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      “How you have fallen from heaven, morning star, son of the dawn! You have been cast down to the earth, you who once laid low the nations! You said in your heart, “I will ascend to the heavens; I will raise my throne above the stars of God; I will sit enthroned on the mount of assembly, on the utmost heights of Mount Zaphon. I will ascend above the tops of the clouds; I will make myself like the Most High.”

      

      “I will not be denied my throne above the stars!” Lucifer proclaimed to Shamayim.

      “Don’t do this, Lucifer. You know what will happen.” Michael warned from behind him. However, Lucifer remained defiant and stood his ground.

      Lucifer suddenly ignited into flames and fell from Shamayim like a lightning streak. His scream of pain pierced all creation and echoed for all to feel and hear.

      

      “Through your widespread trade you were filled with violence, and you sinned. So, I drove you in disgrace from the mount of God, and I expelled you, guardian cherub, from among the fiery stones. Your heart became proud on account of your beauty, and you corrupted your wisdom because of your splendor. So, I threw you to the earth; I made a spectacle of you before kings.”

      

      Lucifer crashed into Sagun like a meteor, creating a crater around him. He was on his knees, and his body and wings continued to smolder. His body appeared to be charred, with cracks of cinders coursing throughout. The ground beneath him shook violently, and majestic iron and steel gates rose before him. Once erected, Lucifer witnessed an angel glide down from Sagun’s sky and perch atop the gates. “Welcome to your new home, brother.” Anahel stated caustically. Lucifer gazed at him intensely and said defiantly, “You have no power over me, Anahel.”

      “Perhaps, but once our Father judges you, there’s a nice little lake in here for you to spend eternity in, Lucifer.” Anahel sneered.

      “NO!” Lucifer growled and used his wings to raise himself to his feet. He then leaped into the air and flew away from Anahel and the gates of Hell.

      “You’ll be back, brother, I promise.” Anahel said under his breath.

      

      ‘Then war broke out in heaven. Michael and his angels fought against the dragon, and the dragon and his angels fought back.”
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      All of Heaven was a battlefield; angels and fallen angels savagely cut each other down. The brilliant light of Heaven dimmed by the countless celestial combatants blanketing the entire sky in combat and on Heaven’s terrain. Eviscerated celestial bodies littered the heavenly arena like leaves during the autumn season. Yet, amid it all, both sides fought passionately for what they believed to be righteous. The angels fought with grace and stoic precision, while their counterparts, “The Fallen,” fought with raw savagery.

      Archangel Raphael cast his healing powers onto one of the angels that had fallen in battle, but it was too late. His injuries were too severe. He took a step back, looked up to the sky, and observed that the multitude of bodies falling from the sky looked like ash from a volcanic eruption. His thoughts were interrupted as a body fell before him, and a Fallen was in pursuit to deliver a killing blow. Raphael reacted instinctively and severed the Fallen into two halves with his sword. Deep down inside, it brought Raphael tremendous grief, knowing that the Fallen were once his brethren as well. “Oh brother, how you have all fallen…” he whispered somberly. He reached down and began healing the angel that had just crashed in before.

      In the great banquet hall of the Palace of the Morningstar, in the circle of Pandemonium, two figures are seated at the table, holding each other in contempt.

      “I don’t understand why Lucifer would not want his Grand General by his side on the battlefield!” Satanachia griped.

      “How about you just shut up and eat this feast I’ve prepared.” Lucifuge Rofocale chastised.

      “How can you think about food during a time like this?” Satanachia inquired.

      “We’re not a part of this war and don’t even have the means to get to the gates. We don’t have wings, you simpleton! That’s why it’s an angel affair because they can fly out of here, unlike us. So, put a sock in it and be done with this obsession!” Lucifuge Rofocale asserted.

      “I hate you, you dumb goat!” Satanachia exclaimed under his breath.

      “What was that?” Lucifuge Rofocale demanded.

      “Never mind. Nothing.” Satanachia mumbled.

      Then he had an epiphany. Astaroth participated in the war but left his dragon in Hell.

      “Satanachia, what are you thinking?” Lucifuge Rofocale interrogated.

      “Don’t worry about it. This doesn’t involve you, nor your silly little hat.” Satanachia stated flatly.

      “You will start showing me some respect, Grand General! I am the Prime Minister and will no longer tolerate your insolence!” Lucifuge Rofocale proclaimed.

      Satanachia ignored him, rose out of his seat, and headed for the exit. Lucifuge Rofocale sprang up and seized him by the upper arm. Satanachia instantly reacted by backhanding him to floor. Then, without pause, he continued to exit the palace. “Beelzebub will be hearing about this!” Lucifuge Rofocale called out desperately. Satanachia headed straight for Astaroth’s dragon. He made his presence known to the beast as a formality and mounted it.

      Once the two understood each other, he rode the dragon to the gates of Hell, where the beast would go no further. He dismounted, leaped onto the gate, and began climbing it to the top. He perched at the top and reveled in the sights before him. He seemed utterly unnoticed and would use that to his advantage. He spots Archangel Michael near the gates of Hell and realizes that a better opportunity could not have presented itself. He wasted no time and lunged for him. Before his feet left his perch, someone noticed him and took action. Zophiel had spotted him early and launched a spear at him, piercing him through the shoulder and knocking him off the gate and into a deadfall back into Hell.

      As the war raged on, Lucifer was engaged by three angels at once.

      Lucifer possessed a thirst for victory that heightened his skills in combat. The match of three-on-one was no contest for Lucifer. He cut them down with swift finesse. The Archangel Gabriel was revealed at the ready as their bodies crumbled into a bloody heap. Gabriel raised his sword to Lucifer to invite him to commence combat with him. Lucifer cracked a smile as he relished this moment. “Let’s go, pretty boy.” Lucifer stated in a snide tone. They faced off for but a brief moment and commenced their engagement. Gabriel maintained a defensive posture as Lucifer advanced with evasive maneuvering. Gabriel realized he had made a mistake assuming that evil would strike first and that Lucifer’s initial plan was to close the distance between them. He quickly disrupted Lucifer’s strategy by going on the offensive. Lucifer promptly realized this and altered his approach to creating an even playing field between the two. As the two dueled, they appeared to be evenly matched as their fight seemed more like a dance than combat. Their swords created a continuous rhythm of clashes and clangs that can only be described as the music of battle. The two effortlessly anticipated each other’s moves and remained in a stalemate for a long time. The only thing either could rely on was who would get complacent first. It wasn’t a matter of if but when. Their fight continued with many thrusts, slices, kicks, and punches, but to no avail; the fight remained stagnant.

      Gabriel was the first to get frustrated and came up with a plan. During their flurry of attacks and parries, Gabriel took a deliberate step back to confuse his opponent while he was on the offensive. Leaving Lucifer open for a well-placed thrust kick to the gut, followed by an uppercut elbow to the chin and a calculated thrust punch to Lucifer’s face as it rebounded back from the uppercut. Lucifer stumbled back a few steps, and Gabriel drew his sword back for an overhead strike to finish off Lucifer. The first angel suffered no fools and knew what was coming. He effortlessly sidestepped Gabriel’s overhead strike and, with careful calculation, stomped on Gabriel’s sword, breaking it at the hilt. Lucifer followed up his kick with a swift upward strike of his blade. Gabriel’s surprise at the turn of events cost him his reaction time. He still managed to evade Lucifer’s fatal blow, but his sword still struck him. The blade tip lacerated his face from his left cheek to his brow. Gabriel immediately grasped his face as his head whipped back to reveal Archangel Michael standing behind him.

      Lucifer walked past Gabriel like he didn’t matter anymore to face off with Michael. As Lucifer approached him, Michael explained, “This is not going to go how you think.”

      To which Lucifer scoffed. Their gazes met in a nonverbal acknowledgment as they initiated their battle. The battle started with a graceful strategy on both sides in an almost rhythmic exchange of attacks and counters. Continuously they battled, with neither one gaining an advantage. In due time, Lucifer’s frustration began to increase. The more he got frustrated, the more mistakes he began to make. Michael would leave him with a nick on his body with every little mistake. Each incision served as a reminder for Lucifer that Michael had an opportunity to end him. Finally, Lucifer refused to be toyed with and lost his temper. He stepped away from the fight and glared at Michael.

      “I can keep this up for eternity, can you?” Michael assured his opponent.

      Lucifer dropped his sword and raised his arms. The expression on his face turned from ire to maniacal rapture. The blood from the wounds on his arms began to vine towards the palms of his hands. He stretched out his fingers, and three Fallen from each side of him answered his call. Michael patiently waited for Lucifer to concede this fruitless endeavor. The Fallen angels joined hands with Lucifer, and he absorbed them through the blood vines that had formed on his arms. What Michael observed next was ungodly. The physical forms of the Fallen angels began to deconstruct and merge with their master. The indistinguishable mounds of flesh and bone began to twist and wrap around each other and take on another form. The mass began to take shape into a giant beast. As the transformation progressed, all the skin tissue stretched and ripped, revealing countless areas of exposed musculature. Thus far, the body’s whole surface appeared covered in coagulated blood.

      The bulbous body appeared to have four legs and began sprouting seven long necks with crowned dragon heads. Finally, wings grew out of the back of the seven-headed dragon, eclipsing the light from all nearby. Michael stood impassive and unamused. He glanced to his left and right and gave a resolute nod, and his fellow Seraphim stepped forward from behind him. Gabriel pulled a sword from one of the corpses to replace the one Lucifer had destroyed earlier. Michael now stood before the great dragon with three Seraphim on either side.

      The dragon initiated the fight by flapping its massive wings into a forward motion that raised it off the ground, causing a strong gust of wind directed at the angels. They extended their wings to slow the wind’s push and stabilize their footing. Upon securing their balance, the dragon dropped down and created a shockwave that did knock them off-balance. The dragon immediately seized this opportunity and charged directly, attacking the recovering angels. The seven heads of the dragon wasted no time attacking. They attempted to overwhelm the angels by using all seven of their heads to snap at them from various vantage points. Steadfast, the Seraphim held their ground and deflected every variable attack the dragon attempted. After a few more attempts by the dragon, through the power of nonverbal communication, Michael nodded his approval to the Seraphim, which they understood. Once the dragon gave pause, the Seraphim sheathed their swords and stood quietly before the dragon. The dragon perceived their actions as surrender, and each head wasted no time swallowing one of the angels. They brought their heads back up and began to ingest the angels, but then they all paused again, and their eyes widened. It appeared like they were choking, and then all their sounds were muted as a sword protruded out the side of each of their necks and sliced all the way around. It took a few short moments before each head slid off with a wet gelatinous slough. The angels emerged victoriously from the dragon’s neck into the air with raised wings and swords and glided back down to the ground. A gurgling sound emanated from the dragon’s abdomen, and movement could be seen beneath the cobbled flesh. Michael walked over to its stomach and swiftly sliced it open. Lucifer poured out with the visceral liquid and innards, rolled over, and gasped in exhaustion.

      “This is not the end, brother.” Lucifer defiantly muttered.

      “It is for you, Lucifer.” Michael assured him.

      Lucifer forced himself out of the dragon’s remains and only had enough strength to push himself up off the ground with his arms and gave Michal a defiant look. Michael took a few steps back.

      “Your sentence begins now.” He said casually.

      Next to Lucifer, the ground opened up, and Abaddon emerged and slammed his massive metacarpus on top of Lucifer. Michael gave Abaddon an approving nod, and he reciprocated as he returned through the hole in the ground. When he lifted his metacarpus back up, Lucifer was nowhere to be seen, and all could only presume that he had already been sent to the bottomless pit.

      The remaining Fallen angels were caught up in mass confusion as they didn’t understand what would happen next. Then, chains and shackles shot up below them and immediately bound them. The chains pulled them into Sagun, where they remained bound until their judgment day. Thus began the thousand years of peace.
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      In the depths of the eternal abyss, a celestial resident has been sentenced to a thousand years in the bowels of the bottomless pit. This being’s act of heresy has condemned him for a millennium. Each moment there felt like an eternity, but those never-ending moments allowed this angel to reflect on past mistakes and conceive a new plan. A plan that he would replay over in his mind several times to project any potential flaws that would pose a threat to another failure and ensure its perfect execution. Over the thousand years of dwelling in the infinite darkness, the bitter expression on his face remained and twisted his sharp features. His strong jawline was always tense as he constantly gnashed his teeth in anguish, and his eyes gleamed as gold as the morning star itself. Even in the pitch darkness, his eyes glowed with anger and animosity fueled by his ambitions of revenge. His long hair was as black as the darkness that surrounded him. His rage swept through every fiber of his being like a plowshare harvesting the lives of the first-born sons of Egypt during his ages-long banishment. Time was all he had, and he was determined to use it to ensure that the past defeat did not repeat itself and victory would be his.

      Lucifer had used this time to embrace his hatred for being exiled due to his overzealous ambition to forego God. His only form of fellowship at his disposal was The Scourge. The nigh-infinite ancient spirits that dwelled in the bottomless pit from the time before time. They were God’s first attempt at creation—the intention of a perfect world for its perfect inhabitants. Unfortunately, perfection is unattainable, and God’s initial plan of perfection had unforeseen consequences. Without equal parts of good and evil, the universe was off-balance, and the flow of nature was disrupted. That caused his original creation to twist and distort, converting it to chaos. The known world was cast into darkness, and evil consumed the fabric of reality. God was then forced to clean the slate, divesting the evil souls from their corporal bodies to the bottomless pit. Their timeless sentence caused them to evolve into a grander malevolence. The pit and their existence within it caused their hunger to be ravenous and insatiable. Their indiscriminate malignance knew no bounds. Lucifer used his damnation to become in tune with The Scourge so that he may manipulate them to harness their raw, unadulterated chaos to his will.

      When he spoke into the void, it was as if he was talking to himself, but whispers upon whispers filled his ears ad nauseum. The voices were inaudible; however, Lucifer heard and felt them all. Knowing of Lucifer’s impending freedom, The Scourge propositioned him. The invaluable knowledge they possessed from their timeless existence was offered to Lucifer in exchange for their release. And with that, their undying loyalty to Lucifer for all of time. At first, he was slightly apprehensive, but it all became clear after a moment’s thought. Lucifer knew this might be his only chance to fulfill his destiny after his previous failure and subsequent punishment for a millennium. A boom filled the void around him and caused The Scourge to shriek and shudder away from Lucifer. He knew that sound could be only one thing; The Lord of the Pit speaking the word that would end his imprisonment. Abaddon was the sole possessor of the unknown word held in the utmost secrecy.It is the only way anyone can be brought forth from the pit.

      “My time has finally come!” Lucifer thought as a wave of elation washed over him as his gaunt form rose from the abyss like a cadaver emerging from a tar pit. Lucifer stepped into the majestic cave of Abaddon’s station, which was populated by rivers of magma and carpeted by stalagmites and stalactites. Large rock pillars along the cavernous walls were covered in shadows and a red glow permeated by flowing magma.

      Finally face to face with his warden, Lucifer was delighted, for this had been a long time coming. Abaddon towers over Lucifer like the Sun to an ant. His frame took up much of the large cavern, causing him to hunch over. Despite being an angel of heaven, Abaddon’s physical appearance underwent many changes and adapted to Hell’s harsh environment, taking on a more menacing and demonic appearance. His head had taken on the formation of an ovis skull with a leathery hide for skin, and his eyes were severely sunken in and well concealed from his prominent brow. Upon closer inspection, one would notice that his eyes were as black as the abyss he guarded. Lucifer knelt before him, beaten, broken, and emaciated.

      “Lord Abaddon, the duration of my punishment has truly humbled me. Nevertheless, I am in awe of your power and control.” Lucifer confessed his admiration and lessons learned from his isolation in the infinite darkness while fully aware of a familiar face lurking in the shadows nearby. A look that belonged to a female who was as beautiful as she was deadly. Her name alone was enough to inspire fear among the bravest of any being. Her raven black hair flowed past her shoulders, and her facial features were delicate and fierce. Her skin was flawless and appeared thin and fair. Her gaze was menacing and unflinching despite the soft green color of her eyes. There was no mistaking the first woman of creation, or as many would come to know her as the mother of demons.

      Having known Lucifer for ages, Abaddon sensed something might be amiss with this uncharacteristic gesture from the father of lies. Abaddon’s divinity prevented him from striking down unjustly, but he knew that his sense of being taken a fool by Lucifer could be accurate. So Abaddon spitefully replied to Lucifer, “You have been my favorite prisoner to have ever graced my pit. A shame that the thousand years have passed so quickly. I would have enjoyed torturing you in the nullity of my pit.”

      Lucifer maintained his composure from Abaddon’s perceived conceit and reacted with false humility, “Lord Abaddon, I have learned many things in my desolate chiliastic existence.”

      “Oh, and what may these things be, whelp?” Abaddon said with egotistical delight. Lucifer attempted to clear his throat and answered but baited Abaddon with a softly spoken murmur.

      “Speak up, boy!” Abaddon demanded as he leaned in closer as his much larger physique nearly eclipsed Lucifer. Finally, Abaddon leaned inches away from him to hear one word from Lucifer’s lips.

      “… Patience.”

      Lucifer opened his right hand with his claw-like fingernails pointing forth and lunged toward Abaddon’s massive throat. The Lord of the Pit caught Lucifer’s arm in midair.

      “You must think me foolish not to expect an attempt to topple me.” Abaddon laughed at this situation that Lucifer had seemingly got himself into. However, the mysterious figure lying in wait was none other than Lilith. A slight smirk took form on Lucifer’s face, unbeknownst to Abaddon. As Abaddon was distracted by Lilith’s sudden appearance, Lucifer took this small window of opportunity and double-struck the temples of Abaddon with his wings. With the pit lord discombobulated and his grip on Lucifer’s arm relinquished, Lucifer noticed a stalactite above him. Using his wing, he uppercut Abaddon with the might of a thousand years of isolation into his jaw. The force from Lucifer’s wing drove Abaddon upwards. Familiar with the layout of his pit and in-depth knowledge of the dangerous stalactites above, Abaddon attempted to avoid being impaled.

      He was not fast enough and failed as he was driven into a rocky spike through the base of his neck in the back. A howl of pain roared from Abaddon, and a stream of blood and viscera poured from the wound. A large splash landed on Lucifer that saturated his face and upper torso. He did not mind the mess as he reveled in Abaddon’s pain and suffering. Basking in the moment and enjoying the gore oozing from Abaddon, Lilith unshouldered a chain and lassoed it around Abaddon’s neck to allow Lucifer to grab the other end. Abaddon instinctively clutched his neck when he felt the chain wrap around. With the chain firmly in their grasp, Lilith swung around and joined Lucifer’s side, and the duo yanked Abaddon down from the stalactite. With his attention on the chain strangling his neck, Abaddon could not stop the inevitable impalement on the stalagmite awaiting him below. A disgusting, juicy crunch was heard as Abaddon landed and impacted the ground. A louder and guttural howl of pain echoed through the caves as blood spurted out in a fountain-esque fashion covering Lucifer’s legs and wing tips. Abaddon flailed his wings and arms wildly, destroying rock pillars nearby.

      Stone and rubble began to fall around them, and a large rock nearly struck Lilith.

      “He’s going to bring this whole place down around us. We must move now!” Lilith cried out to Lucifer.

      The scene was all crimson and blood. But Lucifer was not yet satisfied. He nodded to Lilith. No words were exchanged, but the request was received. She understood what Lucifer was planning. Pulling the ends of the chain over their respective shoulders, they tugged Abaddon as hard and quickly away from the falling debris.

      Pulling Abaddon while still firmly impaled on the stalagmite caused them to fully dissect him from his lower sternum through his groin. This act leads to Abaddon’s innards pouring out like a flash flood of gore. His guts wriggled and writhed around the ground while blood poured across the cave surfaces and into the lava river, sizzling into the magma with a nasty hiss. Abaddon struggled to survive, barely holding onto life, letting out blood gurgles from his mouth. Lucifer could see that the time to strike was now.

      Lilith twisted her body into an ecstatic dance behind Abaddon as Lucifer moved closer. Lucifer, covered in the visceral liquid that once was flowing through the veins of Abaddon, slowly approached his former overseer and snatched his tongue from his mouth. Even if he wanted to defend himself, Abaddon’s body being vivificated left him all but defenseless to Lucifer. With him holding his tongue out, Lilith unsheathed one of her daggers and sliced it like a hot knife through butter.

      “I want you to be alive for all this. I want you to know that despite all your centuries of dominion over this pit, I ended it all. And this, oh mighty Lord, is only the beginning.”

      Lilith was in reverence of what was about to happen. At this moment, Lucifer concentrated on Abaddon and absorbed the last of The Lord of The Pit’s divine light, partially restoring him to his former self. Seeing that her love, Lucifer, was starting to become what he once was, Lilith was overjoyed to hand Abaddon’s tongue to him. Lucifer was the first ever to see the word tattooed on Abaddon’s tongue. The word spoken with that very tongue is the only means of access to opening the pit and releasing The Scourge. Lucifer then shoved as much of Abaddon’s tongue into his mouth and spoke the word; the pit was opened. Thick, billowy smoke poured out as The Scourge formed a cloud of death and annihilation, escaping the void.

      “Your feast is prepared, my friends.” Lucifer directed them to the former Lord of the Pit. Barely a face here and there was made out in this vapor of destruction, but they swarmed Abaddon with all their force of nature. Gnawing, biting, and chewing at his flesh, the former dwellers of the void consumed Abaddon as Lucifer and Lilith looked on in delight. Still, Lucifer knew that this was only a footstep in his grand plan for revenge on Heaven and all those who put him to suffer for one thousand years.
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      For ages now, St. Peter had proudly maintained his position as the usher of Heaven’s gate inside an ivory tower, humble in stature. In all his time at his station, his appearance had remained static. His appearance was still that of a stoic gentleman. He bared a full mane of white hair atop his aged face. His stature was not meek but not overbearing, and his garb draped off his body like a gentle stream out of a quaint waterfall. He was quick to spot a figure approaching from a distance. As the figure drew near, he observed a blue hue emanating from the creases of the silhouette. St. Peter immediately knew what this meant, for all angels carried an assigned color based on their status and the angelic inscriptions on their garb. White light indicated the highest order of angels; yellow indicated the lower levels of the celestial hierarchy; blue indicated the early descent of a fallen angel; and purple demonstrated their absolute commitment to evil. However, orange light suggested that the angel was committed to sacred duties and operations in Hell; and red was none other than the color of the demons.

      A Fallen Angel was approaching him. As the Fallen Angel drew closer, its features became more distinguishable. Its golden blonde hair looked disheveled, its face appeared scruffy, and its overall appearance seemed unkempt. The Fallen Angel bore old garments of the angels and rode atop a gryphon. St. Peter realized that this Fallen Angel was none other than Murmus. He quickly alerted the guardians of the first Heaven, Shamayim. Upon alert, the angels perched atop Heaven’s walls began to sound their trumpets.

      Murmus took in the sight of Heaven’s entrance and noticed that nothing had changed in all his time absent from the kingdom of Heaven. His gryphon stirred at the alarm of the trumpets, a once familiar and inviting sound to which he had to calm the beast. Five guardian angels emerged from their guard post. Kashriel and Tophnar posted alongside Orion in front of St. Peter while Zevudiel, Matoqiel, and Bazathiel surrounded Murmus. They drew their swords on him and demanded that he return from whence he came. Murmus anticipated this reaction from his former brothers since he had fallen.

      “I bring important news and must not be delayed.” Murmus said hastily.

      “Speak your business now, and we’ll determine whether or not it is worthy of anyone’s attention.” Zevudiel responded immediately.

      “You don’t understand. Heaven is in grave danger.” He retorted back.

      “Since when does Heaven heed the words of traitors?” Matoqiel humored. Murmus’ thoughts were racing as Matoqiel’s sharp words cut him deeply. It was not Murmus’ preference to be one of the Fallen. His endgame was to find redemption and return to Heaven’s good graces.

      No one could comprehend how important this was to Murmus personally.

      “Please, I need to deliver important information to Michael. This is of grave importance!” Murmus exclaimed.

      Zevudiel laughed. “Michael? …,” he snickered. “we can’t even talk to Michael. You have set your sights far too high, fallen one.” Zevudiel looked at Matoqiel and Bazathiel. “Bind him and take him to Sabrael and Pazriel; they’ll know what to do with him.”

      He then signaled for Kashriel and Tophnar to seize the gryphon. Matoqiel and Bazathiel escorted Murmus through the gates of the first Heaven to Sabrael and Pazriel, whom Dahaviel and Tophiel accompanied.

      “Why have you brought a fallen one into the kingdom of Heaven?” inquired Sabrael.

      “He claims to have valuable information for Michael.” Bazathiel explained.

      Sabrael closed in on Murmus until he was face to face with him.

      “Deliver your information to us, and we will determine whether or not it is worthy of an audience.” Murmus looked around and assessed his situation. He then recounted the event of Lucifer’s release from the pit.

      “I was there, like a shadow in a dark cave. I watched Abaddon release Lucifer from the pit. Upon being released, Lucifer launched an ambush with the help of Lilith. I watched Lucifer gut Abaddon, cut out his tongue, and use it to unlock the bottomless pit and unleash all the Scourge to feast on Abaddon until nothing was left of him. I have no doubts that he is preparing to launch another attack on Heaven. Michael needs to know this so that we can prepare for Lucifer’s attack on Heaven.” He explained in great detail.

      The guardian angels paused for a moment and then leaned in amongst each other and began whispering their thoughts about the situation to one another. They took a few more moments, and Murmus could already sense by their body language that most were in disbelief of his account. Then, finally, they turned their attention back to Murmus.

      “Do you know how ridiculous you sound? Heaven has nothing to fear. Lucifer would be a fool to show his face around here again. If he does, Michael will defeat him again.”

      “I think we should hear him out, Sabrael.” Bazathiel suggested.

      “I’ve heard enough!” Sabrael snapped back.

      “Send him away and make sure Murmus never sets foot in Heaven again.”

      “But…” Bazathiel began.

      “Not another word; that’s an order!” Sabrael commanded. Bazathiel reluctantly followed his orders and escorted Murmus out of Heaven, where his gryphon was already waiting.

      Bazathiel escorted him beyond the gate, where Murmus made one final attempt to get through to the angels through Bazathiel.

      “Listen,” Murmus began “There’s more. I know how unbelievable this sounds, but I witnessed Lucifer effortlessly order the Scourge with a simple command to devour what was left of Abaddon. You know who the Scourge are, don’t you, Bazathiel?” Murmus questioned aggressively.

      “Of course, I know the tales of the Scourge; who doesn’t?” Bazathiel said incredulously.

      “I also know their release is impossible, and no one can command the Scourge.” Bazathiel argued.

      “Did you not hear a thing I said?” He asked rhetorically.

      “What do I have to gain from making up such outlandish stories? Perhaps, seeing is believing.” Murmus countered.

      “What do you mean, Murmus?” Bazathiel quickly questioned.

      “I can show you what remains of Abaddon.” Murmus offered.

      Bazathiel took a moment to give Murmus’ plea some thought. The thought of abandoning his post and traveling to the Bottomless Pit to meet up with a Fallen Angel weighed heavily on his conscience. However, his instincts urged him to oblige Murmus. “You should get back now before they get suspicious. I’ll be waiting at the pit for your arrival.”

      With that, they parted ways. Bazathiel returned to Heaven and confronted Sabrael.

      “Why won’t you listen? We have been given an amazing opportunity!” Sabrael reacted immediately. “You know what?” He asked rhetorically.

      “Let me ask you a question…since when do I answer to you? Seriously? You would be wise to remember your station, angel!”

      “That’s enough, Sabrael!” Pazriel interrupted.

      Sabrael being an archangel, presided over the guardian angels. However, he was outranked by one of the princes of first Heaven, Pazriel, who shared his station with Archangel Gabriel.

      “I will take it from here.” Pazriel steered Bazathiel out of the area, away from Sabrael, to talk to him privately.

      “I can appreciate your concern,” He began, “but I can assure you that there is no need for alarm. It is no mystery that Lucifer will want revenge upon his release from the pit. Bear in mind that we learned a lot about Lucifer’s war tactics in the first war, and we, too, have had a thousand years to prepare for this. He is inevitably going to attack us…starting with the first Heaven. Believe me when I tell you, as the guardian of first Heaven, between me, Michael and Sabrael, and the forces of Heaven, Lucifer, and his armies don’t stand a chance. So, before you say anything else, please return to your station and consider this. I will check in on you to ensure that you are still of sound mind. Okay?”

      Bazathiel paused for a moment and considered Pazriel’s words.

      “I understand.” He said insincerely and marched off. Pazriel did not detect Bazathiel’s insincerity and felt he had made real progress with the guardian angel. With that in mind, Pazriel returned to his previous engagements. Bazathiel looked over his shoulder to see if Pazriel was still watching him, and when he realized that he was not, he went ahead and quietly departed. Now, he had to view the evidence Murmus spoke of. So he wasted no time and sped off to the bottomless pit, hoping to return before anyone noticed his absence.

      Making his way into Hell made Bazathiel extremely uncomfortable. Upon entering the cavernous bowels, Bazathiel’s guts felt upside down as his skin began to crawl. The bottomless pit was nothing like what he had been accustomed to in Heaven. The orange-red glow from the flowing rivers of magma dimly lit the rocky interior of Abaddon’s caves. Pockets of steam sporadically filled the air, obscuring his vision as he walked around the giant, sharply pointed stalagmites. Taking a slow yet rushing approach to his traversing, Bazathiel knew that this situation had to be handled quickly, especially if even a fraction of what Murmus told was true. He had to be incredibly careful not to be seen, for this was no place for a low-ranking angel. If discovered, the other angels would surely learn how he had abandoned his post. Murmus did not give him much instruction, but the further he stepped, the closer he knew he was getting. Even before reaching the pit, the clues began to form before him, proving Murmus’ story to be true. Bazathiel’s morale sank as his eyes connected with the arterial lifeblood painting the stony surroundings. “Could this truly be Abaddon’s?” Bazathiel thought to himself.

      Bazathiel noticed that the landscape before him was also filled with destruction and rubble. Then he found himself approaching Murmus, who appeared to have been waiting for him long enough as he made himself comfortable as he could amongst the devastation.

      “I was wondering when you were going to show up.” Murmus commented.

      “Make haste, Murmus! I haven’t much time.” Bazathiel promptly explained.

      Murmus understood the plight he put on the angel and led Bazathiel down what was left of the area where the ambush took place. As they walked past the piles of rock that littered the ground, the open space in front of them revealed the enormous corpse of Abaddon. There was barely a shred of hide left on the bones, surely an oversight by the ravenous Scourge. The bones left behind were not held together anymore and had numerous teeth marks that they had undoubtedly gnawed on for as long as the taste of blood was still prevalent. The skeleton of Abaddon appeared to be dried up and bleached as if exposed to direct sunlight for days. If not for the unmistakable skull that could only be Abaddon, it would be nearly implausible to identify the corpse. The sight of Abaddon’s remains stirred a great deal of turmoil within Bazathiel. In his mind, Bazathiel could come to terms with the fact that Lucifer and Lilith could take down Abaddon but to ravage and ingest this giant of a being. The unthinkable has happened, and Murmus was right. Lucifer has somehow gained the loyalty of The Scourge and their willingness to do his bidding at any command. Viewing what he had hoped was false, Bazathiel knew they had to act now. But what was Lucifer’s grand plan if this was only the beginning?

      The possibilities are endless with The Scourge released and free to roam wherever instructed. Bazathiel was at a loss for words when all this newly found information crashed into him like a violent tidal wave onto the beach.Bazathiel knows something must be done, but what? What could he possibly do? “Thank you, Murmus. I wish Sabrael and the rest would not have swiftly rejected your words. However, I must return with what I have seen here.” Bazathiel bid farewell to Murmus and left the bottomless pit to return to his post. Murmus reciprocated the sentiment but knew that despite his failed efforts, he hoped that Bazathiel could speak sense into the Kingdom of Heaven, for an impending onslaught was coming, and something must be done soon. Murmus did not want to spend more time near the bottomless pit as he had extracurricular affairs to attend to.
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