
“Pure” 

 It’s a rainy night as Jenna stares out her window, trying to make sense of the 

world. She prays to anyone or anything that will hear her on this lonely night. Her heart 

hurts and she cries out in pain. Sometimes she thinks she should just end the pain 

herself, but realizes that nobody would miss her if she were gone. She laughs at the 

thought because the very reason she should end it all is the very reason she doesn’t. She 

doesn’t want to die yet, not without being loved, wanted, or at least desired by someone. 

 She wipes her eyes and sees a figure across the street. It’s a man. He stares at her 

as he is drenched by the rain. She gets a chill down her spine and decides to go to bed. 

She tosses and turns until three in the morning. It’s still storming outside and a flash of 

lightning comes through the window. She jumps when she sees a man standing over her. 

It’s the man from earlier, the man she saw across the street. He is soaking wet.  

 “Who are you?” she asks. 

 He looks at her with his bright blue eyes. “I am the answer to your prayers,” he 

says. He holds out his hand and she takes it, knowing she has no other options. 

 “Where are we going?” she asks as he pulls her in close to him. 

 “Home,” he says. Flames fill the room and she grabs him tighter. He gives her a 

little smirk and they disappear. They enter a room filled with animals…dead animals. 

 “Please tell me this isn’t home,” she says, worried. 



 “No,” he says. “Just somewhere private. I wanted to let you know what you asked 

for.” 

 “And what is that?” she asks, swallowing hard as he turns away from her and 

takes his jacket off. 

 “You asked for someone to love you, to want you, and to desire you.” He turns 

back to her. “I can be that someone.” He grabs her hand and she notices, as the light hits 

his face, how handsome he is. 

 “Why me?” she asks. 

 He laughs at her. “Let’s just say that we want the same things.”  

 Jenna looks into his eyes and he looks back into hers. This could be her 

chance…her only chance. “What is your name?” asks Jenna. 

 “Derik,” he says as his lips get closer to hers. She gasps, knowing he is about to 

kiss her. When his lips touch hers she feels something she’s never felt before. She feels 

his need for her and she loves the feeling. “I have to ask you,” he says, backing away 

from the kiss. “Before this goes any further. I need something from you first.” He strokes 

her cheek.  

 “Whatever it is— 

 “I need your heart,” he says. “I need your whole heart. Are you willing to give it 

to me?” 

 “Of course,” Jenna says, still feeling weak from the kiss. She leans in for another. 



 “Are you sure?” he asks again. “Once you give me your heart, it can’t be 

returned.” 

 “I’d give anything,” she says, desperate for him to kiss her again. He leans 

forward. 

 “So be it,” he whispers in her ear and then gently kisses her. She feels a pressure 

in her chest and she gasps for air. Her eyes widen with shock. “Don’t worry,” he says. “It 

will only hurt for a second.” He pulls his bloody hand out of her chest and reveals her 

heart. She looks down at the hole in her chest and looks back to him confused as she 

falls. He catches her before she hits the ground. “Don’t be afraid,” he says. “Just let go. I 

will be right here when you wake…just let go.” She gives him a smile because for some 

reason, she trusts him completely. She closes her eyes and drifts away. Derik strokes her 

cheek and sighs. “You are my angel, Jenna,” he says and he picks her up and they 

vanish. 

**** 

 Jenna wakes up in her bedroom and immediately feels for a hole in her chest. 

When she doesn’t find a hole, she gets up to go splash water on her face. She laughs at 

the crazy dream she has just had. While she washes her face she notices her eyes in the 

mirror. They are bright blue, just like Derik’s were in her dream. 

 “It wasn’t a dream,” Derik says from behind her, making her jump. 

 “What did you do to me?” she asks. 

 “Made you like me,” he says, backing her up against the sink. 



 “And what are you?” she says, not being able to take her eyes off of his lips. 

 “Someone who wants you to want me, someone who desires you to desire me, 

and someone who will be with you forever,” he says, stroking her cheek. “Do you want 

the same from me?” 

 “Yes,” she answers, swallowing a lump in her throat. 

 “Good,” he says, picking her up and carrying her to bed.  

 Everything she has ever wanted is carrying her to bed and her heart should be 

racing, but she can’t feel it. She remembers him ripping it out of her chest and she 

panics again. “What am I?” she asks. 

 He sighs, not wanting to tell her. He lays her down on the bed and rubs his 

thumb over her bottom lip. “I’ll tell you everything, but first…” He kisses her and her 

body aches for him. She bites her lip, as he kisses every inch of her. She screams for him 

to take her when she can’t take any more. 

 “I want you now,” she says. He finally gives her what she has waited so long for. 

Everything she has ever wanted she has been given in one night and right now she is not 

worried about the price. 

**** 

 Jenna lays on Derik’s chest and realizes he has no heartbeat either and she bites 

her lip, thinking. 

 “What are you thinking?” Derik asks. 

 “Nothing,” she says. 



 “You can tell me anything,” he says. “Was I not what you hoped for?” 

 “No,” she laughs. “That was more than I could’ve hoped for, but…” 

 “But what?” 

 “I still wonder why you chose me,” she says, sitting up in the bed. I mean look at 

me…I’m nothing…a nobody.” 

 “You’re wrong,” he breaks in. “I picked you because you possess qualities that 

most all woman lack. Strength and beauty,” he says, smiling. She looks down in 

embarrassment. He pulls her chin back up to look at him. “Inside as well as outside. 

You’re pure,” he says, with a smirk. “Well, you were.” She gives him a shy smile. “And 

you have more love to give than anyone I have ever came across. You don’t know how 

long I’ve searched for you.” He combs his fingers through her hair. 

 “What am I?” she asks again and this time he knows he must tell her. 

 He looks into her eyes hoping she will not freak out. “You’re a demon, Love,” he 

says with his British accent, waiting for a scream. 

 “Oh,” she says, softly. 

 “Oh,” he says. “That’s all you have to say.” He laughs. 

 “I don’t know,” she says. “It’s not what I expected.” 

 “What did you expect?” 

 “Werewolf, Vampire, or Faery,” she says. “I know stupid, right.” 

 “No, not stupid at all,” he says. “Considering they exist as well.” 



 “What!” Jenna yells. 

 “Now you scream,” he says. 

 “Sorry,” Jenna says. “What now?” 

 “You can do whatever you want to do Jenna,” he says. “The world is yours, but 

first you need to meet my father.” 

 “You have a father?” 

 “Doesn’t everybody?” Derik asks. 

 “I didn’t,” she says. 

 “Everyone has a father. Whether you like them or if you’ve met them is another 

issue.” 

 “What does your father do?” she asks. “Is he a demon like you?” 

 “Sort of,” he says. “I’ll tell you when we get there.” 

**** 

 They enter a hall-way made of stone. A woman quickly runs up to Derik and 

grabs his arm. “Where have you been?” she asks. “Your father has been calling you all 

night.” 

 He backs away from the woman. “Amelia, this is Jenna and she belongs to me 

now.” 

 “What,” Amelia asks. “You couldn’t have,” she says, backing away from us. “Your 

father is going to go ballistic.” 



 “It will be fine, Amelia,” Derik says. “Damien still needs a bride.”  

 Jenna looks up to see that Amelia’s eyes are red and not blue like theirs. Amelia 

notices Jenna’s eyes as well. She gasps. “She’s pure!” she yells and she runs out of the 

room. 

 “She over-exaggerates,” Derik says. He grabs Jenna’s hand and they enter the 

next room. A man turns to great them.  

 “It’s about time,” he says. 

 “Father, I want you to meet— 

 “Yes,” he says. “I know.” The man looks into Jenna’s eyes. “Pure,” he says with a 

sigh. “Son, do you know what you have done?” 

 “But— 

 “She doesn’t belong here!” Derik’s father says. 

 “She belongs with me!” Derik yells. 

 His father paces back and forth and begins to get frustrated. “They will seek war 

for this. I will not have it. I will have war, but on my terms…not theirs,” he says. 

 “Father, I can talk to them. Once they know— 

 “I am Lucifer and I will not allow this, Derik!” 

 Jenna’s eyes widen with alarm. “Your father is Lucifer!” 

 “Forget to mention that, did he?” Lucifer says. 

 Jenna backs up wondering what she has got herself in to.  



 “Jenna, don’t freak out,” Derik says. 

 “Your father is the Devil,” she says, calmly. “Why would that freak me out?” She 

tries to sound as sarcastic as she can. 

 “I was going to tell you,” he says. “But I was scared.” 

 “Of what?” she asks, looking at him confused. 

 “That you wouldn’t want me anymore,” he says.  

 She grabs his hand. “That will never be an issue,” she says. The Devil laughs at 

her comment. 

 “Why don’t you give me a moment with my son?” Lucifer asks, snapping his 

fingers. Before she can argue, she is back in her apartment. She sits down at the kitchen 

counter to try and let all the events of the day sink in. Her stomach begins to growl. She 

goes to get something to eat, but nothing seems appetizing to her. She sniffs the air and 

something smells amazing to her. She thinks it must be the restaurant around the 

corner so she decides to go find out. Whatever that smell is, she has to have it. The 

restaurant is crowded and she can’t focus on the smell anymore. She begins to get 

agitated. “Table for one?” the hostess asks.  

 “I guess,” she says and follows her to sit down. “What smells so good today?” she  

 “The special I guess,” the hostess says. “I’ll get your waiter.” 

 A man walks by and she gets this overwhelming feeling as the wind blows a scent 

in her face. She immediately follows him. She catches up to him and reaches to grab 

him, but someone snatches her back. 



**** 

 “You know she can’t stay,” Lucifer tells his son. 

 “Why not?” Derik argues. “She is just like me.” 

 “No, you are my son,” the Devil says. “She doesn’t belong her.” 

 “Neither do I, but yet I’m still here.” 

 Lucifer sighs, getting impatient with his son. “Look, Derik, I have been through 

this,” he says. “Trust me when I tell you that this will only end badly.” 

 “Just because you scared Mom away— 

 “She chose them!” Lucifer says. “Remember that.” 

 “Jenna will choose me,” Derik says. 

 “Will she?” Lucifer laughs. “Well, what happens when she can’t do what needs to 

be done? That girl has more love in her than your mother had. There is no way she’ll be 

able to feed.” 

 “I’ll walk her through it,” Derik says, not knowing if he believes himself. “She’ll 

be fine.” 

 “Well, you better hurry,” Lucifer says. “She’ll be getting hungry soon.” 

**** 

 Jenna turns around to Derik. She hugs him. “What is happening to me?” she 

says. He pulls her head in close to his chest and kisses her forehead. 

 “I’m so sorry,” Derik says.  



 “Why am I so hungry?” 

 “Because as a demon, regular food will not sustain you here in the mortal world. 

You have to eat something else if you want to survive here.” 

 “What do we eat?” asks Jenna, hoping it isn’t blood or brains.  

 “The souls of the damned,” he says. 

 “The souls of the damned?” she repeats. “How do you eat a soul and how do you 

know they are damned? People change their mind about good and evil all the time.” 

 “Do you smell that?” he asks. 

 “Yes,” she says, taking in the aroma. “What is that? It smells so good.” 

 “You see that guy over there,” Derik says and points to the man she was 

following. 

 “Yes.” 

 “He’s a very bad man and the smell…is his soul.” 

 “Oh…” she says, figuring it all out. 

 “And trust me when I say his soul is as damned as they get.” 

 Jenna sighs not really liking the whole idea of eating souls, but if it’s what she 

has to do to be with Derik, she’ll have to learn to deal with it. “Are you ready?” he asks. 

He can see her uncertainty. “Trust me, Jenna.” 

 “Okay,” she says. “What do I do?” 



 He grabs her and brings her in close. He turns her around so her back is against 

his body. He pulls her arm up as if she is reaching for the man. “Call out to his soul,” he 

says. They get closer to the man and she hesitates, looking at all the people who will see 

them. “Don’t worry,” Derik says. “They can’t see us.”  

 Jenna closes her eyes. “Okay, focus on his soul…the smell and tell it to come to 

you.” A black shape comes from the man’s mouth. It looks like smoke. The man falls to 

the floor and people come running to check on him. The black soul reaches Jenna’s 

mouth and she looks to Derik. “Go ahead,” he says. She opens her mouth and the soul 

enters her. She believes it is the best thing she has ever had, but she still feels guilty 

about taking a life, even if it is damned. “How do you feel?” Derik asks. 

 “Good,” she says. 

 “Great job,” he says. 

 “Do all demons eat souls?” 

 “No,” he says. “Dad only lets a few out of Hell…the privileged. Other demons 

aren’t like you and me, Jenna. They have to eat, but they eat the good souls.” 

 “What…are you serious?” she asks. “But that’s— 

 “Wrong…yes, but they are demons, remember and so are we.” Jenna is silent, 

finally realizing what she is. “Are you okay?”  

 “I think I want to go home,” she says. He takes her back to her apartment. 

“Where will I stay?” she asks, looking around at all her stuff. 



 “Wherever you want,” he says. “But, like I said, to sustain your life here you will 

have to eat.” 

 “Okay, but what if we went back?” she asks. 

 “Well,” he says, coming closer to her. “You would stay with me, if that is what 

you choose.” She looks into his eyes and knows that it doesn’t matter where they are as 

long as they are together, even if it is Hell. 

 “Then let’s go home,” she says. “I’ll always choose you over anything.”   

 “Are you sure?” he asks. “My family is a lot to take in.” 

 “I’ll deal,” she says.  

 “Then let’s go home,” he says. 

**** 

 Jenna wakes up alone. She has been in Hell with Derik for a week, but it has 

seemed like paradise to her. He hasn’t left her side, until now. She gets out of bed and 

walks down the hallway, heading towards the Livingroom. She stops when she hears 

voices. Derik and Lucifer are talking so she leans in to get a better listen. “Enough is 

enough, Derik,” says Lucifer. “I’ve let you have your fun. It’s time to let her go.” 

 “I will never let her go, Father, Derik argues. “I love her.” 

 Jenna can’t help but smile at his comment. 

 “You are a demon!” his Father yells. “Demons don’t love anything. Love makes 

you weak.” 



 “You loved Mother and you love Damien and me…I hope.” Derik looks at his 

father for assurance.  

 “Family is different,” Lucifer says. “And you know what happened with your 

Mother. That’s why I’m trying to make you see— 

 “Father,” says Derik breaks in. “I know you’re trying to protect me against what 

you had to go through, but let this play out. She might surprise you.” 

 “It’s not me she will need to convince,” Lucifer says. “Michael will come for her, 

son, and I will not try and stop him.” 

 “He will not take her from me,” says Derik. “I won’t let him.” 

 “You can’t stop your Uncle,” says Lucifer. “And I will stop you if you try.” 

 “But— 

 “No!” Lucifer shouts and flames come from his fingertips. Jenna jumps. “This is 

all on Jenna now, do you understand?” 

 “Yes, Father,” says Derik and his Father gets up to leave. Jenna runs back toward 

the bedroom so Derik doesn’t realize she heard the conversation. Someone pops up out 

of nowhere and she runs in to them. “Oh, sorry,” she says. 

 “Quiet all right, Jenna…is it?” he asks. 

 “Yes…and you are?” 

 “I’m Damien, Derik’s brother,” he says, smiling.  

 “Oh, hi,” she says. 



 “Sorry I didn’t introduce myself sooner, but I’ve been busy with work.” 

 “It’s nice to meet you,” she says. 

 “Is it?” he laughs as he circles her. “Nobody has ever told me that before. I have 

to say that it is not a total waste of my time meeting you either.” 

 “Thank you,” she says, not knowing if that is a complement or not. 

 “Little Bro gets all the perks,” he says. Jenna starts to feel a bit uncomfortable 

around him. He inches toward her and backs her up against the wall. He looks into her 

blue eyes with his that are blood red. “I can see his fascination with you.” She glances 

down the hall and sees Derik coming. “Speak of the Devil’s son,” Damien says. 

 “What’s going on?” asks Derik. 

 “Just getting acquainted,” says Damien. “But I do have to get back to work. Not 

all of us can sit around and play house, right Brother?” Damien smirks and vanishes. 

 “Are you okay?” asks Derik.  

 “Yes,” she replies. “I’m fine. He seems like a ray of sunshine.” 

 “Yes, he is delightful,” says Derik, laughing. The ground starts to shake and 

Jenna holds on to Derik. “What is that?” she asks. 

 “I don’t know,” he lies. Rocks start to fall around them. He knows what is 

happening because it has happened before, every time his Uncle comes down to visit. He 

grabs Jenna’s hand and runs. A man in a white suit appears and blocks their way. 

 “Hello, Nephew,” the man says. 



  “Michael,” Derik says, grinding his teeth in anger. He squeezes Jenna’s hand 

and they are back in her apartment.  

 “Who was that?” Jenna asks. “What is happening?” 

 “That was Michael,” says Derik. “We have to hide you before— 

 “Before what,” replies Michael. He grabs Derik by the throat. “You really 

disappoint me, Nephew.” 

 “No!” Jenna cries. “Don’t hurt him.” Michael releases Derik and moves toward 

Jenna. 

  “He’s not the one I’m here for,” Michael says. “I’m taking you to Heaven where 

you belong.” 

 “I belong with Derik!” she yells. Derik smiles at her comment. She chose him.  

 “You know the rules, Derik,” Michael says. “Nobody pure can live in Hell.” 

 “I live in Hell!” yells Derik. “I am pure! Does nobody get that! I am the only pure 

demon in Hell. Is it too much to ask to have someone there that can make me happy?” 

 “Derik,” Michael says in a soft tone. “I am sorry that you got stuck in Hell with 

your Father, but rules are rules.” Michael grabs Jenna’s arm and Derik runs toward 

them. Michael snaps his fingers and before Derik can reach them they vanish. He falls to 

the floor, realizing she may be gone for good. 

 “Jenna!” he cries. Flames shoot from his hands as he screams her name. 

**** 



 “Father!” Derik shouts as he enters Lucifer’s castle. Lucifer comes at once. 

“Where is she?” Derik demands. 

 “Calm down, son.” 

 “I know you know where she is,” Derik says. “Tell me!” He throws his father 

across the room. The guards run in and Lucifer quickly puts his hand up to hold them 

off. 

 “I’m going to let that one slide because of your situation, but do not test me, 

boy.” 

 “You could have stopped him.” 

 “She didn’t belong here!” 

 “Neither do I,” says Derik and he starts to walk away.  

 “Where are you going?” Lucifer asks, but Derik doesn’t answer. Damien walks in 

at the same time and Derik runs into him.  

 “Hey, Bro,” Damien says. Derik pushes him out of the way. “What is his 

problem?”  

 “Damien,” Lucifer says. “Keep an eye on your Brother. See what he is up to. 

Don’t let him out of your site.” 

 “Yes, sir,” he says and runs to catch up with Derik. 

 “Hey, Bro,” he says. “What’s going on?” 

 “Don’t act as if you care,” says Derik. 



 “I don’t, but I’m curious,” Damien says. 

 “Michael took Jenna,” he says. 

 “Oh…that sucks,” Damien says. “I looked forward to playing with that one.” 

 Derik slams him up against the wall. “She is not yours to play with, Brother.” 

 “Yours either, apparently, Brother,” Damien replies. Flames come from Derik’s 

fingertips. “Okay, easy. Just teasing.” Derik lets go of his brother. “What are you going to 

do now?” Damien asks, straitening his clothes out. 

 “I’m going to get her back and you are going to help me,” Derik says. “There has 

to be a spell to bring her back. We need to go get us a witch.” 

**** 

 “Where are we?” Jenna asks and looks around to see she is in a room of a 

warehouse. “I thought we were going to Heaven?” 

 Michael laughs. “Now that’s funny,” he says. She gives him a confused look. He 

snaps his fingers and she is tied up to a chair. 

 “What are you doing?” she asks, trying to wiggle out of the ropes. 

 “You’re a demon!” he says, bending down to her level. “Demons are not allowed 

in Heaven.” 

 “Then why are we here?” she asks. 

 “Oh, I’m going to kill you,” he says, taking a blade from his pocket. 

 “I thought you were an angel?” she asks, beginning to panic. 



 “I’m an Archangel,” he says. “So I can pretty much kill any demon I want. It’s my 

duty. My brother handed you to me on a silver platter. He just wants me to wait a bit.” 

 “But Lucifer said— 

 “Lucifer is the Devil…he lied,” Michael says. “All that about Derik’s Mom was a 

lie. No demon has ever entered Heaven and they never will, even a pure one.” 

 “Then what happened to his Mom?” 

 Michael sighs. “He picked up some poor lonely women and used her. When he 

was done he killed her. He turned Derik when he was a baby.” 

 “I thought he was born a demon?” 

 “I think I’ve said too much,” Michael says, smiling. “And I’ve grown impatient 

with Lucifer so let’s get to it shall we.”  

 Jenna tenses up as he starts to come toward her. “What will happen when I die,” 

she asks. She tears up thinking about the fact she might not ever see Derik again. 

 “You chose Hell when you chose Derik and now you will see it up close,” he says. 

 “I chose love,” she says. 

 “Well everyone makes their choice in life and now you must live…or die with 

yours.” He comes forward again with his knife and she closes her eyes and waits for 

death. 

****  



 Derik and Damien walk into a shop and a young woman walks into the room. 

“Can I help you?” she asks. She looks up at them and quickly tries to run to the back of 

the store. Damien grabs her before she can get away. 

 “You do have a way with people, Brother,” Damien says. 

 “Why are you running?” Derik asks. 

 “You’re demons,” she says, struggling to get away. 

 “How?” he asks, but remembers how some witches can see true forms. “You can 

see our true form. Look, we don’t want to hurt you.” 

 “Speak for yourself,” Damien says. 

 “Control yourself,” Derik orders. “We need your help, Maggie.” She gives him a 

curious look. “I got your name from a friend. He said you could help, but it looks as if 

you may be a little…inexperienced to handle this.” 

 She smiles. “Don’t let my looks fool you,” she says as a light comes from her 

body and slams Damien into the wall. “I’m older than I look and I can handle anything.” 

 “You’re Fae,” Derik says. 

 “Half, actually,” she says.  

 “Jenna would love to meet you.” 

 “Jenna?” she asks. 

 “She is why I am here,” Derik says. “I need her back. She’s been taken.” 

 “You’re different from the others,” she says. “You can love.” 



 “Yes,” he says. “And I love Jenna. Can you help me?” 

 “I can try,” she says. “Is she a demon?” 

 “Yes, she is like me,” he replies. 

 “Then I will need her heart…and yours.” He looks at her confused and laughs. 

Damien stands up and runs toward her. 

 “Damien, no!” Derik yells, giving Maggie a warning. She raises her hand and 

Damien falls to the ground in pain. He grabs his head and screams. 

 She looks back toward Derik. “I can’t do the spell without both your hearts,” she 

says.  

 “Don’t listen to her, Derik,” Damien says with pain in his voice. 

 “Give me a moment,” she says and walks toward Damien. She looks into his eyes 

and Damien realizes she is reading his thoughts. “Get out of my head, Bitch!” he yells.  

 “Thank you,” she says to Damien. “That’s what I needed to know.” She raises her 

hand and he disappears.  

 “Where did he go?” Derik asks. 

 “Back to Hell where he belongs,” she says. 

 “Why?” he asks, confused as to what is happening. 

 She looks at him with pity. “Derik, you weren’t born a demon. I don’t know why, 

but they have been lying to you this whole time. 



 “What? Why would they lie about that?” he asks, trying not to believe it, but he 

doesn’t put anything past his Father or his brother. 

 “We don’t have time,” she says. “You need to go and find your heart before they 

do.” 

 “I don’t know where to look,” replies Derik. 

 She thinks for a moment to make sure this is what she wants to do, but she feels 

sorry for him. “Take me with you,” she says. 

 “No,” he says. “Faeries can’t survive in Hell. You will wither.” 

 “We won’t be there long enough for that to happen,” she says. She holds out her 

hand. “Let’s go and I’ll locate your heart.” 

 He sighs with concern, but grabs her hand and takes her to Hell. 

****  

 “Michael!” Lucifer yells. Michael stops seconds before the blade strikes Jenna. 

 “What now, Brother. I’m growing tired of your mood swings.” 

 “We just have a slight change in plans,” Lucifer says. “Derik knows about his 

past and it’s only an amount of time for one of his tantrums. We will need her to keep 

him in check. Besides you know you can’t kill her. You can only banish her.” Jenna gives 

him an angry look because he made her believe she was going to die. He gives her a 

smile and a wink. 

 “I didn’t think Angels could lie,” she says. 



 “You forget, I’m not an ordinary Angel,” Michael says. “I’m an Archangel. I’m 

‘The An— 

 “We know your ‘The Angel’,” Lucifer says. “Just because you are the oldest, 

Michael, doesn’t make you ‘The Angel’. He has a bit of an ego problem.” He looks toward 

Jenna.  

 “Really,” she says. “Maybe it runs in the family.” 

 Michael bursts out laughing. “I like this girl,” he says. “I hope it works out for 

you, Sweetheart.” He gives her another wink and vanishes. 

 Lucifer rolls his eyes. “Okay, this is how it’s going to go…” 

 “Let me finish that sentence for you, Father,” Derik says. 

 Lucifer’s eyes widen in surprise. “Hello, son,” he says. 

 “You killed my mother,” Derik says. 

 “Yes, well she would have made you weak,” the Devil says. 

 “Well, you don’t have to worry about me being weak anymore,” replies Derik. 

 “Well, it’s about time,” Lucifer says. “It only took twenty-five years.” 

 “Jenna, come here,” Derik says. He can tell Maggie’s spell is starting to work. 

“This may hurt a bit.”  

 Maggie appears to finish her spell. A light appears in Jenna’s chest and she 

screams as she falls to the ground. Derik also falls to the ground. Lucifer begins to 

worry. “What’s happening?” he asks. 



 “She’s Faery,” Damien yells appearing next to his father. Lucifer reaches for her, 

but she is protected by a barrier.  

 “I’ll get through in a minute precious,” Lucifer says. She panics and chants 

quicker, but as soon as she’s almost finished Lucifer breaks through the barrier. He 

grabs her by the throat. “What do you think you are trying to do?” he asks. “I’m not 

trying to do anything,” she says, short on breath from him squeezing her throat. She 

looks the Devil in the eyes. “I did.” She raises her hand and says the last words of the 

spell. “It is done,” she says. Blood starts to run out of her veins and floats into the air. It 

hovers over two hearts that appear. The hearts hover in front of Jenna and Derik. The 

blood seeps into the hearts and they light up as they enter their chests. “Their flame will 

burn forever.” 

 Lucifer takes his hand and thrusts it through Maggie’s chest. She gasps as he 

removes her heart. She smiles at him and vanishes. Lucifer drops the heart and it 

vanishes as well. He looks back to see that Jenna and Derik are gone as well. “No! Stupid 

Faery!” he shouts. The ground begins to rumble and the building collapses. 

****  

 Jenna wakes with Derik looking at her. “Everything is going to be fine now,” he 

says. “We will be together forever and nobody will ever come between us again. We are 

Faeries now. Sleep now you need your rest.” He kisses her cheek and she falls back to 

sleep. The power he feels is amazing. It courses through his veins like fire. He wonders 

what the future holds for a moment and then looks back at Jenna. “She is my future,” he 

answers himself. “And that is all that matters.” He lies down next to her with no worries 

of what lies ahead. 


