                                           The Wish
                                     By Frederick Pangbourne

    Corey Sinclair carefully set the package down on the kitchen table then pulled up a chair and sat across from it. The small box, wrapped in brown packing paper, had greeted him when he arrived home from work. He found it alone and awaiting him at the front door. Lifting the box, which was light enough to possibly be empty, he examined the writing inscribed on one of its sides. It was rightfully addressed to his home in a familiar penmanship. It was when he read the return address that it became clear on who had sent the package. Walter and Carol Sinclair, Santa Barbara, CA
    A smile ran up the side of his mouth. He now recalled his grandparents returning from their annual vacation in China and the remote regions about. They had obviously obtained some souvenir in their lengthy travels and sent it to him for his upcoming twenty-ninth birthday. Their amassed wealth was no hidden family secret and they used those earned funds to religiously make annual vacations to different areas of the globe. The year before was Australia. Before that Spain. 
    In anticipation of the box’s unknown contents, his fingers began to eagerly pry at the paper’s folds. Within seconds the brown paper was torn away, revealing a small box which appeared to be made of birch wood. The box measured no more than a couple of inches on each side. While pushing the brown paper aside, a folded piece of white parchment fell from the packing paper. He debated which should be examined first and after a short deliberation, he began to unfold the white paper. After discovering it to be a handwritten note on the paper, he turned it right side up, so that its words were now readable.
    Dear Corey,
    We hope this letter finds you in good health. Your grandfather and I are enjoying our tour of China and made a trip into Mongolia since we were near China’s northern border. We found this in a small shop there and thought of you since your birthday is nearing. It is said to be ancient ‘wish ring’ that was rumored to be the same type worn by Genghis Khan himself. Your grandfather insisted on buying it despite its high cost so, DON’T LOSE IT. Wish for something practical because it only grants one. Ha-ha-ha. Love you and Happy Birthday, Corey. 
                                                                         Love Grandma & Grandpa

    He smiled lovingly at the note and set it aside, then brought his attention back to the box and carefully lifted its lid. Embedded in a black, cushioned bedding sat a ring of red gold. He was in the process of pulling it from the box when he noticed that tiny etchings were engraved on the inside of the lid. He lifted the box up close to his face for a better examination. The words were of symbols that he surmised were of the Mongolian language. Curiosity had now taken hold of him, and he found himself reaching for his cell phone and pulling up a translation app. He then meticulously began to transfer the writing from the box into the phone and watched as the English translation began to take form. It took only a few minutes to complete the interpretation and he held the phone in front of him and read its complete translation. 
                        
           To the one who possesses this ring, only a single wish it shall bring
[bookmark: _Hlk31892647]           So chose your words with care, unending results are what you dare

    Corey laughed out loud and turned the phone off. It was like something from Lord of the Rings. Using his thumb and index finger, he gently pulled the ring from its box. “My precious.” He mockingly said aloud and turned the ring over in his fingers as he studied it closer. Interesting, he thought as he carefully placed the ring back into its cushioned bed and closed the box. If anything, it would be a great conversation piece when he had company.

                                                               ***

    The next day at work had been a disaster. No, a disaster was too kind of a word. More of a catastrophe of global proportions. His sleep later that night had been restless. His constant tossing and turning beneath the sheets chased away any form of approaching slumber, like a sudden and wild movement would do to a squirrel in a park. By the time his restive body and mind had eventually succumbed to a peaceful solace, his alarm clock at his bedside was already audibly announcing his time of awakening. If he had gotten three hours of sleep, he would have considered himself lucky. What should have usually taken him his forty minutes to get ready that morning, took him well over an hour and by the time he was on the road, traffic was bumper to bumper, throwing yet another calamitous wrench into the works.
    His cubical was situated on the twenty third floor of the Sterling Building in Seattle. One of twelve such buildings located across North America and the several scattered throughout Europe, all belonging to Sterling International. One of the top companies in S&P 500. On the totem pole of the expansive company, Corey could easily be classified as the wide eyed, bucked tooth beaver carving at the pole’s base, just above the teenager intern in the mail room. He had been with Sterling International for almost seven years now and with each season that passed, the feelings for his current employer had become more and more loathsome. It was not the type of work he enjoyed or even thought he’d be doing if you asked him ten years ago were he saw himself, yet here he was. And as he always stated when inquisitive family members inquired on how his job was going. “It pays the bills.” 
    Like navigating his way through some deadly mine field, he dodged and evaded his way to his cubical in hopes of his tardiness going unnoticed. By the time he reached his desk, he was forty-five minutes late. He quickly logged onto his computer and pulled a stack of folders from his desk drawer and strategically placed them on either side his keyboard in a vague attempt to masquerade his late arrival. No sooner had his monitor powered up and displayed the company’s logo did his supervisor, Debbie Ashcroft, appear from behind him.
    “Don’t bother trying to look busy. Three people already told you just scurried in. Your excuse?” She demanded more than asked.  Deborah Ashcroft was in her late forties, attractive and possessed not a single humorous bone in her shapely body. She was a tall woman with short blonde hair and steel gray eyes. She had been transferred from the London office and even carried a British accent. She had taken over the department long before Corey was hired, and her reputation as a no-nonsense supervisor had arrived at the department weeks before she had made her debut appearance.

    Realizing his smoke screen had seen through, he sighed heavily and turned in his chair to face her. “I didn’t sleep well last night, and my alarm didn’t go off.” He partially lied.    
    “I hope you’re not selling me that, because I’m not buying it. Have you completed those Sales and Revenue reports that you were supposed to have in three days ago?” Her gray eyes judgmentally glaring down at him through her glasses.
    “I was just about-” 
    “Save it. I’ll take that as a no. A word of advice?” She leaned in closer to him, her face barely an inch from his ear. He could smell her floral perfume about him as he closed his eyes and inhaled the alluring scent. One of her breasts came in gentle contact with his shoulder. Her whispered voice, like the fragrance of her perfume, momentarily changing his whole perspective of her. His ignited arousal suddenly suggesting her sexually desirable; that was until she spoke into his ear. “You’d best un-fuck yourself or your presence here will be short lived. Do I make myself clear?” She lifted her head and stood up straight once more. A baleful grin stretching across her face.
   “Y-Yes, m-ma’am.” He stammered upon her hushed threat. The sensual winds abruptly dropping from his pelvic sail.
   “Good. Now bring whatever reports you’ve completed, which I surmise isn’t much, and meet me in my office in an hour.”
    “Right away.” He felt a sudden rush of heat wash over him as he began to hastily search for the requested folders.
    “And one more thing.”
    “Yes, ma’am?”
    “You’re wearing one blue sock and one black one.” With her final stabbing verbal jab, Ms. Ashcroft slithered off as silently as she had appeared. Corey looked down as his mismatched socks and dropped his head between his knees. It was then that he noticed his fly was undone the entire time.
    “You wanted to see me, Miss Ashcroft?” Corey asked in a sheepish voice. He stood timidly in his mismatched socks, front and center of the department manager’s large desk, a pile of disheveled folders clutched in his arms against his chest. Ashcroft, in the middle of a phone conversation, held up a finger instructing Corey to wait. Her eyes never falling upon the junior staff member as she gazed out her office window. After several minutes, Ashcroft ended her call and turned in her chair to face Corey.
    “So, Mr. Sincock it has-”
    “Sinclair.” Corey interjected as he adjusted the folders that were starting to slide about in his arms.
    “Excuse me?”
    “My last name is Sinclair, ma’am.”
    Ashcroft rolled her eyes and with a deep sigh and leaned back into her leathered chair.  “Never-the-less, it has been brought to my attention that you have been showing up late recently and,” she opened a folder on her desk and pulled out his profile, “your work performance has been sub-par at best. And by sub-par, I’m being generous.”
    “I can explain, ma’am. You see-”
    “Do you like your job? Because if not-”   
     “No! No! I do, Miss Ashcroft. I’ve just been in this funk lately and it’s unfortunately been affecting my work. I can assure you that I will straighten things out over the weekend and be back on track by Monday morning.” Corey cut in hoping to mend any damage before he was shown any form of disciplinary action.
   “Well, let’s hope so for your sake, Sincock, because if this continues, you’ll be out of here faster than a toupee on a windy day and you can fish your personal items from the dumpster out back. Do I make myself clear?” 
    “Yes, ma’am, I-” Corey answered as one of the jumbled folders escaped his shifting arms and dumped his reports across the office floor.
    “Good. Now kindly take that bloody shit show you have in your arms and get back to your desk and finish up. I also assume that you’ll be coming into tomorrow on Saturday, to catch up on those other reports that are obviously late? On your own time of course. You’re dismissed.” And with that, Corey gathered the papers spewed out across the floor and hastily scurried from the office and back to the refuge of his cubicle. 
    That night he retired to bed earlier than usual except, he did not fall straight to sleep. Instead, he laid there on his back staring at the blank ceiling above him in the shrouded darkness of his bedroom. After today’s fiasco he wondered how much longer he could continue returning to that dreadful building and dealing with his tyrannical supervisor. Weeks? Months? Years?? God, he hoped not. He hated Ashcroft. Just the mentioning of her name was enough to curdle his most pleasant mood. He let out a deep sigh. Something had to change and soon, for he was dangling at the end of his rope when it came to him attempting to cope with his present employer. Things would be so much more enduring if he could magically be promoted above the heads of his peers and Ashcroft, obtaining some position of ultimate supervisory power. Untouchable to those around him. He chuckled to himself as he laid there in the darkness at such an unattainable notion. It was obvious it would never happen in his lifetime but still, it was nice to dream and … wish. He sat up in bed. He smiled to himself at the idea. 
    It was imaginary aspiration that now compelled him to toss back his covers and slide from his bed, then walk briskly into his kitchen and turn on the lights. The small pine box sat on the kitchen counter as if it were awaiting him. Opening the tiny box, he eyed the reddish gold ring inside. In a slow, delicate motion he pulled the ring from the bedding of its container and held it in his palm. Had his ambitions for something better been so desperate that he resorted to something as insanely ridiculous as what he was considering? He scoffed at his pathetic aim and decided as foolish as it was, what harm could it possibly bring? Disappointment was something he knew all too well in life and he would accept it as he always did when it eventually arrived. He carefully slid his finger into the circular trinket. It seemed to fit perfectly.
    He admired the ring on his finger briefly for a moment then cleared his throat. “I wish …,” he began then recalled the saying etched inside the box: So chose your words with care, unending results are what you dare, “I wish I was in charge at work. That I held a position above them all. Especially Miss Debbie Ashcroft.”
    With that, his short and simple incantation was completed. Though it was perhaps him only channeling his frustrations into the fool hearty act, he felt a calming sensation wash over him. It was as if he had found peace with the universe. He exhaled from the euphoric feeling and decided to return to bed as sleep now suddenly beckoned. As he turned off the kitchen light and returned to the comforting confines of his bed, he almost instantly drifted off into a deep dreamless slumber.    

                                                                  ***

    Corey was slowly being pulled from what he could only describe as the most pleasant rest he had experienced in ages. His eyes had yet to open, and he could already feel the reinvigoration of a good night’s sleep. He smiled as he rolled onto his back and stretched out his arms. It was when both his hands came in to contact with warm, bare flesh that his eyes flashed opened and his hands immediately retracted to his side.
     He laid there frozen in place as his eyes quickly scanned his new surroundings. He was no longer in his small, scarcely decorated bedroom but, surprisingly in another. This unfamiliar bedroom much larger and lavishly furnished beyond anything he could afford. His eyes now drew themselves from his alien surroundings and to what he had touched in his bed. 
    Resting on either side of him was a woman. Each fully nude and partially covered by the black silk sheets that covered the king-sized bed. The figures of the women were perfect in form. Corey had never seen woman like this before, who weren’t streaming in some porn video. They were sensually proportioned to perfection, he observed, as they laid sprawled out at his sides. He could hear their soft breathing as they slept. The only aspect that made this dream even more bizarre were the black leather masks the women wore. The only holes in these full mask hoods, were for their eyes, nose and mouth. Their long hair stretched from beneath the confines of the masks. One blonde, the other jet black.
   He swallowed hard and stared up to the ceiling. Another strange appearance to this obvious dream was the disturbing mural painted upon the ceiling above him. A nightmarish scene depicting Christ being tortured in some hellish chamber of horrors. Demonic creatures of twisted and deformed features were preforming the painful and ghastly acts with much glee.
    “Ah, I see you’re awake, Sir. Shall I prepare breakfast?”
   Corey’s head jerked to his right where the voice had come from. He was now fully aware that he was not in some imaginary realm of sleep but, a undeniable reality. The man standing in the doorway to the bedroom was tall and thin. Dressed in some attired that matched what a butler would wear. His face was gaunt and pointed. His thinning black hair slicked to the side.
   “W-What?” Corey replied in a stammered whisper as to not wake the unknown women in his bed. 
    “Your breakfast, Sir. Shall I prepare it?”
    He found his head inadvertently nodding as the word fell from his mouth. “Yes.”
    “Very good, sir.” And as abruptly as he appeared, the man left the room the same.  
    Corey turned his gaze from the door as it closed and over his other shoulder. A huge picture window near his bed displayed the city of Seattle from below. After carefully surveying the scenery of tall buildings he realized that he was in the office building of his employer. It suddenly dawned on him that he must somehow be residing somewhere on the upper floors of the Sterling Building.  
    “It worked.” He whispered to himself. “It worked!” He said again but louder and with enthusiastic volume. One of the women moaned and shifted her position in the bed at the noise. Corey threw his arms up in victory and shouted in silence! It worked!
    It did not take him long to accept the outcome of his desired wish and he leapt from the bed and danced about his new bedroom donning nothing but his boxers. The attached bathroom was the size of his old bedroom and was fitted with the latest designs. He decided to take a shower and begin exploring his newly appointed life. He sang aloud in the shower and even praised his grandparents in his exuberant lyrics. After a long hot shower, he made his way back into the bedroom, and discarded his towel from his waist and into the room’s corner. A man of his newly found stature deserved a little morning loving before he started his day, and he knew two women who he could count on. His beaming smile drooped as he found his bed empty of his female companions. His jubilant singing had most likely awakened them, causing them to depart without any acknowledgment. Oh well. He would save his sexual celebrations for tonight. Naked, he proceeded to go through the walk-in closet which had more square footage than his apartment’s living room and began sifting through the numerous suits.
    Corey had settled on a gray Giorgio Armani suit and a pair of black Italian leather shoes when he emerged from the bedroom. It took him a few minutes to navigate through the penthouse at the top of the Sterling Building before he came upon the kitchen. A three-course breakfast was laid out before his seat at the table, and he wasted no time hungrily consuming all the food that had pleasantly laid out. As his stomach was being stretched to new limits, the man who he could only assume was his personal butler, entered the room.
   “Was everything to your satisfaction, Sir?” he asked standing at attention. His hands behind his back.
   “Quite,…” Corey responded and dragged his unfinished word out hoping the man would conclude it for him with a name.
    “Amon, Sir.” 
   “Yes, of course. Well, Amon, what do I have on my agenda this morning?” Corey leaned back in his chair and patted his swelled stomach. He could easily see himself conforming to this new life.
   “You have a meeting with the department supervisors in just under an hour in the board room.”
   “Very good. I believe I’ll head down there now and get a head start on things. Which floor is that on again?” Corey was pushing himself from the table and removing the cloth napkin he had tucked in his collar like a bib.
   “Twenty seventh, Sir. The elevator in the hall will take you down to your office, and don’t forget, Sir, that today is Saturday the sixteenth.”
  “The sixteenth?”
  “Yes, Sir, the Feast of Abaddon. You’ll need to select an individual from your staff to attend. It will be held here at 6:16 tonight.”
    Corey was already making his way down one hall in search of the elevator. “Yes, of course, the feast tonight. I’ll pick someone.” He replied with little attention.
   The penthouse was an elaborate architectural maze of halls and rooms. After several wrong turns, he discovered the elevator doors and pressed the down arrow. “Amon?” he called down the hall as the elevator’s winches activated and began pulling up the lift. 
    “Yes, Sir?” The man seemed to materialize from around a corner.
    “Those women in my bed.”
    “Yes?”
    “What’s with the masks?” The bell indicating the lift’s arrival tolled. 
    “You made it clear that faces of the Succubus were…” Amon searched for a tactful word, “unpleasant, and that their faces were to be covered at all times.”
    “Succu-what?” The doors opened and Corey stepped into the lift. “Well, anyway, can you make sure they are there again tonight?”
    “They always are, Sir, and don’t forget to choose someone for tonight.”
    “Yes, for the feast of…?” 
    “Abaddon.” And before Corey could question any further, the doors to the elevator closed.
     
                                                                   ***

    As Corey Sinclair sat in the board room, awaiting his department heads, he pondered his current situation in an almost daydreaming like fashion. One moment he had been insulted, and his job threatened, and the next day, he was the COO of Sterling International. The way people had respectfully greeted him and swiftly diverted from his path as he strolled boldly down the hall from his office made him feel like some Roman Caesar. What was even more strange was that no one seemed to recognize him as the Corey Sinclair from that tiny cubicle on the twenty third floor. He smiled and threw his feet up on the board table, his hands folded behind his head. From a pauper to a prince and all because of a simple wish. As he sat there lost in daydreams of grandeur, staff members began to enter the quiet board room with mingled conversations. He decided it was time to play the part and removed the smile from his face and sat up straight in his tall black leather chair.
   One by one staff entered the room and Corey eyed them carefully as they respectfully greeted him and took their seats. It was when Ms. Ashcroft entered and took a seat to his left that a sly grin grew on his lips.
    For reasons that were unknown to him, Corey’s insight on the meetings topics were somehow well informed. As the department heads discussed and scrutinized ideas regarding marketing spending, productivity and department workloads, Corey seemed to possess excessive knowledge in all areas considered. It was as if with his new position, all the understandings and expertise of the daily operations of the company were mystically inserted within is brain. 
    As the staff seated before him deliberated matters that he fully understood, yet cared less about, he began to think of what Amon had told him regarding in the choosing a staff member for some meal being served tonight. He rubbed his chin as his eyes settled on Ms. Ashcroft. How delightful would it be to invite her to some elegant dinner only to have him belittle her in front of his audience? How sweet karma could be. His mouth began to salivate at the vengeful thought. 
    “Excuse me, Miss Ashcroft?”
    “Yes, Mr. Sinclair?”
    “I’m having a corporate meeting of selected staff this evening in which I would greatly appreciate your attendance, if that it is not a problem?”
    The room fell silent and for the moment as all eyes were directed to Ashcroft. She adjusted her glasses and was visibly unsettled. “Uh, yes. Yes, of course, Sir.”
    “Very good then.” Corey stood from his seat and leaned on the edge of the long table. “Ladies and gentlemen, if you would email me all your concerns on what we’ve discussed, I will look them over and give you my prompt feedback. Unfortunately, I have an appointment to attend to and must end this meeting prematurely. Miss Ashcroft, I’ll email the details for tonight’s meeting. Good day.” And with that, Corey made his way out of the board room and back to his own office where he contemplated his revenge between games of solitaire on his computer and enchantingly gloating over his newly discovered multiple million-dollar bank accounts. 
     After lingering about his office and wandering the different floors to his newly acquired building, Corey decided to make his way back up to the penthouse. The thought of having the opportunity to disparage the person he despised the most at work was delightfully eating at him like an army of famished termites. As he emerged from the elevator, he caught sight of Amon.
    “So, Amon, who will be attending this dinner?” he asked. His excitement hardly contained.
   “The head of Sterling will be in attendance, Sir, but you will not be physically dining at the feast.”
    “The who? Wait! Say again?” Corey’s smile turned upside down. His tone defeated.
    “You know the rules, Sir. Now, were you able to choose a candidate for this evening?”
    Corey’s brow wrinkled. He seemed confused by his status at this dinner. How could there be a feast if one of the executive men who ran the company’s building was absent from it? “Uh, yes, I did as a matter of fact. Miss Ashcroft. What time shall I invite her up?”
    “I will take care of all those formalities, Sir. Perhaps you should retire for the afternoon. I shall inform you when the feast preparations are to begin.”
    Corey simply nodded in bewildered agreement and the two went their separate ways. Corey to his lounge and Amon continuing with his household duties.

                                                                    ***

    He was sipping at his third Jack Daniels and watching ESPN when Amon entered the lounged. “It’s time, Sir.”
    He lifted his sleeve and threw a quick gaze at his luxury wristwatch. It was exactly 6pm. Setting his unfinished drink down, he stood from his chair and began to adjust his suit blazer. “I still don’t see how I cannot be present at this.” He said aloud more to himself than to Amon.
    Amon smiled and placed a hand on his shoulder and guided him from the lounge. “Make no mistake, Sir, you will be present but, you shall not be dining with the elder.” 
    Like an experienced tour guide in some vast dark cavern, Amon led him through the twisted layout to a back area of the penthouse that Corey had yet to visit. They stopped in the middle of a hall and Amon punched in a series of numbers in what appeared to be a digital thermostat. A panel silently shifted in the wall and slid open. Amon gestured for him to enter and after a moment of reluctancy, he stepped in with Amon behind him. 
    The room beyond was not black because of the lack of light but, because it was literally black in color. The floor, the walls and even the ceiling where colored the darkest of ebony. Overhead, a single hooded light, resembling some large surgical light, hung from somewhere in the ceiling. When Amon flicked a light switch on the wall, the illumination from the bulb was powerful enough to brightly display the room’s bare center. The two entered the room and Amon directed them under the powerful light and turned him to his left. In the dark recesses of the room, shrouded from the singular light, stood a hooded figure in a black robe and cowl. The face hidden from his site. 
    “Bow.” Amon whispered and the two bowed at the waist in unison. “Wait here.” He then said in a hushed voice and departed through a set of double doors to their side. Corey straightened and squinted against the shadows to glimpse the figure that stood before him just out of the lights reach. The hooded figure only stared back in silence. After a moment, the double doors were flung opened, and Amon emerged pushing in a large, wheeled metal table on which a naked woman was strapped down on. The table was pushed directly under the light and its wheels locked.  
   Corey stepped away from the table when he recognized the woman as Ashcroft. Her wrists and ankles secured firmly to the table’s corners by thick leather straps. She laid there unclothed, twisting about on the table’s surface in a futile effort to free herself. Her large breasts flung about back and forth as she struggled. He saw that a wad of cloth had been balled up and shoved into her mouth, stifling her frightened shouts.
   “What’s going on?” He asked as he watched in a strange sensuality at the nude Ashcroft bound before him. He felt something being placed in his hand. He looked down to see an overly large meat cleaver being handed to him by Amon. “What is-”
    “I will season the meat afterwards but, you must prepare it.” Amon’s face was of stone.
   “Prepare it?” Corey asked dumbly as he took the cleaver. It was easily a good two feet long, with a heavy blade sixteen inches of razor sharpness.
   “It will only take a moment, Sir, and you will continue to remain in this high tower. If you decline, you will be easily replaced.”
    “Replaced?” The words fell from his lips in a hushed tone. The very thought of relinquishing his newly acclaimed position caused his bottom lip to quiver.
    “I know you!” Corey turned to see that Ashcroft had somehow managed to work the cloth out her mouth with her tongue. “You’re that low life excuse Sincock!”
    Corey’s eyes widened at her sudden acknowledgement of him. How was this possible? 
   “You are done, you sick fucking wanker! I will have your pathetic tiny balls when I get out! You’ll never-”
   His shock and embarrassment at her unexplained discovery was instantly replaced with a raging mixture of fear and desperation, fueled by his acknowledgment and the possible loss of his newly obtained lifestyle. He slammed the clever down onto her in a powerful succession of blows. He had achieved this newly desired life by something short of a miracle, and he was not letting that slip through his fingers because of this bitch. The blade cut through her easily and each blow was sounded by the clang of metal on metal as the heavy blade cut through flesh and bone, connecting with the stainless-steel table beneath. Her agonizing screams were ignored as he continued to forcefully dice the body before him. Each strike causing an eruption of blood, bone fragments and pieces of meat to rain onto him. 
   It was finally pure exhaustion that had caused him to cease his violent assault. He stood facing the table gasping for air as if he had just sprinted up the stairwell of the building’s thirty floors. Streams of blood poured freely from the table’s metal surface and gathered into thick pools on the floor. Ashcroft had been butchered to the point that distinguishing her as once being human was debatable. Chucks of bloodied mishmash flesh laid spewed on the table and floor. Tinier pieces found their way onto his face and clothing along with a heavy splattering of blood. Some of the larger pieces twitched as nerve ending refused to die. His eyes moved across the pile of gore until he saw her head laying on its side. Through his brutal onslaught, her severed head was untouched. Her mouth remained open in a frozen scream, her hair still neat, her face splashed in blood and somehow her glasses still intact on her nose.
    With a heavy sigh Corey let the cleaver fall from his grasp, clanging loudly to the floor. He looked up to see the hooded figure still standing in the shadows watching. Though he could not see the face beneath the cowl, he sensed it was smiling. Hands were now on his shoulders and Amon was gently guiding him away from the table and back out of the room. 
    “Go wash up, Sir.” He whispered in his ear. “Your work here is done, and your faith remains undaunted. You did well.” 
   As Corey shuffled out of the room and back into the penthouse, Amon called from behind him. “Just so you are aware, Sir, the Eve of Asmodeus is in a month.”
   As Corey made his way out like some shuffling zombie, his eyes staring blanky ahead from the shock of his grisly deed, a small smile drew up in the corner of his mouth as he recalled how Torres, the supervisor in purchasing had once filed charges on him.   
   
   
   
  

 
      

       
   
 
  
