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W
orld War III broke out in the year 2012.

No one knows exactly who or what launched the 
war. Records from this period are sketchy at best, with-

out any sort of true indictment. Historians are torn on what the 
true cause of the war was. Some suspect it began in the early 
twenty-first century with the involvement of the United States 
of America in the Middle East. Others suspect the Chinese, 
who had been consolidating their power through the use of 
globalization over the years preceding the war, caused it. Still 
others hold the conflict between Israel and Palestine was the 
root, or India and Pakistan. Suspicions of ties in terrorism have 
also run rampant, with Saudi Arabia taking some of the blame 
as well. And a small percentage holds the European Union as 
the central aggressor. 

What is known about the war is that nuclear weapons were 
used. Oil reserves were opened up to support the war effort, 
and some of them were even torched in an effort of further 
sabotage and defeat. The war lasted twenty years. 

The Dark Ages known from history reclaimed the next 
century or so. Without any alternative energy sources, the 
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world was forced to regress back to the era of steam-powered 
technology. 

Now, one hundred years later, the true threat to humanity 
will make its presence known in this brave new world. A threat 
that has remained dormant for eons, but has secretly waged its 
own war throughout the ages.



BOOK I
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W
hen I was a kid, I suffered from chronic nightmares. 
Which was merely the conventional term for what I 
was experiencing. But let’s just be frank and call them 

what they were—fucking terrifying.
They were about everything and nothing. Sometimes, I 

would see images from past wars, the fall of ancient civiliza-
tions—mayhem, genocide, a perfect collage of man’s inhuman-
ity toward fellow man. Other times I would have these night 
terrors of more personal horrors. I would see loved ones die 
before my eyes, sometimes in graphically explicit fashions. In 
one such instance, I saw my father lying on the ground, blood 
pouring profusely from his lower extremities; his throbbing 
member was held in the palm of my own crimson-stained 
hand. In the other hand, I held a butcher’s knife, dripping with 
the source of his life. The odd thing was this image of my father 
just lying there in front of me was how the nightmare started. 
And when I looked up, I caught sight of myself in a mirror, and 
I was smiling.

I was eleven years old.
Obviously, I was pretty disturbed by the event, and the ter-

I
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rors were becoming more and more frequent. My parents feared 
for my mental health and they brought me to a psychiatrist. He 
said something about me playing out some sort of complex in 
my head. There was some fancy name he gave it, something 
that started with an E, I think it was, but I can’t be sure. I never 
put too much stock in that sort of psychobabble bullshit.

But I digress.
I was immediately placed on several different forms of 

medication, with the intention that these drugs would help 
me to deal with my “repressed anger.” I found myself heavily 
medicated throughout most of my teenage years, to the point 
that I rarely felt any sort of emotion whatsoever. But the drugs 
did work, to a degree—I never had another nightmare, or any 
sort of dream for that matter. Or maybe I did and the drugs 
just prevented me from remembering them. 

When I turned eighteen, I moved out of my parents’ house 
and struck out on my own—without the use of the emotion-
numbing drugs. I had no idea where I was going or what I 
would do. I simply packed a suitcase, bought a train ticket, and 
off I went. Despite leaving the drugs behind, the nightmares 
didn’t follow me.

Ten years later, I found myself riding the steam-powered 
trains to various destinations across the country, in pursuit of 
whatever odd jobs I could find. I always made it a point to 
carry a notebook with me on those trips, because one never 
knows when inspiration may hit. That sort of vagrant lifestyle 
was little more than my attempt to support my own personal 
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desire to become a writer. And actually, I had written several 
novels in my relatively short lifespan. However, you won’t find 
them in any shops or libraries, because not a single one ever 
saw publication. As a matter of fact, not a single one of them 
even saw the wet end of an editor’s pen. Whenever I would 
finish a novel, I would go to the nearest bank, purchase a safe 
deposit box, and store it inside. My suitcase contained keys to 
several safe deposit boxes across the country, each one holding 
a hand-written novel locked inside. I always told myself that at 
some point I would collect them all and see about submitting 
them for publication, but I never got around to it. The fact of 
the matter was I’d be surprised if I could even remember where 
half the fucking banks were located. 

That isn’t to say I’ve never been published. On the contrary, 
you’ll find the name Lance Kells in various publications, from 
newspapers to magazines, even tabloids. Often, I’ll arrive at a 
place and seek out someone to contribute my work to. Some-
times, an editor will need a quick feature story and there I was, 
ready to offer my services. Even if it was a shitty assignment, it 
gave me some extra cash in my pocket and more experiences to 
draw on for the purpose of writing my novels. 

The experience that led to the creation of this latest book, 
however, had nothing to do with any bullshit assignment I was 
sent on. It actually happened when I was on a train from Ohio 
to Chicago. I had an old friend in Chicago who worked at one 
of the newspapers there and he said his editor needed someone 
who could provide some contributions. Naturally, I jumped at 
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the chance and hopped the very next train. 
The steam-powered locomotive charged along the steel rail 

at a relatively normal speed, and I amused myself in the passen-
ger car with a novel while the scenery raced past. Perhaps it was 
just my own personal observation, but have you ever noticed 
that when looking out the window of a moving train, it almost 
feels as if you’re remaining stationary and everything else around 
you is accelerating at a constant rate? As though it’s the entity 
trying to put as much distance between you and it? Of course 
it’s probably just one of those crazy fantasies I’ve been known 
to stumble into, a holdover from my days of heavy medication. 
Or just a symptom of a wandering mind. Which, again, I have 
been prone to on more than one occasion. Especially on days 
like the one in question, when I was trying to focus on some 
absurd novel, which focused on the ancient wars of yesterday. I 
picked it up from a stand in the train station before boarding, 
simply because the cover art resembled a mushroom. In some 
ways, the book seemed like nothing more than fantasy with its 
descriptions of magically powered weapons of complete and 
utter devastation, capable of leveling great cities and bringing 
even the proudest of nations to their knees. 

I had dozed off a few times in my reading, due to a combi-
nation of the steady rhythm of the train and the monotonous 
words of the novel. Sometimes, as I felt the looming threat 
of sleep, I tried to avoid it, waiting until I finished the cur-
rent chapter. It’s my own personal gripe, I don’t like stopping 
mid-sentence, mid-paragraph, or even mid-chapter. But in my 
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attempts to stay awake, my fatigue found other ways to sneak 
in. I began reading words that were not even on the page. 

My slumber was only temporary. Brakes were applied with 
a remarkable intensity, as if God had intended for the train to 
come to a screeching halt. It came so fast and without warning 
that I hadn’t a moment to brace myself, so I found my face 
striking the seat in front of me. I leaned back in my seat and 
rubbed the point of impact on my forehead. 

“What the hell was that?”
The question was directed at me, from the man who sat 

in the seat across the aisle. I simply gave him a shrug of my 
shoulders. We both leaned towards the aisle and looked to the 
front and rear of the passenger car. All we found were other 
passengers who were similarly confused.

Confusion ran on high and the normal, everyday sounds 
people take for granted had suddenly become deafening. I could 
hear nervous feet tapping, teeth grinding, questions whispered 
among the passengers. The one sound that was absent, the 
sound that should have been there, was the sound of the train 
engine. What could possibly have caused the sudden stop? Was 
there something wrong with the track? Perhaps engine failure? 
We sat still, awaiting some response, but nothing came.

Finally, after what seemed like forever, the door at the front 
of the car opened and three men stepped inside. Each of them 
had reddish skin, almost pink. Not as dark as a red rose, but not 
as bright as a pink one—somewhere in between. Their hair was 
jet-black and it seemed to be made of plastic with the way the 
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light shined off it. And their eyes—they were a bright crimson, 
burning like hot coals. They wore coats made of black leather, 
which reached to the ground and concealed their bodies. The 
one in the middle stepped forward, and I felt his burning eyes 
pass over me and over everyone in the train. I wasn’t quite sure 
what I was looking at, but I knew it could not have come from 
earthly origins. These men, whoever they were, possessed an 
air of superiority about them, and they looked at all of us as 
if we were nothing more than… cattle. One of them smiled, 
revealing a mouthful of perfect, ivory teeth. He turned his back 
to us and then looked at his companions.

“Waste not, want not,” he said. “Take them all.”
“What of the pure ones?” asked one of the men.
“Fuck that,” replied the leader. “This is war, we don’t have 

to live by the old codes of conduct anymore. So go ahead, 
brothers—indulge.”

I wasn’t quite sure what he meant by that, but I quickly dis-
covered the answer to my own silent question when he grabbed 
the nearest passenger. A young woman, who couldn’t have been 
more than seventeen. He pulled her roughly from her seat by 
her brown hair and lifted her for the rest of us to see.

“Listen up, mortals,” he said. “You should all feel very 
honored by our presence. You’ve been chosen to aid in a great 
cause, and your contribution to this conflict will be put to 
excellent use.”

What contribution? What conflict? Who are you? These are 
the questions that raged through my mind, but whenever I 
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opened my mouth to give them voice, I found that my vocal 
chords simply refused to operate. So my questions went unsaid 
and thus, unanswered. 

The poor child was just the opening salvo of the slaughter. 
This monster, whoever he was, took the thumb and forefinger 
of his free hand and formed them into a pincer-like shape. 
Those two fingers were then thrust into the young lady’s eyes. 
Although my vocal chords refused to work, hers offered no 
such protest, and her blood-curdling screams would remain 
burned into my thoughts for the rest of my days. During this 
ordeal, I retreated further into my seat, trying to conceal myself 
as best as possible. I could hear a sound that vaguely resembled 
the tone of shattering glass. At the time, I dismissed it as my 
ears playing tricks on me, but since then, I have learned that I 
was mistaken.

The next several moments were nothing more than a blur. 
I buried myself in the small leg space between the seats and 
pulled my jacket over my body to stay hidden. I brought my 
knees close to my chest and clasped my hands over my ears 
while I tightly sealed my eyes as best I could. Although my vi-
sion was self-impaired at this moment, the screams continued 
to invade my eardrums, and the images my mind created to 
match the pain-filled roar of screams were, I believe, far more 
horrific than anything those… things could have done in real-
ity. 

I quaked with fear, my entire body shaking like a pair of 
dice in the hand of a gambler. Although I was never a religious 
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man, I kept praying for some form of deliverance from these 
beasts. Questions began to enter my head, beyond the simple, 
“who are they?” “what do they want?” “why are they killing 
these people?” Instead, questions like, “how did they stop the 
train?” started to plague me.

And then… silence.
My breath was held back like a mighty river halted by a 

dam. Was it all over? Had they left? Did I go unnoticed? Yes, 
I did, I began to reassure myself. I survived the ordeal, and 
now I was most likely the only survivor. Or perhaps they were 
assassins after a few specific targets, and all that posturing was 
just to put the fear of God into the rest of us so we wouldn’t 
attempt to get between them and their prey.

These thoughts turned out to be nothing more than wish-
ful thinking on my part, something that was made abundantly 
clear when my jacket was pulled off my face. At first I thought 
it might have been the conductor. Or perhaps the police came 
and scared them off. Slowly, I lifted my head and opened my 
eyes. 

All three of them stood, looking down at me with wide, 
ivory smiles. Those blood-red eyes fixated on me, devouring 
me. And for the first time in years, I was reminded of the night-
mare where I had killed my father, but I wasn’t quite sure why. 

The leader’s hand wrapped around my throat and he lifted 
me up as if I weighed nothing, as opposed to my one hundred 
and eighty-pound frame. His eyes seemed to blaze like a forest 
fire as he looked at me, and I could tell he was feeding off my 
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fear—all three of them were, soaking it in. I glanced around as 
best I could and saw bloody bodies scattered around the car, 
and the only thought that took over my consciousness was that 
I was next. And suddenly, I felt an almost irresistible urge to 
shit myself.

“There’s something wrong with this one…” he said. He 
pulled me closer to him and sniffed. “There’s something inside 
of him, but I’m not sure what it is. There’s something vaguely 
familiar about him.”

Without warning, all three of them turned their heads 
towards the door and they tossed me away as a spoiled child 
tosses away an unwanted toy. I hit the ground hard, landing in 
a small pool of blood with a SPLAT. I looked up at them, and 
instead of relishing in my newfound freedom, I found myself 
puzzled as to why they had discarded me when they had me 
right where they wanted me.

And then I heard what they heard. 
The sound was faint, almost nonexistent, but it was there. 

A light click click click on the roof. It sounded like someone 
was walking on top of the train, and my heart filled with hope. 
Could the local authorities generate this sound? And if so, why 
were they milling about on the roof, why not just come in 
through the entrances? And why did it sound like it was only 
one of them?

“See what that is,” ordered the leader. One of the other two 
ran to the door. He stepped out to the platform, but before he 
could ascend the ladder, something pulled him up at a rapid 
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speed. The leader and the other looked shocked at this devel-
opment, and now I could see the same emotion in their eyes 
which was present in the girl’s before she was killed, the same 
emotion that had been dominating my own existence since 
they set foot on the train—the emotion of fear.

“Samael, do you—”
“Shut up,” said the leader. And now I had a name for my 

tormentor, and that name was Samael.
“Do you think—“
“I said shut up.”
“But… what if it’s—“
Samael muttered something in a language I didn’t recog-

nize, and the other quickly held his tongue in response. I could 
see the fear especially dominant in his eyes, more so than in 
Samael’s. A feeling of slight empowerment slowly came over 
me, or perhaps it was satisfaction. Whatever it was, I knew that 
there was something here that these creatures were afraid of, 
something that could possibly kill them.

That was when the train began to move once more.
“Well what are you waiting for, get up there!” ordered 

Samael. His underling looked at him with shock, as if Samael 
could possibly have referred to anyone other than him. Samael 
made a motion for him to move and slowly he began making 
his way towards the door. Samael then remembered me and 
said, “don’t even think of moving.”

BLAM!
It was a shotgun blast, but it sounded like a thunderclap of 
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epic proportions. Samael and I both looked at the underling 
and saw that his head was now missing. But, oddly enough, 
blood didn’t spew forth from the neck. Instead, the entire body 
seemed to dissipate into scarlet energy that slowly faded into 
thin air. 

At this point, Samael looked like he was about ready to piss 
himself. I wasn’t that far off, either. Part of it was fear for my 
own life, but another part of it had to do with the fact that I 
just saw a full-grown man vanish into thin air after getting his 
fucking head blown off. That was something you definitely do 
not see without the aid of some sort of mind-altering substance. 

“Up to your old tricks again, eh Samael?”
Samael instantly spun on his heel and I saw his fright-filled 

eyes at their most fearful. But although he was looking in my 
direction, I wasn’t who he was focused on. I slowly tilted my 
own head as far back as it could go. Standing in the doorway 
was tall man, somewhat lanky. Wearing a long, brown duster 
complete with a wide-rimmed hat that concealed most of his 
pale face in shadows. 

“Gabriel…” muttered Samael. “The fuck do you think 
you’re doing? I thought you had a deal with our side.”

“Key word there is had,” said Gabriel. “As in past tense.”
“You’re out of your mind if you think you’ll get away with 

this,” said Samael. “Do you really think you’ll be able to keep 
this off the radar? You’re already considered a traitor to your 
side, so why not join up with us? I’ll share this one with you.”

He was referring to me, trying to use me as a bargaining 
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chip to preserve his own life. 
“His life in exchange for yours?” asked Gabriel.
“That’s right,” said Samael. “Come on, Gabriel, what do 

you say?”
“He has a soul, Samael. That means he’s worth ten of you 

and you know it.”
My mind was simply mystified by Samael and Gabriel’s 

conversation. There was something going on here, some bigger 
picture that I was missing out on, but again, I found my vocal 
chords failing to perform their intended function. So I simply 
sat there, an ant positioned between two giants.

“You have a death wish or something, Gabe? You can’t fight 
both sides at once and you fucking know it. So just what the 
hell are you trying to prove?! Do you really want to see your 
existence wiped out that badly?”

“As long as I take a few of you bastards with me, I can’t say 
I mind.” There was pride in his voice.

A moment followed, just a moment, of pure silence. But 
in that moment, my heart pounded like a jackhammer and I 
found myself salivating for more of this conflict, for some sort 
of resolution. 

“Look… it doesn’t have to be this way, Gabe.”
“Really?”
“Yeah, really. Listen, we’re both civilized. Why don’t we 

make a dea—”
Gabriel’s reflexes were like lightning and before Samael 

could even finish his sentence, a loud BLAM rang through the 
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train, the same one that took the other creature’s life. Just as 
his follower, Samael’s body began to disintegrate into scarlet 
energy that dissipated into the air. I looked at Gabriel and I 
saw him holding a shotgun rigidly still, one that must have 
been hidden beneath his coat until now. The gun was old and 
judging from the marred appearance of the steel, it had seen 
better days. But the smoke that rose from the barrel indicated 
that it still worked just fine for Gabriel’s sake. 

Gabriel offered his hand to me and I stared at it in disbelief 
for a moment, then meekly accepted it. He pulled me to my 
feet and for the first time, I could see his pale blue eyes staring 
at me from beneath the rim of his hat. 

“Unless you want to be the only survivor on a train full of 
slaughtered people, I suggest you jump off at the first chance 
you get.”

And with that, he was gone. 


