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As was often the case during the hour of sunset, King Solomon of Israel lounged on the floor of his office with papers strewn about him. Golden light streamed in from the lattice windows, opened to allow the king to bask in the warmth. It was said by the palace servants that few sights were so beautiful as the dance of the setting sun against the 20-year-old’s muscular thighs. It was only on hearing this rumour that Solomon made such a state of undress part of his evening routine. Beauty drew people into the divine, after all, and he was a man of God.

The light helped make the papers more beautiful, too. Solomon sought this out as a way to further tolerate the stress of running a kingdom and its vast trade empire. He was a busy man. People counted on him. To indulge in beauty would make his decisions closer to the desires of Heaven, he reasoned. Or, at least, he hoped.

It was while he was engrossed in the minutiae of trade reports from the furthest stretches of the kingdom that Malachi, a guardsman who had been with Solomon since his youth, burst into the office. His eyes were wild. His nostrils flared. Sweat glistened off his dark skin, and Solomon recalled how safe it felt to be wrapped in Malachi’s muscles. The longing memory slipped away as soon as it came, for Malachi’s jaw was set in a way Solomon had seen only once before, back when Solomon was announced the new king.

Before the man could speak, Solomon rose to his feet. “How damned are we?” he asked.

“We have captured a demon,” said Malachi.

Solomon’s eyes travelled over the man. There appeared no stains of red or black on his clothes. Had Malachi been there for the capturing? Or was it the mere presence of a demon that frightened him so? Solomon tied the cords of this silk robe, hiding his body from the seductive sun all too soon.

“Where is he?” asked Solomon as he followed Malachi out the door.

“In the dungeon.”

That was good, the king noted. Even amidst a horrifying situation, his men obeyed his instructions. Until the temple was finished, the dungeon was the only place near the palace with the holding circles and runes Heaven had instructed Solomon to craft.

His spine tingled. It was only at that moment Solomon realized he never expected the prophecy of Michael to come true. He’d need to apologize to God the next chance he had for prayer.

“We found him amidst the construction supplies,” said Malachi. “He’d sunk his teeth into the neck of a laborer. When we separated them, his lips were crimson.”
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