

They stepped through the rusted iron gate that separated the church from the park. 

“Sometimes it’s necessary to remind people of their place in the world,” Gabriel said. He 

stopped in front of the entrance and turned to face Gabe. “I don’t need to remind you, do I?” 

Gabe simply glared at his counterpart. 
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Gabriel turned and pushed on the heavy wood door, revealing a dark narrow corridor. He then 

turned back to Gabe, a disrespectful smile on his face. “When was the last time you were in one 

of these?” 

Gabe ignored him and stepped forward, his right shoulder intentionally brushing past Gabriel 

as he entered the church. 

 

***   

 

The hallway ahead was only a few yards long and ended in a sharp ninety degree turn that 

lead into the nave, the part of the church that many years ago would have held the congregation 

who gathered to listen to the service. 

Gabe paused in the doorway. He hugged the left side of the wall so that his body remained 

hidden in shadow and peered out into the gloom ahead. 

Strewn all over the floor were chinks of stone and splintered wood. Only a handful of pews 

remained intact, but they were scattered and overturned, the rest having been used for firewood 

by those whom the church was supposed to provide for. 

Two rows of large columns ran down the length of the church towards the chancel, a raised 

platform at the far end from which the minister would have given his service. Large arches 

joined the columns together as they rose up to the lofty ceiling, which itself was a giant arch. The 

occasional glint of light could be seen reflecting off the organ pipes at the rear of the chancel. To 

his right the fractured remains of large stained glass windows filtered in the last of the day’s 

light. 

Gabe eased his right foot out of the shadows and stepped forward, doing his best to remain 

silent as he walked down the aisle. 

From within the shadows of the chancel a figure gradually emerged. 

Gabe continued forward, eyes focused on the shape in front of him. 

The silence inside the church was shattered as the shadowed form spoke, a deep rich 

commanding voice that almost made even Gabe pause. 

“You show disrespect by bringing weapons in here.” 

Gabe strode forward a few more steps before stopping at the only remaining upright pew. In 

front of him, a shaft of light ran across the church between him and the steps that led up to the 
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chancel. Gabe lowered himself onto the dusty bench, never taking his eyes off the figure above 

him, a figure whose face was still concealed in darkness. 

“And you show even more by sitting in my presence,” the figure continued. 

Gabe crossed his arms. “You should feel honoured I agreed to come.” 

“Honour,” the figure said, musing over the word, “I think you forgot the meaning of that word 

a long time ago. In fact there are those of us that would argue you never knew it.” 

Gabe crossed his legs and lent back against the wooden pew. “When the lackey outside told 

me his boss wanted to talk to me I must admit, I got a little excited. After all, it’s not everyday 

you get to meet God.” 

The figure on the stairs remained silent.  

“Besides,” Gabe continued, “I think HE and I need to have a few words with each other, don’t 

you think.” 

The dark form walked down the steps and stood in the shaft of light at their base. 

To anyone else the figure would have appeared majestic.  

“Do you really think God would allow someone like you to be in HIS presence?” The figure’s 

eyes glowed an icy blue. 

Like all of the angels Gabe had encountered the one before him was tall, around six five, his 

broad shoulders hidden under a large trench coat that flowed to his ankles. His blonde hair was 

cropped short, which was unusual for an angel. 

“Over the years I have come across quite a few of your predecessors,” the angel said. “And 

while it’s obvious to say I have never liked any of them, you clearly stand out as my least 

favourite.” He stepped closer and sniffed the air, his nostrils chasing a scent in front of his face.  

“There is a stench about you that is quite unpleasant.” 

Gabe unfolded his arms and stretched them wide, resting them on the top of the pew’s 

backrest. The gesture helped suppress the violent urges that pulsed inside him. 

 “If I had my way you wouldn’t exist,” the angel continued. 

“And yet here we are,” Gabe scoffed. “Me and whoever you are.” 

The angel’s nostrils flared. 

Gabe got immense pleasure from annoying the angels whenever he could and he knew this 

particular angel would take great offence at Gabe not knowing who he was. 
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The angel composed himself, a step backwards was all it took. He looked away, down the 

length of the church.  

“I have a mission for you.” 

“I don’t work for you,” Gabe said. 

“None the less, I have one for you anyway.” 

Gabe leaned forward and rested his arms by his side. 

“I don’t work for you.” 

“Now is not the time to be childish,” the angel said. 

Gabe scratched behind his right ear. “I’m just following the rules you guys –” 

“You need to be bigger than that Gabe,” the angel said. He was agitated now, but he managed 

to hold it in. “You need to ignore all the small pieces and step back, see how they fit together.” 

Gabe stood.  

“What I need to do is leave. Nice to meet you Michael.” 

Gabe walked around Michael and headed back down the aisle. 

What a waste of time, he thought.  

Michael. So what if he was God’s General amongst the angels, the title didn’t give him the 

power to boss Gabe around. Out of all the angels, he should know that Gabe answered only to 

Satan. It was typical of him to organise a meeting at dusk in this part of town. Taxis rarely 

ventured into this neighbourhood so it would take Gabe almost an hour to walk home. And it 

would be cold. He fucking hated the cold, but of course Michael would have known that too. 

Stupid prick, drag me all –” 

“STOP” 

Despite himself Gabe did stop, such was the power of Michael’s voice. He even turned to face 

the angel. 

Michael stood in the shaft of light. “I take no pleasure in being here with you. If it were up to 

me this matter would be handled internally.” He paused and chose his next words carefully. 

“What do you know about ghosts?” 

Gabe knew absolutely nothing about them, but he wasn’t prepared to tell Michael that so he 

remained silent. 

“They exist,” Michael said. He walked towards Gabe. “Although not by God’s design.” He 

stopped two feet in front of Gabe and composed himself. 
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“One has recently returned. I need you to find him.” 

“What do you mean returned?” Gabe said. 

“He has crossed back over from the spirit world and become a man again.” 

“You mean he returned from the dead.” 

Michael did not respond. 

“I suppose he thinks he’s Jesus.” Gabe meant it as a joke. 

“That is what he claims,” Michael said seriously. 

“He’s Jesus?” 

“He claims to be the Messiah, God’s envoy on earth.” 

Gabe let the thought sink in. 

“So what,” he said. “There must be hundreds of people each year who claim that.” 

“More,” said Michael. “But they are all mentally ill. This man is quite sane.” 

“Well then,” said Gabe, “sounds like you have a problem, not me.” 

“This could become everyone’s problem if it is not taken care of quickly. Someone has shown 

this man how to become mortal again. It’s not something you figure out on your own. Someone 

has a plan for him. I need you to find out who that is.” 

Gabe scratched at his beard. “You have people for that, you don’t need me.” 

 “Believe me I would much prefer it that way, but your assistance in this matter has been 

ordered from the top. Do you understand what that means Gabe? God has asked for your help.” 

“God’s never done me any favours. Why should I help him?” 

“There are more than just egos involved here,” Michael said . He looked up into the rafters. 

“We live in volatile times. Have you any idea how destabilising this could be? I can’t allow 

someone to run around pretending to be the Son of God.” He looked back at Gabe. “Mankind has 

gone to war with each other for less.” 

Gabe didn’t need to be reminded about what it took for man to go to war. 

“Can I count on your assistance?” 

Gabe turned his back on Michael and walked down the aisle towards the exit. When he 

reached the end of the chapel he paused, and with his back still facing Michael said. “You can 

tell God that next time he wants something from me he can come and ask me in person.” He took 

two long strides and disappeared into the darkness. 
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CHAPTER 03 
 

 

Gabe slogged along the footpath, his hands jammed deep into the pockets of his overcoat. 

The streetlights were now the only source of light for the city, the sun having finally dropped 

below the horizon. The wind had picked up as well, an icy chill that made his bones cold. At 

least he would be home soon, just one more block. 

As Gabe got closer he saw that someone was sitting on the stonework that lined the steps 

outside the front door of his building. That couldn’t be comfortable, he thought to himself. The 

stone would be especially cold tonight. 

He got a little closer and noticed that the person was a woman, her long dark hair flowing 

down her back. She sat with her legs tucked up close, arms wrapped around her shins, however 

she didn’t appear to be cold. Her head was turned away from Gabe, her focus centred on a distant 

spot down the street. 

Gabe climbed the steps but stopped as the woman spoke. 

“Do you have the time?” 

“It’s a little before six,” Gabe replied, without looking at his watch. 

“It gets dark early now,” she said, more to herself than to Gabe. 

Gabe nodded his head a few times and then took another step towards the front door. 

“I hate waiting for delivery guys,” the woman said. “They never arrive when they’re supposed 

to. I’ve been waiting out here for over an hour now.” 

She swung her legs over the edge of the stonework and jumped to her feet. 

“You live here?” she asked. 

“Uh huh,” grunted Gabe. He fiddled with the keys inside his trouser pocket. 
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The woman stuck out her hand. “I’m Amy.” 

Gabe stared at the hand for a second before reluctantly extending his own. 

He got a pleasant surprise when their hands met. “Oh, your hands are so warm,” he said. 

“They sure are …,” she let the last word hang, waiting for a name. 

“Gabe,” he said. 

“Nice to meet you Gabe.” She smiled, her perfect white teeth stood out against her tanned 

skin. She pulled her hand away from Gabe’s. “I just moved in this afternoon, waiting for my new 

fridge to be delivered,” she said. “You lived here long?” 

“Yeah, I’ve been here a while.” 

“What floor?” 

“Five.” 

Amy beamed another smile. “Me too.” She gave him a gentle jab on the arm. “Maybe we’re 

neighbours.” 

An awkward silence settled over them. Gabe had lost the art of small talk, and his attempted 

smile betrayed his discomfort.  

He turned and slid his key into the lock on the front door. He pushed the door open and 

stepped inside. 

“I think you’re wasting your time waiting for those delivery guys,” he said, turning back to 

look at Amy. “I don’t think they’re going to show.” 

She was back sitting on the stonework. “I might wait just a little longer, I have faith in them.” 

Faith was an odd thing to have in this neighbourhood Gabe thought to himself. 

He closed the door and walked down the hall. 

The apartment building was shaped like an H. It was old, yet the redbrick exterior was still 

solid, although it could do with a clean. Thin vines snaked their way up the drainpipes. 

The inside walls were ready for another coat of paint. The street entrance to the building was 

on the right side of the H, and like the left side it had apartments running back from the street. 

Joining these two sections in the middle was a length of corridor that had two elevator cars on 

one side and the internal stairwell on the other. 

Gabe turned into this corridor and headed for the stairwell. He opened the door and started to 

climb the five flights of stairs up to his apartment. He never used the elevator. Once you got in, 
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there was only one way out, and you had no way of knowing what was waiting for you when the 

doors opened. 

Upon reaching the fifth floor, Gabe stepped out into the corridor and turned left. 

Ahead the central corridor branched to either side, with apartments in both directions. 

Gabe took another left turn and walked to his front door. As he reached into his pockets, 

searching for his keys, he looked over his right shoulder and checked the corridor. 

It was still empty. 

He slid the first key into the top lock and twisted it open. It was just like all the other heavy 

duty bolt locks that were the standard for the building. He then did the same for the second. Like 

the first, this lock was fairly standard, except for the steel plate around it that prevented an 

intruder from drilling it off. 

Before unlocking the third he looked over his shoulder again. 

Still no one. 

The third lock was a little bigger than the other two. Beneath the keyhole was a metal plate 

that was about two inches in length. 

Gabe slid the key into the lock and turned it to the right. 

With the key still turned, Gabe pressed his left thumb on the metal plate. 

The heavy steel bolts behind the door slid away from the three-inch thick metal frame as the 

sensor in the metal plate registered Gabe’s thumbprint. 

Gabe pushed the door open and stepped inside. The locks reset themselves as he closed the 

door behind him. 

The narrow hallway that led from the front door into the rest of the apartment was barren, 

except for the small table on the right that was covered in unopened mail. A thin layer of dust 

covered the more recent letters, while a much thicker layer blanketed those that had been 

forgotten. 

Gabe removed his overcoat and walked into the first room on the right. He threw the coat onto 

the unmade bed and walked over to the wardrobe where he un-slung the assault rifle from his 

shoulder. 

He slid the wardrobe door open and knelt down, resting the rifle on his thigh. He then peeled 

away the carpet on the floor to reveal a wooden board. 
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The board was four feet long, and had hinges at the rear. Gabe lifted the board and rested it on 

the back wall of the wardrobe. 

In the space beneath was a high tech looking container. It was a dark grey colour and its 

surface looked like plastic, but was in fact a composite that provided the strength of steel without 

the weight. On the right was a small LCD screen that glowed light blue. 

Gabe pressed his right thumb over the screen and got to his feet, grabbing the rifle in his left 

hand as he stood. 

The grey container was silent as it rose up out of the floor and stopped at waist height. 

The two doors on the top unfolded to the left and right. 

Inside were a dozen spare magazines for his assault rifle, along with several boxes of 

ammunition, all sitting on a black spongy surface. 

Gabe laid his rifle on the surface and pressed his thumb against the LCD again. 

The doors closed and the safe lowered back into the floor. 

He dropped the wooden board back into place and slid the carpet over the top. He then closed 

the door to the wardrobe and re-entered the hallway, unzipping his fly as he made his way into 

the cramped bathroom. The bathtub to his right had a scum line about two thirds of the way up 

the interior and there was an incessant drip that came from the showerhead.  

Gabe let out a deep sigh of relief as he splashed the sides of the toilet with urine. He’d been 

holding it in for the last thirty minutes and was mighty grateful to be home. 

He’d passed several public toilets on the way back from his meeting with Michael, but Gabe 

never used them. He’d never been able to use a urinal, the thought of some guy standing next to 

you, his piss splashing on your shoes, no thanks. That left the stalls, but again that was like the 

elevator, only one way in and out, and a great place to ambush someone. 

He zipped himself back up, flushed the toilet and washed his hands in the sink to his right. 

“Stupid jerk angels,” he said out loud as he stepped out of the bathroom and walked down the 

hall. What the fuck were they thinking asking him to … 

“It’s an interesting view you have here Gabe.” 

Satan sat in Gabe’s leather armchair. 

Gabe’s eyes darted around the room; there was no one else. 

“You know it never occurred to me to check why you chose to live in this dog shit apartment, 

but now I know.” 
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“Get out of my chair,” Gabe growled, not intimidated by Satan. 

The angel looked over his left shoulder at Gabe. 

“Do I need to remind you of the terms of our deal?” 

Gabe’s nostrils flared. “No.” 

“Good.” 

Satan turned back to the window for one last look, then used the armrests to push himself up 

from the deep chair. He took several steps towards Gabe. “Where have you been?” 

“Walking,” Gabe replied. 

Satan turned away and walked to the window, his gaze focused on a spot across the street. 

“What did Michael have to say?” 

Gabe didn’t show his surprise. 

“He wanted me to look into something for him.” 

“Thinking about changing sides?” Satan asked. 

“We both know I couldn’t, even if I wanted to.” 

Satan turned back to face Gabe. “Good. You don’t do anything unless I tell you to, just 

remember that.” He ran his fingers down one of the curtains that framed the window, a layer of 

dust caked his fingertips. He lifted his hand and blew the tiny particles into the air. 

He walked past Gabe. “Let’s go, we have somewhere we need to be.”  

Gabe stayed where he was. “Actually I was thinking about getting something to eat.” 

“Not from in here I hope,” Satan said as he looked into the putrid kitchen. Dirty plates were 

stacked high in the sink and old takeaway containers that still held scraps of food lay scattered 

from corner to corner. 

Gabe opened his mouth, sucking in a deep breath, getting ready to reply. 

“You can eat later,” Satan said, “now go get your shit.” 

Gabe closed his mouth and walked to the bedroom. He got his rifle out of the safe and picked 

up his overcoat from off the bed. He slid it over his shoulders as he opened the front door and 

stepped out into the corridor. 

His head snapped to the left as he heard several male voices. 

Down the other end of the building two men were trying to squeeze a fridge through the front 

door of an apartment. Amy stood next to them, silent in her observation. 
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She looked up and smiled as she saw Gabe, her right hand rising slightly, her fingers waving 

at him. 

“Pretty girl,” Satan said from behind Gabe’s left shoulder. 

Gabe’s eyes darted away from Amy and focused on Satan. 

He was watching Amy, his eyes scanning her up and down. “Very pretty,” he said to himself. 

The two deliverymen manoeuvred the fridge through the front door and Amy lowered her 

hand and followed them inside. 

Satan stared at her butt as she disappeared and closed the door. “I might have to introduce 

myself at some point.” 

Gabe stepped past Satan and headed for the stairs. 

Satan stared at the door for a moment longer, then followed. 
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CHAPTER 04 
 

 

Gabe paused in the entrance to his apartment building for a moment, his head pivoted from 

left to right as he took in the street outside. Everything was normal except for one thing, the dark 

stretch limo parked directly in front. 

Gabe turned when he heard Satan behind him. “I thought we would ride in style tonight,” he 

said as he walked past Gabe down the steps and got into the open door at the rear of the car. 

Gabe followed him down and took note of the driver who held the door open. He was pretty 

young, probably mid twenties. 

The driver greeted Gabe with a nervous smile. “Good evening sir.” 

Gabe didn’t respond, he simply sat down next to Satan in the rear of the limo. 

It was unusual for Satan to use a car, he normally insisted on walking. He said he liked to feel 

what the city was doing, and that couldn’t be done in a car. One had to be on the street, soaking 

up the sounds, smelling life. 

The driver got into the front and turned. “It should take us about thirty minutes gentlemen.”  

That explains the car, thought Gabe. 

“Please let me know if there is anything I can do to make your trip more comfortable,” the 

driver continued. 

Satan leaned forward and flicked the switch that raised the tinted partition between the driver 

and the occupants in the rear. He then reached above him and opened the sunroof, followed by 

the window on his left. 

 “Open your window,” he said to Gabe. 
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Gabe flicked the switch on his right. The opening window allowed the cold night air into the 

car as it rolled forward and made its way through the city. 

Gabe’s neighbourhood was still relatively safe, so people felt comfortable walking the streets 

at night. One couple gazed at a menu in the front window of a restaurant, while further down the 

street a group of young men looked for another bar to get kicked out of. 

Ahead the skyscrapers loomed. Tall buildings that not only provided jobs for most of the city, 

but also acted as a barrier between the lower to middle class, and the wealthy. 

The shiny glass covered buildings contained investment banks, law firms, insurance 

companies. Many of the offices still had lights on, their employees working late into the night, 

looking to impress and move up the ladder, hoping to one day make the move from the south 

side of the city to the glorious north. 

The northern part of the city was so very different from the south. Its streets were clean, and 

the buildings that lined the sides of the road were well maintained. The parks in these 

neighbourhoods were filled with lights that actually worked, and as a result, people were happy 

to stroll their paths at night. No doubt the higher presence of police officers whose cars patrolled 

the streets helped in this feeling of security. 

The high-rise buildings slowly gave way to much lower structures, ten-storey luxury 

apartment buildings, which then became classic split-level brownstone houses. Here the streets 

were lined with small trees and a beagle covered in a specially made sweater lifted its leg and 

pissed on one while its owner watched in silence. 

From the moment the car had started its journey Satan had been absorbed in the atmosphere 

of the city, his eyes constantly moving, taking in every little nuance the city had to offer. Gabe 

could see how eager he was to be closer to the action, a part of it, but that would have to wait 

until another night. 

The limo crossed the wide river that encircled the city. They were now entering the domain of 

the super wealthy, those who only needed to work so that they could continue to lead the lifestyle 

that everyone else seemed to aspire to. 

The homes here were not so much houses, but rather estates. Most had high walls and long 

driveways that prevented a casual observer from taking an interest in the house or its residents. 

The limo turned left and headed down a long street that was enclosed by large leafy trees that 

reached over from either side and formed a canopy above the road. They were near the edge of 
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the city now, and the houses in this street showed signs of neglect. Vines smothered walls while 

weeds encroached on what had once been manicured lawns and gardens. 

The limo stopped in front of one of the more dilapidated properties. 

Satan faced Gabe for the first time since their journey began. 

“Just to be clear, we’re here because I chose to come, no other reason.” He opened the door, 

the driver too slow for him, and stepped out onto the street. 

Gabe followed him out through the same door. 

In front a large iron gate was bolted into a high stonewall that was covered by vines. 

 “And just where is that?” Gabe asked. 

Satan stepped aside to reveal a large brass plaque, which the vines had not yet managed to 

obscure. Etched into the brass in large letters was the word BABYLON. 

Underneath the plaque was a small intercom. Satan pressed the silver button next to the video 

display and stepped back. 

The gate was high, about ten to twelve feet, lower on the sides than the top, which rounded off 

in a gentle arch. A row of large spikes ran along the top, glinting in the light provided by the two 

lamps on little pedestals on either edge of the stonewall. 

After almost thirty seconds a voice piped through the intercom. 

“Yes.” 

Satan stepped in front of the display, a tiny camera mounted above it revealing the image of 

his face to the person inside. 

The gates swung open silently and they moved on to the property. 

A series of small lamps lined the driveway. Their presence though was purely aesthetic, their 

soft glow not powerful enough to allow Gabe to see through the low lying mist that enveloped 

the gardens. 

He slipped his right hand inside his jacket and found the grip of his rifle, readying himself just 

in case. 

Satan glanced over his shoulder. “You won’t need that here.” 

Gabe kept his hand there anyway. 

There was an eerie silence that had begun as soon as they entered the grounds. Normally there 

would have been something, the sound of the wind in the trees, night animals, some sign of life, 

but not here. 
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Out of the corner of his eye Gabe registered some movement on the left side of the driveway. 

He froze. 

The mist made it hard to see, shapes continually changing form in the darkness, but then he 

had it. A man appeared from behind a tree. 

Gabe dropped into a crouch. He was about to swing his rifle up, towards the threat, when 

Satan placed his hand on the barrel. 

“You don’t want to piss it off,” he said. 

Gabe kept his eyes locked on the man as he closed in on them; at least he thought it was a 

man. 

Whatever it was, it had a strange walk. There was an element of weightlessness to it. It didn’t 

glide, but it wasn’t far from it. It also seemed pale, faded, like a brightly coloured T-shirt put 

through the washing machine too many times. At first Gabe had thought it was the mist, but as it 

got closer he saw that the figure was actually somewhat transparent. Through its clothes Gabe 

could see its heart, a slow constant beat, its lungs slowly expanding and contracting, all 

contained within its rib cage. In fact as the figure half walked half glided past Gabe he 

discovered that he could see everything, its brain, kidneys, the lot. 

The figure had its head lowered and looked at its hands, its fingers fiddling with an object that 

wasn’t there. 

The man, for that is what it had once been, ignored Satan and Gabe. It mumbled something to 

itself that was too garbled to discern and walked across the driveway into the garden. 

Gabe turned and watched it disappear into the mist. 

When the figure was gone he turned to Satan. “What the fuck was that?” 

“Do you really need me to tell you?” asked Satan, who then turned and continued up the 

driveway. 

Gabe looked back at the spot in the garden where the figure had disappeared. “A ghost.” 

“Bravo,” said Satan, his voice dampened by the mist, which he had now disappeared into. 

“Holy shit,” said Gabe. He took a couple of hesitant steps, then hustled after Satan. 

Ahead, a large three story white mansion materialized out of the gloom. It was set on the top 

of the small hill that the driveway had gradually been climbing. A set of cracked stone steps led 

from the end of the driveway up to the house. Overgrown hedges lined the steps, their roots 

reaching out like gnarled fingers. 



French/THE DEVIL’S BODYGUARD 
 
 

32 

Satan and Gabe climbed the thirty or so steps to the landing at the top, where an archway led 

into darkness. 

A set of stairs was set against the wall on either side of the archway, rising for ten steps then 

coming back on itself as it led to the main entrance. 

Satan strode up the right hand stairs, with Gabe a few steps behind. 

At the top a large wooden door opened as Satan approached. A young woman, her left hand 

resting on the frame of the door, bid them entry. 

The room they now stood in was grand, its high ceiling had intricate plaster patterns and a 

large chandelier hung from the middle. The walls were covered in magnificent paintings and 

tapestries, wood grain visible between the brief gaps of artwork. A large rug covered the dark 

stained mahogany floorboards and ran the length of the sixty foot room. 

At the end a set of wide stairs rose up to a landing on the floor above. A walkway led from 

this round the edge on either side, creating an area where someone could look down on those in 

the hall below. Numerous doors ran along the walls on both levels. 

The young woman motioned for them to follow her and she led them to the second door on 

the left. She pushed the door open and stood aside so as to allow Satan and Gabe entry to the 

dimly lit room. The door closed behind them with a soft click. 

Gabe looked to his right where a tall woman raised her left hand, indicating for them to 

remain silent, her head bent low as she whispered into the ear of the woman in front of her. 

No, not a woman Gabe realised. He looked closer at the smaller of the two, a slight shimmer 

momentarily revealing her insides. 

Satan tapped his foot impatiently and folded his arms behind his back. 

Gabe studied his new environment. Behind the taller woman was a large antique wooden 

desk. A grand high backed leather chair sat behind it, with two smaller chairs in front. To his left, 

three deep leather couches were arranged in a U shape and a coffee table was positioned in the 

middle of them. Like the main hallway, the walls were lined with art. A large fire burned in the 

fireplace on the opposite side of the room. Its orange flames danced along the slow burning 

wood while its smoky aroma filled the room. The soft glow from the two small chandeliers was 

unable to penetrate into the corners of the room and so they remained hidden in darkness.  

The taller woman straightened, her strawberry blonde hair resting on her shoulders. She was 

easily six two. 
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The smaller woman walked towards a small door located in the back corner of the room 

behind the desk and disappeared. 

“It’s important that they only hear my voice at the beginning,” the woman said. 

“So when were you going to tell me?” Satan said. 

The woman was graceful in her movements. She wore a figure hugging grey dress that flowed 

down from her shoulders and left only her porcelain arms and a plunging neckline bare. Below 

her knees the dress fanned out and it trailed on the floor behind her as she walked towards them. 

The silk material had just the faintest tint of purple, which shimmered in the inconsistent light. 

Her hips swayed from side to side just the right amount, and Gabe found himself entranced by 

her. 

She stopped a foot or so in front of Gabe and elegantly extended her right arm, her palm 

facing down. Her voice was like candy, soft and sweet, it left you wanting more. “I’m Bell,” she 

said. 

Gabe took her hand in his. “Gabe.” 

“Yes, I know.” 

Her opal green eyes transfixed Gabe and she placed her left hand on top of his. Her succulent 

lips moved again, her words in no rush. 

“I’m glad to finally meet you.” 

Gabe could only manage to nod his head in agreement. 

“A shame it has taken this long,” Bell continued. “Although from what I hear you have never 

taken much of an interest in the spirit world.” She smiled, her lips parted to reveal beautiful 

white teeth. “Other than that incident with –”  

“Enough already,” snapped Satan, bored with the pleasantries. “This matter needs to be 

resolved.” 

“We have everything under control,” Bell soothed, her words directed towards Satan now. 

She pulled her hand away from Gabe. 

“No you don’t,” said Satan. “Michael has taken an interest in this.” 

Bell’s shoulders swivelled to the left, followed by her hips a fraction later. She glided back 

towards her desk, turned and lowered her hips so that they rested on its edge. Her left knee was 

slightly more forward than the right and she crossed her arms in front of her waist. 
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“That’s unfortunate,” she finally said, although her unrushed response indicated that she was 

not overly concerned. 

“How long has he been gone?” Satan asked as he turned his back on Gabe. 

“Two months.” 

“WHAT,” Satan roared. “I should have been told sooner.” 

“Well you haven’t really been around lately, have you,” replied Bell. 

Gabe got the impression that Bell never lost her cool; she was too sophisticated for that. 

Satan walked across the room and stood in front of the fireplace, the glow of the flames 

unable to penetrate the darkness that seemed to follow him. He placed his right hand on the 

mantel above and leaned forward. “Now is not a good time for something like this to happen,” 

his voice was calmer now. 

“We’ll get him back,” said Bell. 

Satan’s head dropped just a fraction, as if the weight of the situation was too much for his 

broad shoulders to bear any longer. 

“Are we talking about the guy claiming to be the Messiah?” Gabe asked. 

Bell looked over at Gabe. “What do you know of him?” 

“Only that he was once a ghost and that someone has shown him how to become mortal 

again, and apparently that’s a big deal.” 

Bell eased herself off the edge of the desk. She walked towards Gabe and placed her left hand 

on his shoulder. “It’s a very big deal.” 

Gabe stared at the hand on his shoulder, then looked up at Bell as she continued. 

“There are only a small number of us who know the secret, and they are all loyal.” 

Satan straightened, his neck bent from right to left as his hands returned to his side. 

He turned to face Bell. His words lacked their usual punch. “I need you to sort this out 

quickly. I can’t allow this to be used against me, not now.” 

“We are doing our best,” Bell said. 

Satan’s voice found some authority. “Then it’s time you lifted your game.” He nodded at 

Gabe. “He’s yours to use in whatever way you think appropriate.” 

Bell patted Gabe’s shoulder and then removed her hand. 

Satan turned his attention to Gabe. 
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“Let me know when you find this prick,” he said. “I want to be there in person to show him 

who rules this world.” 

Satan’s eyes narrowed and he started to disappear, the usual heat haze enveloping him. His 

parting words trailed off as his form lost substance. “His soul will make a welcome addition to 

Hell.” 

Bell turned to face Gabe, her fingers slid down his arms seductively. 

“Come with me,” she said, her hands gently wrapping around his. She led him towards the 

desk as she walked backwards. “I have something I want to show you.” 

Gabe allowed himself to be drawn along, his usual will power absent. 

Like an experienced dancer, Bell spun on her toes, her arms now trailing behind her as she led 

Gabe towards the door at the rear of the room, the same one that the ghost had used earlier. She 

let go of Gabe’s right hand and pushed on the door, guiding him into the darkness of the narrow 

corridor that lay beyond. 

The sides of the corridor were lined with wooden doors, each with a silver number screwed 

into its centre. 

Bell stopped in front of a door with the number 12 on it. She turned the handle and drew Gabe 

inside.  

The room was almost pitch black, however there was just enough light so that Gabe could see 

that the wall opposite the door was made entirely of glass. 

On the other side of the glass a man reclined on a large four-poster bed. Linen drapes spiralled 

their way down the posts to silk sheets. 

The bed was the only decoration in the room, but the man lying on it was not the only 

occupant. 

To his right two women lay entwined, one blonde the other brunette. All were naked.  

The man lay on his right side and slid his left hand down the back of the blonde. Meanwhile 

the brunette traced her tongue down the blonde’s neck and along her shoulder. 

The man leaned over and grabbed the brunette’s head, pulling it towards his own. He kissed 

her hard over the blonde. After a couple of seconds the blonde joined in, her tongue snaking its 

way between their lips. 
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The man pulled back and slid down the bed a little, his head hovering over the blonde’s erect 

nipple. He flicked it a few times with his tongue before inhaling as much of her breast as he 

could. 

Above him the brunette sucked on the blonde’s tongue, then their mouths met again. The 

brunette ground her body against the blonde while her long fingernails scratched harmlessly 

along the blonde’s cheek. 

“He’s not all that different from Julian,” Bell said. Her lips brushed Gabe’s right ear as she 

leaned over his shoulder. 

“Who’s that?” Gabe asked. His eyes turned away from the scene in front of him. 

Bell pulled her head back a fraction. “Julian Cross, the man you have to find.” She moved in 

behind Gabe and wrapped her left arm around him. Her head rested on his shoulder. “He was an 

investment banker, just like him,” she said, her head pointing at the half man half ghost lying on 

the bed before them. “He wanted money and power, and everything that went with it.” 

Gabe looked back into the room. The two women licked their way down the man’s chest. 

“It’s not hard to turn them,” she breathed into his ear. “You give them everything they want 

and soon they forget about the real world.” 

Her left hand reached inside Gabe’s overcoat and traced its way down his chest. “Their desire 

leads to them spending more and more time here, and eventually they forget about everything 

else, the outside world just disappears behind a layer of heavy mist.” She paused, her fingers 

running up Gabe’s chest. “Just so long as you don’t interrupt them from their thoughts.” 

“And what happens if you do?” Gabe asked, his eyes still trapped by the scene in front of him. 

“Well, then they get a touch angry… try not to make them angry.” 

Bell stepped back from Gabe, grabbed his right hand and turned him away from the two-way 

mirror. 

“Everyone comes here for something different,” Bell said as she steered Gabe down the 

narrow corridor again.  

“Some want sex, some want drugs, some want food. Whatever they desire, we give it to 

them.” 

She stopped as the corridor ended in a wooden door and placed her hand on a small latch. “All 

we require in exchange is their soul.” 

She pulled the door open and stepped into a room that was almost identical to her own office. 
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Bell allowed Gabe’s to hand fall from hers as she strode across the room towards a tall dark 

haired man. 

He turned ever so slightly as she wrapped her arms around him and kissed him, her body 

sliding up his as she stepped up onto her toes. 

Gabe looked away, a slight wave jealousy washing over him as he saw Bell devoted her 

affections to another. 

The man pulled his head back, breaking their kiss. “Has he gone?” 

“Yes,” said Bell, who slid her body around the side of the man, her arms wrapping around his 

chest. She looked back at Gabe. “But he left us a present.” 

The man looked over his shoulder. 

“Good evening Gabe,” he said, his voice husky. 

Gabe lifted his head. “Good evening Mammon.” 

“I thought it would be best if he didn’t see me whilst he was here.” 

“Probably a good idea.” Gabe felt more like his old self again. “I don’t think he’s forgiven 

you yet.” 

Mammon shook his head, a grunt coming from his throat. “Huh … it’s only been what, 

twenty years?” His tone was sarcastic. 

“Twenty three,” said Gabe. 

“I really think he needs to get over it.” 

Bell ran her hands along Mammon’s arm. “He is Wrath,” she cooed. 

Mammon considered the thought and conceded by raising his eyebrows. “I suppose we all 

have our sins.” 

He untangled himself from Bell and strode over to stand in front of Gabe. Like all of the high-

ranking angels under Satan’s command he was tall and powerful. His eyes were pools of 

darkness that concealed whatever plans were hatching behind them. He dressed much the same 

as Satan, a dark suit and shirt, the only colour coming from a silver tie. 

“So this is the first time you’ve met my Bell,” Mammon said. He stepped out of the way so 

that Gabe could once again gaze upon her. “She’s quite something isn’t she?” 

Bell eased down into a couch on the other side of the room, her right leg sliding over her left 

as she leaned back, her doll like arms spreading wide, tempting Gabe to come and join her. 
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“She has a way of making you feel like you’re the only person in the world that matters,” 

Mammon said. 

That strange feeling washed over Gabe again. It was like he wasn’t truly in control of his 

actions. His only desire was to be with Bell, to join her on the couch, to stay there with her 

forever.  

He closed his eyes and turned his head away. When he reopened them, he chose to look at 

Mammon instead, and he felt Bell’s grip on him diminsh. 

Mammon smiled, fully aware of what Gabe was going through. 

“So you’re at our disposal,” he said to Gabe. 

Gabe scratched the stubble under his chin. “Apparently.” 

“Do you know what we do here Gabe?” 

Gabe nodded, “I saw some of it back there.” 

Mammon leaned closer, his voice almost a whisper. “Did she show you one of the sex 

rooms?” 

Gabe cleared his throat. 

Mammon turned his head towards Bell and tutted.  

“Typical,” he said. “She’s obsessed with mankind’s physical desire for one another.” 

He looked back at Gabe. “But we do so much more than that. We allow people to reach a state 

of euphoria, and it’s in this state of mind that they are able to obtain their most personal of 

desires.  

“Cut the shit Mammon.” 

“We make people’s dreams come true by giving them whatever they want.” 

“You just give people what they think they want,” Gabe corrected. 

Mammon smiled and straightened, coming back to full height. “We rid the world of those 

who don’t deserve to live in it. Once they see what we have to offer here in Babylon they never 

desire to go back.” 

“Then explain how our little problem happened.” 

Gabe’s comment wiped the smile off Mammon’s face. He glanced up at the ceiling. “Yes … 

that’s … well I’m not sure yet.” 
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Bell’s voice drifted over from the couch. “One can only return to the land of the living if they 

discover their name … their true name Gabe. Do you understand the concept of a person’s true 

name?” 

Gabe remained focused on Mammon, not trusting himself to look at Bell again. He shook his 

head. 

“When you’re born,” Mammon explained, “you are given a name, something other people can 

call you by, something to distinguish you from everyone else on the planet. It’s a meaningless 

thing, something your parents thought sounded nice, or worked well with your family name. A 

waste of time really.” 

Mammon walked around behind his desk and sat in the leather chair behind it. He extended 

his right arm to one of the two chairs on the other side, indicating that Gabe should sit. 

Gabe moved over and sat in the chair next to the one that Mammon had indicated. 

The angel ignored Gabe’s slight attempt at rebellion. “Your life spent on earth is so short 

compared with eternity and when you leave this planet you leave your earthly name behind, 

taking on your true name in the afterlife, a name unique to you, and you alone.” 

He paused, allowing Gabe time to come to grips with what he had said. 

“So … what you’re saying is that when I die I won’t be known as Gabe.” 

Mammon leaned forward, his elbows rested on the leather top of his wooden desk, his fingers 

entwined. 

“When you go to Hell,” he said, staring at Gabe, “you will receive your true title. Waiting for 

you, a short distance from the Grand Archway is Charon. In his hand will be a scroll, and on that 

your true name. He will then ferry you across the River Acheron were you will remain, time 

without end.” 

Gabe sat back in his chair. He’d never considered what would happen to him after. It made 

sense that he wouldn’t be going to heaven; it was just a bit of shock to have someone confirm it. 

“For those who enter Heaven,” Bell’s sweet voice said from behind him, “St Peter will greet 

them. He stands in front of the Gates, a large leather book resting in his arms, which contains the 

true name of those meant to reside in the White City.” 

“So only these two know the names,” Gabe asked. “No one on earth?” 



French/THE DEVIL’S BODYGUARD 
 
 

40 

“If you know the secrets it is possible to discover someone’s true name,” Mammon said, “but 

it takes a tremendous amount of time with someone, intensive time to discover their true name.” 

He shook his head. “It’s not possible that someone could have done that without us knowing.” 

“You see,” said Bell, “if a ghost were to return to the land of the living they would retain all 

their memories from their time in limbo.” 

“Limbo?” 

“It’s where they go when they are no longer human. Whilst they are free to wander the earth 

once they becomes ghosts, they will be unaware of the troubles they cause as they pass. 

“You just let them run free?” 

“They are never gone for very long. Their desires always bring them back. Besides, we retain 

a connection to them after. Our connection to Julian however was broken when he left limbo.” 

“So this guy, Julian, he knows what you did to him,” Gabe said. 

“Yes,” said Bell, “and he can now tell our secrets to anyone who wants to listen.” 

“And then there’s the rumour.” Mammon said. “He’s gathering a following.” 

“He’s preaching,” said Bell. 

Gabe shifted in his chair. “Michael said he claims to be the Messiah.” 

“Yes,” said Bell, “Christ reborn.” 

“And it seems there are people out there who believe what he has to say,” Mammon added. 

“He can’t be allowed to spread his teachings.” 

“So what am I supposed to do?” Gabe asked. 

Mammon leaned back in his chair. “Find him, and put an end to him.” 

“Yeah, right, do you have any idea how hard it is to track down someone in this city, 

especially someone who doesn’t want to be found?” 

“Yes,” said Bell, “we’ve been looking.” 

“You’ve done it before,” Mammon said. 

Gabe shook his head. 

The room fell into silence for a moment. 

“We think he has help, but we can’t be sure,” Mammon said. “We suspect there are elements 

within the church that are aiding him” 

Bell rose from the couch and silently walked up behind Gabe. 
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She bent over, her head dropping down next to his. Her cheek brushed ever so gently against 

Gabe’s left ear. She draped her right arm over Gabe’s shoulder. In her hand was a folded piece of 

paper, which she held up in front of him. 

“This might be of use to you.” 

Gabe took the paper from her hand and started to open it, but was stopped as Bell wrapped her 

hand around his. 

“It won’t be of use to you until tomorrow, so wait until then to worry yourself with what it 

contains.” 

“Yes,” said Mammon, his head nodded slightly. “He might respond differently to you.” 

Gabe slid the paper into a pocket inside his overcoat, took the hand that Bell offered him, and 

got out of the chair. 

Mammon also stood and walked around from behind his desk. 

Bell led Gabe to the door, his body succumbing to her commands again. 

Mammon opened the office door and placed a hand on Gabe’s shoulder. 

Bell drifted through the doorway. 

Gabe watched her graceful form disappear into a room across the hall. 

“Tread lightly tomorrow,” Mammon said. There was caution in his voice. 

The angel’s voice snapped Gabe back to the real world. 

“What are you walking me into?” he asked, suddenly wary of the paper in his pocket. 

“Nothing you can’t handle,” Mammon said. His eyes shifted out into the hallway. The young 

woman who had originally shown Gabe into Bell’s office appeared in a doorway down the hall. 

Mammon closed his eyes. “We are entering dark times. I hope you’re ready for it.” He 

reopened his eyes and looked at Gabe. “You have not been as well trained as those that came 

before you.” 

The young woman stopped a few feet in front of them. 

Mammon took his hand off Gabe’s shoulder. He stepped back into his office and closed the 

door. 

The young woman turned and walked down the hall towards the front door, which she opened 

for Gabe. 

Gabe followed her and stepped out into the cold night. 
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CHAPTER 05 
 

 

The vapour from Gabe’s warm breath rose up in front of him as he stepped through the gates 

of Babylon and got into the back of the limo. 

The driver turned to look for his other passenger, his baby face anxious. 

“Let’s go kid,” said Gabe. 

“Should we wait for –?” 

“He won’t be joining us.” 

The driver looked unsure, but shut the door. 

Gabe settled himself into the back seat and closed the sunroof and windows. 

It had been a lot to take in. 

He was of course aware of the spirit world, as Bell had called it. In performing his duties for 

Satan he’d become conscious that other creatures roamed the earth, but he’d never seen a ghost 

before. They were like nothing he had ever seen, more gruesome than he’d expected. 

The limo pulled away from the curb and started its journey back through the city. 

And what was this training Mammon had mentioned? He assumed that when he talked of 

those that went before him he was referring to Satan’s previous bodyguards. In the beginning 

Gabe had wondered what had happened to them, how they had died, but as the years slowly crept 

by he had stopped caring, a stronger desire now consumed his days. 

“Are you warm enough back there?” the driver asked, his eyes finding Gabe in the rear view 

mirror. 

He must have lowered the screen after they got out earlier, Gabe thought. 
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“I can turn the air-con up if you’re cold,” he said mistaking the reason Gabe still wore his 

overcoat. 

“It’s fine,” said Gabe. 

The driver turned his attention back to the road. 

Gabe wondered if the kid driving the limo knew this was going to be his last night on earth. 

There was no way Satan would allow him to live, not after being in close contact with him, 

not after he had seen where they’d been. No he was definitely finished. It didn’t matter that he 

had no idea who his passengers had been, that was just how Satan operated. 

The limo worked its way back through the city. The high gloss buildings slowly gave way to 

dull concrete and shitty apartments. It eventually stopped in front of Gabe’s building. The driver 

got out and opened the door, much faster this time. 

Gabe looked back up the street. Half a block away two men peeled themselves out of the 

shadows of an alley and got into separate dark coloured cars. No doubt there were others inside. 

“Have a good night sir,” the driver said. 

Gabe looked at the kid one last time, but remained silent. He stepped away from the limo and 

walked up the steps to the front door of his apartment building. 

He turned back to face the street and watched as the limo pulled away from the kerb and 

drove into the night. 

The two dark cars followed, but kept their distance for now. 

Gabe had no doubt that they would make it look like an accident, a couple of hoods expecting 

to find wealthy passengers in the back, a mugging gone bad. No matter it would all happen far 

away from here. 

He pulled his keys out, opened the door and headed for the stairs. 

The light on the third floor of the stairwell was flickering again. They really should just 

replace the wiring and be done with it, fix the issue once and for all, but that wasn’t his problem. 

Nor was this ghost thing, but somehow it had become his problem. 

Suddenly everyone had something for him to do. Didn’t they realise he just wanted to be left 

alone? 

He stepped onto the landing for the third floor and banged the wall above the light switch. 

The flickering stopped, but only because the light went out. 
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A pale light filtered in through the window on the landing. Gabe exhaled hard through his 

nose and shook his head. He flicked the light switch to the off position and climbed the rest of 

the stairs up to the fifth floor. He pushed open the door of the stairwell and turned left towards 

his apartment. 

Amy’s left hand was about to knock on his door, in her right hung a large grocery bag. The 

sound of Gabe’s footsteps caused her to turn. 

“Hi,” her big smile breaking out again. “My gas hasn’t been hooked up yet and I was hoping I 

might be able to use your kitchen to cook dinner … for us both of course.” 

Gabe stopped. 

“Ummmm … I’m … not really hungry,” he lied. In reality he was famished. 

“Oh,” said Amy, a bit taken aback, her smile retreating. “You’ve already eaten. I suppose I 

should have realised. It’s late.” 

Gabe reached into his pocket for his keys and stepped around Amy. 

“It’s just that I don’t know anyone else in the building,” she said behind him. “I thought you 

might be able to help me out.” 

Gabe stood in front of the door. 

“I’m a good cook … I promise.” 

Gabe turned around to see Amy just standing there, bag still in hand. He got the feeling that 

she wasn’t going to make this easy for him. She looked determined. 

“I don’t think you’d want to use my kitchen,” he said. 

“Why not?” 

“It’s been a while since it got a good clean.” 

“Is your gas hooked up?” 

“Yes” 

Amy shrugged her shoulders. “Then it’ll do. Look I don’t care if your place is untidy, I’m 

hungry and just want to eat something.” 

Gabe looked down at his feet. 

“I’ll be in and out before you know it,” she said. 

Fuck. There was no way of avoiding this without creating a scene. 

Gabe slid his first key into the top lock. 
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“That’s a lot of locks,” Amy said over his shoulder. “You must have some nice stuff in there 

to need all those.” 

Gabe looked over his right shoulder as he unlocked the second of the locks. He then shuffled 

his feet, blocking Amy’s view of the door as he turned the third key and pressed his left thumb 

against the metal plate beneath. 

The door swung open, and Gabe made sure that he pushed it all the way to the wall so that the 

heavy metal plates where hidden from view. 

“The ummmm … light in the hall doesn’t work,” he lied in a further attempt to mask the extra 

security that had been added. “Needs a new globe.” 

“No worries,” said Amy. “Where’s the kitchen?” 

Gabe pointed down the hall. “Third door on the right.” 

“Same layout as mine,” she said and ambled down the hall. 

Gabe closed the front door when he saw her turn into the kitchen and flick on the light. 

“Holy shit.” The words came from the kitchen. 

Gabe walked down the hall and leaned on the right side of the doorframe. 

Several cockroaches scuttled across the bench top. 

Amy looked back at Gabe, who scrunched up his face and wiped the bottom of his nose with 

his index finger. 

She took a deep breath and held it for a few seconds, then slowly released it. 

“Maybe it would be safer if you got some takeaway,” Gabe said, hoping the sight of his 

kitchen would encourage her to leave. 

“I’ve seen worse,” she said, trying to sound positive. She put her bag down on the ground. “I 

can make this work.” 

Gabe pulled back from the frame and headed for the bedroom. 

He closed the door, threw his overcoat onto the bed and went to the wardrobe, where he put 

his rifle in the safe. He then pulled a hooded tracksuit jumper out and slipped it over his 

shoulders. It was black, with red stripes along the sleeves, and a black painted zipper running 

down the middle. It was also baggy, baggy enough to hide the matte black Croatian made XD-9 

pistol on his left hip. The rear mounted grip safety was a slight pain, but in four round bursts it 

was deadly accurate, and it never left his side. 

He wandered back down the hall and into the kitchen. 
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Amy stood over the sink, her left arm lost in bubbles. 

She glanced over at Gabe. “This would go a lot faster if you gave me hand,” then nodded at a 

tea towel on the bench. “You can dry.” 

Gabe stepped into the kitchen, rolled up his sleeves and grabbed the tea towel along with the 

first of the clean plates that Amy had staked to the right of the sink. 

 

***  

 

Amy leaned back in the chair “You don’t say much, do you.” 

They were seated in the living room, around the table in the corner. Amy had given it a good 

clean before bringing the food out, and it now shone. 

“It’s been a while since I’ve had company,” Gabe said. He did his best to avoid eye contact. 

Amy looked around at the rest of the room, which was still covered in a layer of dust. “I can 

tell.” 

In front of them on the table were the remains of a mushroom risotto. It was the first home 

cooked meal Gabe had had in a long, long time. 

He dug his fork into the last of the mushrooms and stuck it in his mouth. 

“Perhaps you want to ask me a question,” Amy said. “You know, to get things rolling.” 

“Huh.” The comment caught Gabe by surprise. He thought she would be leaving now that the 

meal was finished. 

“You know, something cliché, like … what brings you to this neighbourhood?” 

Gabe was a little stunned; any words that he might have wanted to say got caught in his 

mouth. 

“Oh gee Gabe, it’s funny you should ask me that,” Amy said, answering her own question. 

“It’s a bit of a long story.” 

She shifted onto the front edge of the chair. 

“Well, I used to be in marketing,” she said, “for a telecommunications company, but it was 

pretty crap. Always changing rate plans, trying to steal customers away from our competitors, 

convincing people who didn’t give a shit what plan they were on that our options were better for 

them. A real drain on the creative spirit. You see I’ve always loved music; I used to sing in the 
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church choir when I was younger,” a bit of cheer entered her voice at the thought of her 

childhood. 

“Anyway, a couple of months ago I had a real bad day at the office, just another in a long line 

of bad days. When I got home I was in the foulest of moods and as I banged around the house I 

realised that there had to be more to life than making other people money. Surely this wasn’t the 

only thing I was able to do with my life. So I sat down and thought about my options. I’d been 

good with my money, saving for a house, just like all parents want their children to do, and I 

thought, what if I use that money for something else.” 

She leaned forward, enthusiastic now. 

“What if I could spend all my time writing music, and performing it in whatever venues will 

have me? I did the maths and I figured out that if I moved into a smaller place in a less glitzy part 

of town I could afford to live for two years before I had to go back to work.” 

She clasped her hands together. “So I’m giving my dream a shot.” 

She looked at Gabe, expecting to get the same excited response that most people gave her 

when they heard her story, telling her how courageous she was to chase her dreams, to give the 

unknown a shot. 

Gabe cleaned some wax from out of his right ear. 

“It wasn’t that long,” he said. “Your story I mean.” 

Amy chuckled. “No I suppose not. It just feels long to me.” 

Gabe inspected the wax on the end of his finger, then flicked it on the floor. 

“Why’d you stop being in the choir,” he asked. Her story had struck a chord with him. He 

didn’t even know what his dream was anymore … No, that wasn’t true, he knew exactly what it 

was, he just knew it wasn’t achievable. 

“It’s not really cool for rebellious teenagers to be in church choirs,” she said. 

Gabe nodded. He too had been a rebellious teenager, although he doubted that what was 

considered rebellious when he was a kid would still pass muster with the kids of today. 

“It’ll be hard, giving up all the little things which seem so important in life, the things that 

cost so much yet add so little.” 

Amy shrugged. “He is richest that has fewest wants,” she said. 

“What?” Gabe’s head snapped round towards Amy. 

“It’s an old expression. It means that –” 
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“I know what it means,” Gabe said. 

He looked closely at Amy, perhaps for the first time. Why had he let this person in, not just 

into his apartment, but also his life? It was unlike him. Perhaps his encounter with Bell earlier in 

the evening was still affecting his judgement. 

“Are you ok?” she asked. 

There was a sudden familiarity to Amy that extended to more than just a phrase. That was it, 

he realised, conscious for the first time about the way her hair fell around her face and neck. 

“Oh … it’s nothing,” he said. “I used to know someone who said the same thing.” 

“Must have been a smart person.” 

Gabe thought back. 

“I didn’t think so at the time, … but yeah, she was pretty smart.” He drifted off into thought, 

his eyes glazing over. 

Amy picked the plates up from the table and took them into the kitchen. 
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CHAPTER 06 
 

 

Gabe opened his eyes and rolled onto his back. 

It had been a while since he’d woken up in his bed. Most nights he passed out in his leather 

armchair whilst looking out the living room window. 

He pushed back the blankets, sat up and looked around the room for his pants, another odd 

occurrence for him not to sleep in his clothes. 

He slid out of bed and pulled his pants on, then reached under his pillow and drew out the 

XD-9 and slid it down the back of his pants. 

He padded down the hallway and halted in the doorway to the kitchen. 

It was spotless. 

When was the last time the kitchen had been clean? 

He walked over to the coffee machine and turned it on, not that he really needed it this 

morning. Normally the light shone through the window in the living room and woke him, his 

eyes burning from a lack of sleep. But not today. Today he felt refreshed. 

Of course there was a downside to that as well. 

Gabe hoped that Amy didn’t think they were friends now. Strangely enough he’d enjoyed the 

company, but it wasn’t safe for her to be in his life. It wasn’t safe for him either if he thought 

about it. 

He’d been pretty careful not to reveal anything about himself, instead focusing the 

conversation on her when he had been forced to engage in it. 

He looked at the coffee machine. 

“I don’t need you this morning” he said and walked back to the bedroom. 
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He grabbed a fresh shirt from the wardrobe, pulled his rifle out of the safe and laid it on the 

bed. 

He then reached under the bed and attached the holster for his pistol to his waist. When it was 

secure, he removed the pistol from the back of his pants and placed it in the holder, then slung 

the strap of the assault rifle over his right shoulder and threw on his overcoat. 

Gabe pressed his thumb against the panel in the back of the door and it swung open.  

He’d done a good job hiding the bulky framework last night as Amy left, he thought as he 

stepped out into the corridor and pulled the door shut. 

Part of him wished he had her courage. He’d never really been in control of his life. There had 

been moments when he was younger when it had felt like he was, but if he really thought about 

it, that freedom was a myth, a well-crafted tool designed to make him more effective at his job. 

Gabe started down the stairs. Someone had turned the third floor light back on. What the fuck 

was wrong with people? He slammed it off as he passed. Some people really shouldn’t be 

allowed the freedom they had because they just wasted it. 

There hadn’t been any freedom in the army, but then that was the point. That bloody war had 

really screwed things up. His life would have been very different if someone had taken care of 

that Hitler motherfucker sooner. 

Well … perhaps not. Its possible he might not have come to the realisations that he did while 

at war, then again … 

He stepped out into the hallway on the ground floor and headed for the front door. 

Outside it was sunny, however the stiff breeze that always swept through the city ensured it 

remained cold. 

Gabe walked down the steps and onto the footpath, turned left and disappeared into the 

shuffling crowd. 
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CHAPTER 07 
 

 

“Great, another fucking church,” Gabe said. 

He looked back down at the piece of paper that Bell had given him the night before. 264 

Charmers St. 

The address was right. 

The building in front of Gabe was five stories high, but it was clear that the top two levels had 

been added on some time in the past twenty or so years, the smooth cream exterior of these 

floors clashing with the red brick façade of the lower levels. 

A large silver cross, ten feet tall, clung to the cream wall and looked down accusingly on all 

those who passed by. 

Gabe pushed on the door and stepped into the lobby. The building was not strictly a church. A 

sign at the end of the hall indicated that there was a chapel upstairs, however the main purpose of 

the building was to clothe and feed the homeless. 

The walls were covered with photos of men in clerical attire out on the street providing 

comfort to those who needed it. 

Gabe looked closer at one of the images, a shiny gold watch on the wrist of the priest catching 

his attention. 

Why don’t you give him your watch you sanctimonious bastard, Gabe thought. I’m sure it 

would be much more useful to him than your words of encouragement. 

“Wonderful photo, isn’t it?” 

A young man appeared behind Gabe and stared in awe at the same image. 

“I had the good fortune of meeting Cardinal Young before he died.” 
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Gabe stepped back and saw that the man was also dressed in clerical attire, black shirt and 

pants. He had a white-collar tab around his neck, and his mop of blonde hair heightened his 

boyish enthusiasm. 

“Now tell me my son, how can I help you today?” 

My son? Seriously? The kid was only in his mid to late twenties and already he was acting 

like he had all the answers to the problems of the world. 

“I’m here to see Abdiel.” 

The young priest mulled the name over for a couple of seconds. “We have no one here by that 

name. Are you sure you have the correct address?” 

“I might just have a look round,” said Gabe. 

The priest blocked Gabe from moving forward, his hands lifting innocently. 

“I’m afraid that won’t be possible today. We’re having some pest control done and I can’t let 

you wander around without an escort. You see parts of the building are off limits, and 

unfortunately there is no one available to guide you. Perhaps you might like to come back 

another day. We’ve been told that we will be fit to reopen next week. You can come and spend 

the day, maybe even assist in the midday meal.” 

Gabe leaned forward. “You wouldn’t be lying to me there, would you?” 

The young priest smiled back and brought his hands together. 

“What would I have to lie about my son?” 

 The right corner of Gabe’s mouth twitched. Prick. 

He stepped around the young priest and marched to the nearest door. 

The priest shuffled after him, his right hand fluttering in the air in protest. 

“No …no, I’m afraid you can’t go in there.” 

Gabe shoved the door open and found himself in a long corridor that stretched off to his right. 

Without hesitation he moved down it and stopped at the first door. He flung it open. 

The flustered young priest caught up to Gabe. “Please, you can’t be doing that.” 

Gabe stuck his head inside the room, an empty office. 

“I insist that you must come with me,” the priest continued in his best authoritative voice. 

Gabe ignored him and went to the next door down the hall. 

“You really must stop.”  
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Gabe reached out his right hand to open the door, but before he could lay his hand on the 

knob it swung open. From inside a more mature priest stepped out. 

The young priest slid to a halt. 

“I’m sorry. I tried to stop him, but he wouldn’t listen.” 

The older priest looked Gabe up and down. 

“It’s alright Lucas. You can go back to the front desk. I will deal with our guest.” 

Lucas bowed and took several steps back. “As you wish.” 

The older priest waited until Lucas had disappeared before he addressed Gabe. 

“A strange place to find the emissary of Satan.” 

Gabe managed to contain his surprise. How the fuck did this guy know who he was? 

“I’m here to see Abdiel.” 

“May I ask why?” 

“No you may not,” Gabe said bluntly. 

The priest pursed his lips, thinking. After a moment he said, “Come with me.” He pulled a 

key from his pocket and led Gabe down the corridor. He stopped in front of the door at the end 

and unlocked it, then stepped aside to allow Gabe access. 

The aged sandstone walls of the narrow hallway ahead were in complete contrast to the 

plaster walls in the front of the building. 

The floor too showed that it belonged to another time, its worn marble in need of a polish. 

The priest locked the door behind them and padded down the hallway, his footsteps echoed 

lightly in the narrow space. 

The priest ducked into a small opening in the rock on the left. 

Gabe also had to hunch over as he stepped through. A set of ancient stone stairs took him 

down into the depths of the building. 

At the bottom the priest turned left into a dark tunnel-like passage. Set in small niches along 

the wall were a series of large candles, but their effect was minimal. The blackened sandstone 

absorbed most of the light they tried to put out. 

Gabe made careful note of the doorways that shot off from the passage, just in case he needed 

to make a fast exit. He had no desire to get lost down here. It was like a maze. 

A short set of stairs on the right led them into another passageway, this one darker than any of 

the others. 
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A low stonewall ran along the left side. Gabe peered over, but in the darkness he couldn’t tell 

how far the drop on the other side went. 

Heavy wood doors with huge brass hinges lined the walls of this new passageway. 

The priest came to a halt in front of one and heaved on the circular handle in the centre. 

Behind the door a set of stone stairs descended into the foundations of the building. A faint 

glow at the bottom indicated there was some kind of room at the bottom. 

The priest extended his left arm, a gesture that signalled Gabe was supposed to enter. 

The hand carved stonewalls wrapped around the stairs and made the passage feel more like a 

tunnel than a staircase. The low ceiling grazed the top of Gabe’s head from time to time. 

As Gabe approached what he thought was the halfway mark the priest closed the door, 

plunging the stairwell into darkness. 

Gabe felt for the wall with his left hand, reminded of Mammon’s advice to be careful. 

He crouched and waited for his eyes to adjust to the gloom. With his other senses more alert 

now Gabe sniffed the air. The air in the narrow passage should have been stale, but there was a 

sweetness to this enclosed space, like a room full of flowers. 

He continued to move deeper and the flavour of the sweetened air intensified. So too did the 

light at the bottom, and suddenly the ceiling lifted high above Gabe. Four steps ahead the wall 

gave way to reveal a dungeon-like room. 

He hovered on the second last step and soaked up his new environment. 

A low bookshelf lined the walls and above it a series of candles were evenly laid out on a 

small ledge that also encircled the dimly lit rectangular room. A heavy dark wood table had been 

placed in the left rear corner. It was covered with open books, all of which looked as though they 

belonged in an antique shop. Two large candles occupied the corners of the desk; their orange 

flame flickered over the books. There was a simple bed in the far right corner, several scratchy 

looking blankets were folded neatly at the end and standing in front of it a man turned to see who 

had intruded. 

He too was dressed in clerical clothing, only his shirt had short sleeves. There was a sense of 

unease in the way he wore the uniform. Perhaps it was the bold scar that ran the length of his 

right forearm. 

The man studied Gabe for a moment and then closed the book he was holding. 
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“I know who you are.” His accent was heavy, somewhere from the Middle East. “That 

business with Maroc could have been handled much better. It’s taken me years to clean up that 

mess. Me and plenty of other people.” 

“Vampires have a habit of not cooperating,” Gabe said. He watched the man turn and place 

the ancient book back onto the shelf. “Are you Abdiel?” 

The man pulled out the next book along and turned back to Gabe.  

“I am.” 

Gabe walked down the last two stairs and stood on the cold stone floor. 

“What does Satan’s errand boy want with a humble servant of God?” Abdiel asked. 

Gabe pointed to Abdiel’s scar. “You can start by telling me how a man of peace gets skin 

jewellery like that.” 

Abdiel walked over to his desk and laid the heavy book onto desk. In the dancing candlelight 

his scar shone brightly against his olive skin. 

He looked up at Gabe. “Doing God’s work is not always pleasant.” 

He scraped the legs of the chair along the stone floor as he pulled it back from the desk and 

lowered himself into it. “Was that your only question?” 

“I need to find someone, someone who’s proving difficult to track down. Your name was 

recommended.” 

Abdiel rubbed his hands together and then clapped them softly, but just the once. 

“I’m not in the habit of providing assistance to Satan. It goes against my beliefs.” 

“I wasn’t sent here by him,” Gabe said. “I got your name from Bell.” 

“By Bell, I assume you mean Belphegor.” 

Gabe stood motionless, the name Belphegor meant nothing to him. 

“Then that means Mammon is really behind you being here, and I’m not in the habit of 

helping him either. They too are the seducers of man, turning him away from the light of God.” 

Gabe wondered how many other scars the man had underneath his clothing. The thought of 

adding one himself produced a warm pleasant feeling. 

“However,” Abdiel continued. “Since Mammon has sent you I can only assume that you are 

here to find out what I know of the one who has returned.” 

“I need to know where I can find him.” 
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“Let me guess, they want him back so that they can punish him and prove their loyalty to 

Satan.” 

Gabe shook his head. “I think they want him dead.” 

Abdiel leaned forward onto the desk, his elbows taking the weight. He dropped his head and 

rubbed at his eyes with his fingers. After a thorough rub he lifted his head back up, his fingers 

pulling on the skin of his face. 

“That would probably be for the best,” he sighed. 

Gabe was shocked to hear him say that. 

Abdiel opened a small silver case that lay on the desk and removed a hand made cigarette. He 

placed it between his lips, rolling it from one side of his mouth to the other, then back again. He 

gestured to the chair on the other side of the desk then picked up a battered metal lighter and lit 

his cigarette. He inhaled deeply and closed his eyes. 

Gabe walked over to the desk and lowered himself into the only other chair in the room. A 

plume of smoke enveloped him as the man opposite exhaled. The smoke was sickly sweet and 

Gabe puffed air from his nostrils to prevent the pungent smell from lodging there. 

Abdiel pushed back into his own chair. “You are no doubt surprised to hear me condone such 

an action.” He took another lung full of smoke. 

“It’s not something you expect to hear from a man such as yourself,” said Gabe. 

Abdiel looked skyward and exhaled. “If God had truly sent his son to earth then those who 

serve HIM would have been told. Such a being would not be allowed to walk amongst mankind 

unprotected.” 

He paused for a second while he gathered his thoughts. 

“No … this man is an abomination. He has lied about the most sacred of things.” Abdiel 

looked back down at Gabe. “He deserves whatever punishment is dealt out to him.” 

Gabe’s eyebrows raised, even more surprised by the bluntness of Abdiel’s statement. 

“I would’ve thought you would rejoice at the return of Christ.” 

“What do you mean return?” Abdiel said. 

“You know, Jesus Christ returning to earth to absolve the sins of man, cleanse the planet in 

the name of his father, all that shit.” Gabe’s attendance at Sunday school had been brief, and a 

very long time ago, so he was a bit rusty on Christ’s role when he returned to save mankind from 

their sins. 
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“What makes you think that Jesus Christ was the Son of God?” Abdiel said. 

Gabe’s breath got caught in the back of his throat and momentarily prevented him from 

breathing. 

“Do you honestly think that HE would send a representative that only adhered to one belief, a 

belief that doesn’t even reflect the true nature of God? No … Jesus was created by the religious 

leaders of the time to justify their abuse of power. He was simply a device that was designed to 

engage the common people, to make them choose one religion over another, to choose the right 

religion.” 

“So there was no such person then?” Gabe said as he adjusted himself in the tight fitting chair. 

“I didn’t say that. Jesus Christ existed, … but he was merely a man, handpicked by the infant 

church to give them credibility. He most certainly was not the Son of God.” 

Gabe had no love for religion. The church had never done him any favours and he had no 

problem with people trying to tear it apart, but to hear a priest tell him it was all a lie, that was 

not something he ever expected to hear. 

“That’s a pretty big thing for history to get wrong,” he said. 

Abdiel’s eyes became slits. The wrinkles around them thickened, as cigarette smoke drifted 

up past his face. 

“History as you know it is a lie,” he said. 

Gabe closed his right eye and scratched his nose. 

Seeing Gabe’s confusion Abdiel continued with his sermon. 

“Since the dawn of time Satan has duped mankind into believing what he wants them to 

believe. You of all people should be aware of the power Satan has over man. He doesn’t do it all 

himself though. No, … he has many tools, the greatest of which is writing. 

“That’s right Gabe, the humble written word has been the greatest weapon in turning mankind 

away from God. By showing man how to record he also showed man it was possible to alter the 

way future generations would view the events of the past. 

“How often does someone pick up a book and read it without considering the intentions of the 

author, what their history is, or the climate in which they were writing? How impartial do you 

think Herodotus was when he wrote ‘The Histories’? It’s considered one of the great sources of 

ancient history and yet historians know very little about the man. Without being aware of the 
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factors that lead people to write and without taking note of the author’s biases the reader will 

forever remain ignorant.” 

Abdiel paused to inhale more of that sickly sweet smoke. 

“Just say Herodotus was in fact impartial and he simply reported the events of the day. How 

do we know that those writers who translated his works years later did so accurately? They could 

have disagreed with something that was written and altered it to suit their own agenda. 

“In 364 A.D. the Council of Laodicea decided what books to include and what books to ban 

from the Bible. Some forty-three books in total were removed from the approved reading list of 

the church. The stories these books told did not adhere to the views the church leaders were 

trying to impose upon its followers. Not that any of the books of the Bible can be considered 

accurate. 

“The books of the New Testament, the ones dealing with the life of Christ … they were not 

written until over thirty years after his death. In fact some were still being written almost one 

hundred years after the event. Most of the authors had never met Christ, and those books that 

were accredited to his disciples were in fact written after they died, sometimes by multiple 

authors who were not even born at the time of the crucifixion.” He hammered the stub of his 

cigarette into an ashtray already crowded with butts and shook his head. He looked back at Gabe. 

“Take something more relevant. Today people simply Google for their information, rarely 

looking past the first page of results and almost never do they check the credibility of the author. 

They simply accept what they read and recite it. 

“Writers always have a motive Gabe, but you must remember that those who publish their 

works also have motivations. History is riddled with leaders who have used the Gods to justify 

their actions. ‘I will go to war with this nation because the gods tell me to’, they say. They 

control the people by telling them that if they don’t fall in line and follow the rules they will go 

to hell, or worse. 

“Religion is all about power, and it is that way because of Satan. He has corrupted the very 

core of mankind so that even those who act in the name of God are in fact doing the opposite. 

“Do you think it’s a coincidence that so many religions share so much in common? They have 

borrowed or stolen from each other for so long that they’ve become a mess. Their true meaning 

has been lost, and God’s true intentions for man have become corrupted.” 
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Gabe sat back exhausted. His cheeks blew up like balloons then deflated as he exhaled 

heavily. 

“Jesus got what was coming to him,” Abdiel said, “and this deceiver pretending to be the 

saviour of mankind deserves a similar fate.” 

“Sounds like you’d kill him yourself if given the chance.” 

Abdiel lit another cigarette and stared into Gabe’s eyes. 

“If it was so willed.” 

Gabe’s eyes widened in surprise and he pulled back in his chair.  

“I do what I must in the service of God,” Abdiel said. “This,” he tugged at the white collar tab 

around his neck, “this allows me to do many things that would otherwise be impossible.” 

“People probably see it and assume you can be trusted,” Gabe said. 

“It’s amazing what people will believe if you say it with enough conviction.” He blew more 

smoke in Gabe’s direction. “You assume that what I just told you is the truth, why?” 

Gabe had no answer. 

“Because of the power with which I spoke. My words were so forceful that you took it for 

granted that I was well informed. You look at my surroundings, the old books on the wall, the 

room I choose to live in, these,” he picked at the breast of his shirt, “and you assume that I speak 

the truth. Not for one moment did you think to question me, ask what my motivations were, or 

why I imparted such knowledge onto you.” 

Abdiel’s powerful gaze suddenly became too much for Gabe. He stood up and walked over to 

the bookshelf that lined the left wall. 

Everything Abdiel had just told him contradicted what his parents had tried to force down his 

throat when he was a child. And he said it as if it was common knowledge, like Gabe was a fool 

for not knowing. Why was he being told this? It wasn’t stuff he needed to know, was it? 

Gabe ran his fingers over the spine of several books, then turned. 

“So how much of that was bullshit?” 

Abdiel looked at him through a cloud of smoke. 

“I have no reason to lie to you Gabe. But you do need to learn what you can blindly accept 

and what requires furthers investigation.” 

“From what you’ve said it sounds like everything requires further investigation.” 
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Abdiel leaned back and crossed his arms. His eyes softened and a pleased smile spread across 

his lips. 

“I’ve never met one of Satan’s bodyguards. I had been led to believe that they were, on the 

whole, thugs, and while I don’t doubt you fit into this category quite well, I get the impression 

there’s more to you than others are willing to admit.” 

Gabe turned back to the books, Abdiel’s analytical gaze had unnerved him again. 

Abdiel got out of his chair, stubbing out his cigarette as he rose, and walked over to Gabe. 

“Has anyone taken the time to enlighten you on why this False Messiah presents such a 

problem. 

“I generally just get told what to do, not why,” said Gabe. 

Abdiel walked along the bookshelf and pulled out a dust-covered volume. He turned the pages 

as he moved closer to Gabe, and upon finding the one he was after placed the leather cover on 

the top shelf in front of Gabe. 

Gabe did not recognise the images on the tattered yellowing paper in front of him. 

 

 
 

“Are you familiar with the Mayan Long Count calendar?” Abdiel asked. 

Gabe bent over so he could get a closer look at the face in the middle of the disc on the right 

side of the page. He shook his head. 

“You have heard of the Mayans though, yes?” 

“They discovered chocolate.” 
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Abdiel ignored the attempted joke. “They also developed a calendar that precisely tracked the 

movements of the sky above them and because of this they were able to keep an accurate record 

of time. 

“They had several of these calendars that all worked in unison with each other but the one we 

are interested in is the Long Count.” Abdiel tapped the image on the left. 

“It consists of thirteen Baktun, a very precise unit of time that is the equivalent of 5,125.36 

years. The end of one of these cycles was considered to be a monumental event for the Mayan 

people. They linked the end of each cycle to a new period in the history of the planet. A moment 

when the natural order of things is shaken up and the earth and its inhabitants face great 

upheaval. 

“Now this alone is not something that would normally be of great concern. Mankind has 

passed through a change in cycles before. However the end of this current cycle also happens to 

line up with another event, a galactic alignment that involves the earth, sun, the star cluster 

Pleiades and the centre of the Milky Way.” 

Abdiel waited for the magnitude of the event to sink in, however Gabe simply looked up from 

the pages in front of him. 

“The last time a galactic alignment happened was 6,450 years ago, a period historians have 

identified as the dawn of Old World civilisation for mankind. But this is the first time the two 

events have happened at the same time,” Abdiel said, trying to emphasise the importance of the 

event. 

“Sounds like great conspiracy stuff to me,” said Gabe. He pinched the corner of the page and 

lifted it, but there were no pictures on the other side, only faded words, so he released his grip 

and the page fell back into place. 

He stood up straight. “I thought you said that you were going to tell me why everyone was 

getting so worked up over this returned ghost.” 

Abdiel pointed back at the pages. “This event that I have been explaining to you, it takes place 

this year, December 21st, the Winter Solstice. It can’t be a coincidence that a man who claims to 

have returned from the dead, a man who says he can lead mankind to a higher consciousness 

would appear now. You are aware of the danger this imposter presents?” 

Gabe shrugged. 
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“There are people out there who will be ignorant enough to believe him as well, desperate for 

a sign that their faith has not been forgotten. Have you thought about all the other religions out 

there that this man does not represent? How do you think they will take the news? Wars start like 

this, Holy Wars.” Abdiel shook his head. “No, someone, or something has convinced this man 

that he is something that he’s not. It’s this person that you must find. He is the real threat –” 

Gabe raised his hand and stopped Abdiel. “What if he is the real deal? For all we know he is 

the Son of God.” 

Abdiel slapped the pages of the book together and gathered it in his arms. 

“Julian Cross was the man behind the Merrygold collapse. Were you aware of that?”  

Gabe’s fists curled into tight balls, while his clenched jaw prevented him exploding in a rage 

that now consumed him. Did Abdiel mention this on purpose? Was he aware of the personal 

connection Gabe’s family had with this event? 

FUCK! That fucking piece of shit. 

Abdiel replaced the book on the shelf, then rested his left hand on the shelf. 

“We may as well put your friend Maroc forward as the saviour of man. At least he was there 

to see its beginnings.” 

Gabe shuffled his feet. He didn’t like being reminded of Maroc. 

“Do you have any idea what the repercussions would have been if you had not been stopped 

from killing him? What were you thinking?” 

“He pissed me off.” 

Abdiel shook his head. “Anger without control is the most dangerous kind of weapon.” 

Gabe frowned at the comment. 

“The power vacuum created by the death of an Eljo leader would have resulted in the head of 

every clan scrambling to fill his spot. Old conflicts would have resurfaced causing even more 

tension than currently exists.” 

“A what elder?”  

“Eljo. You call them vampires, another example of the power of writing.” 

Abdiel walked across the room and traced his finger along a section of the bookshelf. 

“You see some of the stories told in the bible are true.” 

Gabe stared at Abdiel’s back as he searched the shelves. 
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He finally located the book he was after and beckoned Gabe to join him on the far side of the 

room. 

In the flickering candlelight the image on the page seemed to come alive. In it, an angel lay 

cradled in the arms of a woman. Her arm was wrapped around the angel’s neck, trying to 

comfort it as it lay there; its knees folded under itself, grief its sole emotion. A pair of 

magnificent wings fanned out behind the angel and in front of them lay the mutilated body of 

young man. 

“Batrael, grieving over his dead son,” Abdiel said. 

Gabe bent closer to the image. Tears were rolling down Batrael’s face. 

“He was one of the Grigori, the watchers of man. God entrusted them with the task of 

educating mankind, to show mankind how to survive in the world HE had created for them, and 

this they did until Satan interfered. 

“It was Satan who convinced Azazel, the leader of the Grigori that they should teach man 

more than just what he needed to survive. So the Grigori taught man about science, and they 

showed women how to beautify themselves by painting their faces. 

“In doing so the Grigori fell in love with women and together they spawned two races of 

children, an unnatural hybrid of angel and human. 

“The first were known as Nephilim. They took the physical characteristics of the angels. They 

were much taller than the rest of mankind, and as a result they were referred to as giants. 

“The second race, the Eljo, have been all but lost, a record of them surviving in only a handful 

of sources, one being the Book of Jubilees. They were far fewer in number and only resulted 

when an angel impregnated a virgin woman. They were also more viscous than their Nephilim 

siblings, who were on the whole a peaceful race. 

“The Eljo also suffered from a significantly shorter life span, rarely exceeding the age of 

thirty before dying. Jealous over the greater life span of the Nephilim the Eljo began 

experimenting with ways to extend their life. And they found it.  

“On his deathbed an aging Eljo by the name of Jareth writhed in pain, for the death an Eljo 

went through was described as being so intense that it felt like their blood was on fire. In a 

desperate bid to calm her dying son, Jareth’s mother cradled him in her arms. Convulsions 

suddenly overtook Jareth, and as his body writhed in pain he lashed out, his fingernail digging 
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deep into his mothers neck. His action caused a deep wound that resulted in blood oozing down 

the woman’s neck.  

“As Jareth drew his lasts breaths several drops of his mothers blood dripped into his mouth 

and ran down the back of his throat. Jareth felt his strength return, and within a few minutes he 

was able to sit up. 

“His mother failed to realise what had happened and thought a miracle had occurred. She was 

in the process of singing her praises to god when Jareth latched onto her throat and sucked the 

blood from her veins. He had finally discovered the secret to a longer life, and as it turns out, he 

had also found the secret to eternity, but only for those born from the union of the Grigori and 

virgin women.” 

Gabe stepped back from the book, all of a sudden repelled by the image that only moments 

before had held such beauty. 

“Jareth quickly informed his unholy brothers of his discovery and the Eljo waged war on 

mankind. They discovered that the blood of man also gave them supernatural powers. They 

became faster, stronger. The more blood they drank the more formidable they became, able to 

crush anyone who stood in their way.” 

“And the Grigori did nothing to stop them?” Gabe asked. 

“They forgot their duty to God,” said Abdiel. “So God punished them by exterminating their 

unholy offspring from the earth. The deluge stories such as Noah and the Ark were designed to 

hide this cleansing. However a handful of Eljo survived. They hid in the mountains and slowly 

rebuilt their numbers before returning, stronger than ever. 

“You see Gabe there is always a reason behind the creation of myths and legends. The 

Mesopotamians believed that if the corpses of the dead were not properly buried they would rise 

up out of the ground and suck the blood from the living. In Greek folklore it was said that if you 

were excommunicated from the church you could become vrykolakas who were thought to be 

indistinguishable from ordinary people. However, the word vrykolakas does not mean vampire, 

it’s a Slavic word that means werewolf. And so we see, myths and legend becoming confused. 

“The Eljo, now referred to as vampires had managed to all but remove themselves from 

history. Any reference that remained was so heavily polluted, usually by the Eljo themselves, 

that the account became more fiction than truth. 
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“It is only in recent times as their numbers have started to swell again that the accounts have 

become more accurate.” 

Gabe turned the page of the book. On this new page there was a faded picture of an angel and 

next to it stood a man who matched the stature of the holy being. The only real difference 

between the two was the shape of the man’s head, his jaw was much higher up than that of a 

normal person. This resulted in a stout nose, perhaps only one third the length of normal. It was 

as if someone had placed the top and bottom of the head into a vice and squished it. 

Gabe pointed at the image. “And what happened to the giants?” 

“The Nephilim were destroyed, all traces of them wiped from the earth.” 

Gabe understood what it was like to be removed from history. 

He ran his fingers over the image. They looked so peaceful, their squat face gave them a 

childlike quality. 

The sound of footsteps on the stone stairs broke Gabe’s thoughts. 

He turned and saw the older priest emerge from the darkness of the tunnel. 

“It’s getting worse,” the priest said. 

Abdiel turned as the silence was broken. 

“I’ll be there shortly.” 

The priest disappeared back into the tunnel as Abdiel walked over to his desk and picked up 

the book he had been looking at when Gabe had entered the dungeon. 

“I have other matters that demand my attention,” he said.  

Abdiel walked over to the stairs, but stopped at their base. 

“I’m sorry, but you can’t stay here.” He gestured for Gabe to precede him up the stairs. 

Gabe dug his hands into the pockets of his overcoat and did as he was instructed. 

The door at the top of the tunnel was open and as he passed through it Gabe turned and 

blocked Abdiel from entering the narrow hallway. 

“I can’t leave here without knowing where he is.” His right hand reached inside his overcoat 

and he pulled the assault rifle across his stomach so Abdiel could see it. 

Abdiel clutched the book to his chest and mulled the question over for a moment. Finally he 

spoke.  

“I don’t know where he is, but I know where he will be.” 
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“That’ll do,” said Gabe. He stepped back and allowed Abdiel to pass through the door. He 

padded down the hallway and Gabe fell in next to him. 

“The False Messiah is scheduled to give his first public address in four days time. It’s 

predicted that thousands of people will show up to hear him speak. Because of this the event will 

take place outdoors in the Whitley plaza.” 

Gabe knew the place. It was located on the edge of the city and was capable of holding up to 

twenty thousand people. The idea of trying to get to someone in a crowd that big didn’t appeal to 

him. 

“However he can’t be allowed to take to the stage,” Abdiel said. “He must be stopped before 

then.” 

“And how am I supposed to do that?” 

“There will be a meeting tomorrow night at the Church of St Tobias to discuss the event. He 

will be there to oversee the final preparations. Do you know this building?” 

Gabe shook his head. 

“It is an odd place for a meeting,” Abdiel said. “It’s currently under renovation so I can only 

assume they think it will provide added security as no one would think to look for him there.” 

The old priest who had led Gabe to Abdiel’s chambers stood a short distance away. To his 

right was a wooden door not too dissimilar to the one that guarded Abdiel’s dungeon. 

From inside Gabe could hear a muffled high-pitched scream. 

Abdiel laid his right hand on the door handle. 

“This is important for both sides,” he said. “You can’t afford to make a mistake.” 

Gabe stepped forward. “If he’s there, he’s dead.” 

Abdiel’s head nodded twice then turned to the old priest. “Christopher, please show our guest 

out.” 

Abdiel pulled on the door and stepped inside. 

Before the old priest could guide him back up the hallway Gabe caught a glimpse of the room 

beyond the heavy door. 

Its walls were lined with the same dirty sandstone as the hallway outside. Once again candles 

were the only light source. In the middle of the room a steel table was bolted to the floor and 

secured to the top of it with thick leather restraints was a young boy who couldn’t have been 

more than ten years old. 
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The boy writhed on the table, his legs and arms contorting into unimaginable shapes, his 

screams muffled by the leather gag strapped to his face. Three older looking men also in clerical 

attire stood around the boy. 

Abdiel joined the three priests. 

As Christopher ushered Gabe up the hallway he heard Abdiel speak to the boy. 

“Calm down child. You have nothing to fear from me. This will all be over soon, and 

afterwards you won’t remember a thing.” 
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CHAPTER 08 
 

 

Gabe stared through the glass front of the shop at the row of televisions inside, absorbed by 

the images they displayed. 

The screens all showed the same thing. 

A small external speaker mounted to the awning allowed those outside the shop to hear the 

dialogue that went with the images. 

“… massive setback for scientists who earlier this year announced that they had discovered 

what they thought was the long elusive Higgs boson, or ‘God Particle’. This ‘God Particle’ is 

thought to be responsible for the creation of our universe, and scientists here at CERN had 

hoped that by using the Large Hadron Collider to smash particles together at close to the speed 

of light they would be able to recreate the conditions that led to the Big Bang. These building 

blocks to our universe were first theorised in the 1960’s by physicist Peter Higgs, and it has 

taken scientists almost half a century to confirm the particles’ existence. 

“Of course this project has not been without its detractors. The church has always criticized 

the legitimacy of the experiments, saying the project was without merit. More recently those 

criticisms have moved to focus on humanitarian issues, with senior church officials stating that 

the governments involved in funding the Large Hadron Collider were simply wasting taxpayer 

dollars that should be used to support those in the community still trying to recover from the 

devastating effects of the Global Financial Crisis. 

“Now Rob, The Large Hadron Collider was in the process of being shut down so it could be 

upgraded, and it’s believed that the explosion happened during this shut down phase. A short 

while ago I received an unconfirmed report that several of the giant magnets that control the 
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Large Hadron Collider may have slipped out of alignment as they were being deactivated and 

that this may have possibly triggered the explosion. Now I must stress that these are early 

reports, so whether this failure was responsible for the devastating destruction that took place 

here just outside of Geneva in the early hours of this morning are yet to be confirmed.” 

“Horrible, isn’t it?” 

Gabe looked down to his right. A small girl looked up at him. 

“It’s been the only thing on TV all day,” she said and turned back to the wall of screens in 

front. “I’ve missed all my shows because of this thing.” 

A smirk broke the hard corners of Gabe’s mouth. He looked around at the rest of the crowd. 

Fuck knows how long they’d all been here, hours by the looks of it, glued to a bunch of 

flashing lights. 

“Is it wrong that I don’t care about it?” the little girl asked. 

Gabe looked back at her. 

“You don’t have to take on the world’s problems if you don’t want to,” he said. 

The little girl continued to stare at the screens. 

“My daddy says science is important.” She dug her hands into the pockets of her coat. “He 

says it’s the key to discovering how the universe was created.” She paused for a moment. “I 

should probably care about that.” 

Gabe shook his head without his realising. 

“Believe me, it’s not worth your time,” he said. 

“But all these people care.” She looked at all the adults that surrounded her. “I come down 

here because daddy won’t let me watch what I want to watch. They show all the channels, but 

not today.” She pointed at a man with a grey raincoat and a thick beard. 

“That was hours ago,” she continued, “and that guy was here before me. He must think it’s 

important.” 

There was a part of Gabe that wanted to say something more, to tell her to trust her instincts, 

but no words came to mind, so instead he turned and began to push his way through the wall of 

people who had gathered outside the shop. Some took more pushing than others. They all stood 

there like zombies, their pea-sized brains drawn to the televised propaganda. 

What a bunch of retards. 



French/THE DEVIL’S BODYGUARD 
 
 

70 

The church would use this to their advantage, Gabe was sure about that. They’d probably say 

it was an act of God, or some bullshit like that. Tie it into this whole False Messiah thing. 

He shook his head as he pushed his way out of the crowd. 

Fucking False Messiah. He was going to hurt this prick, make him regret what he’d done. The 

tips of his fingers tingled at the thought of what he would do to him. Anti-inflammatory eye 

drops dripped every two minutes into eyes that had their lids held open were a surprisingly 

effective form of torture. Not being able to blink meant that the liquid stayed on the eyeball 

undiluted, no tears to wash away the intense burning that resulted. His whole body would try to 

curl up into a ball to release some of the pain, but of course that wouldn’t be allowed to happen 

either, he’d be strapped down, unable to move. 

But that was nothing compared to what would happen to him in Hell. 

The thoughts excited Gabe as he trudged along the near empty streets. There should have 

been more people about in this neighbourhood. It wasn’t late and Gabe assumed that everyone 

was glued to a screen, desperate for any new tidbits of information on the CERN thing.  

Quite a lucky break really, not that there would have been too many people where he was 

going tonight. 

The Church of St Tobias was located in the southern part of the city and had been destroyed 

several years ago during the riots. It was now being rebuilt, part of the church’s efforts to re-

establish God into the slums. The people there needed something to believe in, something to give 

their lives meaning again. 

Gabe really shouldn’t have been surprised by what he learned from Abdiel. Of course the 

church used its power to control the people. It didn’t produce anything. It was totally reliant on 

its followers to fund its endeavours. 

He turned left down a narrow one-way street. 

She’d been one of those believers. So had his parents. 

They’d tried to make Gabe see things their way. It was all about the support network. A 

feeling that they belonged to something greater, a community that gave them the courage to 

tackle whatever challenges life threw at them. 

She’d claimed it gave her the strength to wake up every morning and only see the positive in 

life. Fuck that’d annoyed him. She’d needed to open her eyes and see the world for what it was, a 

place where love and friendship could only be used against you, a weakness for others to exploit. 
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A dog barked somewhere off to the right and Gabe slowed his stride a half step. His right 

hand moved towards his jacket. 

Silence. 

No it was nothing, just a barking dog. 

He returned to full stride, crossed the road ahead and continued along the tight street. 

Marrying her had seemed like a good idea at the time. It had certainly helped with the family. 

It presented a sense of security that they considered important if they were to fully embrace you. 

If he’d known then what he knew now he would’ve done things differently. He would have 

spared her the pain that resulted from her trying to change him. She always thought that he could 

do more, be more than what he was. What she’d failed to understand was that there was no 

hidden layer to him waiting to be uncovered. The exterior was all there was. 

A scream bounced off the dense brick buildings that lined the street. 

Thirty feet away, a slender gap on the right that was too narrow for a car to fit through led to 

an alley. 

Gabe was in the process of walking straight past when a second scream dragged his head 

round. 

Down the alley a woman did her best to outrun your average street thug. She was missing one 

of her shoes, and her hobbled gait slowed her down. 

The thug behind her had no such impediments and was on her a second later. He crash tackled 

her into the concrete. 

Behind them two more thugs made their way up the alley, in no hurry now that their prey had 

been brought down. 

Gabe had just about willed his body into motion again, prepared to leave the woman to her 

fate, when she shook her head free of the thug’s grip. Her dark hair flicked up into the thug’s 

face as she thrashed on the ground and Gabe’s view of her face was unobstructed for a fraction 

of a second. 

Shit, it was Amy. Out of all the people to get mugged in this fucking city. 

Amy continued to thrash and her head rose again. This time she caught sight of Gabe at the 

end of the alley. Their eyes made the briefest of contact before she was forced over onto her 

back, but she’d seen him. 

Fuck, I have to do something now, thought Gabe. 
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Begrudgingly he stepped into the narrow walkway that led to the alley. 

The other two men had now joined their friend. They were all dressed the same, dark jackets 

over dark cargo pants. Probably some kind of lame uniform for another low-level gang, Gabe 

thought. 

He didn’t bother hiding his approach. He didn’t need to. The thugs who stood over Amy’s 

head had their back to him. The first thug taunted her while the second held her arms. A dirty rag 

had been stuffed into her mouth and prevented her screams from escaping. The thug who had 

tackled her was obsessed with the removal of her jeans. 

“Hey man,” the first thug said, “try not to rip her up too bad. I want it to feel good for me 

too.” 

He laughed wildly, his head jittered up and down as his junky giggle filled the alley. 

Gabe’s actions happened all in one motion. His left palm pressed over the first thug’s 

forehead, while his right fist rammed into the base of the thug’s neck, snapping it clean. 

He pushed the lifeless body out of the way and without breaking stride kicked the second thug 

in the back. 

The force of the blow sent thug number two crashing into the wannabe gangster at Amy’s 

feet. They rolled along the ground for a moment, a tangled mess of limbs, before the second thug 

pushed clear and got to his feet. 

Gabe stepped back from Amy. 

The thug glared at him. “You’re fucking dead.” 

He leapt over Amy, ready to tear Gabe apart, but as his left leg hit the ground Gabe lashed out 

with his right boot. The blow splintered the thug’s knee and bent it back the wrong way. With his 

knee unable to support his body weight the thug crashed to the ground.  

Gabe stepped around the wailing thug and stalked towards the third target. The panic ridden 

thug’s eyes darted between his fallen mates. 

Gabe feigned another kick and as the thug leapt back to get out of the way his head dropped 

and he lost sight of his attacker. 

Gabe jumped forward and wrapped his right arm around the thug’s neck and pulled him in 

tight. The thug’s back pressed against Gabe’s chest. 

Gabe squeezed.  

The thug tried to break the vice like grip, but was fended off by Gabe’s free left arm. 
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Gabe forced the thug to look at the shock riddled Amy on the ground then hissed into his ear. 

“Girls like that are not for pieces of shit like you.” 

The thug’s eyes started to bulge, his body now starved of oxygen. He tried to gasp, but with 

Gabe’s arm wrapped around his larynx there was no way for him to inhale the air that went into 

his mouth. 

Suddenly the thug gave up fighting and went limp. 

Gabe held on to him for ten more seconds just to make sure, then released his grip and let the 

thug fall to the ground. 

Amy started to move again. She rubbed her left eyebrow. 

A few feet away the second thug tried to crawl away but the extreme pain of his shattered 

kneecap made it a slow getaway. 

Gabe reached down and grabbed the thug by the scruff of the neck and dragged him down the 

alley towards a large rectangular dumpster. 

“Please man, don’t hurt me anymore,” the thug pleaded. 

Gabe pushed him down and dragged his face along the concrete for a foot or so, tearing 

shreds of skin off his face. 

The thug screamed in agony. 

Gabe lugged him over to the dumpster and dropped him on the ground. 

He checked the contents, just rubbish bags. Looking down he saw that the dumpster was on 

wheels. He heaved it back from the wall and the wheels screeched in protest. 

The thug refused to accept his fate and tried to escape again. 

Gabe took a fistful of the thug’s hair in his left hand and yanked the man’s head up off the 

ground. 

The thug’s flailing arms were of little use and Gabe punched him in the nose. 

The searing pain and blinding white light that filled his eyes prevented the thug from further 

resistance and Gabe threw him against the wall. He propped him up so that his head was a foot 

off the ground then walked back to the steel dumpster. 

Gabe lowered himself into a sprinter’s crouch and pressed his shoulder against the front of the 

dumpster then heaved forward. 

The alley wall exploded in red as the back edge of the dumpster crashed into the thug’s head. 
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Gabe didn’t waste his time checking to see if the guy was dead. The now silent alley told him 

the dumpster had done the job. 

Amy had managed to get her jeans back on and was trying to button them up when Gabe 

came back over. 

“You need to get to a doctor,” he said unsympathetically. 

Amy brushed some hair away from her face. 

“I’m ok.” 

Gabe scanned her body to make sure she could be moved. Remarkably she didn’t have a 

scratch on her. Her jeans were scuffed and torn, but there was no sign of blood or swelling. 

Amy started to pull herself up off the ground and Gabe stuck out his arm. She used it for 

support while her legs regained their stability. 

“If you won’t see a doctor you should grab a cab and go home.” 

Amy shook her head. 

“I’m not getting back in a cab. How do you think this shit started?” She pointed at thug 

number one. “Fucker was driving me home, everything seemed fine. For once I’d got a cabbie 

who didn’t want to spend the whole time talking. Suddenly he pulls into the street up there and 

before I know it his two mates are dragging me out and throwing me onto the ground.” 

She stumbled over to the dead thug and stared at his lifeless body. 

Gabe waited for a few seconds, but Amy just stood there with her back to him. Perhaps now 

was a good time to leave. She looked ok. She could find her own way home. 

“FUCK YOU ASSHOLE,” Amy screamed. The toe of her right boot buried itself into the 

thugs kidney. 

“FUCK YOU,” she screamed louder. She kicked him again, and again, and again. 

“YOU FUCKING PIECE OF SHIT.” She dropped to her knees and punched weakly at the 

thug’s chest. 

Her screams were getting more hysterical and Gabe turned to check both ends of the alley. 

Still empty, but they wouldn’t be for long if she continued to scream like this. 

It would be easier if he just left her here. Let her take the blame for all this. But that wasn’t 

going to happen. She’d talk. She was a fucking talker. He knew one when he saw it. She’d blab 

and then the cops would come knocking. 

SHIT! 
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He walked towards her and placed his right hand on her shoulder. 

“Hey …” 

He pulled her back to her feet. 

Amy lashed out with her boot one more time, then turned and buried her head into Gabe’s 

chest. Her arms wrapped around him tight, as tears began to roll down her cheeks. 
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CHAPTER 09 
 

 

“So where are we going?” 

She was still a little unsteady in her movements, but on the whole Amy managed to keep up, 

much to Gabe’s disappointment. 

He kept on walking. 

Saving her had been a bad idea. She was definitely going to think they were friends now. 

Gabe stretched out his stride a little more. He hoped that by quicken the pace he would make 

it too uncomfortable for her to stay with him. 

Amy lengthened hers to match. 

A normal person would want to go home. Why the fuck would she want to follow him 

around. He’d tried to get rid of her, but she’d wrapped herself around him so tight it had been 

impossible. He should have walked her home. 

You really are a dumb shit sometimes, he thought. 

Fuck … It was only a matter of time before she’d start to ask questions. Questions like, 

where’d he learned to fight like that? Shouldn’t we report what happened to the cops? 

What the fuck was he going to do with her now? 

“So … are you going to tell me?” she asked. 

Gabe tried to ignore her. 

Amy reached out and grabbed his arm. 

“Hey, I’m sorry if having to save my life back there was an inconvenience to you but I would 

really like to know where we’re going. I’ve had enough surprises for one night.” 
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“You’re not an inconvenience,” Gabe said, “but what I have to do is boring. You should go 

home. You’d be more comfortable there.” 

“I haven’t got used to it yet, the apartment I mean. All the noises and stuff.” She shrugged her 

shoulders. “I guess I don’t really feel safe there yet.” 

“You won’t have a good time hanging out with me tonight.” 

“I’m not after a good time, just a safe one,” she said, more cheekily than Gabe would have 

liked. 

 

*** 

 

The front of the church was covered in scaffolding. 

Amy stopped beside Gabe. 

“Hey, isn’t this the church that was destroyed a few years ago in the riots?” 

“Yeah, I think so,” Gabe said. 

“What are we doing here?” 

When Gabe didn’t answer she asked him again. 

Gabe grunted a reply. “The company I work for is doing the redevelopment work.” 

Shit, that was one lie that he now had to keep going. Stupid. 

“Oh … you’re in construction,” Amy said. She sounded surprised.  

“Wait here. I just need to make sure that the work crew are securing everything properly at 

the end of their shift.” 

Amy stepped after Gabe. 

“Do you mind if I come with you? Dodgy neighbourhood, you know.” 

There was no way Gabe could let her see what he was doing inside. It was bad enough that he 

had brought her along. He’d have to make sure Satan didn’t find out. It would make saving her in 

the alley pointless. 

“You’ll be fine, just wait over there,” he said, pointing to a stone bench near the scaffolding. 

He led her over to the seat and turned back towards the church. 

Whoever was responsible for restoring the church certainly had their work cut out for them. 

Most of the stained glass windows had been shattered, and large parts of the roof were burnt out. 

Gabe walked down the left side through a weed-infested garden. 
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Near the back he found what he was looking for, a small door that led into the rear of the 

church. Gabe pushed on it. It was locked. 

He pulled a small leather pouch from inside his overcoat and removed two strips of metal. He 

slid the bulkier of the two, the tension wrench, into the base of the keyhole and twisted it 

clockwise just a fraction. The second strip of metal, the pick, went into the upper part of the 

keyhole and pressed at each of the pins inside the lock. Finding the stiffest pin Gabe pushed it up 

and twisted the tension wrench clockwise a little more, unlocking the pin. He repeated the task 

four more times, each time a faint click told him of his progression. 

The whole process took him a little over ten seconds and upon hearing the final click he 

turned the tension wrench fully clockwise. The door swung open and he stepped inside. 

A long passage stretched into the darkness. 

Gabe slipped the leather pouch back into his pocket and pulled his pistol from its holder. 

This section of the church must have once been the living quarters and offices, but now they 

were just like the rest, burnt out and unusable. 

Why would anyone choose this as a meeting place, Gabe asked himself as he turned to the 

right and moved down another passage? 

Perhaps it was supposed to be some kind of metaphor or something. Whatever it was it was 

lost on him. 

He pushed through a door and found himself in the chapel. 

Despite its dilapidated condition Gabe could see that this had once been a grand room. 

The ceiling was perhaps fifty feet high and this accommodated the balcony seating area that 

ran along the sides of both walls. Hidden in the darkness at the far end Gabe could see a set of 

circular stairs that supplied access up to this upper level. 

The church was of the old style. To his left the chancel was surrounded by ornate bars, which 

formed a sort of cage. A large double door gate granted access to those privileged enough to sit 

in one of the several rows of pews in this enclosed section. 

Gabe almost missed the smaller gate on his left that the priests must have used to gain access 

to the cage. 

A huge slab of marble sat on a raised platform and probably once acted as some kind of altar. 
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Gabe didn’t have to be as careful with his footing now, the rotting floorboards of the back 

rooms had given way to a grime covered marble floor in the chapel. He stalked his way down the 

right side of the room and stopped at the base of the circular stairs. 

Gabe pressed his foot onto the first step and it groaned in protest at his weight. He peered up 

into the darkness. With his pistol out in front he took another hesitant step and climbed the stairs. 

Again the stairs complained. 

He stepped out onto the balcony. The seating up here was more modest, just a series of 

wooden benches. 

He took a step forward and his right boot crashed through the floor. Pulling himself free he 

looked down at the floor, searching for a row of nails that would indicate the presence of a 

support beam underneath. It was an awkward distance away and Gabe was forced to take large 

ungainly steps. 

Three quarters of the way down he came across a broken window. There was still glass 

around the break, indicating it was a recent thing. Probably happened when they put the scaf up, 

Gabe thought. 

He looked over the edge of the balcony and wondered what the people who saw the service 

from these seats thought of those who took their place in the cage. Probably hated them, he 

would have. 

Gabe made his way back downstairs and checked out the rest of the rooms behind the chapel. 

Most of them had holes in either the walls, floor or both. 

A pair of large green eyes watched Gabe from the darkness while he cleared the last room. 

Satisfied that he knew the layout of the ramshackle building Gabe strolled past the hole in the 

wall that provided protection for the green eyes. 

“See you later kitty,” he said and headed for the door. 

 

*** 

 

Amy was where Gabe had left her. She sat on the bench with her legs tucked up, her arms 

wrapped around them, much like the first time he’d seen her. 

“All done,” Gabe said as he emerged from the gloom. 
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Amy shrieked and jumped to her feet. She placed her hands over her heart and tried to take a 

couple of deep breaths. 

“Sorry,” she managed to get out between breaths. “You scared the shit out of me.” 

From a nearby tree an owl hooted. 

Amy shrieked again. This time she jumped towards Gabe, her arms wrapping around him. A 

nervous, embarrassed laugh escaped her mouth. 

“You must think I am a total scaredy cat.” 

She looked up into Gabe’s eyes. 

“I won’t tell anyone what you did for me tonight. I promise. Your secret is safe with me.” 

She lifted herself up on her toes and pressed her lips against his. She wrapped her hands 

around the side of Gabe’s head and pulled him closer. 

Her gentle hands brought warmth to Gabe’s cheeks. 

Amy’s lips parted and her tongue delicately probed its way into his mouth. 

It was a long time since Gabe had felt the touch of a woman. 

She wriggled closer, her body heat warming Gabe’s chest. 

Gabe let his hands slide down her back. 

She moaned lightly. 

Gabe suddenly pulled back. 

Something wasn’t right. The feel of her lips, the way her tongue played with his own, it was 

wrong. It didn’t feel like … like the last woman he’d kissed. 

Gabe stepped back and broke their embrace. 

Amy smiled, pleased with the kiss. 

“We need to leave,” said Gabe. 
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CHAPTER 10 
 

 

Gabe tried to keep his distance as he walked down the street, but Amy kept brushing up 

against him. 

The tip of his ring finger rubbed against the scar on the palm of his right hand. 

Amy tried to loop her arm around Gabe’s as they walked home but he shrugged it off. He 

quickened his pace to prevent her from trying again. 

Across the street Gabe spotted a row of basketball courts that would provide a short cut home. 

He veered towards without warning and crossed the street, scraping past the front of a slow 

moving car to his left. 

Behind him Amy was forced to wait as the car and several others behind it cleared the road. 

Tonight was not going as Gabe had intended. Bloody women, always make things 

complicated, he thought. 

He stepped through a gap in the chain link fence and crossed the first court. 

Ahead on the far court a group of men played a semi-serious game of basketball. The sound 

of Gabe making his way through the wobbling chain link fence caused one of the men to turn. 

He spotted Gabe and tapped the shoulder of the man crouched by his side, who looked up from 

his half-tied shoelace. 

Oh great, thought Gabe as he got close enough to recognise the group. This is all I need. 

He swerved to the right to avoid the inevitable conflict, but the group cut him off. 

“Fancy seeing you again so soon,” said Andreas. He looked around. “What, no buddy 

tonight?” 

“Get out of my way,” said Gabe. 
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Andreas pulled on the lobe of his left ear and eased out a crack in his neck. 

“The other day you were lucky. In any other circumstance I would –” 

“You’d do what?” snapped Gabe. “You’d do nothing, that’s what you’d do. You can’t hurt 

me, you can’t even touch me. It’s forbidden!” 

Andreas rolled his shoulders. “I make the rules. I know what is and what isn’t allowed.” 

“You don’t make the rules.” Gabe stepped forward and gave Andreas a provocative shove 

with both hands. “You just police them.” 

Andreas scrunched his nose and tried to push the welling anger back down. 

One of the angels jabbed his elbow into Andreas and pointed behind Gabe. 

Amy stood a short distance away, trying to remain out of whatever was going on. 

Andreas gave her a bemused look then glanced back at Gabe. 

The rest of the angels had similar expressions on their faces. They looked at one another, then 

at the two intruders in front of them. 

Amy approached, cautious in her movements. 

Andreas observed her movements with keen interest. 

“Do you have any idea who your companion is?” he asked. 

Gabe froze. Surely they weren’t allowed to tell her. 

Amy rested her hand on Gabe’s right elbow. 

“He’s a good man, that’s who he is.” 

One of the angels tried to restrain a laugh. 

Amy rubbed Gabe’s upper arm as she saw him tense at the stranger’s reaction. 

“Why don’t you leave him alone? It’s probably in your best interests.” 

Andreas turned to his fellow angels, a beaming smile for all to see. “Yeah right, whatever you 

say lady.” Half the group erupted in laughter. 

Amy kept hold of Gabe’s arm and pushed her way through the group. Oblivious to their taunts 

she led Gabe to the gates on the far side of the courts. 

“Friends of yours?” she asked. 

Gabe looked back over his shoulder and saw Andreas waving at him. Fucking prick. 

“I don’t have any friends,” he said and turned his back on the angels. 

“I’m your friend.” She pulled tighter on Gabe’s arm to reaffirm her comment. 

Gabe inhaled deeply. “That’s probably not a good idea.” 
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*** 

 

The rest of the walk home had settled into an uncomfortable silence after Gabe had refused to 

elaborate on his statement. The front door to their apartment building couldn’t come fast enough 

for Gabe, and he was relieved when they rounded the final corner. 

He took the front stairs two at a time and pushed through the door, not bothering to hold it 

open for Amy. 

“HEY,” she called out, as they turned to walk down the hallway. “Have I done something to 

piss you off?” 

Gabe stopped in front of the lift. 

Amy pressed the button and turned. “I thought we … I’m a bit confused?” 

The lift door opened behind her and she backed in. 

She reached towards Gabe. Her fingertips ran provocatively down his arm. 

Gabe took a couple of tentative steps forward. 

Amy’s eyes drifted down Gabe’s chest to his groin, where they lingered just a little too long 

before returning up higher. 

Her tongue poked out as she wetted her drying lips. “I just want to say thankyou for saving 

me before.” 

Gabe leaned forward. 

“You just did.” 

He pressed the button for the fifth floor and stepped back. 

Amy cocked her head. “What the –" The doors on the old lift clanged shut and ended the 

conversation. 

Gabe braced himself with his left hand and leaned forward onto the wall. 

He took a deep breath, pulled back and brought his hands up to his face to cover his eyes. He 

inhaled deeply several more times and shook his hands before making an unhurried journey up 

the stairs. 

“You’re a stupid old shit,” he said to himself. The gloom of the stairwell matched his mood. 

He was worried that she’d be waiting for him; so when he reached level five he powered out the 

exit. He was determined to avoid any further contact with her. 
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Thankfully the hallways were clear and Gabe slipped into his apartment without further 

incident. 

He didn’t follow the normal pattern of removing his coat or weapons. Instead he sunk straight 

into his armchair. 

He covered his face again with his hands. 

After a moment of heavy breathing he lifted his head and gazed out the window at the same 

unmoving spot that occupied so much of his time. 

A single tear escaped the corner of his eye and rolled down his cheek. 

“I’m so sorry,” he whispered, his nose becoming snotty. “I’ve betrayed you.” 
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CHAPTER 11 
 

 

Lightning flashed across the sky again, this time from the northern edge of the city. Thunder 

rumbled a few seconds later. 

The storm had rolled in from the south during mid-afternoon with such speed and violence 

that everyone expected it to be over quickly, however the sheer size of the front meant the city 

was lashed by gale force winds for many hours. Trees were torn from the ground and several 

trucks had been overturned on the expressways that circled the city. 

A constant drizzle had settled in now as the winds lost their power, and gave the overworked 

drainage system a respite. 

Several sheets of lightning rippled across the sky again as Gabe peered out from the darkness 

of a cramped doorway. Across the street the soaked church of St Tobias glistened with each burst 

of lightning. 

Satan’s face appeared out of the shadows behind Gabe. 

“How did you find him so quickly?” 

“Abdiel,” Gabe said disinterestedly. 

Satan turned his nose up at the mention of the name. 

“Preachy fucker isn’t he.” 

Gabe remained silent. Abdiel had wandered into his thoughts a few times since their 

encounter the previous day. He was a preachy fucker, but he had also taken time to teach Gabe 

about the world he was forced to inhabit, which was more than Satan had done during his many 

years of service. 
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Abdiel could have simply told him where the False Messiah would be and left it at that. What 

did he get out of helping Gabe? 

“I assume you’ve checked it out,” Satan said. 

“There’s a door at the rear that’s our best point of entry. It leads into the room at the back.” 

“I was thinking of making a more dramatic entrance.” 

Gabe glanced over his shoulder. 

There was a sense of excitement to Satan tonight that had been missing recently. His eyes 

darted from one part of the church to the next. 

“There’s a broken window at the top of the scaffolding that leads to the balcony seating area.” 

He pointed in the direction of the window. 

Satan leaned forward over Gabe’s right shoulder. 

“You take the rear entrance to block their escape,” he said. 

Gabe was eager to get this business finished with. He pulled up the collar of his overcoat and 

stepped out into the rain. He crossed the street with Satan trailing a few steps behind. 

The doorway had provided good protection, but now that he was out in the open Gabe noticed 

the wind had started to pick up again. This time it was coming from the north. It appeared the 

storm was not done with the city just yet. 

Gabe looked up at the roof of the church as he passed through the gates and onto its grounds. 

The wind had blown over the massive metal cross that had stood upright on the roof the day 

before. Its left arm had crashed through the roof of the chapel, adding even more work for the 

restoration team. 

When Gabe reached the door at the rear he turned, ready to show Satan the window he’s 

mentioned before, however the angel had vanished, so instead he picked the lock and slipped 

inside. 

Several leaks in the roof allowed water to drip down onto the rotten floorboards, and Gabe 

dodged his way down the hallway to avoid them. 

He froze as two shapes emerged from the doorways in front of him, one on each side of the 

hallway. 

The two shapes continued towards Gabe, and he whipped out his assault rifle.  

The shapes moved in a slow, lazy manner, not threatened by Gabe’s weapon. Despite their 

sluggish nature there was still an element of menace to them that said, ‘don’t fuck with us.’ 
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The shape on the right slowed and raised its right hand while the other figure continued 

forward so that it was level with Gabe. When they spoke the figures seemed detached from 

reality, their voices floaty. 

“There is no need to threaten us with violence Gabriel,” the shape on the right said. 

“No one calls me Gabriel,” Gabe hissed back. 

“Why, that is the birth name that was given to you was it not?” 

“Get out of my way.” Gabe was not in the mood to get fucked around. 

“I find politeness usually gets a person what they want much faster.” 

The shape on Gabe’s left was too fast for him. It sprung forward and in one motion pushed his 

rifle against the wall with its left hand, flicked on the safety and ejected the magazine containing 

the extra ammo. With its right it reached into Gabe’s coat and pulled out the pistol on his hip and 

jammed it under Gabe’s chin. 

The ejected magazine from the assault rifle clattered against the wooden floorboards. 

Gabe had barely registered what had happened as the angel leaned in close. Its eyes glowed a 

fierce white revealing the soft facial features of a female. 

The first angel spoke again. His voice was still calm and airy. “Threats won’t get you 

anywhere with us.” 

The second angel pulled her head back slightly. Her voice was equally relaxed. 

“We respond much better when asked nicely.” 

“Are you capable of asking us nicely Gabriel?” the first angel said. 

Gabe stared defiantly at him. 

The second angel twisted the pistol under Gabe’s chin. 

“You have to say please,” she added. 

Gabe’s eyes focused on the female angel. He had the shits now, but try as he might he 

couldn’t break the vice like grip that held his rifle in place. 

He broke eye contact with the female angel and looked down. Her face was passive and it 

appeared she was willing to stand there all night if necessary. 

Gabe looked back at the male angel. Both were significantly shorter than any other angel he 

had ever come across. He was just under six foot, while she couldn’t have been more that five 

seven. It was probably their everydayness that had allowed them to get the better of him.  
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His only option was going to hurt, but there didn’t appear to be anything else he could do. He 

took a deep breath and readied himself. 

“Can I please go past?” he said. 

The female angel removed her left hand from the rifle and stepped back. She pulled open 

Gabe’s coat and placed the pistol back in its holster. 

Gabe bent down and picked up the ejected magazine from the ground. 

In the poor light he was unable to see if any dirt had attached itself to the rounds inside. He 

slipped the magazine into his coat and replaced it with a fresh one, which he slid into the 

weapon. 

The two angels glided past Gabe and opened the door. They disappeared into the rain outside. 

What the fuck was that all about? Since when did angels have white eyes? 

He shook his head and cleared the stupid thoughts from his mind. He was here to do a job, so 

he stalked down the hallway and paused when he reached the door that led into the chapel. The 

sound of several muted voices could be heard on the opposite side of the heavy wooden door. 

Gabe eased the door open. Through the gap he saw three men standing in the cage off to the 

left. Two wore clerical clothing, while the third was dressed in jeans and a hooded jumper. 

“I will not allow you to separate me from the people,” the man in the hoody said. He looked 

down on the other two from the raised platform near the altar. 

“But it’s for your own safety,” the taller of the two priests said. “The barricades are there to 

protect you.” 

“Please Messiah,” the other priest said. 

The False Messiah turned away from the priests. “The people must know that I am one of 

them, … that I can be approached freely.” 

“Fine sentiments,” boomed a voice that echoed off the walls. 

The three men turned to try and locate the source of the intrusion. 

Crouched on the gallery railing like a bird of prey was Satan. He leapt off the edge, his coat 

flaring behind him, and landed gracefully on the marble floor. 

The three men in the cage could do nothing but watch in stunned awe as the stranger walked 

towards them. 

Gabe pushed through the doorway and positioned himself next to the smaller access gate that 

led into the cage. 
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Suddenly the taller priest made a run for the small gate. With his eyes still locked on Satan he 

was unaware of Gabe’s presence. 

He heaved his shoulder into the gate but it didn’t budge. He turned to see the reason for the 

blockage and found the barrel of Gabe’s assault rifle sticking through the bars, an inch or so from 

his face. 

“Back,” rasped Gabe. 

The priest took a few hesitant steps away from the gate and returned to his companion. 

Gabe moved into the cage by the side entrance at the same time as Satan strode in via the 

double door gate at the front. 

The False Messiah stuck his hands into the pockets of his hoody and simply stared at Satan. 

“Who are you?” he called out. “And what gives you the right to interrupt us in our work?” 

Gabe kept his rifle aimed at the watchful priests and walked up to the False Messiah. He 

grabbed him by the front of his jumper and dragged him down off the raised platform. 

The False Messiah slapped at Gabe’s hand as he tried to keep his footing. 

Gabe pushed him to his knees so that he was forced to look up at Satan who now stood in 

front of him. 

“Surely the Son of God would recognise the Great Enemy,” Satan said. 

He leaned over the False Messiah. His eyes flashed a bold crimson colour, betraying his true 

identity. 

“Provided of course he actually is who he claims to be.” 

The two priests stumbled back. 

The False Messiah looked up at Satan. 

“Your fight is with me.” He waved in the direction of the two priests. “Let them go.” 

Satan stood up straight and unwrinkled his coat. 

“My fight is with all of man … they stay.” 

“And my job is to save man from you,” the False Messiah said. 

“So you’re here to help now,” Gabe sneered. 

The False Messiah turned to look at Gabe. 

“You are referring to my old life.” He turned away and looked at no one and nothing in 

particular. “My former self hurt a lot of people, ruined their lives.” 

Satan examined the man in front of him. 
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The False Messiah turned back to Gabe and continued. 

“You see I needed to have that life. Without it I would not be able to undertake my current 

duties. It was vital that I was exposed to the evils that plague mankind. Having tasted that which 

corrupts my brothers and sisters I can now fight it and lead man back to the right path, back to 

God. I now have a true understand of what it is that I am fighting.” 

“Sounds to me like you are the reincarnation of Sabbatai Zevi rather than the Son of God.” 

Satan tilted his head. “Are you a Jew?” he mocked. 

“I am a man of God,” the False Messiah said honestly. 

Gabe kicked the False Messiah in the head and he crashed to the ground. 

“You’re a fucking dead man, that’s what you are.” He stepped over the False Messiah’s 

sprawled body, one leg on either side, and took aim at his head. 

“No Gabe,” ordered Satan. “His soul is mine. You can take your anger out on those two over 

there.” He pointed at the two priests a short distance away. 

Gabe remained focused on the figure in front of him. He jabbed the barrel of his rifle into the 

False Messiah’s forehead. 

“You know what he’s done, what effect the Merrygold collapse had on my family.” 

Satan went from composed to enraged in the blink of an eye, his voice full of malice. 

“How do you know what effect it had on them?” 

Gabe looked up from the False Messiah. He knew he’d made a mistake, but his anger had got 

the better of him, allowed him to reveal information he wasn’t supposed to have. He looked over 

at Satan. 

“Do I need to remind you of the rules and what happens if you break them?” Satan said. 

“I haven’t broken them,” Gabe said determinedly. 

“No, I bet you just gave them a good push.” Satan looked up at the ceiling. “Perhaps a 

reminder is in order.” 

Gabe took several unconfident steps away from the False Messiah. 

“Yes, … I think a reminder is definitely in order,” Satan said, more to himself than to Gabe. 

Gabe backed away over to the priests, hopeful that Satan would forget his threat once he 

started to play with the new toy that lay in front of him. 

“There’s still a chance for you to change son,” the taller priest said to Gabe. “Time for you to 

do the right thing.” 
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Gabe slammed the priest against the metal bars of the cage. 

“What the fuck do you know about it?” 

“I know God will forgive anyone if they ask him to,” the priest managed to splutter. 

Gabe let go of the priest. “God won’t forgive me for the things I’ve done.” 

Lightning flashed across the sky and illuminated the interior of the church. A second later a 

roar of thunder followed. The storm had returned. 

Satan stood over the False Messiah. 

“Who told you how to come back? Who told you the secrets?” 

The False Messiah stared silently up at Satan. 

“Was it Semyaza?” Satan yelled. 

The lips of the False Messiah cracked open in what could only be interpreted as a smile. 

Satan dropped to one knee and grabbed the False Messiah’s jumper. 

“Or did Lucifer himself show you?” 

The crack in the False Messiah’s lips turned into a full-blown smile now. “My Father came to 

show me my wrongs and how to undo them.” 

Satan’s laugh came from the pit of his stomach and he lifted the False Messiah with him as he 

stood up. 

The False Messiah’s feet dangled six inches off the floor. 

“God doesn’t speak to man,” Satan spat into the False Messiah’s face. “He has never spoken 

to man.” 

Lightning exploded almost directly over the church and Gabe was forced to shield his eyes as 

the intense light almost blinded him. A deafening clap of thunder followed a second later. 

“Do you ever think he regrets making you,” the False Messiah said calmly. “After all, look at 

what a disappointment you’ve turned out to be. You can’t even keep your own house in order.” 

Satan hurled the False Messiah into the marble altar across the room. He covered the distance 

between them with a dozen huge strides and got down so his face almost touched the False 

Messiah’s. He pressed his hand against the False Messiah’s chest. 

“Don’t worry, you’ll get to experience the order of my house soon enough.” 

 “I’m not afraid of you,” the False Messiah said. “I know that whatever you think you’re 

going to do to me will fail. My Father has told me what I am to achieve. It doesn’t include you 

taking possession of my soul. That belongs to HIM.” 
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“He told you,” scoffed Satan. 

“When he appeared before me and told me my reason for living.” 

“He appeared before you?” 

“He told me my true name.” 

Satan hesitated slightly and pulled back a few inches. “If you’ve seen him,” he said, “you can 

tell me what he looks like.” 

The False Messiah closed his eyes and tried to recall his encounter with God. His eyelids 

scrunched tight as he searched his memory for something that would convince Satan. 

For that moment the only sound that could be heard was the rain pelting down on the 

remnants of the roof above. 

The False Messiah reopened his eyes. His words were less sure now. 

“I … I can’t remember.” 

Satan pulled away, his hand no longer pinning the False Messiah to the floor. The answer was 

not what Satan had expected and he took several confused steps away from the figure that lay on 

the ground before him. 

A finger of lightning ripped through the sky directly overhead and struck the metal cross on 

the roof. The blast filled the church with blinding white light. 

Gabe tried to look away to protect his eyes but was a fraction too slow. He pressed his palms 

against his eyes and squeezed.  

After a few seconds he took them away and blinked several times. In between blinks he saw 

the False Messiah scramble over the top of the marble altar and slip down behind it. 

“Some fucking Messiah,” Gabe said, thunder exploding above him and drowning out his 

words. “Runs at the first sign of trouble.” 

Gabe strode over to the altar, ready to give the False Messiah a beating as he dragged him out 

from his hiding spot. 

To his right Satan just stood where he was, motionless, as if in shock. 

Gabe looked behind the altar. There was nothing there except a small hole in the wall. 

Gabe roared and heaved the altar away from the wall. The heavy marble scrapped against the 

floor. 

Gabe kicked at the rotting wood wall several times with his right boot, making the hole big 

enough for him to get through. 
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He stepped through into the dark room behind and made a quick scan of the room. In the right 

corner an old wardrobe had been pulled away from the wall, revealing a huge hole in the floor. 

Gabe sent the wardrobe crashing to the ground as he dragged it clear. 

A faint light showed a tunnel underneath the floorboards. 

Gabe jumped down into the hole and pressed his back against the slimy stonewall. 

In front of him a tunnel ran off into the distance. Old light bulbs spaced every thirty feet or so 

hung from the ceiling and cast yellow pools of light onto the walls and floor. 

The only problem was that there were two more tunnels running perpendicular to this one. 

Gabe was crouched in a junction. 

He looked left and right down the other tunnels but there was no sign of the False Messiah. 

He closed his eyes, searching for a sound that might tell him which way to go, but there was 

only silence, then scanned the floor, but there was no indication of footprints. The False Messiah 

had completely disappeared. 

Gabe thumped his left hand into the wall and let out a deafening roar that bounced down the 

tunnels after the False Messiah. After a moment of frustration Gabe pulled himself out of the 

hole and returned to the chapel. Aside from Satan, it too was empty, the priests having taken 

their opportunity to escape. 

Gabe swiped at a small stand and knocked it to the ground. A cloud of plaster and dust filled 

the air. He stormed over to Satan. 

“Nice work. Everyone’s got away.” He threw his arms in the air. 

Satan remained in his trancelike state. 

Gabe grabbed him by his jacket and shook him. “HEY.” He shoved Satan back towards the 

pews. 

The action seemed to wake Satan and his eyes focused on Gabe. 

Gabe turned his back on Satan and waved at the wall behind the altar. 

“There’s a maze of fucking tunnels under this place. I’ll never find him down there.” He 

turned back to Satan. “What’d you want me to do?” 

When Satan eventually spoke his words lacked their usually authority. 

“You must kill him.” He almost sounded scared. 
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“Oh is that fucking right,” Gabe screamed. “I’d have to know where he was in order to do that 

wouldn’t I.” He threw his arm up in the air again. “Why don’t you pull out that crystal ball of 

yours so you can find him for me.” 

Satan remained silent. 

Gabe marched over and clicked his fingers in front of Satan’s face. 

“Time to wake up now.” 

Satan seemed oblivious to the gesture. 

“You should’ve let me put a bullet in him,” ranted Gabe. 

Satan slowly regained his composure. “There’s still time for that.”  

“No,” Gabe said, calmer now. “The time for that was five minutes ago.” 

Satan turned to look at Gabe who was pacing backwards and forwards across the room. 

“We know where he’s going to be in two days time,” he said slowly. 

Gabe continued pacing and shook his head. 

“He won’t turn up there, not now.” 

“He has to if he’s to save mankind,” said Satan, still far from his normal self. “He’s the Son of 

God.” 
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CHAPTER 12 
 

 

“I’m not sure it’s a good idea for you to go out there,” the taller priest said. 

“No,” the shorter one agreed. He shook his head from side to side as he looked over at the 

False Messiah. The three of them stood behind the huge stage in Whitley plaza. “Are you not 

worried after what happened in the church?” 

The False Messiah raised his hand in a gesture that silenced them. He looked up at the giant 

cross that was erected on the stage. It hung over him like a rain soaked cloud, its shadow 

covering him in darkness. “I don’t think it’s appropriate for that to be there,” he said. 

The priests looked up at the eight-foot tall cross. 

“It is an important symbol for the people who have gathered here to see you,” the taller priest 

said. “It helps them identify with your cause.” 

“I think you mistake the nature of my intentions,” the False Messiah said. 

“It would also help if you took on the traditional dress,” said the smaller priest, a final attempt 

to get him into the clerical clothing that hung on a cross beam under the stage. 

The False Messiah walked over to the clothing and tore it down. He held it out in front 

disdainfully. “This is not what the people want to see,” he said and threw the clothes to the 

ground. “They’re sick and tired of being told what to do by old men who have no conception of 

what it’s like to live in the world. They deserve a leader who has been through the troubles that 

plague them, a leader who has tasted the poison that tempts them, a leader who knows what it is 

like to be them.” 

The taller priest turned away while the other rubbed his tired eyes. 
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“I will not be a puppet for you and your church,” the False Messiah yelled. “I have been 

brought back to help the people, to show them there is hope.” He ran his hands over the mustard 

coloured dress shirt and navy slacks that clothed him. “These are the clothes of my people. By 

dressing as one of them they will find it easier to put their faith in me.” 

He turned his back on the two priests. “Without that, all this will be wasted.” 

He waved at the stage that separated him from the gigantic crowd that had gathered to listen 

to him speak. 

More had turned up than expected. Over twenty five thousand people overflowed the plaza, 

and more spilled out onto the surrounding streets, disrupting the flow of traffic. 

Police officers were in the process of installing barriers to block off vehicle access to ensure 

the safety of those unable to make it into the plaza. 

Several news vans took up vital space at the rear of the plaza, their reporters delivering 

rehearsed speeches into microphones as cameras panned over the crowd behind them. 

One of the cameras lingered over the cross placed behind the microphone while a reporter 

finished his report. 

“… the cross is a powerful symbol that many people here today rely upon as the cornerstone 

of their faith. It will be interesting to see how many of them are willing to embrace what is going 

to be said here today. After all he has not tried to hide his past. In fact he has openly admitted 

that until recently his life was full of sin.” 

Gabe stared down at the crowd through the scope of his sniper rifle. He panned off the 

reporter onto a large flag that hung lifeless on the side of the plaza. Next to it was a large 

speaker. It was identical to the ones that sat on the stage behind the cross, one on either side. In 

total ten speakers were placed throughout the plaza to spread the False Messiah’s message. 

Gabe checked his watch. They were running late. Not surprising really, nor did it matter. 

He was perched on the rooftop of the old Carrington Hotel; the shadows of the non-functional 

neon sign behind him would conceal his presence for the rest of the afternoon. 

The building had been abandoned years ago after nearly being destroyed when the child killer 

Hector Falzon had taken refuge in it. It had taken half the cops in the city dressed in riot gear just 

to clear the crowd that had gathered in front of the hotel so that SWAT teams could get in there 

after him. 
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It was widely known that Hector would rather die than go to jail, so the cops hadn’t even 

bothered trying to negotiate. In truth they just wanted this over. Hector Falzon had proved to be a 

real problem for them and this provided them with the perfect opportunity to solve it. 

Every SWAT team in the city had been assembled to make sure that Falzon never left the 

building, almost one hundred men in total. A third of these never saw their loved ones again. 

The first SWAT team was killed as they set off one of Falzon’s booby traps. The entire third 

floor of the hotel erupted in flames as explosives incinerated the twelve-man unit. 

The rest were more cautious after that, and for the next several hour’s machine gun fire filled 

the corridors of the hotel. 

At the cost of another twenty-three lives the SWAT teams finally managed to trap Falzon on 

the top floors of the eighteen-story hotel. 

Rather than risk more lives by attempting a final assault the police chief decided to set fire to 

the upper floors. He knew that one of two things would happen. Either Falzon would surrender, 

or he would burn to death. The chief hoped for the second option. 

The SWAT teams had made sure that there was no chance of escape, igniting multiple fires 

that burned quickly. Police and citizens watched as flames licked their way through the upper 

levels of the hotel. 

Without warning Falzon burst through a window on the top floor. The leap should have 

resulted in his death, but somehow he made the impossible jump and crashed onto the fire escape 

on the building across the street. Apparently uninjured by the fall, Falzon had got to his feet, 

kicked in the window and disappeared inside the building. It was the closest the police ever came 

to catching him. After that he was never seen again. 

That had been a long time ago, thought Gabe. Fifteen, twenty years, something like that. 

He checked the range finder on the ledge in front of him again. 

873 yards to the podium. At this range it would take less than a second for the .50 calibre 

bullet to hit its mark. 

He flicked off the safety switch above the trigger on the DSR-50. Good weight he thought to 

himself as he repositioned the butt of the sniper rifle against his shoulder. Pity they didn’t have 

these a few yeas ago.  

The bull-pup design meant that all the weight was positioned in the rear of the rifle. That 

allowed the overall length of the weapon to remain a respectable fifty-three inches without 
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having to shorten the length of the barrel. It also factored in for the heavy blast compensator that 

was mounted to the muzzle. The cylindrical device would help hide the location of the powerful 

shot as it sped at over 2800 feet per second towards its target. 

Gabe checked the series of small flags he had positioned between himself and the plaza. Not 

even the slightest flutter from any of them, perfect conditions. 

It was time to get this over with. Ever since this fucker had turned up Gabe’s life had become 

a mess. Everyone wanted him to do something. Kill this person don’t kill this person. He didn’t 

care anymore. If he’d been allowed to just do his thing everyone would’ve been happy, but that 

hadn’t happened. 

It was because of this arsehole that he’d met Amy. What was he supposed to do about her? 

She’d caused almost as much trouble. Perhaps he should tell Satan about her. That way her death 

wouldn’t be his fault. 

Those closest to the stage reacted first, a buzz of excitement as the False Messiah stepped out 

from behind a partition and climbed the steps on the left-hand side of the stage. Within seconds 

the whole plaza cheered his arrival. 

Gabe tracked the False Messiah as he moved across the stage, his arms raised to the crowd in 

acceptance of their joy at being in his presence. He stopped before he reached the podium and 

clutched his hands to his heart. 

Gabe squeezed the trigger. 

The bullet rocketed out of the muzzle over the tops of the building towards the plaza. It 

punched through the hands and heart of the False Messiah then exploded out his back in a red 

mist. 

The violent blast caused the False Messiah to fly back through the air into the cross as the 

sound of the shot finally arrived. 

Horrified screams erupted from those in the crowd close enough to see what had happened. 

Within seconds the entire plaza was filled with panic. 

Gabe yanked his rifle off the ledge and quickly pulled it apart, sliding the six components into 

a padded suitcase. He turned his back on the chaos taking place in the plaza and headed for the 

stairs. 

On the stage the two priests rushed over to the body of the False Messiah, but quickly realised 

there was nothing they could do. 
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As more people rushed to his side they saw for the first time an image that the media would 

replay for days to come, that of the False Messiah sprawled out on the cross, just like the famous 

image of the man he claimed to be. Gapping holes in his palms revealed the horizontal wooden 

beam underneath, while his turned head slumped against the vertical one. “The saviour of the 

people was dead,” the media would say. 
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CHAPTER 13 
 

 

Gabe lay slumped in his leather armchair. His blood shot eyes gazed out the window at the 

usual spot. It was a room on the fourth floor of the building across the street. 

Inside that room, behind the window, a woman lay motionless on a hospital bed. Tubes 

spiralled out from her withered arms into several machines that cluttered up the small space. The 

thin cotton gown that covered her body rose and fell in a rhythmic fashion, her breathing 

controlled by a tube that parted her lips and burrowed deep into her throat. Her wrinkled skin 

hung limp against her bones, the muscle that had once supported it was long gone.  She was too 

old to still be living, not that you could really call her existence living. 

“I’ve tried to do the right thing Maggie,” Gabe sobbed. “What I thought was best for you 

both, but everything … well nothing went how I thought it would.” 

Tears rolled off his chin and added to the salty patches that had already formed on his shirt. 

He longed to be able to touch his wife, just one more time. 

“I miss you so much. You’re my reason for continuing.” He snivelled in a breath. “But 

perhaps I’ve been selfish to continue on this long.” 

Gabe tore his eyes away from his wife and looked down at the pistol that lay on the right 

armrest of the chair. 

A sliver bullet stood upright next to the trigger. 

Tears streamed down Gabe’s cheeks as he stared at the bullet while his fingers caressed the 

handle of the gun. 



French/THE DEVIL’S BODYGUARD 
 
 

101 

 

PART 02 

PROLOGUE 

 

 

The first rays of the new day penetrated the barn through the gaps between the wooden slats 

on the eastern wall. The weather-beaten structure had been there for over fifty years, although it 

was doubtful it would see another fifty. 

The dusty sunlight cast lines across Gabe’s face as he sat there, silent, his eyes locked on the 

battle-worn black and white photo in front of him. 

The image contained two people, one, a woman in her late twenties he remembered holding, 

the other, an infant who he was as yet to hold, and perhaps never would. 

He’d been ordered to do some dumb things since being conscripted, all allegedly in the best 

interests of mankind, but this was by far the most insane. 

The drop into Normandy behind Utah Beach had not gone according to plan. Less than a mile 

out from the drop point their plane had been bombarded by anti-aircraft fire from the fields 

below. Gabe hadn’t waited for the green light. He pushed the man in front of him out of the 

plane then jumped himself. Several soldiers followed him out before the plane exploded and 

spiralled towards to ground. 

Their objective was to help seize control of St Come-du-Mont, a small village to the north 

west of Carentan. Once secured they were supposed to destroy the railway bridge directly to the 

west. Control of these two points along the northern road meant the Allies could prevent the 

German re-enforcement of their troops in Cherbourg. 

And if everything had gone according to plan it might have worked. 
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Instead, Gabe found himself half buried in a bog near the Douve River. 

Part of him had wanted to stay there, hidden. This wasn’t his plan. He didn’t want to be there. 

But there was safety in numbers so he’d crept his way north, hopeful that he might link up with 

other soldiers who had survived the drop. 

It wasn’t long before he’d come across a small squad led by Colonel Johnson. Johnson was 

determined that he should achieve his mission objectives, the first of which involved taking 

control of the La Barquette dam which lay in-between Carentan and St Come-du-Mont. 

Travel to the dam had been tough. Not only were the marshlands extremely wet, they were 

also significantly lower in height than the German held towns that surrounded them. The area 

was later described by historians as a hornet’s nest, with bullets whizzing around all over the 

place, in reality, it was much, much worse. 

Throughout the night Gabe and his fellow soldiers were forced to crawl through the swamp as 

the Germans rained down fire from their elevated positions. Prone bodies were torn apart by 

mortar rounds, while machine gun fire waited for anyone who got to their feet. It had been pure 

luck that had allowed them to take control of the dam. A mad dash across open terrain just before 

dawn had somehow been successful and Gabe and his fellow troops had been able to fortify their 

position before the bombardment from Carentan had begun. 

Throughout the rest of D-Day, Gabe had watched as the Germans proceeded to tear apart the 

rest of the soldiers under Johnson’s command, while he desperately tried to secure the town of St 

Come-du-Mont. Gabe had been more than happy to watch from the relative safety of the dam 

while others bled for their country. 

The soft creak of the wooden floor behind Gabe jolted him from his thoughts. 

“It’s just me,” a coarse voice said, as a heavily built figure stepped out of the shadows. 

Gabe didn’t turn to see who it was, he knew who the voice belonged to. 

The man stood over Gabe’s shoulder. “You’ll see them again son.” 

Gabe turned and glared at the man who sat down a short distance away. He hated being called 

son. 

The man reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out a cigarette. The spark from the lighter 

momentarily illuminated his face as he lit the cigarette that hung from his lip. Somehow he’d 

found time to shave around his well-groomed moustache. He lifted his head and blew out a 

mouthful of smoke. 
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“I don’t think this is working out son,” he growled, his voice that of someone who had spent a 

lifetime smoking. 

Gabe didn’t respond, instead he reached into one of his ammo pouches and removed a stick of 

gum. 

“You don’t make an effort with the other men,” the man continued. 

Gabe stuck the gum in his mouth and started to chew. 

“You’re a good soldier, brave, one of the best shots I’ve ever seen, but you don’t instil 

confidence in those around you.” The man tilted his head to the left. There was a loud crack as 

the vertebrae in his neck re-aligned themselves. “The men don’t trust and to be honest, neither do 

I.” 

The man sucked on the cigarette again while he waited for Gabe to respond. All he got was 

silence. 

“Don’t you care about the men by your side?” the man asked. 

“The only thing I care about,” Gabe said, “Is seeing my daughter for the first time, holding 

her high, and kissing my wife, telling her how sorry I am for everything.” 

Gabe turned his attention back to the photo. His next words were directed to the two girls in 

the image. “If I make it out of this god awful mess alive, and believe me I will do what ever it 

takes to do so, then I’m going to become the man I should’ve been before, a better man, a man 

deserving of love.” 

The man to his right regained his feet, another billow of smoke accompanied the move. 

“When we regroup with the rest of battalion I’m going to have you transferred to another unit.” 

Gabe ignored the comment and continued to stare at the photo of his wife and daughter. 

The man took several steps than stopped. 

“I’m a Major God damn it. Most people respect that.” 

Gabe took his eyes off the image. His head turned ever so slightly to the right. 

The Major continued. “They follow my orders without question, and when I tell them to take 

up their position’s near the church they do it.” He stuck the cigarette into the left corner of his 

mouth and barked, “You’re no exception son, now get the fuck out there!” 

 

*** 
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Gabe stared down the site of his M1 Carbine at the tree line less than half a mile away. He 

was calm, his body motionless, but ready to act when the time came. 

On his left, an ancient stone church towered above him. The constant German bombardment 

had flattened most of the other buildings in the small village, including the one he now took 

cover in, but not the church. It had somehow remained intact. 

“What’s taking them so long?” a restless soldier to his right said. “We’ve been here all day.” 

When no one answered Gabe said, “They can’t move the tanks in until the ground dries out.” 

The soldier turned to face Gabe, “I’m not much for rain, but I sure wish it would start up 

again.” 

“Wilkes, you idiot,” a voice said from some where within the rubble. “We need the ground to 

dry out so our tanks can get in here with the rest of 3rd and relieve us.” 

Wilkes was young, probably too young to legally be in the army and Gabe could tell from the 

kid’s eyes that all he wanted to do was go home. Stupid kid had probably volunteered. 

From the wrecked second floor a soldier sneezed. “Man, I sure could do with a hot shower.” 

“I’m surprised you want to see water again after all the rain we’ve had over the past week,” 

the soldier in the rubble said.  

There were still a few small puddles on the road in front of the house, but the heat of the sun 

was quickly evaporating the signs of the torrential rain that had prevented the German counter 

attack. 

The Allies’ initial attack on the village had met little resistance. Instead of digging in, the 

German troops had fled into the woods on the northern end of the village, the same woods that 

Gabe and his squad now watched. 

“This is insane,” Wilkes said, echoing Gabe’s thoughts. “We should have waited for the rest 

of the company before we took this shit hole.” 

Support was supposed to be right behind them, but the Major had felt they had a chance at 

taking the village before dark, and they did, but then the weather had closed in, leaving the 

village, and its American occupants, cut off. 

The village was worth the risk, the Major had told his men, as the rain soaked the town that 

night. The bridge that crossed the river on the western edge was the only one for thirty miles, and 

control of it would allow for greater options when it came to supplying the battlefront. 
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It did however present a risk to the allies. If the Germans controlled the bridge it would allow 

them to counter attack from the flank, and because of this there were orders to destroy it if the 

town was overrun.  

The road to the east had been severely bombed the week before in an attempt to prevent 

German tanks from taking their position nearby, however this meant that allied tanks were also 

unable to use the road. The only approach now was from the north, through the woods. 

“Hey Gabe,” Wilkes said, “Do you think it hurts when you die?” 

Gabe remained focused on the tree line ahead as he answered. 

“Yeah, I reckon it hurts a whole bunch.” 

Wilkes nodded his head, “Do you suppose that’s so Heaven feels better, you know, so you 

have something to compare it against? You get the worst before you get the best.” 

“There is no Heaven Wilkes,” Gabe said flatly. “When you’re dead, you’re dead, and dead is 

what we’re all gonna be if you don’t shut the fuck up.” 

“Yeah Wilkes,” hissed the man in the rubble. “Keep talking so the Krauts know where to aim 

their mortar’s, you fucking genius.” 

Wilkes turned to Gabe and whispered, “You’re wrong Gabe. There is a Heaven.” 

From behind the tree line a series of faint popping sounds were heard. For several seconds 

there was silence then the air was filled with a high pitched whistle. 

Mortar rounds detonated into the building behind them. 

Despite the deafening sound the Major’s voice could still be heard, “Hold you fire men, wait 

until the Krauts are out in the open.” 

A mortar hammered into the roof of the church. Gabe wrapped his arms around his head as 

debris rained down around him. 

Howls of pain could be heard from inside the church. 

Unable to controls his nerves any longer Wilkes fired his weapon into the tree line. 

His panicked shot set everyone else off and the American troops revealed their position to the 

Germans in the woods. 

Blasts of heavy machine gun fire erupted from the edge of the woods. Gabe buried his head 

behind a pile of rubble as a wave of bullets flew in his direction. 

Suddenly a Tiger tank burst through a small gap in the trees. Its turret aimed directly at the 

building Gabe and the rest of the soldiers were using as cover. 
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Wilkes froze, as too did several of the other men nearby. 

The barrel on the top of the tank belched forth a terrifying roar. 

“Move.” Gabe jumped to his feet, ignoring the danger from the machine gun fire. He grabbed 

the stunned Wilkes on his right, but only managed to drag him a few paces before the 88mm 

shell pummelled the top story of the building. 

Gabe dove to the ground, as the top floor collapsed. 

Dust blanketed everything on the ground floor and for several seconds Gabe’s vision was 

totally obscured. He kicked at the plank of wood that lay across his legs. Around him several of 

the soldiers tried to drag themselves out of the wreckage. 

The dust worked its way into Gabe’s lungs and he coughed several times. He looked around 

between coughs, somehow Wilkes had survived. 

Wilkes gave him a thumbs up and started to crawl out of the ruins. 

Fuck crawling, Gabe thought. Thankfully he’d managed to keep hold of his rifle and he got to 

his feet. 

German infantry flooded the field between the woods and the town. That was all the 

motivation Gabe needed. He didn’t bother to check on the other soldiers around him, he simply 

sprinted through the wrecked building and out onto the street. 

He darted around the back corner of the church just as the Tiger fired another shell into the 

building behind him. This one caused the total collapse of the upper floor. 

Gabe paused for a second and caught his breath. It would only be a matter of minutes before 

the town was overrun by Germans. The safest place now was on the other side of the bridge. 

Gabe hugged the side of the church. All around him mortars bombarded the village. They tore 

up the road and shattered the sides of the buildings. 

Gabe approached the end of the church and slowed. 

In front of him, running directly across his path was one of the main roads in the village. If he 

turned left Gabe would be able to make his way into the centre of the village, which should 

provide him with cover as he made his way to the bridge. The down side was that it left his rear 

exposed to the German infantry crossing the field to his right. 

But he had to use it, there was no other alternative. 

He took a deep breath, then went for it. 
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He sprinted around the corner and hugged the left side of the street, presenting as small a 

target as possible. 

All of a sudden the wall to his left erupted. It spewed bricks and dust into the street, the result 

of a direct impact from a mortar round. 

The blast flung Gabe into the air and smashed him into the wall on the far side of the road. 

He lay motionless for a few seconds. Everything was blurry and his head felt like someone 

had jammed a hundred needles into it. He closed his right eye, trying to get just his left to focus, 

but that only increased the pain in his head. 

From behind him a guttural voice bounced off the wall. “Prüfen Sie die Kirche.” 

Gabe shook his head confused, the words didn’t make sense. Then he realised they were 

German. 

SHIT! The Germans were behind him. 

Gabe eased a look back down the street, careful not to disturb the rubble that temporarily 

masked his presence from the German soldiers. 

Thirty yards away five infantrymen were preparing to storm the church. 

Gabe scanned the area for his rifle, but it was nowhere to be seen. 

He turned back to the threat behind him and saw one of the German’s lob a grenade through 

the window of the church. 

The soldier closest to the door bounced up and down on the balls of his feet. His right index 

finger rubbed against the trigger of his rifle. He waited for the muffled sound of the grenade 

explosion then kicked in the door and charged inside. The four remaining Germans followed him 

in and for the moment the street was empty. 

Gabe seized the opportunity and pushed himself to his feet. For a moment his vision turned a 

dazzling white as his body protested against the sudden movement by flooding his head with 

blood. He blindly charged down the street for a few seconds before the ground in front of him 

slowly came back into focus. There was an intersection not more than ten yards away. He slowed 

and lent against the wall to his right so he could catch his breath. 

He poked his head around the corner. 

There was nothing to the right, the direction he needed to go. He pivoted his head to the left 

and froze. 
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A hundred yards away a single German soldier exited a building. He spotted Gabe instantly, 

raised his weapon and fired. Gabe hit the deck and the first two shots buried into the wall above. 

He didn’t give the German another chance. He sprinted across the street towards the safety of 

a relatively undamaged house. Machine gun fire chased him and Gabe dove through the open 

doorway. 

He rolled onto his back and lashed out with both feet, slamming the door closed. 

He rolled back over onto his stomach. His situation had not improved. 

The room had only one exit, the door behind him. The stairs to the upper level in the far 

corner were completely destroyed. Judging by its setup it was obvious that whoever had been 

living in the house had been forced to live out of this single main room. In the left corner was a 

double bed, next to it a cupboard. On the wall to his right a dining room table sat against a small 

chest of drawers. 

“Kommen Sie jetzt, heraus und Ihr Tod wird schnell sein,” the German soldier yelled from 

outside. 

Gabe jumped to his feet, his eyes darted around the room. 

The soldier yelled again, this time in English. 

“I’m coming for you Yankee Doodle.” 

The door crashed open and the German jumped into the room, The MP-44 assault rifle in his 

hands ready to fire. 

The room was empty. 

The German squinted his eyes as he took a few steps forward. The American had to be 

somewhere. He took a few steps towards the cupboard he called out again. “Come out, come out, 

wherever you are.” 

He rushed the last few steps, trying to catch his prey off guard and flung the cupboard door 

open. 

Empty. 

He backed away from the cupboard and turned his gaze to the bed. 

“Under the bed Yankee?” 

The German flopped to the ground his gun ready to fire at the enemy hiding underneath. 

Empty. 

Confused, the German started to get to his feet. 
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A flash of motion in the corner of his eye caused the German to turn his head. He flung his 

hands up defensively as the dining room table crashed into him. The impact jarred the rifle out of 

his hands and he stumbled backwards. 

While the German tried to regain his balance Gabe leapt across the overturned table. He 

wrapped his arms around the foreign soldier and they tumbled across the bed as one, before 

crashing onto the wooden floor on the other side. 

Before the German had a chance to clear his head Gabe’s right fist thundered into his jaw. 

Again the German flung his arms up defensively and his right forearm managed to absorb 

Gabe’s second blow. 

Wrapped up tight the two men wrestled on the floor before a stray elbow caught Gabe in the 

head. The impact stunned him for brief moment and this allowed the German to head butt Gabe, 

his helmet clanging into Gabe’s right eyebrow. 

Gabe reeled back from the violent collision, instinctively raising both hands to his wounded 

face. 

The German heaved Gabe off of him and pushed him to the floor. 

Gabe rolled onto his back, that white haze partially clouding his vision once more. 

The German jumped to his feet. 

Gabe’s eyesight returned just in time to see the German pull out a combat knife out of his 

boot. 

The German lunged at Gabe, the knife going straight for his throat. 

Gabe rolled to his left, the knife zipping past his shoulder. 

The knife buried itself into the wooden floor, the force of the lunge causing it to become 

wedged there. 

As the German tried to pull the knife free Gabe grabbed a piece of debris, and rolling back to 

his right smashed it over the Germans head. 

The German collapsed face first to the floor. 

The blow had not defeated the German though, his helmet absorbing most of the impact. He 

raised his head. 

A few feet in front of him, his rifle lay on the ground. 

Gabe jumped onto the German’s back, as he began to claw his way towards the gun. 
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Gabe pounded the German’s kidneys, first a right, then a left, then another left as the German 

started to wheeze. Several more blows and the German went limp. 

Gabe rolled the German over onto his back, his knee’s pinning the soldiers arms to the 

ground. He lowered his hands clamping them around the German’s throat. 

The German’s eyes opened wide, panicked as he realised his fate. He thrashed out with his 

legs, his lower body bucking wildly. 

Gabe simply stared into the German’s eyes, as the life started to go out of them, a bead of 

sweat rolling off his nose and landing on the German’s cheek. 

After a moment the German stopped resisting, with his strength almost gone the muscles 

around his neck relaxed. 

Gabe increased the strength of his grip, crushing the German’s throat and breaking his neck. 

Without hesitation, Gabe got to his feet and stepped over the lifeless body and picked up the 

German’s MP-44 assault rifle. 

Crouched on his knees, Gabe eased back the bolt of the rifle, checking to make sure there was 

a round in the chamber. He then stepped back over to the dead German and removed several 

extra magazines, jamming them into his ammo pouches as he moved back to the front door. 

He eased the door open and peered out. 

To his left four German soldiers advanced down the street, headed for the bridge, their backs 

to him. 

Gabe raised the assault rifle and jammed its butt firmly into his right shoulder. With his free 

left hand, Gabe pulled the door open and squeezed the trigger. 

The first round found its mark, tearing into the shoulder of the closest soldier. As the force of 

the blow spun him around the second and third bullets buried into the man’s chest, exploding out 

his back, blood spraying on the wall behind him. 

Gabe’s aim had moved onto his second target before his first victim had even hit the ground, 

the three round burst plugging the soldier squarely in the back. 

The deaths of their companions caused the two remaining soldiers to turn and search for their 

attacker. 

The third soldier took 3 rounds to the chest before he located the source. 

The last remaining soldier saw the muzzle flash of Gabe’s weapon and opened fire with is 

MP-40 machine gun. 
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Gabe ducked back inside the doorway as a barrage of bullets sprayed the wall outside. 

Poking the barrel of his rifle around the corner of the door, Gabe sprayed the street with a 

dozen rounds. 

The soldier dived for cover as several of the bullets rocketed past his head. 

Not hearing the clatter of the MP-40 Gabe retook his position in the doorway. 

Lying face first in the street, the German soldier pushed himself up onto his knees, and froze. 

Pointing directly at him from the doorway was the barrel of Gabe’s weapon. 

The last thing he saw was the flash as Gabe sent a round hurtling into the soldier’s skull, 

killing him instantly. The second round that followed a fraction of a second later tore the 

soldier’s skull apart, the third skimmed over the top as the ruined corpse of the soldier fell to the 

street. 

With the street now clear, Gabe stepped out of the building. He ejected the magazine from the 

rifle and reached into his ammo pouch, pulling out a full one and inserting it into the housing. 

The mortar fire had ceased now that the German troops were walking the streets and an eerie 

silence had settled over the village. 

Gabe hustled across the street and slammed his back against the wall of a long building that 

extended down the street. 

He pivoted his head in slow arcs as he snuck towards to the bridge, watchful for more German 

soldiers that might use the alley up ahead as an ambush point. 

As the alley approached Gabe stopped, unsure whether he should dart across, or find an 

alternate route. He decided to push forward, but the sound of a boot scuffing against some rubble 

around the corner stopped him cold, his breath caught in his throat as he dared not even breathe. 

“Watch it,” a voice hissed, an American voice. 

Gabe heaved a sigh of relief and stole a glance around the corner. 

The house on the other side of the alley was in ruins, and hiding amongst the rubble were the 

Major and Wilkes. 

“Wilkes,” Gabe whispered. 

Wilkes and the Major spun around. Wilkes was clearly on edge, his weapon erratic in its 

movements. 

As Gabe stepped out from the corner, the tension on Wilkes face eased just a little. 

The Major turned back to stare out the window in front of him. 
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Gabe vaulted the broken wall and stepped through the rubble. 

“Everyone else is dead,” Wilkes murmured, as Gabe moved past him. 

The Major kept his eyes locked on the plaza that stood in between him and the bridge as Gabe 

settled himself on the right side of the window. 

The plaza was at least fifty yards across. At some point in the past it had been the hub of 

social activity for the village. Tables and chairs from the abandoned café were littered 

throughout and in the middle of the plaza was a circular fountain. The water for the fountain had 

long since been turned off and out of its centre rose a stone man, a soldier from the looks of 

things. On the far side of the plaza a bridge spanned the river that cut through the village. 

“We need to get across and blow the bridge,” the Major said. He turned to Gabe who was 

staring out the window. “I need to know that you’re going to follow orders son. Can you do 

that?” 

Gabe turned to the Major. He had a better chance of surviving this thing if he had these two 

idiots to distract the Germans. 

“Yeah,” was all he said. 

The Major turned back to the scene outside, satisfied that Gabe was being truthful with him. 

“Wilkes and I are going to make a break for it.” 

Behind them, Wilkes shuffled in his stance, clearly unhappy with the plan. 

“You need to cover us from here,” the Major continued. “When we reach the bridge Wilkes 

will stop and cover you while I go ahead and ready the explosives.” 

The Major turned. He placed his right arm on Gabe’s shoulder. 

“They can’t be allowed to take that bridge son.” 

The Major took his hand off Gabe’s shoulder and beckoned for Wilkes to join him over at the 

door. 

“I’ll go first,” he said and pointed out the door to an overturned cart fifteen yards away. 

“When I get to that cart, you go. Is that clear Wilkes?” 

Wilkes nodded. 

“OK, you make sure you join me at the cart so you can cover me. We’ll leap frog our way 

across. You got that?” 

Wilkes continued to nod his head. 
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The Major cast one last look at Gabe, who was back looking out the window, then sprinted 

out of the doorway. He made a beeline for the overturned cart. 

As the Major reached the cart, the terrified Wilkes took off, but instead of heading for the 

cart, he ran towards the bridge. 

The Major turned to make sure Wilkes had left the doorway, and was horrified when he saw 

what was happening. 

In the same moment a Tiger tank crested the hill down near the tree line. The Major never saw 

it, his attention focused on Wilkes. 

Gabe saw it though. He called out to the Major, but it was too late, the Major was up and 

running, chasing Wilkes across the plaza. 

Gabe turned back to the tank; its turret had turned toward the two crazed men, now exposed in 

the middle of the plaza. From its elevated position the Tiger had a clear shot at them. 

Gabe braced himself against the door as the Major crash tackled Wilkes to the ground. 

“What the fuck do you’re think you are doing son?” the Major growled as he rolled Wilkes 

over. 

“I’m sorry sir,” Wilkes stammered. He wiped dirt from his forehead. “I …I just have to get 

our of here.” 

“We all do son. But we have to do it together, ok?” 

Wilkes nodded, unable to look the Major in the eye. 

The Major patted him on the back. “It’s ok son.” 

The roar from the turret of the Tiger tank echoed across the village. 

Its round landed just short of the two men, but it was close enough. Both bodies disappeared 

behind a wall of smoke and debris. 

Gabe stood in the doorway, unable to move. 

As the smoke cleared it became apparent that there was nothing left of either man, the blast 

from the 88mm canon had completely obliterated both men from the face of the earth. 

Gabe stepped back inside, and slumped against the wall. He let the rifle in his hand fall to the 

floor and he leaned his head back. 

He was contemplating whether the Germans would accept his surrender when the room was 

filled with dust, as a second round from the Tiger impacted with the corner of the building. 
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A high-pitched ringing filled his ears and Gabe felt around for his weapon, the dust still too 

thick to see clearly. He didn’t have long before the Tiger took out the rest of the building. 

His left hand latched onto his rifle and Gabe got to his feet. 

Standing next to where the door used to be, Gabe closed his eyes. The black and white image 

of his daughter filled his mind. 

“I’m sorry baby,” he murmured before he heaved himself out of the doorway and into the 

plaza. 

Small arms fire erupted from the northern end as a squad of German soldiers, obscured until 

now by a low stonewall, opened fire. 

Gabe headed straight for the overturned cart, and crashed into it as the Tiger took a pot shot at 

the running American. The shell was way off target and it sailed into a building overlooking the 

plaza in the south. 

Gabe leaned over the top of the cart and fired several rounds at the German squad behind the 

stonewall. 

They returned fire and Gabe’s cover was immediately peppered with rounds, forcing him to 

duck back down. He knew he couldn’t stay here for long, that Tiger was almost reloaded for 

sure. He stuck his weapon over the top of the cart and blindly fired a few more rounds. Then he 

went for it. 

His only chance was a flat out sprint for the bridge. 

He didn’t get far before the Tiger fired again, the cart that had only seconds ago been his 

cover, disintegrated as the powerful shell rammed into it. 

The explosion sent Gabe cart-wheeling uncontrollably through the air, but as his body twisted, 

something unexpected happened. The events around him began to slow. 

Bullets carved their way through the air, small ripples forming from their rear as they inched 

towards their intended target. The men who fired the bullets waved their arms, their muscles 

fighting the friction caused by the sudden thickness in the atmosphere. 

Behind him, the smoke from the Tiger round tried to expand into the surrounding area. 

And then Gabe was falling. 

He tried to brace himself for the fall, but like everything else around him he seemed to be 

fighting an invisible force. 

Until he hit the ground. 
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His left shoulder took the brunt of the impact, and as he rolled along the cobblestones his 

body ramped back up to real-time. 

Lying on the ground he became aware that he was surrounded by total silence. At first he 

thought the explosion had made him deaf, but as he rolled onto his stomach he heard the 

scratching of pebbles. He pushed himself up from the ground. 

Everything around him seemed frozen. 

Bullets hung in the air. Several of the men behind the wall were in mid-scream, while others 

were in the process of unleashing more rounds in Gabe’s direction. 

On the hill behind them, several Tiger tanks sat parked, the smoke rising from their exhausts 

was motionless. 

Gabe stepped forward. He reached out to touch one of the bullets when a voice stopped him. 

“I wouldn’t do that if I were you.” 

Sitting on the wall of the fountain twenty yards away, was a man in a black overcoat. In his 

right hand was an apple, which he raised to his mouth and took a bite of. 

The stranger crunched on the apple with his mouth open and turned his head towards Gabe. 

Even from this distance Gabe could tell there was something unsettling about the man’s eyes. 

With his hand still on the verge of touching the frozen bullet Gabe asked, “What happens if I 

touch it?” 

The man slid off the wall of the fountain and threw the apple behind him. He walked towards 

Gabe. 

“I imagine it’s a tad hot,” he mocked. “You might burn yourself.” 

The stranger continued forward, his gaze fixated on Gabe as he walked past and stopped 

behind him. His head leaned over Gabe’s right shoulder. 

“I’ve had my eye on you for some time Gabriel.” 

Gabe spun round, backing up several feet, shocked at hearing his name. 

“I’ve got an offer for you,” the stranger continued, leaning forward ever so slightly. “And 

considering your current situation it’s probably wise you accept.” 

Gabe’s head shook from side to side. “Who are you?” 

The stranger rose to full height as he folded his hands behind his back, and stepped closer to 

Gabe. 

“I’m the Devil.” 
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Gabe jerked his head away from Satan’s warm breath. 

Satan walked back over to the fountain. 

“Having a hard time believing it?” Satan asked, his back to Gabe as he approached the 

fountain. 

“The Devil doesn’t exist,” Gabe said. He twisted his neck to relocate Satan, who was now 

leaning on the wall of the fountain. 

“I can understand how you might find it a bit hard to take in,” Satan said. “But look around 

you.” He waved his left arm at the frozen nightmare that surrounded them. “Who else could have 

done this?” 

Gabe stared at the carnage around him, all impossibly still. 

“I could undo this if you like,” Satan said, non-fussed. “But you should at least hear what I 

have to say.” 

Gabe stepped closer. “Alright.” 

“I have a unique job offering. One that your particular skill set is quite suited to.” He paused 

as Gabe stopped several yards away. “I’m in need of a bodyguard.” 

A surprised laugh escaped Gabe’s mouth. “What?” 

Satan continued, unfazed by Gabe’s reaction. “I require a human bodyguard to accompany me 

when I walk the earth.” 

Gabe looked around at the frozen landscape. “It sure doesn’t look that way to me.” 

Satan shook his head. “Actions like this are not always practical.” 

“Practical?”  

“No,” replied Satan “Most of my interactions with mankind need to be more subtle than this.” 

A wry smile formed in the corner of Gabe’s mouth. “And you want me,” his hands touched 

his chest “to help make you subtle.” 

“Something like that.” 

“You’ve got the wrong guy.” Gabe smiled. “I think I’m going to have to pass.” 

Satan remained silent for a few seconds before asking, “Do you think you have a chance of 

surviving this?” his head nodded to the frozen German soldiers. “You’re one hell of a soldier, I 

suppose it’s possible.” 

Gabe narrowed his eyes. 
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“You might make it to the bridge, you might even succeed in blowing it up, but there is no 

way you’ll make it out of this war alive,” Satan words were cold. 

Gabe tried to swallow, but found that his mouth had gone dry. 

Satan continued, “But what does that matter, judging by the way you fight you don’t seem to 

care about anyone, especially yourself.” 

Satan’s comment hit Gabe hard, his gaze dropped to the ground. “I care,” he blurted back. 

“About your wife and daughter, right.” He pushed himself off the fountain wall. 

Gabe’s head snapped back up at the mention of the only two things in the world he cared 

about. 

“You want to know how I know about them,” Satan said. He stepped closer and wrapped his 

right arm around Gabe’s shoulder. He wiped his left hand through the air in front of them and a 

gentle haze began to form, and within it an image appeared. 

Gabe’s body tensed as the image became clearer. In it his wife sat at the dining table in the all 

purpose room of their small flat. Their daughter was in a high chair next to her, doing everything 

possible to avoid eating the food her mother held in front of her mouth. 

“A beautiful woman, your wife Maggie,” Satan said. 

Suddenly Maggie looked up, her mouth opening in a silent scream. 

Standing in the front doorway to the flat was a dishevelled looking man with crazy eyes. In 

his right hand he held a large knife. 

“Nooooooooo,” Gabe screamed. He tried to jump forward to protect his wife, however 

Satan’s powerful grip prevented him from moving. 

The intruder stalked towards Maggie, an evil smile stamped across his face. 

Maggie jumped to her feet and picked up their daughter. 

Suddenly the crazed intruder lunged, the knife slashing forward. 

“Maggie!” Gabe struggled free of Satan’s grip and leapt into the middle of the vision, his 

arms thrashing wildly at the intruder. He swung his right fist through the intruders head, but all 

did was break up the hazy, cloud like image. 

Gabe continued to swing, to try and block the incoming knife, however the more he swung, 

the more the vision began to dissipate. He grabbed at the fragmented image, tried desperately to 

put it back together. 

“That’s one possible future,” Satan said casually, the image now completely gone. 
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Gabe’s arms came back to his side and he turned to face Satan.  

“What do you mean?” he asked, still panicked by what he’d just seen. 

“Agree to work for me and I can make sure that event never occurs.” 

“How ... how can you do that?” Gabe stammered.  

“I need an answer Gabe, time is running out. Work for me and I will save your family.” 

Gabe’s instincts told him not to trust Satan, but his heart was in charge now. With downcast 

eyes he nodded his head. “Anything for my family.” 

Satan’s eyes glowed with a crimson colour and the corners of his mouth turned up in a wicked 

grin. From within his overcoat, Satan pulled out an ancient looking parchment and what looked 

like a pen made of gold. 

Gabe raised his head. “What about them,” he said, waving his hand at the Germans to his 

right. 

Satan cast them a quick glance then flicked his empty left hand. 

There was a loud boom as Satan unleased a crimson wave on the defenceless German’s. The 

hanging bullets disintegrated as the plasma like substance swept forward. 

Behind the low wall, the infantry were set on fire. Their clothes burned up in seconds before 

the flames leapt onto their skin. The intense heat caused the flesh to boil and bubbles of all sizes 

covered every inch of their bodies. The hair on the soldier’s heads sizzled, and then the bubbles 

began to pop. Red puss spewed out of the wounds and the ejection of so much internal matter 

caused their bodies to lose form and they collapsed to ground in a puddle of gelatinous froth. 

A moment later the wave reached the tanks on the hill and they erupted, the heat from the 

blast caused the unfired shells inside to explode in a giant fireball that belched a column of black 

smoke into the air. 

Gabe stared in shock as the wave continued into the tree line, where several small flashes 

were visible as the unseen mortar teams were vaporised. 

“Happy?” Satan asked. 

Gabe continued to stare at the hellish scene in front of him. He had been party to so many 

horrible things in his life, but he had never witnessed anything as atrocious as what had just 

taken place. 

Satan held out the parchment. “Sign.” 
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Gabe turned and snatched the parchment from his hand. The writing on it was unlike any he 

had ever seen before. 

He looked up and stared at the pen in Satan’s right hand. It too was unique. Above the ancient 

gold quill was an empty glass chamber.  

“Give me you hand Gabriel.” 

Gabe stretched out his right hand. 

Satan took hold of it with his left and turned it over so that Gabe’s palm faced the sky. He 

rolled the pen through his fingers several times then stopped and extended his index finger. The 

nail tripled in length in a matter of seconds.  

Satan jammed the fingernail down, digging it into the palm of Gabe’s hand and he quickly 

slashed downward. Smoke rose into the air as he tore through Gabe’s flesh. 

Gabe whole body tensed and he tried to pull away, the pain from the deep gash almost 

unbearable. 

Blood gushed from the wound and started to run down Gabe’s hand. 

Satan placed the top of the pen under the stream and the glass chamber quickly filled with 

blood. 

Satan handed the pen to Gabe. “Just sign at the bottom if you please.” 

Gabe lowered his hand to the parchment, but stopped short. The quill of the pen hovered over 

the page. He scanned the text in an effort to understand the ancient writings. 

“Anytime now,” Satan said. 

“What is this? What happens when I sign it?” 

“You will have saved yourself and your family from certain death,” Satan said.  

Gabe shook his head. “It means something more than that.” 

Satan’s eyelids narrowed. “By signing this you will be giving me ownership of your soul.” 

Gabe jerked the pen from the parchment. He dropped the ancient paper to the ground and 

backed away. 

“I’m not giving you my soul.” 

“You don’t really have much of a choice here Gabe.” 

“Of course I have –” 

“Not if you want your family to survive. Do you want them to survive?” 

“Yes, of course … but –” 
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“Then you don’t have a choice.” Satan nodded at the parchment on the ground. 

Gabe looked down. 

“If you don’t sign this within the next thirty seconds I’ll assume you want no part in our deal.” 

“I …” 

“And if you want no part in our deal then I will have no reason to spare your wife and child. 

That vision you saw will come true. That knife will carve into your wife and child. Their blood 

will gush all over the floor. That maniac will do things Gabe. Do you want me to tell you what 

he’ll do?” 

Gabe clamped his eyes shut. In the dark he saw that knife carve towards his wife. He watched 

Maggie throw her arms up in defence, but the blade cut right through them. He watched, 

helpless, while the maniac with the crazed eyes carved Gabe’s name into her stomach. 

“No … please.” A handful of tears rolled down his cheek and he dropped to the ground. 

“Ten seconds Gabe.” 

Gabe opened his eyes. His left hand reached for the parchment. 

“Make sure you’re standing when you sign it,” Satan said. 

Gabe looked up. “What?” 

“Have some pride about you when you do it. You look like a worm down there scratching in 

the dirt. You’re better than that.” 

Gabe picked himself up off the ground and despite the tears that welled in his eyes he glared 

at Satan. 

“Three seconds left.”  

Gabe lowered his head and scratched his signature across the bottom of the parchment, then 

handed it and the pen back to Satan. 

Satan glanced at the parchment and slid both items back into his overcoat. “That’s a good 

boy.”  

Gabe sucked in a deep breath through his nose. “What now?” he asked. 

“Well,” said Satan “first you must make sure you win the war.” 

Gabe’s head rocked back. “I don’t get to go home?” 

Satan cleared his throat, that evil smile returning to his face again. He was clearly pleased 

with himself about something. He folded his arms behind his back and peered down. “Your soul 

belongs to me now Gabe, and that means you can never see your family again.” 
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Gabe’s tear soaked face began to shake uncontrollably from side to side. “I … but … I have to 

be able to see them?” 

Satan shook his head. “I never said anything about seeing them again. Next week your wife 

will receive a letter informing her of your death. As far as the army is concerned you died here 

today, along with everyone else as you tried to defend this village. 

“No …,” Gabe stammered. “People will recognise me, this will never work.” 

“Look around you, everyone who knew you in the war is dead. You have no friends to ask 

questions about your death.” 

“There must be other people who would recognise me, others who knew me …” 

“There is no else Gabe, I’ve made sure of that.” 

Gabe swallowed, the reality of his situation hit him hard. He collapsed to the ground. 

Satan extended his right hand. Hanging underneath were a pair of dog tags. 

“You need to put these on,” he said. 

Gabe looked up as the two metal identification tags spun in a slow circle. 

“I’ll need your old ones,” Satan added. 

Gabe closed his eyes, his head dropping to his chin. 

He reached into his shirt and pulled out the only thing that identified him to the rest of the 

world. He let them rest in his bloodied palm for moment before he lifted them over his head and 

dropped them into Satan’s waiting hand. 

He then grabbed his new ones and hung them around his neck, his shoulders slumping at the 

weight. 

“Your actions today have saved your family,” Satan said. “But don’t try and be a hero. If you 

tell anyone about what happened here, our deal is off, and your family will be killed.” 

Gabe’s head jerked up, his eye just slits as pure rage filled him. 

Satan smiled back at him. “Keep safe Gabe,” he said. “I’ll let you know when I have need of 

you.” He took a step back and the beginnings of the heat haze enveloped his body. Seconds later 

he was gone. 
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CHAPTER 14 
 

 

“Wake up Gabe.” 

Gabe’s eyelids popped open and his head snapped forward. His right hand knocked the pistol 

and silver bullet that still sat on the armrest to the floor.  

The bullet rolled along the wooden floorboards into one of the legs of the dining room table 

on the far side of the room. 

Gabe hauled himself into a seated position and his neck and upper back cracked numerous 

times. The inner part of his left eye was filed with red veinlike lines that crisscrossed their way 

towards his pupil. He blinked several times and both eyes stung because of the action. He rubbed 

his hands over them but that only made it worse. 

There was a thick lump at the back of his throat and Gabe hocked up a nasty piece of phlegm. 

He looked around the room for something to spit into and saw his pistol lying on the floor. He 

then spotted the silver bullet on the other side of the room. With nothing to take the phlegm Gabe 

was forced to swallow it. It didn’t go down with the first attempt and his face scrunched as he 

tried several more times to swallow the spongy substance. His tongue licked over his bottom lip 

in an effort to try and remove the vile taste that filled his mouth. 

Outside the last rays of the sun crawled along the rooftops of the city’s buildings. 

Gabe heaved himself out of the chair and stumbled over to the dining room table. He used his 

left hand to brace himself and bent down to pick the silver bullet up off the floor. 

“Won’t do you much good without this.” 

Gabe straightened himself and his back let off another series of cracks. He looked over 

towards the voice. 
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Satan was seated on the arm of Gabe’s leather chair. There was an element of disgust in the 

way he dangled Gabe’s pistol between his thumb and index finger. He nodded at the bullet in 

Gabe’s hand.  

“What were you planning on doing with that?” 

Gabe pushed the bullet deep into the pocket of his jeans. He stepped forward and snatched his 

pistol from Satan’s grasp. 

Satan watched Gabe stuff the weapon into the holster on his hip. There was a curious 

expression on his face. 

What the fuck does that look mean? Gabe thought. 

Satan looked him up and down. 

Why’s he looking at me like that? 

Gabe had seen that look of contentment before, but it had never been directed at him. 

“You look like shit,” Satan said. 

Gabe coughed several times. “I’m fine.” 

“And how’s your friend down the hall?” Satan licked his lips. 

“Do we need to be somewhere?” 

Satan stood. “Yes, and we’re late.” He turned his back on Gabe and walked down the 

hallway. 

Gabe trailed after him and stepped into his bedroom to retrieve his gear from off his bed. He 

slid a fresh sixteen round magazine into the handle of his pistol and chambered the first round. 

“Anytime now,” Satan said. 

Gabe put on his overcoat and stepped out into the hallway. 

Satan was standing next to the front door, his polished right shoe tapping up and down on the 

dark rug. 

Gabe was used to the impatience and ignored it. He unbolted the door and stepped out into the 

corridor. 

Off to his left, at the far end, a man fumbled with his keys. Gabe tried to focus on him but his 

groggy eyes refused to work just yet. 

Satan strode out of the apartment. 

Gabe closed the front door and walked towards the stairwell, but stopped after a few steps. 

Was the guy at the end of the corridor trying to get into Amy’s apartment? 
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The man placed his keys back in his pocket and turned towards Gabe. He looked past Gabe 

and stole a brief glimpse at Satan before his gaze rolled back to Gabe. 

Gabe stared back and for several seconds the two men eyed each other off like two old 

gunslingers from the Wild West. Like Gabe he wore a long jacket, however his did a poor job of 

concealing the Heckler & Koch 416 assault rifle under his right shoulder. 

Suddenly both men went for their weapons. 

Gabe dropped to one knee and got off the first shot, but his three round burst went wide as the 

man jumped to his left. Off balance he too sprayed his opening barrage and his bullets raked 

along the wall to Gabe’s left. 

Gabe’s second burst was on target though and it ploughed into the man’s chest and he crashed 

to the floor. 

From around the corner the voices of several more mercenaries could be heard as they called 

out to their fallen comrade. 

Gabe jumped to his feet and grabbed Satan by the arm. He turned away from the dead 

mercenary in front of Amy’s apartment and ran towards the window at the other end of the 

corridor. There was an old metal fire escape outside that led down to the street. 

A red laser flared through the window ahead and settled on Satan’s chest. 

Gabe shoved Satan to their left a millisecond before machine gun fire shattered the window 

and tore up the floor where they’d been standing. 

Gabe unleashed the remainder of his thirty round magazine into the building across the street. 

His weapon ran dry in under two seconds and he pressed Satan against the wall as he ejected the 

empty mag. He tore a fresh one from inside his coat and rammed it into place before he grabbed 

hold of a shell-shocked Satan and charged down the corridor back towards the stairwell. 

Two mercs brandishing assault rifles appeared round the corner from the right. They hadn’t 

expected to see Gabe charging towards them and their weapons were still by their sides. 

Gabe unloaded half a dozen rounds while still on the fly. Three of the rounds buried 

themselves into the chest of the first mercenary and he collapsed to the floor. 

The second dove for cover behind his dead friend and used him as a shield. 

Gabe let go of his rifle and grabbed Satan with both hands. He spun round like a discus 

thrower and hurled Satan into a closed door on the right side of the corridor. 

 Satan crashed through the wooden door and rolled against the wall inside the apartment. 
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Gabe dove through the doorway right after him and slide to a halt a few inches from Satan’s 

face. 

Satan’s eyes glowed crimson as he glared at Gabe. 

Gabe pushed himself to his feet and fired several rounds back out the door. 

“You need to get out of here,” he screamed. 

Three more men arrived in the corridor and they unleashed a torrent of bullets into the door 

around Gabe. 

“Seriously, go.” 

He looked over his shoulder down the hallway of the apartment. At the end was a small 

window that would allow them to get to the fire escape. He was about to tell Satan to make a run 

for the it when two men appeared on the fire escape outside. 

Bullets ripped through the window and sprayed the walls. 

Gabe dove on top of Satan and fired back. 

The two men outside ducked for cover behind the brick wall. 

Gabe rolled off Satan and reloaded. 

“Move,” he roared. 

Satan dragged himself into the first room on the right, a bathroom. 

Meanwhile Gabe slowly backed down the hallway. His rifle exploded whenever the men in 

the window gave him a target to shoot at. He stopped in the door of the bathroom and cast a 

glance over at Satan. He looked pissed. 

The bathroom was almost identical to the one in Gabe’s apartment. To the left of the door was 

an old freestanding cast iron bathtub. Above the toilet at the end of the tiny room was a window 

that was way too small for either of them to climb through. 

A cautious head poked around the corner of the front door and Gabe obliterated it with a three 

round burst. 

Gabe took his eyes off the door and yelled at Satan. 

“I could do with a little help here.” 

He turned his attention back to the door and found himself confronted by two mercenaries and 

their rifles. Their muzzles filled with flames as they fired in his direction. 

Gabe reeled back from the edge of the door and lost his footing. Before he could get to his 

feet two grenades rolled through the bathroom doorway. 
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Gabe launched himself at Satan, who threw up his left arm. 

The air in front of them was filled with a wave of red fire that incinerated the shards of metal 

that flew through the air as the grenades exploded. Despite its raw power the wave was not 

strong enough to stop the shockwave that resulted, and Gabe and Satan were hurled into the tiled 

wall at the rear of the bathroom. 

The explosion also lifted the heavy iron bathtub off the floor and sent it crashing through the 

wall into the next room. 

Gabe rolled over onto his back. Through the thick grey smoke that filled the bathroom he 

could see that the cast iron bathtub had created an escape route for them. He dragged Satan to his 

feet and pushed him towards the hole. 

Satan scrambled into the next room. 

Gabe followed him through as the smoke in the bathroom began to clear. They were now in 

some kind of living room and Gabe went straight for the door. 

He plugged several rounds into a merc who crept down the hall. 

“Get into the next room,” he hollered to Satan. 

Satan crawled along the ground towards the doorway. He paused there for just a moment 

before he half got to his feet and dragged himself around the corner. 

Gabe provided covering fire from the doorway and then backed in after Satan. 

He cast a quick glance over to Satan who lay slumped against the sink on the far wall of the 

kitchen. He was pale and looked extremely fatigued. Clearly the wave of fire had sapped his 

energy.  It would be an effort to get him moving again. Above him was a medium sized window 

that looked out on to the building’s central fire escape. 

Gabe fired a few more rounds down the hallway, then turned his rifle towards Satan and fired. 

The bullets broke open the glass window above Satan’s head. 

Gabe seized a wooden rolling pin from the bench top and charged towards the window. He 

smashed the end of the rolling pin into the remaining glass and cleared it from the frame. 

“Can you make it?” he said. 

Satan lifted himself off the ground and looked out the window. 

Eight feet away was the window of the stairwell. Gabe’s bullets had partially broken it, but it 

would still take a powerful leap to clear the gap. 

Satan nodded his head. 
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Gabe hustled back to the kitchen door and blasted at the two mercs who stalked down the 

hallway. 

The mercs dived sideways through the doorway to their right. 

Gabe turned back in time to see Satan leap out from the kitchen and crash through the window 

into the stairwell. 

Gabe fired several more bullets down the hall then sprinted after him. He leapt up onto the 

sink and hurled himself out into space. 

A horde of screaming people had filled the stairwell as they tried to escape the mayhem that 

took place on the fifth floor. 

Gabe crashed through the window and slammed into a young man whose body was flung 

against the metal railing. The sound of his ribs breaking was drowned out by the screams of 

people fleeing for their lives. 

Gabe looked up and saw Satan braced against the wall a few feet away. He reached out and 

took hold of Satan’s arm and pulled him down the stairwell.  

Terrified people blocked their way and Gabe was forced to shove them aside. 

The lights on the third floor were flickering again and the strobe-like effect made it difficult to 

see. 

Gabe blasted at two men who looked like they were running up the stairs. One collapsed 

straight away. The other filled the confined space with searing lead and blinding orange light. 

A young woman in front of Gabe took the brunt of the exchange and fell to the floor. 

Gabe continued to blaze away at the merc below him who grabbed a pregnant woman and 

used her as a human shield.  

Gabe’s bullets tore through the woman and sliced into the side of the merc. The searing pain 

caused him to lose his grip on her. 

Gabe lunged at the merc and cracked him in the side of the head with his right elbow. He then 

smashed the man’s head into the wall and dragged him over to the central well, ready to drop 

him down the gap in the middle. 

A yell from above caused Gabe to look up and he saw a merc push a small child down the 

stairs and take aim. 

Gabe lifted the body of the dead merc and used him as a meat shield, while the merc above 

unloaded a full magazine at Gabe. 



French/THE DEVIL’S BODYGUARD 
 
 

128 

More mercs were inside the stairwell now and Gabe dumped the shredded body and dove 

down onto the third floor landing and kicked open the door. 

“Come on,” he screamed and Satan stumbled down the stairs. 

Gabe grabbed Satan by the collar and dragged him down the hallway towards the fire escape.  

He propped Satan up against the wall next to the window and jammed another magazine into 

his weapon. He then lifted up the lower half of the window so he could lean out. 

Two floors above the two mercs from before were still on the fire escape. 

Gabe climbed through the window and fired at the unsuspecting mercenaries who had 

nowhere to hide. Their bodies slumped, one on top of the other. 

Gabe stuck his hand back through the window and Satan grabbed it. Gabe hauled him outside 

and together they climbed down to the pavement. 

There was absolute chaos at street level. A sea of people flooded out of apartment buildings 

on both sides of the street and tried to make a desperate dash for safety, some jumped into parked 

cars that, others fled on foot. 

Gabe barely had time to get to his feet when the front doors to his apartment building were 

flung open and four mercs burst out. 

They scanned the street in front of them and those precious few seconds allowed Gabe the 

time he needed to push Satan between two parked cars. 

Using the car for cover Gabe opened fire on the mercs. 

The first one hit the pavement before he had a chance to react. The others sprayed bullets in 

Gabe’s direction and dove for cover behind a nearby car. Their wild bullets flattened several 

people who attempted to escape the battle. 

Behind Gabe there was the sound of screeching brakes. A handful of merc bullets had 

pounded into the chest of a driver killing him instantly. Several cars swerved unsuccessfully to 

avoid this car and piled into each other in the middle of the street. 

Glass exploded around Gabe as he fired through the front windshield of the car he and Satan 

were using for cover. His bullets tore giant holes in the metal body of the sedan the mercs were 

crouched behind further up the street. 

The mercs returned fire. Their barrage punctured the tyres on Gabe’s car and white vapour 

shot into the air. 
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A hundred yards behind the mercs a pair of police cars skidded round the corner, their sirens 

blaring. 

Two of the mercs spun round and directed their fire at the new threat. 

The drivers of both cars jammed on their brakes and the vehicles slid sideways. The 

passengers bailed out and used their cars for cover. Their pistols were no match for the high-

powered assault rifles aimed in their direction, but they would have to do until SWAT arrived. 

Gabe looked over at Satan. He still looked bad. 

“You alright?” 

Satan nodded a weary head. 

“We have to keep moving,” Gabe said. He looked over to the wrecked cars in the middle of 

the street. “Can you make it that far?” 

Satan looked over the bonnet of the car behind him. The cars were thirty yards away. 

“I can make it,” he said as got to his feet. 

Gabe blasted several rounds at the only merc who was still firing in their direction, then 

pushed Satan out into the street towards the clump of cars. 

He followed Satan out a second later but had barely gone ten feet before sniper fire from the 

rooftop across the street whizzed past his head and buried into the road. 

 Gabe sprinted past Satan towards the safety of the cars now only twelve yards away. 

He hammered into the side of the closest car and unloaded a full magazine at the sniper on the 

roof. 

Satan stumbled past Gabe and collapsed against one of the cars. 

Gabe dumped the empty mag, slammed in a new one and continued to blast away at the 

stonework protecting the sniper above. 

The sound of sirens behind him caused Gabe to turn. 

A lone cop car raced towards them. 

Gabe sprayed a line of bullets across the windshield. The body of the driver writhed in 

convulsions and he slumped over the wheel as it veered to the right and crashed into the rear of a 

parked car. The cop on the passenger’s side kicked his door open and crawled round to the rear 

of the car for cover. 

A line of bullets cut across the bonnet of the car in front of Gabe and he dropped to the road 

for cover. 



French/THE DEVIL’S BODYGUARD 
 
 

130 

Behind him, the lone merc had used the arrival of the cop car as an opportunity to get closer. 

Having worked his way down the footpath, he’d now taken up position behind the car that only 

moments ago Gabe had been using for cover. 

Gabe yanked his pistol from its holster and threw it towards Satan. 

Satan caught it awkwardly, along with the two spare magazines that followed it seconds later. 

“Make ‘em count,” Gabe yelled. 

Satan pulled back on the slide and fired un-convincing single rounds bursts back at the lone 

merc behind the car. 

More sirens came from down the street and Gabe turned back round to see two more cop cars 

power-slide round the corner. 

He unleashed a torrent of lead towards them. 

The two cars jammed on their brakes and the drivers flung the cars sideways. In front of them 

the survivor of the first car waved for them to get back. 

Gabe’s bullets left two inch puncture marks in the sides of the cop cars and the occupants 

were forced to crawl out the passenger sides. One of the cops dragged a 12-gauge shotgun out 

with him and pumped five rounds into the cars that protected Gabe and Satan. 

Back on the rooftop the sniper stared down at Satan through his scope. Satan’s near 

motionless body made this an easy shot. 

Gabe twisted away from the cops and took a snap shot. His bullet hurtled towards the sniper 

and buried itself in the side of his skull. The now harmless sniper rifle clattered onto the gravel 

rooftop. 

Gabe pulled the last magazine from his coat and stuffed it into his weapon. 

“Time to go.” 

He clutched Satan by the front of his shirt and lugged him over the bonnet of a car and 

sprinted across to the left side of the street. 

They were out in the open now, however all five cops were a fraction too slow and Gabe 

pushed Satan behind the parked cars before they could get off an accurate shot. 

Gabe continued to push down the sidewalk like a man possessed. He knew the window for 

escape was getting smaller by the minute. SWAT couldn’t be far away now. 

He let off several rounds towards the cops. 

Satan fired the last of his rounds. 



French/THE DEVIL’S BODYGUARD 
 
 

131 

“I’m empty.” 

Ahead a narrow one-way street veered off to the left. 

The cop with the shotgun rose from behind his car. Gabe fired a three round burst that almost 

tore his head off as the bullets ripped the cop’s neck apart. 

Gabe was down to fifteen rounds. He sprinted round the corner into the one-way street. 

The cops wanted vengeance for their fallen comrades and put their own safety aside. They 

rose as one and rained down fire on the two escaping gunmen. 

Bullets zipped past Gabe and shattered the windows of the cars between himself and the cops. 

He couldn’t stop to return fire; he just had to go for it. 

Twenty yards ahead the narrow street opened out into a larger one that ran at right angles to 

their current track. 

They burst out onto the wide street and were instantly confronted with the sound of blaring 

sirens to their left 

Two hundred yards away a cop car raced down the street towards them. Twenty yards behind 

a police motorcycle followed. 

Gabe pushed Satan into the side of a car parked on the kerb and took aim at the front wheels 

of the cop car. 

The last fifteen rounds in his rifle exploded from the barrel and slashed across the front of the 

blue and white car.  

The front right tyre disintegrated. The bonnet of the cop car snapped round towards the 

sidewalk and buried itself into the road. The back end flipped ten feet into the air and the car 

somersaulted several times down the road. 

The motorcycle rider veered to the left, but he was travelling way too fast to make such an 

aggressive move. The back of his bike swung to the right, then flicked left as he tried to correct 

himself and he soared high into the air. He hit the road with such force that his helmet cracked 

open. 

Gabe picked Satan up from the ground and raced towards the cop’s bike, which now lay in the 

middle of the street. 

He heaved the bike onto its wheels and jumped on. 

Satan fell onto the seat behind him. 
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Back at the corner the cops yelled for them to stop and let loose with desperate last shots from 

the middle of the one-way street. 

Gabe twisted the accelerator hard and the back wheel of the bike struggled briefly to find 

friction with the road. It generated a plume of smoke that covered the rear of the bike before it 

screamed off down the street, carrying Gabe and Satan to safety. 


