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Prologu 

In the depths of the barely lit bar, a certain 

woman sat face to face with a man at a table. 

 

He did not know anything about her, except, 

perhaps the name, and they met about an hour 

ago, when the woman called the editorial office 

and asked for a meeting, because she wanted to 

find something out. 

 

A decent person will never come - they do not run 

to strangers at the first call. 

 

But Jeffrey is a journalist. And he works in the 

‘Occult ‘Times - a magazine with thirty years of 

history, where they write exclusively about all 

kinds of demons and urban legends, so Jeffrey is 

not used to strange calls and letters. In 

addition, he understood very well: at times, 

great news comes from where expected least. So 

Prologue 
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Jeffrey immediately agreed, and here they are, 

sitting here. 

 

“I’ll have a gin and tonic,” Jeffrey ordered from a 

waiter who came up to them and looked at the 

woman. - What will you have? 

 

“Boilermaker,” she threw. 

 

The “Boiler Maker” is easy to mix: a beer is taken, 

a pile of bourbon is tipped over, and then grab and 

drink in one gulp. In short, a tough thing. 

 

“Hey, but can you handle that drink? We haven’t 

talked yet,” Jeffrey asked in bewilderment, but 

the woman, as if nothing had happened, stuck a 

cigarette in her mouth. – “Okay, I get it. Drink 

what you want, we're at the bar” he added, 

looking at the woman. 

Nicoletta Goldstein is a woman with dark skin 

and black wavy hair. It’s not that frank, but very 
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provocative. The face ... not much to say at all: 

not the height of beauty, but there is something 

about her. The only pity is that there are glasses 

on the nose.  

 

“So, Nico, what did you want to find out?” - He 

addressed to Nicoletta. Usually they say that 

when they (reporters) want to get into 

confidence and understand what kind of person 

they are, only Jeffrey constantly used this 

technique. 

“Goldstein,” she growled, lighting a cigarette. 

Jeffrey smiled blankly. Nico meanwhile dragged 

on and only then continued: 

 

- Call me Miss Goldstein.  

 

Jeffrey involuntarily frowned. Actually, they 

pulled him out for a conversation in this god-

forgotten tavern, forced to pay for a drink, and 

then they throw him such words. However, he 

did not begin to show dissatisfaction - the thing 
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is common. After all, he often encounters all 

sorts of eccentrics at work: the self-proclaimed 

messengers of God, the good-doers who look 

after the Earth, the reincarnations of 

Napoleon... 

 

So Nico was still a relatively pleasant 

conversationalist - she did not mumble any 

heresy and did not throw salt around. It was just 

... rude. 

 

Coughing, Jeffrey spoke again: 

 

“I'm sorry, Miss Goldstein.” I’ll ask again: what 

did you want to find out from me? 

 

Nico, without releasing cigarettes from her 

mouth, pulled out a magazine from her purse next 

to her. 

Noticing which particular magazine, Jeffrey 

could not restrain his enthusiasm: 
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- Ohhh, I still remember this issue! - In the hands 

of Nico was the Occult Times, released about five 

years ago. - Then my article first hit the front 

page. 

 

“I don't care,” Nico snapped, exhaling smoke, and 

pointed to the cover. “I wanted to ask about 

this.” 

 

There flaunted the title of an article by Jeffrey: 

"A mysterious white giant attacked the fortress 

town of Fortune!" 

 

“I remember it well, I even went to the place,” said 

Jeffrey, picked up a magazine and turned over the 

page. 

 

The city of Fortuna is a town on the outskirts 

that few people have heard of. A strange religion 

was born there: some legendary demon Sparda was 
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worshiped like a god, and the locals themselves 

led a modest, far from civilization lifestyle, 

exactly the same Amish. 

 

It was in that little town five years ago that 

something strange happened. 

 

No, Jeffrey did not see this “strange” with his 

own eyes. At first, only rumors reached him, they 

say, in Fortune a white giant appeared and 

destroyed the city. 

 

- The article says that the Fortuna Order of the 

Sword is gone. And here is what I want to ask: is 

this true? Or not? 

 

Meanwhile, the waiter put in front of Nico a beer 

and a glass of bourbon, and in front of Jeffrey a 

glass of gin and tonic. Noting that Nico did not 

touch the drink, Jeffrey followed her example 

and did not either, but instead began to answer 

the question: 
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- I understood you. The Occult Times at times 

truly embellishes the facts, and at times it adds 

on its own. But specifically, in this case, 

everything is pure truth. The order is gone. 

There is no doubt about it. 

 

Only in Fortune did the very strange religion 

exist - the Order of the Sword. 

 

Once in this small town where, according to 

rumors, a white giant appeared, Jeffrey went to 

sniff out about everything about which it is 

possible. But, unfortunately, the residents did 

not really welcome the strangers, and Jeffrey 

had to be patient enough to finally find out: The 

Order of the Sword is gone. 

 

- I do not know what happened there. The 

knights, managers, even simple ministers simply 

disappeared. It was rumored that they all died. 
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The civilians, of course, remained, but doubted 

the teachings of the Order. 

 

That's basically all that Jeffrey managed to find 

out.  

 

Even now, five years later, Jeffrey believed that 

his hunch was close to the truth. And although 

his article did not become popular, it left a 

serious mark in his journalistic life. 

 

- What about their institutions? Wiped off the 

face of the earth? 

 

Question Nico brought back Jeffrey from the 

distant past. 

 

“Institutes? God knows ... There was a restricted 

area. I wanted to peek, but nothing worked out 

for me. Well, what else was there to do? I wanted 

to get back alive from there” Jeffrey replied, 
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putting down the magazine and taking up the gin 

and tonic. 

 

Most likely, Jeffrey was waiting for Nico to 

reach for her drink and it would be possible to 

make a toast, but she, not paying attention to 

him, looked at the magazine and smoked. Tired of 

waiting, the man took a sip of gin and tonic. 

 

- I have one question left. The article says that 

the inhabitants of Fortune flatline refused to 

comment on those events, but ... - Nico spoke up 

and turned over the page of the magazine. There 

was a photo of the ruined city, and in the 

background, there was a young man looking 

somewhere to the side. Pointing to him, Nico 

continued: - Only this guy agreed to answer 

questions. 

 

Jeffrey, drinking from a glass, nodded. 
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- Yeah, he was like a representative there. But he 

did not give any interesting information, 

although he was the only one to talk. He said 

there is nothing interesting here and left. And 

he was very serious. I’d call him N. 

 

“Is he somehow connected with the church?” 

 

- Probably. As it was ... ah, for sure! He said he was 

a knight. 

 

At the word "knight," Jeffrey smiled sourly, as if 

trying to say: "Well, what the hell are the 

knights these days?" 

 

However, there were knights in Fortuna. An 

indisputable fact. While the Order of the Sword 

was engaged in politics, the knights kept order. 

They were armed, as befits the champions of the 

Order of the Sword, hefty swords. 
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Jeffrey did not see these fellows live, but on the 

pages of his magazine several photos were 

published: they, according to rumors, depicted a 

collection of knights dressed in some very old-

fashioned robes. 

 

- What was the name of that N? - Suddenly asked 

Nico. 

 

Jeffrey stared at her companion with a squint. 

 

“And what will you do with this?” 

 

“I'll try to find him,” Nico answered right away, 

which made Jeffrey fall silent. 

 

If the conversation was about any other article, 

Jeffrey would immediately say that he does not 

remember the name. But he remembered him well 

even now - that incident in Fortuna meant so 

much to him. The first trip abroad, publication 
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on the front page, and he himself was burning 

with the idea of journalism - to surprise the 

world! - It’s only a pity that now nothing is left 

of this idea. 

 

“Nero,” the man said after a pause, and thereby 

violated one of the journalist’s basic rules - 

never reveal your sources of information. But 

Jeffrey thus wanted to thank the reader, who 

even five years after publication called the 

editorial office and asked the author for a 

meeting. In addition, if the current conversation 

had happened five years ago, Jeffrey would not 

have spoken a word. 

 

- And the last name? Nico asked again. Jeffrey 

shook his head. 

 

- I don’t know. But Nero in the whole city is only 

one, as I recall. 

Nico nodded silently. 
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“Do you really want to go to Fortuna?” Why do 

you need it? - It was Jeffrey's turn to ask. 

 

- My goal is to aim at the top. 

 

The man did not understand anything from her 

answer. 

 

- Thanks. It was somehow uncomfortable for me 

to go without any leads, Nico added, and 

suddenly held her glass of boilermaker, drank it 

in one gulp and smiled for the first time in the 

evening. 

 

“I hope we meet again, Jeff.” Nico said goodbye, 

took her bag and headed for the exit. 

 

And only then did Jeffrey come to his senses: 
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- Hey, wait! He shouted, clenching a forgotten 

magazine in his fist. 

 

Nico stopped, turned around, with a smile threw: 

“Take it. Isn’t this a memorable number for you? ”- 

and left the bar. 

Not fully understanding what had just 

happened, Jeffrey sat back and leaned back in his 

chair. 

 

“What was that ...” finally escaped from him. 

Jeffrey drank a gin and tonic and ordered 

another one. And while they mixed him, he 

suddenly wondered: 

 

“By the way, I kinda heard the name Goldstein, 

but where?” 

But the gin and tonic already hit Jeffrey in the 

head, so he could not find an answer. 
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C h ap ter 1  : NERO 

For a couple of days Nero worked without rest in 

the garage. 

 

Nero’s hands are golden, and to remake the 

sword there, to renew the thread on the handle - 

he is not at all an amateur. 

 

“It should work!” He grumbled, turning the hilt 

of his sword. 

 

The Red Queen - one of the motor-swords made by 

the Order of the Sword. A special mechanism is 

built into the blade, which is activated when the 

handle is rotated: fuel is injected and driven 

through the entire blade, which gives a 

monstrous force to the impulse. By the way, the 

sword got its name because the fuel, passing 

through the blade, is red-hot and bursts out 

with a bright flame. 

CHAPTER 1 : NERO 
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- Come on! - No matter how much Nero twists the 

handle, neither flame nor gas come out. “What, 

taken back, since you have not been waved for a 

long time?” He asked almost jokingly, but, of 

course, he did not wait for an answer. And what 

to expect? The red queen is just a sword. Nero, 

not letting go of his hands, sat down with a sigh 

and looked around.  

 

In the garage, of course, there was complete 

chaos: the keys, screwdrivers, bolts lay wherever 

necessary, and their boxes were piled up in the 

opposite direction; engine oil was gathering dust 

in open cans, and you could not see lids from 

cans. Like it or not, cleanliness is definitely not 

about Nero, but to bring the garage to such a 

state, you need a special talent. However, the 

very thought that it would be necessary to tidy 

up drove Nero into longing. 

 

He, putting his sword aside, had already risen, 

when he suddenly heard someone's footsteps and 

turned his head to the door. Literally 
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immediately, Julio, an orphan, rushed into the 

garage and was watched by Nero and Kyrie. 

 

- Nero! Trouble! Some strange aunt has come! He 

shouted. 

 

Nero just shrugged. 

 

- Strange? In what? Does she have an eye on her 

forehead? Or are the ears sharp? 

 

He didn’t really want to believe in the tales of 

the boy, who was considered the first mischief 

child in the whole district: he would give 

something like that, and then run down the 

ceiling for adults, and he would laugh! 

 

- Yes, I'm not lying! - With a grimace of despair, 

Julio was indignant. 
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“So why is she weird?” - asked Nero, collecting 

the scattered tools and throwing them on the 

boxes. 

 

“She looks like ... well, ordinary.” But looking for 

you ... - explained Julio. 

 

Nero, reaching for a wrench, froze and turned 

his head to the boy: 

 

- Me? 

 

He nodded. 

 

- She came up to me and suddenly asked ... and you 

know Nero? Well, I said I don’t know. I remember, 

after you insist that we don’t talk to strangers... 

 

Fortuna has not favored newcomers for a long 

time. In addition, the devil knows how long it 
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takes to go to the nearest city or village - in 

general, this is a real isolated town. But five 

years ago there was a major incident, and all 

sorts of magazines, television people and hacks of 

all kinds began to visit the city to find out what 

happened. 

 

And they were not supposed to know the truth. 

 

And what's the point of telling? Would people 

really believe that a horde of demons gouged the 

city in a matter of hours? But even if they 

believed, it would only get worse. 

 

That is why Nero strictly ordered all residents 

of the city (and even young children) to remain 

silent. 

 

- What is she like? Nero asked, deciding that the 

boy was still lying. 
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- Well ... such a dark one and with glasses... 

 

Nero twitched an eyebrow: I remember there was 

such a person. Dark-skinned. Just didn’t wear 

glasses. 

 

- Is it a blonde? - continued the interrogation of 

Nero. 

 

Julio shook his head. 

 

- Nope. Black hair, curly. 

 

- Who has curly hair, jerk? - Suddenly someone 

sounded a voice. 

 

Nero looked up and saw at the entrance a dark-

haired stranger with glasses - just like Julio 

described. 
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- Uh, that's her! He cried, pointing a finger at the 

woman with a cigarette in her mouth. 

 

- Do not poke a finger at people! Who taught you 

manners? - The stranger threw. 

 

“Julio, go to Kyrie,” Nero immediately sent the 

boy home. 

 

In any other situation, Julio would have reached 

into his pocket for a word, but here he became 

quiet and obediently headed for the door 

leading to the corridor. He seemed to sense that 

this was a serious matter. 

 

Watching him, Nero turned to the woman - she 

was still stamping at the entrance, smoking a 

cigarette. 
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“So what do you want from me?” Nero asked, 

casting a glance at his right hand, which he 

moved to hide from the guest. 

 

After all, his right hand is inhuman. A few years 

ago, it acquired a terrible, or rather, devilish 

form. 

 

But it's not only that. 

 

The devilish form endowed incredible power: the 

sharpest swords did not leave even scratches on 

the skin, and the paranormal power hidden in the 

hand allowed throwing hefty demons, like plush 

toys. 

 

By a funny coincidence, that hand suddenly 

became a good thing for Nero, as he was always 

looking for strength, and even though he 

shielded away from its ugliness at first, but he 

got used to it and sometimes even rejoiced: it is 
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not difficult to protect the closest ones with 

such a hand. 

And the Devil's Hand (Devil Bringer in the game) 

had one feature: it pulsed in response to 

manifestations of demonic power. 

 

Nero looked at his hand to make sure that it was 

not a (his arm lights up if it’s a demon close to 

him) demon who had come to him. And if he really 

were, the hand would have definitely reacted. 

 

The woman stood and silently smoked a 

cigarette. 

 

The hand was also silent, which meant that the 

guest was not a demon. Well, or a demon, but 

without a drop of power. 

 

- Are you Nero? The woman finally spoke, 

exhaling a wisp of smoke. 

 



    | 31 

 

Nero frowned a little. 

 

- You need to put the smoke out, not allowed 

here! - And pointed a finger at her. 

 

Nero could not stand the tobacco smoke. And 

this is not counting how much fuel and oil is 

stored in his garage. So the request is quite 

adequate. 

 

- So you taught the jerk to point at people? - The 

woman was surprised, having passed the request 

of Nero by ears. 

 

And he did not like this answer. 

 

“Throw the damn cigarette or get out!” he 

repeated in raised tones, pointing at the woman’s 

finger. 
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She casually pulled a cigarette from her mouth, 

threw it under her feet and put it out with her 

boot. 

 

- Well, satisfied No Smoking Boy? 

 

Nero could not hide his irritation and viciously 

clicked his tongue, but he thought: 

 

“She appears the same age as me but acts as if she’s 

10 years older” – thought Nero. 

 

“I won’t smoke here, okay? I’ll invite myself in.” 

the woman announced, and without waiting for 

the go-ahead, she crossed the threshold of the 

garage. 

 

Nero intercepted her almost immediately, but she 

suddenly raised both hands: 
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- Hey Hey! Will you beat a weak woman? She 

jokingly exclaimed. 

 

Nero made a sour face: a couple of minutes did 

not pass, and he already showed his right hand, 

and he hid it as best he could.  

 

T woman did not notice his anxiety and simply 

brazenly walked around the garage. She reached 

the wooden box in the corner and sat there. 

 

- Annoyed? Do not mind it. Everyone has their 

own troubles troubles, - she crossed her legs. - 

BUT! I didn’t introduce myself. Nicoletta 

Goldstein. And I have a small request. 

 

- What? 

 

Nero involuntarily became interested, because 

the request was made exactly after the stranger 

saw his hand. 
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“We need to find something. I'm interested in the 

demon records kept in the Order of the Sword. 

But I heard that the organization has sunk into 

oblivion, so has all hope for the surviving 

followers” she explained the essence of the 

request and looked inquiringly at Nero. There 

was not a trace of malice in her eyes. The clean 

look of the child who was shown his favorite 

toy. 

 

“And where did you hear that the Order studied 

demons?” Nero asked immediately. 

 

Of course, the Order studied demons, but in 

secret from the whole world. And if anyone had 

found out about this, the hype would have come 

out global. Crowds of demon hunters would 

surely have descended into the city. 

 

Nicoletta shook her head in response. 
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“There are enough informants ... who told me 

that? .. Occult journalist? Tobacco hag? 

Stubborn demon hunter girl? Or maybe a drink 

from the tavern? I heard a lot from anyone, I 

don’t remember exactly” Nicoletta answered, 

either evasively or truthfully. But one thing was 

certain for sure: the guest is not ordinary, if she 

knows about the demon hunters – thought Nero. 

 

“You’re my first guest,” Nero admitted, stepped 

away from the woman and leaned his back against 

the wall. “I will not stretch the speech. My 

answer is no. Records of the Order will not go to 

anyone. You can leave.” 

 

And here Nero felt a prick of disappointment: not 

every day someone turns to him in such a 

wilderness. Maybe it would be worth considering 

everything, and then refuse? 

 

Despite the problems in the city, the secret 

laboratories of the Order remained intact. Of 
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course, the most dangerous things were taken 

out long ago, but some materials remained in 

their places. Nero was thinking of somehow 

blowing them to pieces — just in case so the 

tragedy would not happen again — but he simply 

did not have enough time: first of all, it was 

necessary to restore the city so that people 

could live somewhere. That's why the hands did 

not reach the ominous cellars. 

 

However, it was unlikely that, having been 

refused, Nicoletta would leave with her tail 

tucked away. In the worst case, she could have 

made her way into the laboratory until Nero 

saw. Once, a journalist came to town, sniffed out 

everything, but simple threats were enough to 

send him home, but whether the same threats 

would affect this person was a big question. If 

not, then you have to drive out by force. 

 

And then Nicoletta threw something out of the 

ordinary. Nero certainly did not expect this. 
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“What happened to Agnus?” 

 

He had not heard this name for a hundred years, 

but she uttered it, and Nero immediately 

remembered his face. He would not like to 

remember, he’d like to forget completely, but he 

could not. 

 

Agnus was one of the chiefs in the Order and 

studied demons alone. In a sense, it was he who 

was responsible for the fact that the church 

went all out. It was he who turned people into 

demons, summoned powerful monsters straight 

from the depths of hell, and thereby doomed the 

city to destruction. Naturally, one can always 

say that he acted on the orders of the leader, 

but no one pulled his hand - this is his and only 

his sin. 

 

“Died,” Nero answered. 
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Agnus is dead. He was killed during that mess in 

Fortuna. Nero could not even lift a finger and 

did not see who killed him and how.  

 

“Eh ...” the guest breathed regretfully, but then 

she continued cheerfully: “I thought so”. 

“Are you familiar with that son of a bitch?” - 

surprised Nero. 

 

“I know him. He is my father.” 

 

Nero could not believe his ears: 

 

- What? - Stepping forward, he asked. I didn’t 

catch you? 

 

Nicoletta shrugged sadly. 
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- Father. And I am the daughter of this son of a 

bitch. Father. Daughter, she rumbled, but Nero 

never finished. 

 

Who? Said Nero, worryingly. 

 

“Agnus! The man who destroyed the city! He is my 

father” Nicoletta said, and added 

“unfortunately”, quietly. 

 

Nero automatically pointed a finger at her side: 

 

- Daughter of Agnus? You? 

 

- Don’t you point at people! Where are your 

manners? Or what, do you point here (in Fortuna) 

– as a sign of respect? - Said Nicoletta, but 

suddenly her eyes lit up: she jumped from the box 

and with a firm step went somewhere. 
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- Hey! - Nero scolded, - But what's wrong with 

you?! 

 

Nicoletta let his complaints pass by, picked up 

the Red Queen - she calmly sat on her floor - and 

began to study. 

 

- Hey! Do not touch that without asking! Nero 

shouted and reached for his sword, but 

Nicoletta deftly dodged. 

 

- Hmm ... Judging by the shape, the mechanism 

injects fuel? Interesting idea. A simple one, but ... 

Oh, wow! Well, that’s not bad! She chattered and 

turned the hilt of her sword. But the Red Queen 

made no sound. Everything is the same as last 

time. - Mm? Has broken? Did the ignition fall? Or 

was the phone clogged? - Nero again reached for 

his sword in an attempt to take it away, but Nico 

again dodged and suddenly asked: - Where are the 

tools?! 
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Nero's jaw nearly fell off: 

 

- Ha? 

 

- I'll fix it. Not a single sane master will leave the 

mechanism broken - without giving Nero a word 

to insert, Nicoletta glanced around the garage 

and rushed to the tool box that the Nero had 

left there. - It seems that he had a good time with 

it, but the work is clumsy! You’ll disassemble it 

incorrectly! 

 

Nero’s jaw almost reached the floor while he 

watched the woman: she sat down and began to 

disassemble the Red Queen with such dexterity 

and speed, as if she had touched a lot of such 

things in her life. 

 

- So-so ... familiar filling. No damage. Here, some 

moron crookedly climbed into it ... yeah, so 

normal, - in a matter of seconds the mechanism of 

the sword was disassembled into parts, and Niko 
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herself peered into the nozzle with interest, 

muttering: - They didn’t carry out the daily 

maintenance, and here is the result. Do you know 

how the manufacturer’s warranty works? Do not 

carry out minimal maintenance - the warranty 

has fallen.  

 

Caught in a hail of ridicule, Nero first thought 

that the girl could indeed be the daughter of 

Agnus - they were very similar. 

 

The head of Agnus was filled with all sorts of 

studies, and if he came across something 

entertaining, then he immediately carried on a 

nonsense. And the skin of the son of a bitch is 

dark. 

 

“Come on!” muttered Nero and pressed his hand 

to his chest. To the very place where Agnus fell, 

trying to pierce him through. If Nero was an 

ordinary person, he would immediately go to the 



    | 43 

 

next world. But, fortunately or not, you can’t 

name ordinary Nero, that's why he’s still alive. 

 

“Well, that’s all,” Nero woke up just when 

Nicoletta put the Red Queen's gear back. - Well, 

baby, how are you? The guest cooed, lowered her 

sword and turned the hilt. The next instant, a 

hot flame erupted from the nozzle. 

 

The sword received such a strong impulse that 

Nicoletta instantly dropped on the floor. But 

she didn’t get angry, she was amused. She got up, 

shook off her shorts and said: 

 

- Here is a bully! But terribly cute! 

 

Nero sighed. Now he owed her money, which 

means he couldn’t just kick her out. 
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“Okay ... I'll show you where the materials of the 

Order are,” he surrendered, and Nicoletta 

smiled. 

 

- Thanks, Nero. You can call me Nico. 

 

Peering into Nico's smile - and that one had a 

tooth peeking out from under her lips - Nero 

involuntarily remembered the killer of Agnus - 

Dante. 
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C h ap ter 2   : DANTE 

The last time Dante was on the island of Dumary, 

God knows how many years ago it was, even he 

forgot. 

 

“It's been a while since I saw you, boy,” when 

Dante got off the ship, he met an old woman.  

“How is it going?” She asked. 

 

- Of course! And you are in good health, granny, 

Dante answered. 

 

The old woman, difficulty breathing, smiled: 

 

- So, you don’t remember my name” 

 

Dante put his fingers on his forehead, thinking. 

- I remember. It seems to be ... Matia? - He answered, 

literally having fished out a name from a head. 

CHAPTER 2 : Dante 
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- Matier, boy. I knew it would be this way” the old 

woman grimaced, and then turned and walked 

away. Dante followed her. 

 

- So almost the same! Well, don’t be angry, 

granny. 

 

- I'm not angry. Sparda also often confused my 

name. With the name of another woman. 

 

Dante shyly touched his head. After all, Dante is 

the son of that very legendary knight Sparda. 

 

And that war between people and demons, tales 

of which are still poisoned, really was two 

thousand years ago. In the midst of the 

confrontation, the knight of Sparda, the right 

hand of the ruler of the world of demons, 

crossed over to the enemy side. And out of pity 

for the people, he sealed the gates between the 
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two worlds, and then remained in ours in his last 

days. 

 

And Matier was personally acquainted with the 

legendary knight. 

 

- Granny, how many years, how many winters have 

passed? - asked Dante the silent Matier as she 

walked ahead. 

 

Even before Sparda met Eva, he traveled the 

world for a long time. Surely during his 

wanderings, he came across Matier. But when 

exactly this happened - Dante did not know. 

 

“Who knows ... a couple of hundred years ago, 

maybe even more,” the old woman answered, not 

turning her head to Dante, and he only shrugged 

a little. 
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In general, Dante knew little about his father. 

And he remembered little. In childhood he 

learned to wield a sword from him. He practiced 

lessons with his twin brother. And he could not 

even imagine that his father was a demon. And he 

did not know anything about the legends that 

went about Sparda. 

 

“... You have no heart. There was an agreement 

that I would tell the story of Sparda if you 

showed up, but you haven’t shown your nose since 

you finished up the work” meanwhile grumbled 

Matier. 

 

I remembered the events of a decade ago: Dante 

sailed to the Dumary for the sake of the task - to 

stop a dark businessman who was planning to 

resurrect a powerful demon. 

 

“What was I to do?” “They threw me into some 

garbage dump without an entrance and exit,” 

Dante objected. 
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And indeed the truth was that Dante was locked 

in the world of demons (Hell).  

 

- I heard about it. But I didn’t know if you 

managed to get out. 

 

“I was lucky: a hole opened and I got out,” Dante 

threw. 

 

The connection between the worlds has long 

been broken, but sometimes demons still manage 

to seep into the people. Through random “gaps”. 

 

And in the world of people there are special 

places where “tears” happen more often than 

usual. 

 

For example, the island of Dumary. 
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Demons have been appearing here since ancient 

times, and it is for this reason that a Guardian 

has been appointed to the island, which protects 

the inhabitants from all evil spirits. 

 

“I thought you were coming back to the island ... 

But it didn’t happen that way, right?” The old 

woman is a descendant of the Island’s Guardians 

clan. 

 

“Yeah, well, y’know, busy” Dante nodded. 

 

When he managed to escape from hell, he found 

himself in some small port town, far, far from 

Dumary. 

 

“A strange thing,” the old woman continued to 

grumble. “Random holes are too unstable, demons 

don't have that road. They can’t come here 

without a medium sized gap at least. 
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There are enough places where there are gaps. 

Dumary Island and Fortuna are examples. But the 

demons, seeping through the holes there, were 

not considered demons in the full sense of the 

word: only their consciousness moved, which 

could only control things. And so that the 

demon - if it is, of course, not a bug or an insect - 

could step over the border in its true form, the 

hole must be huge and, most important, stable. 

Such gaps don’t randomly appear. 

 

“There is some thought on this subject, so don’t 

worry,” she tried to allay the fears of old Dante. 

 

He himself asked exactly the same questions as 

Matier. Having visited Fortuna, Dante 

understood why gaps were formed between the 

worlds. 

 

Most likely, the fiendish instrument Yamato is 

used as a key. 
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The devilish sword Yamato is the favorite 

weapon of Vergil, Dante’s brother, and a gift left 

by his father. The sword is endowed with special 

power: it cuts the boundary between the worlds 

of people and demons. 

 

And even a splinter of the sword is capable of 

this. 

 

“I’ll tell you this without hiding ...” the old 

woman interrupted Dante’s thoughts. She didn’t 

want to see you on the island. 

 

Hearing about Lucia, Dante squinted. Last time, 

it was she who called Dante to the Dumary and, 

together with him, fought against the demons. 

 

“How much time has passed...” he thought. 

 

Matier sighed and continued: 
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“But isn’t living like that sadness? In my 

footsteps, she’s not leaving the island in any way. 

And there are almost no young men left.” 

 

“Yes, and I'm not young,” Dante interposed and 

ran a hand over his bristles. 

 

Demons live long. Dante's father, Sparda, 

stretched a little over two thousand years. But 

how much is allocated to half-breed people? 

Dante did not even know. But one way or 

another, he was aging a little, in which he 

himself had just admitted. And the hour is not 

far off when he becomes a decrepit old man. 

 

Matier smiled vexingly. 

 

- Right. However - she began to speak, not taking 

her eyes off Dante, "... this is not about that, boy. 

All this time, Lucia was waiting. Waited and 

waited since you disappeared into hell. Did you 

know about this? Did you know how many times 
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she dragged into your agency? There and back ... 

But she won’t get any news from you! Has he 

returned? Is he gone?” 

Dante ran his hand through his head, 

awkwardly. 

As soon as he got out of hell and returned to the 

office of the Devil May Cry agency, he came 

across Lucia: she threw herself on his neck (a 

hug) and cried. But then the phone rang and cut 

their reunion short. 

 

At the other end of the pipe they said the 

"password." 

 

In appearance, the Dante agency is the most 

common, they still take on any kind of work that 

they offer, but every now and then someone 

called and gave the password, which meant that 

the job would be somehow connected with the 

demons. 
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And that time the call took Dante by surprise, 

but he could not refuse. After all, it doesn’t 

matter where, whom and for what. If the demons 

were involved, Dante would go. 

 

Since the demons have laid eyes on people, help is 

needed - this is an immutable rule for Dante. 

 

“And what about you give Lucia a happy memory? 

I’m not asking you to marry her ... It isn’t good 

for a man to just forget about women, don’t you 

think?”  Threatened Matier, poking Dante with a 

cane. “Say something already, boy!” 

Realizing that he could not get along with a 

cane, Dante sighed and spoke: 

 

- Sorry. I have my reasons. 

 

- Cheap trick! Sparda would have come up with 

something more elegant. 
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- Come on! I'm better than father. 

 

Matier thoughtfully chewed her lips. From her 

wrinkled face, of course, it’s hard to understand 

what kind of emotions she has there - is she 

angry?  

 

“Well, if I’ve arrived ... Lucia, go and be 

delighted,” Matier muttered, lowering her cane. 

 

Dante exhaled: it already seemed to him that he 

had met one of the grouchy relatives people 

have. 

 

“So who am I to kill?” Dante tried to change the 

topic, and walked forward. 

 

He again showed up at the Dumary for one single 

reason - Matier said the “password” when she 

called him. 
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“Remember the demon that you defeated here?” - 

The old woman asked, catching up with Dante, 

but he shook his head. 

 

- Which one? The Orangguerra? Or the one that 

was bull-like? - Dante specified and looked at his 

companion - she slowly shook her head. 

 

- Argosax! You were drawn into hell because you 

tried to defeat him, right? 

 

“Was that his name?” I don’t remember who’s 

called, anyway this is no use. A waste of memory. I 

saw - killed, and the matter is over. 

 

In fact, Dante remembered the name of only one 

demon - the emperor Mundus, the sworn enemy of 

his family. 
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- As you wish. This time a demon descended on the 

island, who is considered the right hand of 

Argosax,”explained Matier, and Dante grinned. 

 

- It turns out, then there was number one, and 

now what, the second? 

 

Slowly, Dante began to remember who Argosax 

was. It seems that he was the sovereign of hell 

and opposed the ruler of Mundus back in that 

Great War that divided hell into two camps. In 

general, the bump is big by local standards. 

 

But against the power of Dante, who forced back 

Mundus himself, Argosax has nothing special. 

 

“Remember how long ago it was, boy,” Matier 

interrupted Dante's sweet thoughts about the 

easy job. - Now, a good half of the demons, 

without the ruler of their Argosax, have come 

under the banner of his right hand, which, 

moreover, has been doing everything in recent 
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years to save strength. And now they got into 

our world” Matier explained, closed her eyes and 

added: “This is such a story.” 

 

Dumariymay be a special place, but even here a 

huge gap couldn’t just arise that could bring in 

such a powerful demon. Most likely, some of the 

locals tried and performed a ritual, but only 

Matier and Lucia are watching the island - you 

just can’t turn it on. 

 

“Any clue?” - asked Dante. Matier shook her head. 

 

- Lucia would not call. At first, she herself 

thought that someone again planned evil, but 

did not find any traces. And Arius with his 

Ouroboros is also gone. 

Dante still remembered something about this. 

 

Ouroboros is a company that once developed the 

Dumary Island, only on paper. Their true purpose 
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was to open the passage between the worlds. Yes, 

it looks like a decent conglomerate, but its head, 

Arius, with his head went into occultism and 

imagined that he would subordinate the power 

of the powerful demon Argosax. 

 

But Dante and Lucia killed Arius, he is no longer 

in this world. So where does a strong demon get 

on the island? 

 

“Okay, forget about it,” Dante muttered and 

looked at Matier. “So what kind of demon got 

out of the hellish garbage, granny?” 

 

Matier giggled. 

 

“Tomorrow you will forget, but I’ll say it 

anyway.” His name is Balrog. According to 

legend, he’s cruel and commands fire, so be 

careful, he shared her advice, and Dante smirked 

slightly. 
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C h ap ter 3  : NERO 

Fortuna Castle has been empty for many years, 

and its cellars remained in extremely poor 

condition. 

 

On a different time, the castle gates were open to 

everyone, including for rare visitors to the city, 

but now even the locals have no way there.  

 

The reason for this is extremely simple: the 

laboratory of Agnus. 

 

Entering the laboratory (equipped with the 

latest technology, even though they arranged it 

in an ancient basement), Nico immediately spun 

enthusiastically.  

 

- What, are you interested? Nero asked. 

 

Chapter 3: Nero 
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Once at the cylindrical flask for breeding 

demons, Nico ran a hand over the glass and 

rushed: 

 

- Yes! There is so much cool stuff here! 

 

And while she was enthusiastic, Nero, leaning his 

back against the wall, stealthily put his hand 

under the cloak, where the beloved Blue Rose 

revolver was warming. 

 

“I never asked ... why do you need all this 

research?” 

 

If Nico really is the daughter of Agnus (and this 

is probably true), then she is quite capable of 

continuing the work of her father and letting 

hordes of demons into the human world. And if 

she really wants to, Nero will have to shoot her 

on the spot, and it doesn’t matter that Nico 

repaired the Red Queen. Even on the way to the 



    | 63 

 

castle, Nero was one hundred percent ready for 

such a turn of events. 

 

Patting the glass of the flask, Nico turned to 

Nero. 

 

“I want to become a master,” she admitted. 

 

From such a statement, Nero nearly pulled the 

revolver out. But still he restrained himself and 

clarified: 

 

- The master? Sculpt the figures of demons, eh? 

 

Grinning, Nico clucked her tongue: 

 

- Weapons. I want to be a first-class gunsmith. 

 

- Weapons? - asked Nero, recalling how deftly 

Nico dismantled the Red Queen. 
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- Like my granny. Have you heard anything about 

the "master of the forty-fifth Caliber"? Nico 

asked, but, noticing how her guide shook his 

head, she spat and turned away: 

 

“What do you even know, man?!” 

 

Usually, having heard this, Nero would have 

flushed up, but he let her words slip by his ears. 

Maybe because Nico was younger than him, or 

maybe because he used to looking after the 

orphans, putting up with their antics and 

answering their direct (even arrogant!) 

Questions. 

 

“Forty-fifth caliber, you say? So, it's about guns? 

Excuse me, guns are not particularly favored 

here. They altogether mocked me because of a 

revolver” Nero explained. 
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Nico froze for a moment. 

 

- Revolver? Do you have a revolver? - Excitement 

caught fire in her eyes. 

 

Nero did not find what to do with her 

enthusiasm, so he simply grabbed the Blue Rose - 

all this time he held the revolver, running his 

hand under the lapel of the cloak - and then Nico 

rushed right under the barrel. 

 

“Hey hey ... you didn't go cuckoo there?!” 

 

Nico looked with such eagerness at the revolver 

that Nero already thought that at his feet a 

dog curls, asking for a treat. And Nero 

remembered such a greedy look in the eyes of 

Agnus. 

 

- D-let me see, huh?! Will you? 
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No one in their right mind would hand over a 

revolver to a man who, with the help of this very 

revolver, might have to shoot him. But Nero gave 

his toy, not really understanding how it 

happened. 

 

- Ha ha! Two barrels?! Really two rounds at a 

time ?! - meanwhile, Nico admired, twirling the 

Blue Rose in her hands. 

 

The Blue Rose is a six-shot revolver converted 

from stock. During the flight of engineering 

thought, there was no trace of the original 

form: Nero replaced the usual barrel with a new 

one, with two muzzlse, and now it was possible to 

send two bullets at a time. Well, almost. 

 

Almost - because the striker hit the cartridges 

with a small lag - the trunks were located one 

above the other. But this small lag of a few 

milliseconds was the main feature of the Blue 

Rose. 
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“I see ... Two different bullets,” Nico realized. She 

had already pulled out the drum and examined 

its filling. 

 

“You somehow understood everything too 

quickly,” Nero remarked, but didn't get angry. 

 

The Blue Rose was really stuffed with two types 

of bullets - all as Nico said. The first is an 

explosive cartridge that breaks the demons' hard 

armor, and an instant later a piercing bullet 

flies into the same place, which flashes the 

damaged skin of the enemy without any problems 

and causes real damage. 

 

And Nero had not yet met a man who was ready 

to point out a chip with cartridges, you just have 

to look at the barrel. And bullets are alike. 

 



    | 68 

 

“Well what do you take me for?!” – Nico was 

indignant, put the drum into place, turned it 

around, put it on and gave it to the owner, 

holding it by the barrel. Nero took his gun, while 

shrugging his shoulders.  

 

Nero had encountered strange types before, like 

Agnus, and Nero was always lost, not knowing 

how to behave with them. Of course, he was not 

one of the nicest boys, but those who looked 

after him through life were decent and honest 

people, and they brought him up in the same spirit. 

This also applies to foster parents, who saw him 

as his own son, and Credo, who considered him 

almost a brother, and Kyrie - loved Nero. 

 

- My grandmother made simple guns, but they had 

a special grace. I especially remember her last 

pair of pistols. But in general, I saw them only in 

the pictures” Niko chattered inconsistently, not 

really noticing whether Nero was listening to 

her or not. 
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“Wow ...” Nero muttered without interest, but 

this did not bother the girl: 

 

- Their name is just a class! Ebony and Ivory – 

Classic pistols. Named after the flowers: Ebony - 

black, Ivory - ivory. - One black, the second white. 

A real work of art! 

 

Nero frowned, and Nico again did not notice 

this. 

 

- The idea is a little different, but it looks like 

yours. One bullet flew quickly, while the second 

was hit powerfully. If such a trick was laid in the 

guns, they were probably made to shoot demons. 

About who ordered this couple, I learned much 

later. He seems to still be hunting demons. And 

his name was ... - Niko chatted all over until Nero 

interrupted her: 
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- Dante. 

 

- Yes! So! - Nico joyfully pointed to Nero. “Do you 

know him too?” Well-known type, I guess. I just 

recently learned about all evil spirits and 

almost never met local celebrities ...” she added, 

looking at Nero’s face. 

 

And he didn’t even know how to answer better. 

The situation itself simply did not fit in his head. 

 

Nico is the daughter of Agnus. Grandma Nico is 

the master of firearms, who created the guns of 

Dante. And now Nero is tied up with Nico. What 

nonsense? 

 

- Come on?! – Nero said, trying to redirect her 

from the question. 

 

- Do you want to answer the question? I'm trying 

to find out what kind of dude wears my 



    | 71 

 

grandmother’s masterpiece. He is not a moron 

right? 

 

Trying to gather his thoughts, Nero ran a hand 

through his hair. 

- Yes, you wait ... My head will explode now. 

 

For Nero, Dante is some kind of patron. And so it 

is: He found out about the intentions of the 

Order, rushed to Fortuna, saved Nero from 

trouble ... Well, he also killed Agnus along the 

way, yes. 

 

And now the daughter of that same Agnus is 

standing in front of Nero. She also asks about 

her daddy's killer. 

- And how can I explain everything, eh? Well, 

what a setup! - complained Nero. 

 

Looking at him, Nico raised her eyebrows in 

surprise. 
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C h ap ter 4  : DANTE 

The path to the place where the infernal guest 

named Balrog settled down has already been 

blocked by demons. Obviously, every little thing 

that crawled out of the gap with it. 

 

- Bah, the familiar monkey faces! Muttered Dante, 

taking out his favorite guns - Ebony and Ivory. 

They knew how to perfectly shoot the enemies 

with hot lead and for hell knows how many years 

have become indispensable for Dante’s partners, 

whom he trusted more than anyone else. - Go back 

to the Hell! Nothing to do here! He said, and 

pulled down two triggers at once. 

 

Ebony and Ivory - Nell Goldstein's latest 

masterpiece. Even if you go around the whole 

world, you won’t find another such pair of guns. 

For speed - for sure. And the minigun will ride 

around. 

 

Chapter 4 : Dante  
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Under a hail of bullets, the demons flew to pieces 

and turned to dust. Of course, the rebel was still 

protecting Dante’s back, but for the sake of such 

a riffraff, you should not touch him. 

 

“Incredible, as always,” someone praised the 

pistols. Dante heard a voice just when he mowed 

down a horde of demons and nearly returned his 

pistols to their rightful place. The voice was 

feminine, and they spoke with a strong French 

accent, fancifully composing the words. You 

recognize this manner immediately. 

 

“How many years, how many winters, Lucia,” he 

turned, greeting the old acquaintance of Dante. 

 

And he was not mistaken. It was indeed she: red-

haired, dark-skinned Lucia. 

“And that's right, we have not seen each other 

for a long time.” 
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Dante squinted and ran his fingers along his 

chin. 

 

Lucia looked away from Dante's face and looked 

up at the sky. 

 

“Only I have not changed ... I have such an 

eternity,” she remarked with extraordinary 

seriousness. 

Dante stopped grinning and shrugged. 

 

- So this is awesome! Any woman wants to be 

forever young – said Dante. 

From their first meeting, Lucia has not changed a 

bit. And Dante knew why: Lucia is not a human. 

 

She is a homunculus - a man-made demon created 

by the Ouroboros Company, which tried to call a 

strong demon on the island of Dumary. But the 

homunculus did not live up to the expectations 

of the owners, and then they got rid of her. In 
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the end, the girl was picked up by Matier, who 

lived here, who raised Lucia as her own daughter. 

Dante heard this story from the girl herself. 

 

Lucia looked at Dante again, this time with a 

distant look. And Dante turned to her and, 

grinning, said: 

- By the way, I noticed that the grandmother 

also has not changed. It was then that I was 

really scared. It even seemed for a moment that I 

was mistaken by the ship and went to heaven. 

 

Lucia finally smiled, albeit very restrained. 

 

“She's too old. She barely even eats anymore”she 

objected, and, stepping forward, she extended her 

right hand. “Thanks for coming, Dante.” 

 

Grasping her fingers, Dante bowed his head 

slightly. 
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“I heard you were against my arrival.” 

 

“True, I am the keeper of the island. When 

something happens here, dealing with this is my 

duty” Lucia replied. – But the Balrog is strong ... 

It will be difficult for me alone. And we’ll deal 

quickly with you around. 

 

Having caught the hint that they could have 

done without him, Dante grinned: it seems that 

Lucia became a little more confident in herself. 

 

- I will help with all I can, okay? Let’s go - He 

suggested, and moved forward. 

 

Lucia quickly caught with him. How much time 

has passed since they walked like this, shoulder 

to shoulder? Just look at them now - like long-

time partners, ready to cover each other's back. 

And no demons are an obstacle to them. 
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A shower of bullets - and all of Dante's pistols - 

instantly cleared their way, and those 

unfortunate people who managed to survive were 

overtaken by Lucia's daggers. 

 

It got to the point that at the sight of this 

couple the demons scattered where and where. 

More precisely, they fled under the wing to the 

Balrog. 

 

- Here he is! Lucia nodded, pointing forward. 

 

There, shrouded in bright flame, Balrog rose. 

 

Sensing that they had come for him, he turned to 

Dante and Lucia, but was not in a hurry to 

attack. 

 

- But I was hoping for a challenge ... Did we get a 

shy thing here? - snapped Dante, stepping 

forward. 
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The Balrog immediately responded to this 

causticity. His voice was stifled, like all demons. 

 

- Have you finally arrived? 

 

Lucia frowned. 

 

“Have you been waiting for us?” 

 

- Waited. Sooner or later, someone would come. 

To end me” Balrog explained, and moved on 

towards Dante. The earth shook.  

 

Lucia bent her knees a bit, getting ready for an 

attack, but Dante didn’t even move - he stood, 

straightening up to his full height, and looked 

at Balrog. 

 

And he felt: something familiar, even very dear, 

was nearby. 
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The Balrog slowly approached them. Step by step. 

 

“I have been accumulating strength for so much 

time, gaining strength in order to one day defeat 

Argosax, but he disappeared and there is no one 

to brush off with,” the demon growled and raised 

a huge paw. - That's just me, mired in boredom, 

coming across one powerful little thing. 

 

Dante squinted, trying to make out what this 

shining “thing” was in the demon's paw; but he 

had sensed it before. And I realized what exactly 

helped Balrog to get into the world of people. 

 

“Yamato?” muttered Dante. 

 

Lucia gave him a blank look. 

 

Yamato - the sword of Vergil, inherited from 

Sparda. Even a fragment, which there are plenty 
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of in the demons world, is enough to make a gap in 

the world of people. So Balrog came to be here. 

 

Dante knew firsthand how this happens, because 

he himself found the same fragment and fled 

from hell. 

 

If you think so, everything suddenly makes sense: 

a Yamato fragment accidentally made a gap, 

Dante used it and got out of hell, and with it the 

ill-fated fragment fell into the world of people. 

 

Like this, some organization was engaged in 

collecting fragments of Yamato fragments - the 

Order of the Sword. The very idea of the 

existence of a devilish sword inflamed the minds 

of the entire top of the Order, and they, in turn, 

made a mess in Fortuna. 

 

- Here's an ambush. But how many of you to stop 

it? – Balrog spoke to Dante and prepared for 
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battle. “Have to nail him. Here is a dangerous 

bastard!” says Dante. 

 

Without taking his flaming eyes from Dante, 

Balrog arched and roared - a whirlwind raised 

the floors of Dante’s cloak, but he didn’t raise an 

eyebrow, although the air shook from the 

heartbreaking howl. Dante only glanced at the 

enemy, still holding his sword tightly in his 

hand. 

 

- Lucia ... Wait on the sidelines. It seems that this 

is a work for me” Dante asked his companion, and 

before she answered, rushed to Balrog with his 

sword. 

 

The flames that covered the demon soared to the 

sky. 

 

Dante’s Rebellion sword and Balrog's fist 

clashed, and a powerful shock wave shook the 

hot air. 
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C h ap ter 5  : NIC O 

Nico never considered people beautiful. She finds 

guns, swords and other weaponry beautiful, but 

never people. Yet when she saw Kyrie in front of 

her, she found her beautiful – something that is 

rare for her. 

 

“Do we have a free room? Well, I thought, maybe 

she could stay with us for a bit?” – Nero 

suggested to Kyrie, with a guilty look.  “Not if 

you are against it though, then there are no 

questions. I do not owe her anything” he added. 

 

Kyrie slowly turned her gaze to Nico, and Nico 

suddenly thought that Kyrie was a bit like 

Alyssa, the long-dead mother of Nico. 

 

“May I call you Nico?” - Kyrie asked the guest. 

Nico nodded. 

 

Chapter 5 : NICO 
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“Yeah, whatever you want to call: Nico, 

Nicoletta, a bitch” Nico answered and winced 

painfully. Looking down, she saw who exactly 

pressed the boot into her foot: Nero! “Hey you! ..” 

she cried out and jumped out of the chair. Nero 

immediately gave her a poke in the nose and 

looked at her angrily. 

 

“Do not swear in front of Kyrie.” 

 

Nico frowned. If someone else had told her that, 

she would not have raised an eyebrow, but at 

least it was strange to hear such a thing from 

Nero. During their brief acquaintance, she had 

already learned: Nero is far from a nice-boy. 

 

- But you swear yourself? 

 

Nero quietly clicked his tongue - so Kyrie would 

not hear. 
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- BUT 

 

Nico looked at Nero, then at Kyrie, then again at 

Nero, and then at Kyrie ... And then it dawned on 

her: Kyrie for Nero is the most important person 

in the world. Without any doubt. 

 

- Oh, for sure! Sorry! This is from my father” Nico 

blurted out, laughing out of breath, to which 

Nero sighed wearily. 

 

Kyrie looked at them with care, as if watching 

some children. 

It turned out that her father, Agnus, left a 

bunch of useful things, so Nico decided to 

temporarily turn over in Fortuna because of 

Nero. Of course, it would be great to take piles 

of documents with her, but Nero will not allow 

it, to be sure of danger. 
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Nico was even ready to spend the night in the 

pouring rain, but Nero felt that her impudence 

would have a detrimental effect on the 

inhabitants of the city, in honor of which he 

decided that he and his beloved Kyrie should let 

her live with them for a while. And here they are 

and seeking Kyrie’s consent. 

 

- I'm not against it. Let's have dinner together? I 

always cook extra”said Kyrie, and Nico's cheeks 

went limp from her words. 

 

Beautiful woman has a beautiful voice. For Nico 

this only applies to guns, swords, and now, this 

woman. 

 

“Thank you, Kyrie, you saved me! If something 

breaks in you, just say - I’ll fix it in five minutes” 

Nico suggested as politely as possible, trying not 

to hit her face in the dirt. 

 

Kyrie smiled and looked at the wall clock. 
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“It's time to make dinner.” What do you prefer, 

Nico? She asked. 

 

Nico shook her head. 

 

- I’ll even eat the tire from you. 

 

Kyrie giggled, got up and left the room. 

 

- Well ... 

 

Nero hung wearily over his head. 

 

- So beautiful. And you are not worthy of her! - 

said Nico, but did not meet objections. 

 

“I agree ...” Nero answered, raised his head and 

pointed a finger at Nico “And do not say that you 
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are the daughter of Agnus. Kyrie suffered 

because of him in due time.” 

- I realized, stop pointing a finger at me! - she hit 

Nero on the arm, pulled out a pack of cigarettes, 

and then the pack was taken from her. 

 

- We don’t smoke. Smoke on the street! 

 

- Hey, give me a smoke in the garage! I can’t work 

without a smoke! You’ll thank yourself later! 

 

Nero shrugged, as if agreeing. 

 

- Don’t worry, I won’t smoke in front of the 

little ones. I still need a roof over my head” Nico 

reassured him. 

 

Moreover, she could no longer take and refuse 

the records of Agnus. 
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In the morning, Nero sensed that if she wanted to 

surpass her grandmother-gunsmith Nell 

Goldstein, whom she respected immensely, then 

she, Nico, would come in handy. 

 

Nico once dreamed of making guns, as her 

grandmother did. While Nico was building up her 

experience and skill, the idea came to her more 

and more often that, being engaged in guns alone, 

you could not surpass the eminent relative. 

 

But what was left to do? 

 

Find another way. 

 

And then Nico remembered a ticklish little 

business man in Fortuna. 

 

Her mother, once in her childhood told Nico 

about the homeland of Agnus - the city of 

Fortune. And then the mention of this little 



    | 89 

 

town appeared on the pages of the Occult Times - 

Nico's favorite magazine. 

 

"Maybe there is something in this ... If you take 

the power of extraterrestrial beings and use it 

to create weapons ... maybe I’ll surpass granny ..." 

she thought then and began to eagerly collect 

all grains of information about Fortuna, demons 

and about how the she would apply this 

knowledge. Nico's obsession has borne fruit, 

because now she is here. 

 

“It was not necessary to let you out of the 

doorway,” Nero muttered, looking at the ceiling, 

turning to Nico, but that one had already 

caught a trace - moved to the door to smoke. 

 

“But you still need my little things ... right?” She 

recalled, stopping halfway, and Nero neither 

agreed nor denied. And Nico took his silence for 

consent. - So what's the problem? You to me, I to 

you - this is how business works. I want to become 
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a real master, you are to get weapons for demon 

smashing. 

 

“That's right,” Nero nodded this time. “But you 

do know I almost killed your father?” 

 

Then Nico remembered the conversation that 

happened between them in the castle. It turned 

out that her father, Agnus, was killed by a man 

named Dante. 

 

The same Dante, for the sake of which granny 

Nell Goldstein made the last masterpiece. The 

dreamer Nico could not even think of such a 

thing! 

 

In general, Nico did not have any warm feelings 

for Agnus. 

 

She was two or three years old when he 

abandoned his mother, so Nico had no memories 
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of him at all. And she told about dad only to 

prove to Nero: hey, man, and I'm not such a 

stranger to Fortuna. 

 

- Do you have a hobby - to wave your fists after a 

fight? - Squeezing through the teeth with which 

she squeezed an unlit cigarette, asked Niko with 

a smile. “By the way, do you have a cell here?” I 

need to warn someone,” she asked next. 

 

Nero looked at her in surprise. 

 

- Call? To whom? 

 

- To the father. To send the suitcase” Nico said, 

but immediately added:“ Ah, don’t be afraid, this 

is not Agnus. ” I will call my current father. We 

are not blood relatives. 

 

Nero listened to her explanation with his mouth 

open, unable to answer anything. 
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C h ap ter 6   : LUC IA  

When they say "demons", they mean many kinds of 

all evil spirits. 

 

There are skillful sorcerers, masters of disguise, 

and almost immortal reptiles, and a poisonous 

specimen can also be found - in short, the variety 

is amazing. Demons also differ in character. Just 

like people. 

 

But if you describe all at once, then the demons 

are unusually ingenious. They consider people 

either food or garbage on the road. 

 

That's what Lucia knew about the demons.  

 

However, while she watched the battle between 

Dante and Balrog, the idea came to her that the 

enormous demon unexpectedly lacked military 

dignity: he did not exchange for tricks and jumps, 

Chapter 6 : Lucia 
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but he penned the enemy in the forehead, trying 

to crush his paw or burn with a fiery flash. 

 

- Great, just great! I never dreamed of meeting 

someone like you, and even as soon as I arrived! - 

Balrog growled rather, and without a drop of 

doubt or anger he stepped on Dante, while he 

dodged, jumping from side to side. 

 

- Yes, go to hell with your compliments! 

Muttered Dante, grinning, and raised the 

Rebellion. So far, Dante, experiencing one after 

another waves of attacks, breathed measuredly, 

but moved easily. 

 

“I really don’t have to interfere,” Lucia realized, 

and clenched her fist tightly. 

 

Since Lucia met Dante, she only did what she 

improved her skills. To never again depend on this 

person. In order to protect the island of Dumary 

on her own, she was appointed Keeper. Lucia 
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believed that she would achieve her and so repay 

good Matier, who did not spare the strength to 

grow her. 

 

But once Lucia saw how Balrog and Dante fight, 

and she felt terrible powerlessness, because she 

understood: Dante is several times stronger 

than her. 

 

“What did he have to go through to get such 

power? Or is it the legacy of Sparda’s blood?” 

 

“Well then, hold on! ..” roared the Balrog, 

scanning the fiery figure of Dante with a fiery 

look, and leaned forward sharply. 

 

Lucia heard a strange crack in the air. 

 

“What was he up to?..” she muttered, ready for 

any trick. 
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She looked at Dante, trying to mentally warn 

him, but he just watched the enemy and seemed 

not to notice his words. 

 

- Man, I almost thought this’d be a challenge! 

 

- I'll rip your tongue out! Behold! 

 

With these words, the Balrog arched back, and 

the flame that covered his body flared up even 

brighter and stronger. Random sparks and clots 

from him devoured trees, dilapidated houses in 

the vicinity - and in an instant everything turned 

into a sea of fire. 

 

But Dante did not even raise an eyebrow. 

 

“Do you have mass pyromania there?” Everywhere 

I trample, I’ll meet some creature, ready to 

throw fire! - waving off the sparks, he snapped. 
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- We have many who control the fire. But do not 

even dare to put me on a par with these 

weaklings! - answered the Balrog and threw up a 

giant fist. “You think you can ward off my hot 

fist?!” 
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As soon as Balrog stomped on the ground, he 

immediately again threw his claw over his head - 

what a monstrous speed! 

 

- Die! Growled the demon and brought down all 

power right on Dante. 

 

The dust rose from the blow and covered the 

enemy’s figures in a cloud - Lucia could not see 

anything. 

 

- Dante?! - escaped from her 

 

When the dust calmed down a little, a strange 

picture appeared in front of Lucia: the demonic 

fist, which was to smear Dante, froze a few 

centimeters from him. And then, looking closely, 

Lucia noticed: Dante and Balrog seemed to be 

separated by an invisible wall. 

 

- Oh you!.. 
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The Balrog burned Dante's gaze, and he himself 

pressed a giant fist against an invisible wall. The 

man in front of him was holding arms from 

wherever he came from - three metal claws on 

chains attached to the ring. 

 

- Already itched for a long time to use it. I can’t 

stand the steam room” said Dante, and the wall 

in front of him fell apart with a ringing — some 

fragments reached as far as Lucia. She 

mechanically leaned over and picked up one: ice 

glittered in her hand. 

 

- Hmm ...ice weapon?! How bizarre! 

 

The wall crumbled into fragments, and Balrog 

staggered back, but then straightened up and 

clenched his fist again. In response, Dante 

skillfully twisted the chains, spent a couple of 

times from shoulder to shoulder and stood in 

some kind of unprecedented stance, just like the 
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hero of a movie about martial arts. That's just 

the chains on the ring blew frost. 

 

Matier once told Lucia that a special weapon is 

encountered in the world - the pure embodiment 

of devilish forces. And the girl immediately 

realized: in front of her is just one of these. 

 

- This form and this power ... Did you subjugate 

one of the Cerberus? - asked the Balrog, trying to 

get around Dante and go from the rear. “Do you 

think the strength of those mongrels is enough 

to defeat my flame ?!” 

 

Then Lucia recalled her grandmother's 

instructions: “Among the devilish weapons (Devil 

Arms) there are special ones - they represent the 

demons themselves, who took the form of swords, 

axes and everything else. If you want to get this, 

you have to crush the demon and gain power over 

him. Or become a friend to him. " 
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Dante smiled and jumped to the Balrog. Having 

finished somersault in the air, he whipped the 

demon with chains. 

 

- Mm! 

 

Having taken the blow, Balrog threw his fist 

forward, but missed - Dante confidently flew 

through the sky, as if he had suddenly grown 

wings. The chains in his hand bent, moved, as if 

preparing to bite someone. 

 

And Lucia was inseparably watching either 

Balrog or Dante. 

 

And she remembered that she replied to her 

grandmother when she finished talking about 

the brutal power of the devilish weapon: 
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“Devilish weapons? .. No, I don’t need anything 

like that. I don’t want to mess with the devilish 

power. ” 

 

And the reason seemed to be simple: Lucia's 

inexhaustible hatred of demons. And she could 

not part with her, because Lucia herself was a 

man-made demon.  

 

To this objection, Matier told her: 

 

“Listen carefully, Lucia. In the future, a demon 

may appear in our world that cannot be defeated 

by your power alone. What will you do then? Any 

body has its limits, you can’t expand the 

boundaries with training. But if you take the 

devil’s weapon (Devil Arm), then you will fight on 

equal terms even with the most powerful 

demons.” 
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Lucia did not take her words seriously, because 

she had never seen these mysterious weapons live 

and never hoped to ever see. 

 

And now, right in front of her eyes, Dante 

smashed Balrog with icy, evil chains. 

 

“You ... don't die!” Roared the Balrog, but only his 

flame was already extinguished. 

 

“Eh ...” Dante sighed in disappointment and 

charged the demon with all strength, and the 

recoil from the blow came out strong, so Dante 

had to land. - Shit! 

 

The Balrog staggered, barely recovered from the 

blow, and sent a flaming fist after Dante. 

 

“took you a long time,” Dante said, twisting the 

diabolical chains of Cerberus, rushed forward 
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and, without hesitation, he quilted the demon's 

fist. 

 

There was an explosion. The Balrog’s fist had 

been crushed, but so had Cerberus: little pieces of 

both. But Dante was not taken aback, but smiled 

confidently, as if he knew ahead of time that it 

would be so. 

 

“It's even hard for me to smash this thing. I had 

to go for a draw.” 

 

Lucia did not immediately understand what 

Dante's words meant, but she took a closer look 

and saw that something shone in Balrog’s fist. 

 

- What is it? She asked softly. 

 

And the next moment the little thing, squeezed 

in Balrog’s fist, scattered too. The fragments of 

the little thing and the defeated Cerberus shone 
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in unison, turned dust and melted, as if to say: we 

have fulfilled our mission. 

 

- But how so? 

 

While the Balrog peered incredulously into the 

empty paw, Dante grabbed the sword that hung 

on his back. 

 

- Well ... wanna continue? He asked and bent his 

knees a little. 

 

But the enemy was not ready to continue. 

 

“So you ... are you the son of Sparda?” – Balrog 

asked the question. 

 

“And what if yes?” 
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- I heard rumors ... About how you defeated the 

emperor Mundus and took the ruler of Argosax ... 

I didn’t know that you were so strong... 

 

The flame of Balrog, which was burning brightly 

until recently, was rapidly dying away: either 

the demon got too sick to fight, or the forces 

had already run out. But Lucia decided that the 

enemy simply did not want to fight. 

 

- Come on, are you giving up? 

-Yes 

 

Dante looked at the demon in surprise. Lucia 

frowned - she obviously did not expect such an 

answer. I did not know that demons were 

generally able to admit defeat. 

 

- I can’t win - the difference in strength is too 

great. But nevertheless! .. - the extinguished 

flame flashed with renewed vigor. 
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- Dante! - shouted Lucia, guessing that he would 

now be overtaken by a dying, but therefore no 

less powerful enemy attack, only Dante did not 

move his muscle. 

 

The flame enveloped Balrog, swirling with 

unprecedented power ... But the body ... the body 

of the Balrog fell to the ground. 

 

- I want to continue to fight! Fight with the 

strong! The strongest! I will not die at your 

hand! - roared Balrog the flame, while his body 

turned into ash. Picking up the ashes, the flame 

rushed to Dante and enveloped him. “I will 

become your instrument, son of Sparda!” Use me! 

So I can continue to fight! I can save strength in 

endless battles! And when I gain enough power to 

crush you, we will fight again! 

 

And with these words, the flame that covered 

Dante from head to toe died out. In a panic, Lucia 
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rushed to her partner, but stopped halfway: she 

saw that the demonic fire did no harm to Dante, 

but on his arms and legs ... some new ... flaunting ... 

weapons? 

 

- Well then! 

 

Looking at the demonic weapon, Dante sighed. 

 

“Dante, are you all right?” - asked Lucia, quietly 

approaching a partner - he only shrugged. 

 

- As you see… - Dante said. 

 

- No problem. Not a single one” Balrog said 

suddenly. 

 

Dante glanced at the weapon on his right and 

warned: 
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- If you want me to carry you with me, sit on your 

hand straight and keep quiet. Your chatter 

infuriates me, - he tamed the demon, as if he was 

going to train a pet. 

 

Lucia could not resist and smiled, although her 

smile turned out to be restrained. But Dante 

still did not see her - he looked expectantly at 

his hand, trying to understand whether Balrog 

would fulfill the order or not. And Balrog was 

silent. 

 

“That's fine,” Dante told his weapon, turned 

around and headed back. Home. 

 

Looking at his receding back, Lucia felt such a 

longing ... 

 

“That's why I didn’t want you to come ...” 
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When Matier announced that she would call 

Dante, Lucia protested. After all, a new meeting 

promised a new parting, but this is somehow too 

much. 

 

But Lucia understood that her feelings were 

another reason Matier would call Dante. The 

old woman sees through her and knows how 

desperate Lucia has been looking for this man for 

many years. 

 

“Forever Matier breaks in ...” Lucia muttered 

after Dante. 

 

- How else? – Dante said carelessly over his 

shoulder. “Yes, you are not blood related, but 

you have a good mother.”  

 

“I wonder how much Dante knows? Did he 

understand my feelings, the plan of Matier, when 

he was going to come? Or simply showed up on the 
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island to do his job? ..” Lucia went deep into her 

thoughts until Dante brought her to her senses: 

 

- Lucia! .. 

 

- What? She answered and seemed to freeze. 

 

“Noticed what Balrog had?” - Dante spoke about 

work in spite of the girl’s expectations. 

 

Lucia smiled. 

 

- I noticed. What was it? 

 

- A fragment of a demonic weapon (Yamato) that 

can cut the border between the worlds of 

demons and people. From such a hole, the demons 

tumbled down. But I broke this fragment, even if I 

had to sacrifice my weapons. Well, then 

everything will be fine. It’s just that a chance 
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can happen again,” Dante stopped and turned his 

head to Lucia, “ nd if anything, then call me. ” 

 

Lucia did not begin to ask him what he had in 

mind, but only nodded, for she managed to 

understand: the fragment of that devilish 

weapon has special significance for Dante. But 

you won’t take advantage of this new knowledge 

- Dante clearly told Lucia to just call him. 

 

“Listen, Dante, I have long been tormented by one 

thought ...” Lucia tried to say at least something 

of what she was thinking. And again the words 

hit Dante's back. “you are ... a cruel man.” 

 

Dante opened his eyes with undisguised surprise. 

 

No, cases such as the appearance of the Balrog 

should not be repeated. But Lucia thought it was 

a sinful affair: let them repeat, if so, you can lure 

Dante to the island. 
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“It would be time to improve before it was too 

late,” Lucia said out, bypassing Dante, who was 

still making a fool of himself. – “Let's say 

goodbye” 

 

- Yeah. Look, don't catch a cold, Lucia. 

 

And Lucia, without turning around, with a quick 

step left, because she knew: just turn around, 

look at Dante, and it will become very hard on 

the heart. And she cannot turn around - after 

all, the Keeper of the island, who once and for 

all decided to devote her life to this cause. 

 

“Goodbye, Dante,” Lucia said mentally, and only 

the wind answered her, tearing her scarlet hair. 
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C h ap ter 7 : In terlud e 

 

It was a deep night. Already everywhere the light 

went out in the windows, and only in a secluded 

corner on the outskirts of the city the sign of a 

gun shop - Rock's Guns & Ammo, burned brightly. 

 

No, the store was closed for a long time at night, 

but the sign glowed with neon for a completely 

stupid reason - they forgot to turn it off. And 

all because the owner called the beloved 

daughter. Right at the end of the day. 

 

“... so what's next? Spread it out already, the call 

is international! .. - Rock Goldstein, the owner of 

the shop, thundered in the workshop. 

 

Rock was no longer young: a pale puffy face, 

mottled with wrinkles; gray hair ... He himself 

smiled faintly, then frowned and ruffled his 

already disheveled hair: he was glad that his 

Chapter 7: Interlude 
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daughter had called, even though he had not 

stinted at a strong word. 

 

- Mm? That thing with the Occult Times? In this 

lousy ... - Rock almost finished saying, but he was 

shut up by the indignant shout of a little 

daughter. - Okay ... I understand ... I will send, I 

will send, do not scream... Call you later 

 

After hanging up, Rock smoothed his hair with 

his fingers and exposed the right cheekbone, and 

with it the black bandage. He hid a practically 

blind eye -  This happened to Rock when he was a 

little kid. 

 

- Well, what can I do” He muttered and went to 

the second floor, where Nicoletta’s room was. 

 

From each step the steps creaked 

heartbreakingly, and this sound evoked memories 

of Rock Goldstein. He painted pictures of his past 

life. 
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That day he climbed the stairs in the same way. 

 

Rock Goldstein saw his mother, Nell Goldstein, 

for the last time that day. (Flashback) 

 

Rock was born into the family of rich Roy 

Martin and gunsmith Nell Goldstein. Rock did 

not know how his parents met, but he guessed: his 

father always loved hunting, and it seems that it 

was this love that brought him to Nell - there is 

nothing to be surprised at. 

 

And it is not surprising that Rock adored guns 

from a snotty childhood. Like his mother, she 

stuck with her soul, because she was always at 

home, which cannot be said about her father. 

 

Rock learned to shoot as early as five years old. 

Of course, under the strict guidance of the 

mother. Nell did not allow her son to touch her 
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goods unattended and didn’t let her into the 

workshop just like that. 

 

But once the Rock violated this ban, for which 

he paid cruelly: he forever lost his mother. 

 

When Rock was seven, he made his way to the 

workshop while his mother was not at home. So 

what? Who didn’t happen to! Boys are always 

looking for adventure. 

 

And since he climbed up without demand, the 

workshop seemed to Rock not like it was before, 

mysterious, unknown, so he began to study what 

was here and as if for the first time had come. 

And so he staggered about without purpose until 

he came across a gun that his mother had 

collected recently. 

 

And then two misfortunes awaited Rock: firstly, 

he knew where his mother had a safe with 

cartridges (and at the same time the key to it), 
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and secondly, he did not know that the firearm 

required serious supervision. 

 

Even at a short age, Rock began to admire the 

beauty that her mother could give weapons, so he 

simply could not resist. “I'll try to shoot!” Rock 

decided then, without even thinking about 

whether his mother had finished working on this 

gun or not. 

 

Firing bullets with a five-shot revolver, the boy, 

grinning all over his face, moved to the shooting 

gallery, arranged in the corner of the workshop. 

 

It was then that the fateful hour struck. 

 

Once at the stand, Rock already took up the 

earplugs and for this put the revolver on the 

table, when suddenly - bam! 

 



    | 118 

 

The bullet rushed past, but when the flame 

escaped from the muzzle, it still touched Rock's 

right eye. 

 

Nell returned home almost immediately and 

found her son. 

 

After this incident, Rock almost went blind in 

his right eye. 

 

To tell the truth, the boy still got off easily, 

but his father, Roy, did not think so. Instead, he 

decided that it was his wife who overlooked and 

is at fault. 

 

From that day on, Rock's parents only quarreled. 

It got to the point that Roy demanded that Nell 

stop working with weapons. 

 

However, even Rock, who almost had his eyes 

kicked, understood: forcing a brilliant 
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gunsmith, known throughout the world as a 

“master of forty-fifth caliber,” to abandon her 

pistols was like hanging herself. 

 

And one night the boy nevertheless came to his 

mother in the studio, although his father 

strictly forbade him not to. But little Rock 

decided firmly that he would speak with his 

mother. 

 

- Rock ... don't. Do not come here, - noticing that 

the son did come, Nell tried to send him home. 

 

- Sorry, mom. This is all because of me... 

 

Hearing this from her own child, Nell could not 

stand it and, hugging Rock, burst into tears. 

 

- You are not to blame. I overlooked this” Nell 

comforted the boy when she released from her 

embrace and stroked her head. And then she 
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added: - Well, it's time to go to bed, otherwise 

dad will see. 

 

Rock nodded, but instead of leaving, he put what 

he brought with him into his mother’s hand. 

 

“And what is it?” 

 

Nell was very surprised: Rock made a small paper 

medal for her. Poor, but take a look - and 

immediately understand how much effort has 

been invested. 

 

“.45 ART WARKS” was on there. 

 

Rock was still small, so it was a mistake in the 

word "works". 
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“You got it wrong here,” Nell pointed out and 

hugged her son very tightly again, whispering to 

him either “sorry” or “thank you”. 

 

- Mom ... don't drop the guns!- Rock asked in a 

trembling voice. He understood better than 

anyone in the world how important her craft 

was to her mother. 

 

Perhaps it was Rock's words (and maybe there was 

another reason) that prompted Nell to refuse 

her husband - she did not cease to be a gunsmith. 

Even if she had to get a divorce. 

 

Rock wanted to stay with his mother, but she 

didn’t have relatives to have someone to look 

after the boy, and the rich father rested his 

horn on the ground: you will live with me. 

 

In the end, Nell had to leave. 
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How many years have passed, and Rock still 

remembered that day to the last detail. 

 

Then the father forbade even to say goodbye to 

his mother. Maybe he didn’t want his son to be 

even worse off letting his mother go (and he was 

right about that, probably), but for Rock the ban 

became worse than torture. 

And that day he asked and asked, asked and asked 

his father, but Roy was adamant. Everything was 

in vain, and Rock had no choice but to wander 

wilderly to the second floor, to the nursery. 

Wander, hardly climbing the creaky steps. 

 

From the window in the nursery, the boy could 

watch his mother leave: her silhouette became 

smaller and smaller. 

 

She never turned around. And no, not because she 

was heartless - Rock knew that nobody was more 

cordial and therefore did not feel bitterness. In 

addition, mom waved a hand at him. 
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And her fingers gripped that very medal ... 

(Flashback end) 

 

“I became quite old ...” Rock muttered under his 

breath and grinned. And there is reason to laugh: 

climbed the stairs - already out of breath. 

He’d be older in age by now, in comparison to how 

long it had been since he last saw mother, 

something that felt bizarre to him. 

 

Rock finally reached Nicoletta’s room and, 

grabbing the doorknob, turned ... But no, 

nothing, didn’t even jerk - she locked it. 

 

“Somewhere I hung a key” 

 

His daughter is still special: she’s both rude and 

shameless, she can get out of the bathroom in 

some shorts, but if she gets soapy, she’ll leave the 

key somewhere and not forget it. So be it, but 
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where this crappy key is - which really, really 

enraged Rock. 

 

- In the workshop, huh? Surely dragged there, - 

Rock muttered, turned around and moved back 

to the creaky stairs. 

 

And then again memories flashed over him ... 

(Flashback) 

... As soon as Roy had time after divorcing Nell, 

he married again. Maybe the dad got acquainted 

with his new wife even before the divorce - he 

definitely didn’t know and didn’t want to know: 

he had one mother, and a new one ..., a housewife, 

no more. 

 

Rock never particularly favored his father’s new 

wife, but as soon as a daughter was born in the 

family, who was named Alyssa, the boy became a 

stranger to his father. All the love of Roy went 

to his daughter, and not to the son, and soon 
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Rock completely stopped communicating with his 

family. 

 

In those days, he was looking with special zeal 

for his mother, only the boy did not have a 

chance to find out where she was, so basically 

Rock every day was worn out from anguish, but in 

fact he did not advance at all. 

 

He managed to find Nell about twenty years 

after his parents divorced. 

 

Then Rock had long since left his father's house 

and worked for the Ouroboros Corporation. 

 

It was a huge conglomerate, which was engaged 

in electrical installations, and weapons, and 

real estate, and agriculture - in general. Rock 

worked there as a research engineer at one of 

the weapons enterprises. The orders were strict, 

it was almost impossible to rest, therefore, even 

after finding out where his mother was, Rock for 
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a whole year could not get together and go to 

her. 

 

And when he nevertheless escaped from hell of 

work and visited Nell, he learned that she had 

been dead for half a year. 

 

Locals told Rock that a fire had occurred in her 

shop and Nell burned down along with all her 

property ... Rock then roared for a long time in 

the ashes. After that, Rock refused the surname 

Martin, which he wore all his life, and took the 

surname Goldstein, becoming Rock Goldstein. 

Around the same time, he quit Uroboros, moved 

to the hinterland, and opened his own weapons 

room, Rock's Guns & Ammo, which he has run 

until now. 

 

He opened a bench in memory of his mother. 

 

Although, of course, Rock did not become a 

gunsmith in more than one hour - he was 
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preparing for this craft for a long time, even if 

the strict dad forbade him to mess with guns. 

While Rock was small, he, of course, obeyed - but 

where to go? - but that was until his coming of 

age. That's only in the "Ouroboros" Rock settled 

on a doom - his father had friends there. 

 

And when Rock left the corporation, the father 

screamed most of all - he made a real scandal and, 

in the end, let go of the impolite son. Not that it 

really bothered Rock ... 

 

“Think what you want, but I'm the son of Nell 

Goldstein. What I’m proud of” 

(Flashback end) 

Returning to the workshop, Rock began to scoop 

up all the boxes and rummage through his 

pockets, trying to shake the keys to Nicoletta’s 

room from somewhere. 

 

But shake or not shake - nothing. Nicoletta’s 

handicrafts, schemes, some spare parts abandoned 
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by Rock himself, but the keys, didn’t come to 

hand. 

 

“Well, what nonsense!..” muttered Rock, when in 

his hands was not a very successful craft. His 

own, by the way. 

 

And let Rock decide at all costs to follow in the 

footsteps of his mother, but did not inherit her 

talent. 

 

No, he was a skilled gunsmith ... comparatively. 

On the general background. But the trouble is 

that between him and his mother there has 

always been a monstrous difference - in 

experience, knowledge, talent, in the end. And 

Rock, of course, understood this better than 

others. And once you understand, this becomes 

for you the greatest misfortune. 

 

On the desktop in the workshop there was a 

frame with a photo - Rock looked at her. Usually 
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she lay flat, and then she stood as expected, and 

you could see in the photo Rock as a boy and 

young Nell. 

 

“Mom ...” whispered from Rock when he 

involuntarily remembered his mother. But quite 

often he was torn out - even his women made fun 

of him because when he dreams, he often speaks 

“mom “... but this habit did not leave Rock even 

after many, many years. 

 

He, of course, denied everything in words, but 

deep down he knew the truth. 

 

“I really have a maternal complex ...” 

 

A lot of time passed, but Rock never met his 

mother, and still he felt something special for 

her. As a son and as a gunsmith. 
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“If I had borrowed something from my mother, I 

would surely have climbed higher ...” - with a 

sigh, Rock put the photo frame down and began 

to look for the keys. 

 

(Flashback) 

Shortly after Rock opened his shop, his father 

and stepmother died. 

 

There was talk: the accident was to blame, but 

Rock thought that they could have committed 

suicide. Rumor had it that just on the eve of his 

death, Roy had failed a major project and was 

mired in debt. 

 

However, the death of relatives did not 

particularly concern Rock, because he had long 

since broken up with the same father. But Alyssa 

was left completely without everything: neither 

a home(taken by banks due to debt) nor funds - in 

general, no inheritance, and even no roof over 

her head. 
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And even though the brother and stepsister did 

not communicate for many, many years, Rock 

simply could not leave Alyssa on the street, so he 

invited her to live at his workshop. 

 

Times were hard. The store already did not bring 

great profits, there was barely enough money to 

feed himself, and then there was an extra mouth 

... 

 

And one day, Alyssa announced that she would 

also go to work: 

 

- I do not want to sit on your neck ... 

 

Maybe she went to work and from anxiety: 

brother and sister did not get along very well, 

although they did not quarrel. 
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And my sister quickly found a job. To Rock's 

great surprise, she was invited to an office in the 

Ouroboros, from where Rock himself quit not so 

long ago. Apparently, Alyssa took advantage of 

her father’s old ties and walked in exactly the 

same way as her brother. 

 

Life went on. Alyssa's earnings became a great 

help for a small family, and Rock's business went 

uphill: the skill of the gunsmith is growing - and 

the money is paid more. 

 

And then Alyssa once asked: 

 

“Listen, Rock, do you mind if I bring someone?” 

 

- Someone? Who is this? - asked Rock, before 

scooping the minestrone, which his sister had 

prepared. To the question, Alyssa was confused 

and blushed, and Rock immediately understood 

everything. - Haha, boy? Where did you meet? 



    | 133 

 

 

Already a year had passed, when Alyssa settled in 

Rock's shop, and he was slightly worried that his 

sister was all alone and alone. So he was glad to 

hear about the guy. 

 

- A colleague... 

 

Rock nodded and put a spoon in his mouth. 

 

- Well, it’s understandable, where else to meet 

you? So who is he? Not a techie? They are all 

reckless there, as if for selection! 

 

Rock knew perfectly well what kind of people 

were hunching over that place, so he decided to 

let go of the joke, to which Alyssa embarrassedly 

coughed and straightened up: 

 

“One of those crazy scientists,” she answered and 

smiled. 



    | 134 

 

(Flashback end) 

 

Rock was still looking for keys when he 

stumbled upon some project thrown by 

Nicoletta. While he worked for Ouroboros, he, 

of course, had to deal with all sorts of things, so 

Rock was a savvy like no one in this business, but 

even he did not realize what the project invented 

by his daughter was for. 

 

Nicoletta always thought up something like 

that. And then she embodied. What does Rock do? 

Just wonder. 

 

“What even was in that man?” He muttered and 

recalled the real father of his niece. (Flashback) 

 

Rock repeatedly asked Alyssa what she found in 

her husband, but each time he received one 

answer: “He is cute. Especially when he works ...”- 

and then his sister started endless tales of crazy 

experiments that even Rock barely understood. 
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- Well then! So he's from Fortuna ... - muttered 

Rock, as soon as he remembered. 

 

And he recalled that the niece, as she called, 

first blurted out: “Rock? I’m going to live in 

Fortuna for a bit… so send my clothes and stuff 

here okay?” 

 

Rock had not heard anything about this town 

for a long time, so he did not immediately realize 

what and how. But he knows this place well. 

 

Fortuna is the birthplace of Agnus, the husband 

of Alyssa. 

 

Playing with his hair, Rock muttered: 

 

- Well, well ... Years go by, and the child is still in 

the footsteps of parents...  
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Usually, when you hear a “scientist,” you 

immediately imagine a skinny man in years. And 

when Rock saw not a skinny roach at all, but a 

real healthy man, he was very surprised. 

 

“Hello ...” the guest blurted out and did not 

introduce himself at all. 

 

“This is Agnus,” Alyssa said instead, and added: 

“Agnus, this is my brother, Rock.” 

 

And only then did a dark-skinned big man named 

Agnus silently offer his hand for a handshake. 

 

“Hello, Agnus.” You must be helping Alyssa a lot” 

Rock said, and grabbed Agnus’s palm; he only 

looked at him, but didn’t answer. 

 

“Hmmm ... really, a weird kid!” Thought Rock, but 

he didn’t worry much. Alyssa had already told 



    | 137 

 

everyone, and he himself was aware of what kind 

of people are in this organization: sometimes they 

can’t even say something - either hello to you or 

goodbye. 

 

“Awesome monocle ... Old-fashioned only,” Rock 

observed, as he examined Agnus. 

 

He smiled and straightened it with his finger. 

 

- O-ordered. 

 

In fact, Rock was thinking of tricking his sister’s 

choice, but he took “praise” at face value. Well, 

why not smile? 

 

That's how Rock and Agnus met. 

 

Over time, Agnus warmed up to Rock, Alyssa 

became pregnant, quit her job... 
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By that time, Rock's Guns & Ammo was already 

earning a decent income, Agnus was also helping 

out with money, so it was possible to live. 

 

And then Nicoletta was born. 

 

And the next two years became for Rock almost a 

paradise: Nicoletta grew by leaps and bounds, 

Alyssa cooked everything just as tasty, and 

Agnus would always be inventing new things 

here and there and helping Alyssa out. 

But happiness did not last long. 

 

One day, Agnus simply took and disappeared. 

 

Although it’s not that he disappeared, because 

Rock and Alyssa knew where he had gone. 
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Shortly before the disappearance of Agnus, 

Alyssa had a great fight with her husband. And 

Rock witnessed that. 

 

“Why did you decide for no reason that you 

should return to Fortuna?” She tortured Agnus 

then. 

 

And that one is silent. He only insisted that he 

had been called home. They called in Fortuna. 

Call - and that's it! And he will go alone, leaving 

his family behind. 

 

- J-j-just do not scream! I have no choice! It is an 

order of His Holiness! - stuttering, repeated 

Agnus. He always spoke somehow, if he was 

worried. 

 

Alyssa and Rock knew perfectly well that Agnus 

was sticking out in some sect called the “Order 

of the Sword”, but they were not particularly 

worried: Agnus himself did not drag anyone 
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anywhere, he did not hold rituals; he didn’t 

drink the blood of pigs, he didn’t hang the heads 

of hens in the room - and all right. 

 

“Then why not take me with you ?!” - Alissa had 

already begun to start, but Agnus stood firmly 

on his own: 

 

- N-nothing! N-no! F-fortuna is for believers only! 

 

- Then I will become a believer! 

 

Agnus fell silent, but immediately shook his head. 

 

- W-w-will not work ... Y-you do not understand 

the d-doctrine ... 

 

The quarrel ended in nothing, and after a few 

days Agnus disappeared somewhere. As through 

the earth fell. 
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Naturally, Alyssa wanted to rush after him, but, 

getting ready, she suddenly collapsed to the 

floor and woke up already in the hospital. 

 

Later it turned out that she was ill. Incurable. 

 

And the doctor said that with such a diagnosis, 

she does not have much time. But Alyssa was still 

eager for her husband, eager for Fortuna, and 

Rock had to hold her back and forth: 

 

- Heal a little, nowhere to hurry. Let Nico grow 

up together. 

 

Even now, after so many years, Rock did not 

understand what kind of mania it was: did Agnus 

ever love Alyssa? Did Alyssa love Agnus that 

much or was she just stubborn? 
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A couple of years after the disease was revealed, 

Alyssa died. Died, never reaching Fortuna. 

(Flashback end) 

 

And Rock was looking for Nicoletta’s keys, but 

no, he hadn’t found anything. 

 

- Eh ... - Rock sighed, grabbed a box of tools and 

carried upstairs - to remove the door lock in the 

little girl’s room. He didn’t really want to poke 

his nose wherever he shouldn’t, all the more so if 

at any other time the business would have 

smelled like kerosene - that would be an issue - 

but then Rock thought that Nicoletta, since she 

was going to live separately, might be asking him 

for the last time. And since it’s the last, then 

Rock somehow crossed over himself. 

 

“Here is a niece, huh!” Thought Rock, unscrewing 

the hinges. 
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Of course, as soon as Alyssa passed away, Rock 

adopted Nicoletta. And there were reasons for 

that. 

 

And the first of them - he was terribly proud of 

Nicoletta and the fact that he was able to raise 

her. Naturally, he had to take care of the 

housework and sip business with grief... 

 

And Rock was proud that Nicoletta herself, 

without a poke, without a hint, became a 

gunsmith. Just like himself when he grabbed 

anything from Nell. 

 

And after all, “daughter” didn’t know a damn 

thing about grandma! 

 

Rock was not going to talk to Nicoletta about 

Nell. And he was not going to teach weapons 

business. Maybe the girl never thought in her life 

who she should be? .. 
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But then Rock remembered the day when 

Nicoletta showed such interest. (Flashback) 

Nicoletta, who was making something in her 

corner, squealed joyfully, holding a picture of a 

recent order of a customer: 

 

- Oooh! Aah, what is this ?! B-beautiful so-cute! - 

stammered, somehow chattering Nicoletta like 

Agnus himself! In her hands the girl held a photo 

with two pistols – that a client brought over a 

couple of months ago. 

 

- Ah, it's ma ... ahem. - Rock wanted to say 

"mother's", but stopped short. Once with this 

"mother" he was already in a mess. Recently, the 

owner of these guns ran in, so Rock took a photo 

as a keepsake. 

 

- Y-y-your mom? This is my g-grandmother ?! Wow! - 

Nicoletta screamed and lay down on the floor, 
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but forgot about her craft and thought, so she 

admired the photograph. 

 

- Of course, I've seen enough of my mother’s guns, 

but this couple is a real work of art. Their names 

are Ebony and Ivory. 

 

The same client spoke about the names of the 

guns, adding that they symbolize the opposite 

colors. 

 

And he introduced himself as Dante. 

 

When Rock accepted the order, he remembered 

the engraving and asked: “Dante? Not Tony 

Redgrave? ” 

 

And indeed, the pistol read: “For Tony Redgrave.” 
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To which the client replied, it was their name 

when they met Nell. 

 

Usually such an excuse is a good reason to be 

wary: you can’t simply buy a personalized weapon. 

It often happened that the owner was robbed, 

killed, or in some other way forced to transfer 

them, but Rock did not suspect anything and just 

threw it: 

 

- Clear. 

 

But the reason is simple: look at how this Dante 

handles cannons, and everything immediately 

falls into place. Plus, Rock noted that the 

pistols were unusual: not every person, not every 

monster would give such a weapon - only to 

someone who was much worse, more severe and 

merciless. 

 

Rock, of course, did not believe in all the demon 

stuff, as well as in the fact that the mother 
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could just pick up and conceive such pistols. In 

addition, a client named Dante seemed an 

outstanding person. 

 

“She really could fit the guns...” - realized Rock, 

examining the barrel. Yes, only one thought did 

not give him rest ... 

 

- The question is maintenance, but nothing seems 

to be broken. Of course, I won’t refuse, it’s my 

bread. 

 

Rock already realized that the guns had seen 

many battles and still worked properly. And if 

the owner did not take care of his toys, Ebony 

and Ivory would not have lasted so long. 

 

Dante suddenly pointed to an engraving: 

 

- Correct this. 
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Under his finger, just below the inscription "For 

Tony Redgrave", one more flaunted: 

 

"By .45 Art Warks." 

 

Rock, overlooking her, was amazed: 

 

- Mother... 

 

The same inscription, which he so diligently 

heated up on that medal! The one where he made 

such a stupid childhood mistake! And mother, 

even though she left Rock so long ago, still 

remembered. 

 

“Fix wark ... That’s all,” Dante added, watching 

the man tremble before him. “And so I thought, it 

would be necessary to fix this matter. To explain 

to everyone is still a hassle. But in the district, 

all the gunsmiths are talking about nothing. 

Reluctance to touch my beauties,” looking at 
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Rock in the face, Dante smiled. “And if anyone 

can do the job, then only you. What do you think, 

Rock Goldstein?” 

 

Rubbing his eyelid, Rock sobbed and, trembling 

his lips, squeezed himself out in a thin voice: 

 

- I’ll do it 

 

What was important was different: Dante is 

absolutely right. If anyone needed to correct a 

stupid mistake, it was Rock, the son of Nell 

Goldstein and the culprit of the typo. 

 

At that time, Rock believed that if he corrected 

the engraving, then he would finally get rid of 

his curse, bridge the gap between him and his 

mother and become a full-fledged master. 

 

“Here! Tell me, he knows what and how, 

therefore, he asked me for it!” He thought, 
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realizing: this Dante is hardly kind enough to 

tell such things to everyone who crosses. 

 

And something told Rock: he would never see a 

mysterious stranger by the name of Dante again. 

(Flashback end) 

 

Having removed the door, Rock finally went into 

his niece's room and began collecting things, 

photographs and all kinds of magazines in a box. 

 

He peered at the word “Fortuna” on one of the 

magazines and wondered why Nicoletta had gone 

to that little town. 

 

Rock had no idea what Agnus was doing there, 

but realized that the daughter was eager for 

Fortuna due to him. 

 

After all, shortly before departure, Nicoletta 

issued: 
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- Rock, I give up making handguns. I can’t beat my 

grandmother. 

 

It seems nothing like that, words like words 

spoken, it seemed, for no particular reason, but 

Rock understood best of all what they mean: he 

himself has been tormented for several years 

with the thought that his mother cannot be 

surpassed. 

 

- And then what? Will you do with those strange 

things? He asked, and Nico shook her head. 

 

- Do not know yet. I'll try... anything =. And until 

I get to a level that is already a work of art! 

 

- As you say... 

 

In fact, Rock was very happy. 
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He himself was aging and his mother, of course, 

could not be surpassed, but here the niece, once 

adopted this passion for arms, could well catch 

up with Nell Goldstein. 

 

And here you go! - Nicoletta always called Nell 

“grandmother”, although she was not connected 

with blood to her. But Rock was never called 

“dad” or “uncle”. 

 

“Good luck, Nico.” Something tells Rock that she 

will surpass his mother. 

 

There was nothing more Rock could teach Nico, 

so he let her go to Fortuna to study the craft of 

Agnus. Her father, of course, is not so hot, but as 

an engineer he is quite good. 

 

“And when Nicoletta becomes a true master 

gunsmith, learns not only how to craft guns but 
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even more, I will definitely stand in a victory 

pose and shout: My niece is the best! ” 

 

Imagining how he would survive until that day, 

Rock grinned and, picking up a box stuffed to the 

eyeballs, and dragged it out to send to 

Nicoletta. 
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C h ap ter 8  : Nico  

“But what the hell ... what kind of name is that?” 

Nico muttered, looking at the neon Devil May 

Cry plate affixed to the van's side. 

 

“The devil knows him.”  

 

“I heard that. And what's the point of repeating? 

Just wondering why the hell Dante called it 

that.” 

 

This sign Nero received shortly after the 

trouble in Fortuna and the fall of the Order of 

the Sword. By that time, the guy already knew 

that Dante was in charge of the Devil May Cry 

agency, so he was not particularly surprised at 

the gift - he was entrusted with the branch! 

 

- And what is wrong? The devil can also cry - 

Nero answered without interruption. 

 

Chapter 8 : Nico 
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“Aren’t you working with him now in a way? So 

why not write Devils May Cry instead? – Nico 

jokingly pointed out, while Nero grinned. 

 

- I also thought about it, but it sounds lousy. 

Devils May Cry? Heh! Let it be as it is.  

- I did not sign up for this! She complained, stuck a 

freshly lit cigarette in her teeth and rolled 

under the van while Nero was busy with the 

engine under the hood. 

 

"Let's find a car." 

 

Nero ran the “agency” under the guise of “Devil 

May Cry”, but there was always a shortage of jobs 

in Fortuna, and his acquaintances were in other 

cities, namely one or two. But Kyrie always 

persuaded Nero to do any work, even for free, as 

soon as someone came with an order, and then she 

herself refused money. No, they wanted to pay, 

even very much, but Kyrie took earnings only 

with vegetables and meat. 
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And then one day Nero dawned: 

 

“We will make an office out of the car, and there 

will be a wandering agency. So we can take orders 

from other cities. " 

 

Hearing about this venture, Nico immediately 

realized that Nero had decided because of his 

concern for Kyrie, who was already living 

unsweetened. She walks around here, for example, 

in one and the same thing (clothes), but for the 

local children she sewed a bunch of clothes. She 

will barely notice how Nero will scratch an 

outfit, and now she already makes him a new one 

too.  

 

"A rare sight this woman is. You’ll see demons 

more often than people like her” Nico said, and 

Nero nodded.  

Of course, the guy wanted to please Kyrie. And if 

it had been possible to organize a mobile agency, 
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Nero and Nico would certainly have raised some 

money, which is why Nico agreed. From these 

considerations. There was only one problem: the 

car was yet to be obtained. 

 

Naturally, Nero cannot buy a new one – as wind 

walks in his pockets more than money. 

 

So Nero and Nico climbed all the corners, all the 

dumps, until they came across a broken-down van, 

which chronically led to the side. And as they 

stumbled - they began to fight over repair and 

tuning. 

 

“Listen ...” Nico said, taking off her spare part. 

“Are you aware that this is a job for a mechanic? 

You didn’t confuse me with someone else right?” 

 

Nico, of course, owed Kyrie and Nero, but it 

seemed to her that she was giving more than she 

was taking: she was often called to fix this and 

that, and they didn’t give a penny. 
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“I showed you the records of the Order, so 

everything is paid in advance.” 

 

From these words, Nico almost exploded in 

indignation. No, the research of the Order of the 

Sword was really interesting (after which she 

came to Fortuna), she will not say anything; and 

be grateful, since they gave her a look despite 

the fact that no one else can read them, you 

can’t argue. True, Nico has already paid off in 

full: she repaired the Red Queen, and more than 

once and not even just twice in just one year.  

 

And now they also forced the car to be repaired. 

“Isn't it time to say everything all at once? 

Something completely to finish this deal up" Nico 

thought, and almost got ready, but then her 

determination was blown away by the wind - 

Kyrie called: 

 

- Let's have dinner, the table is already set! 
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- We’ll come now! - cute, somehow even good-

naturedly (Nico never heard such a thing in his 

address) Nero answered, while Nico rolled out 

from under the van. “Go ahead, I'll finish 

something here.” 

 

- Do worry, I’ll save you some…not” Nico joked, 

and left to the second floor. 

 

“Julio, do not take food with your hands. Kyle, 

carrots must also be eaten” said Kyrie as Nico, 

Kyrie and three orphans ate the food together. 

 

During that big mess with demons, the city 

children's home was badly damaged, and Kyrie 

and Nero had no choice but to take the 

inhabitants to themselves. It would seem that 

would be the case for a month or two, but the 

city authorities did not rebuild or rebuild the 

institution, so the orphans settled with Kyrie 

and Nero for good. The oldest, Julio, was twelve, 
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the youngest, Carlo, was only two years old. A 

little later, other children frequented to Nero 

and Kylie - local, from the surrounding farms. 

Parents sent them for food. 

 

So every dinner in the house of Kyrie and Nero 

was like a real war. 

 

Someone stuffed their mouths with food, not 

caring about anything (and no one), someone ate 

only what he liked, and smeared the rest on a 

plate; someone had to be fed from a spoon, and 

someone had already torn up and was now 

rushing around the table – and Kyrie had to 

watch everyone. 

 

- Nico, would you like a casserole? It’s delicious” 

she suggested when she noticed Nico. 

 

“Just wanted to. And I don’t worry about the 

taste - you never cook anything not amazing” 

said Nico. 
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- Thanks for your kind words. 

 

Peering into Kyrie’s smile, Nico once again 

wondered: “Well, how did Nero win the heart of 

this goddess?” 

 

- And where is Nero? Asked Kyrie, sending a spoon 

of stew into Carlo's mouth, who was sitting on 

her lap, and looked at the door leading to the 

garage. “Nico, look after Carlo?” 

 

Nico, still chewing on the casserole, nodded, and 

then Kyrie placed the baby on her lap. He 

immediately pouted like a hamster, and began to 

accompany every spoon that Nico sent into her 

mouth with a look. 

 

“Where are your manners? But I’m a bit younger 

than Kyrie! Or do you like older girls?” - teased 
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Nico and stroked his head, and only then he 

stopped sulking. 

- Nero? Dinner is getting cold! - as soon as Kyrie 

called out, a wild cry was heard from the garage: 

 

- Kyrie! Stay back! 

 

Nico jumped up from her place (and nearly 

dropped the baby, but managed to catch it), 

turned around and saw that Kyrie had become a 

frozen pillar at the door, not daring to open it. 

 

No, this has not happened before. 

 

If demons appeared in Fortuna, then almost 

always in the Forest or on the Mountain, they 

never wandered into the city. For the whole 

year, Nico could not recall a single incident. 
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And since Nero shouted at Kyrie, it’s really 

dangerous in the garage. And if it’s dangerous, 

it’s only because there are ... demons? 

 

“Julio, take Carlo.” 

 

“I should check it myself, since Kyrie stands 

rooted to the spot,” Nico decided, handing the 

baby to the eldest of the guys, and literally the 

next moment she caught Nero’s cries, and Kyrie 

ran into the garage. 

 

- Nero! 

 

- Kyrie! Don’t come! Nero shouted again. 

 

Nico was nearly flat on the spot, but somehow 

she held herself and stood firmly on her feet. 
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- So, children, from here - not a foot! Do you 

understand me? She told the orphans and rushed 

to the garage. 

 

And when she entered, she froze in horror. 

 

The whole floor is in the blood. 

 

Nero lies on the floor 

 

And Kyrie frantically calls for him, raising his 

head. 

 

No matter how you look, the picture is creepy. 

Anyone would fall into a stupor, but Nico was 

not up to it. 

 

Something very important has disappeared. 

 

The right hand of Nero disappeared. 
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That same mysterious hand, which contained the 

devilish power in itself, simply disappeared, as if it 

had been torn out by the root. 

 

- Hey, what the hell? I leave you alone for two 

minutes! - shouted Nico and also rushed to Nero. 

 

Usually this would definitely cause Nero to 

speak some nonsense, but now he was silent - 

Nero's eyes seemed to be glazed. 

 

- Nero! Nero-oh-oh! .. - continued to call her 

lover Kyrie, but Nero did not answer her. 

 

“Kyrie, call the hospital!” 

 

Kyrie nodded, left Nero and rushed to the second 

floor. Of course, the doctor is very useful here, 

but it was much more important to take Kyrie 

away from here. 
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Nico understood that Nero certainly wouldn’t 

just cut off his hand like that, which means that 

someone “helped” him. And this someone is now 

either outside or inside the garage. 

 

- Hey bastard! Are you still here?! What the hell 

have you done?! Nico muttered, running her hand 

into Nero's cloak, and pulled out Blue Rose. 

 

In fact, it’s not meant for a girl like her to shoot 

from the Blue Rose - with large-caliber revolvers 

(and this one also fires two bullets at a time, 

almost at the same time!) The recoil is too 

powerful, the shoulder will be knocked out for 

an hour, or it will simply be thrown back, but it’s 

better to have Rose with you than not at all. 

 

- Hey! Come out! I'll smash your head off! - 

shouted Niko, thinking so to provoke the enemy, 

and meanwhile she glanced at Nero's right hand. 
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He was bleeding terribly.  

 

Without thinking twice, Nico pulled out the 

wire from her pocket on her belt, leaned towards 

Nero and pulled his shoulder - he moaned. 

 

- Come on, come out already! - Shouted Nico 

 

If the enemy was a demon, it would be unlikely 

that he would sit for such a long time and fall 

into Nico's antics, which means that there were 

two options: 

 

First: it was not the demon who pulled off Nero’s 

hand, and this “non-demon” was hiding 

somewhere in the garage. 

 

Second: the enemy is unclear who and he is no 

longer in the garage. 
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“it cannot be ...” Nico burst out: no matter how 

much she wondered what and how, but she could 

not believe what had happened. 

 

If the enemy is not a demon, then man. But is it 

really possible for a man to tear off the demonic 

hand of Nero? Nonsense. Moreover, everything 

happened in a matter of minutes - Nero would 

never be blown away so quickly. 

 

“What is the point of tearing off one’s hand and 

running away? Well, someone would have come to 

kill Nero, but this one just took his hand and 

dumped. It didn’t even bother to finish off! 

Something doesn’t fit here ...” Nico came to the 

conclusion and remembered something. 

 

Agnus's notes included notes about one 

instrument, and Nico even asked Nero what the 

thing was. 

 

(Flachback) 
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- What kind of a sword is this?  

 

If you believe the diaries of Agnus, the old man 

found a piece of a certain "Yamato" on the shore 

near Fortuna. It seemed to Agnus that a powerful 

force lurked in the fragment, in honor of which 

he launched a whole study, until he realized 

that this was Yamato. 

 

Nico then did not realize why Nero would 

suddenly look down towards his hand if Yamato 

was mentioned, and when asked he claimed it 

belongs to the brother of Dante. 

 

- Brother? Does Dante have a brother? Well, in 

that sense? Also the son of Sparda? 

 

The fact that Dante is the son of Sparda, Nico 

learned from the same records of Agnus. To 

implement the plan of the Order of the Sword, 
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the blood of Sparda was needed, and this is why 

the organization sat on the tail of the demon 

hunter for a long time. 

 

- Who knows? I didn’t ask Dante. But how can I 

ask, I almost died there. Although what's the 

point? His brother ... is long dead. 

 

“Okay, where is Yamato now? The fragment was 

never found ... Is it really thrown away?” 

 

Even a splinter from such a powerful thing could 

have unimaginable power, and Nico was terribly 

anxious to learn what was there and how. If the 

splinter is really from Yamato. 

 

Nero smiled and showed Nico his right hand. 

 

- Look, I'll show the trick! 
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- BUT? 

 

Nico was embarrassed. And then a blade appeared 

in front of her. 

 

- Ah ?! What is it? h-how ?! E-this is y-y-y-Yamato ?! 

She stammered. 

 

“God knows how it happened, but it seems to be in 

my right hand,” Nero explained, to which Nico 

simply fell into a stupor. Nero, clearly enjoying 

her shock, slapped a blade on the shoulder and 

added with a grin: “Hey, but Agnus had the same 

face when I woke him up.” 

 

Nico couldn’t stand the comparison and gave a 

sizzling look. 

 

- Look at his face, how proud ... Just like a snot! 
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Nero released his sword, and it disappeared. 

 

- I’ll say right away: I won’t let you study 

Yamato. This thing is dangerous, I don’t want 

anything to happen. 

 

Nero thought she would start arguing with him, 

but in response received only silence and a nod. 

 

- Well, okay. I didn’t really want to! 

 

Nico, in general, didn’t lie: her interest somehow 

quickly faded away, as soon as she found out 

that the blade had already awakened. Perhaps, 

deep down, she hoped to furnish her father and 

finish the investigation, which Agnus could not 

do, and thus avenge her mother. 

 

“Somehow you agreed too simply. Are you okay? – 

Nero said while being surprised. 
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(Flashback end) 

 

Nico still didn’t really understand what the 

secret of Nero’s right hand was, what kind of 

“devilish instruments” there could turn into 

completely unthinkable things. And indeed, she 

did not understand how Nero moves huge and 

heavy things with this hand. But Nico knew 

something for sure: Yamato was in Nero’s right 

hand. 

 

In this case, the enemy, tearing off the hand of 

Nero, could well have appeared just behind the 

sword. And if so, it’s quite logical to just steal 

and flee - to kill Nero for this is not necessary at 

all. 

 

- Lousy ... damn lousy... 

 

Nico was mentally indignant that she was again 

dragged into another dangerous mess, sighed ... 

and then she heard a sharp whistle of brakes - 
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someone stood right at the garage door. An 

ambulance arrived. 

 

Once in the hospital, Nero did not recover for 

several days. 
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C h ap ter 9 : Mo rri so n 

 

Morrison walked along a street in an embrace 

with a bouquet of gerberas. The old man had not 

been in these places for about ten years, 

although he used to visit a bar called Bobby’s 

Cellar back then, where all the drunkards are, 

almost every day. 

 

But he didn’t go there to drink, even if in the 

certain place alcohol always pours like a river. 

And Morrison had a special reason to drag 

himself here at distant lands - here all-rounders 

gathered. Morrison hired these guys for some 

work and also to gain information. 

 

He lived with this: he found orders, handed them 

over to the performers, and kept a percentage for 

himself. Morrison himself is a typical 

intermediary, but no one really complained 

about it. 

 

Chapter 9: Morrison 
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Rather, whoever you take, everyone needs such a 

useful person. Jack of all trades - people are 

ambiguous, sometimes they don’t even know how 

to speak and even scare the clients of their small 

agencies. But Morrison is a completely different 

matter: he is gallant, and his tongue is suspended 

as it should, and the suit is sitting on it all 

right. Well, what about a suit? Not one 

performer has put on good clothes. 

 

In those days, in the “Basement” the apple had 

nowhere to fall - there were always enough 

mercenaries: the beggar Sally, constantly 

demanding money ahead, Diego who preferred 

hard work, the Hound Vlad and his dog 

companion, and also Gru... 

 

- Wow! - burst out from Morrison when he saw a 

familiar brewery. 
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The same “Bobby Cellar" stood before him, as if 

straight from the past, although in one day 

there was not a stone left from it. 

 

Morrison, of course, heard, they say, rebuilt 

again, but could not even think that the brand 

new bar would be the same as the previous one: 

they even preserved the shabby appearance, 

because they used old wood. 

 

And that inscription, which was famous for 

“Bobby Cellar” - “Go home, wake up and sleep” - 

was carved on the door. 

 

But the sign was different - "Grue’s Cellar". 

 

Smiling, Morrison pushed the door - the bell 

tinkled, which had never been seen before. 

 

- Welcome! - a voice was heard from behind the 

counter. There stood two long-time 
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acquaintances whom the old man had not seen 

since the devil knows how old he was, the sisters 

Nesty and Tiki. 

 

- Morrison! And I knew that you would come to 

us! 

 

Noticing the guest, Tiki jumped out from behind 

the counter and rushed to him. Hugging and 

kissing her, Morrison handed her a bouquet of 

gerberas. 

 

- Congratulations on your discovery. Sorry the 

bouquet is so small. 

 

- Do not worry. Better let's have a drink” Tiki 

smiled slyly and shouted to her sister, who 

remained behind the counter: “Nes! ” Bring a 

bottle of champagne! 
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They gave him a welcome! The smile never left 

Morrison's lips - he was so happy for Tiki and 

Nesty. And there is something to rejoice: the 

girls managed to restore the bar dear to his 

heart. 

 

- Hey Morrison, come here! Sally called out to 

the intermediary, who was sitting at the corner 

table. Morrison smiled wryly - he noticed, as she 

turned gray over the years that they had not 

seen each other, another old acquaintance. The 

old man came up and sat opposite to the woman. 

 

“What is the matter with you, Sally? A little 

more, and you will become a bald rogue.” 

 

- Don’t talk nonsense. I have money, so my hair 

fell out. 

 

After these words, both grinned. And then, 

behind the counter, a cork flew out of a bottle 

of champagne. 
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“Hey, isn't it a bit early for a drink?” – Morrison 

asked Tiki, while she was carrying champagne. 

The reason for this was simple: there was nobody 

else in the bar besides them with Sally. Spreading 

the glasses, Tiki answered: 

 

- Mercenaries are not expected. They’re always 

late, right? - and smiled. 

 

“I can't disagree,” Morrison answered a little 

caustically and shrugged. Tiki poured champagne 

into glasses and left two of them to Morrison 

and Sally, and carried the other two to the 

counter. 

 

- For "Grue’s Cellar"! The first toast happened, 

and Morrison and Sally raised their glasses, 

smiling. 
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“And the little ones have grown a lot.” Grue 

must be dancing a twist in heaven” Sally mumbled 

a sip of champagne and turned to the sisters — 

they were busy at the counter, preparing snacks. 

 

- Yeah. 

 

Gru, after whom the bar was named, was the 

father of Tiki and Nesti. And also a regular 

customer of “Bobby Cellar”. 

 

“And by the way ... it all happened at the same 

time, right?”Well, Grue’s death ... that mess in 

Bobby’s Cellar” - Sally said almost in a whisper, as 

if she didn’t want the sisters to hear. Morrison 

nodded silently. Sally did not let up, and poured 

and poured words. Either the drink worked, or it 

was just glad that the beloved beer opened: - 

Thank you, thank you, Morrison! If you hadn’t 

thrown that job with luggage carrying, I would 

not have survived. 
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“You also saved me when you persuaded me to go 

with you,” he said. 

 

Yes, they were lucky in every sense. If, for the sake 

of a tedious job, you didn’t have to leave the city 

and leave the Bobby Cellar for a couple of days, 

they would have hardly survived. 

 

It all happened, right in the bar. 

 

Along with the mercenaries, ten more guests 

drank, and suddenly - a massacre! The bodies of 

the dead were so disfigured that you even doubt 

whether it is who you think it is. 

 

Of course, a lot of things were going on in the 

city, bandits and hooligans scurried about 

everywhere, but such atrocities had never 

happened before. 
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- The whole city was overturned. It’s even scary 

to remember. 

 

- Yeah. There were a lot of things. Even too much. 

 

Sally didn't lie. The Bobby’s Cellar massacre 

didn’t end there. A few days before the massacre, 

all the patients and doctors suddenly 

disappeared from the local hospital at once. And 

a little earlier at an underground gathering an 

explosion occurred - then God knows how much 

died. It was rumored that the mafia had tried 

that. 

 

Nell Goldstein died at about the same time. A 

talented gunsmith burned out in her own store. 

 

And in addition, the father of Tiki and Nesty - 

Grue died. 
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He himself was a mercenary, who "picked up" 

penniless work, which no one usually took on. 

 

However, Grue was a professional, one to look up 

to, not like the others who came to the bar. And 

Grue had more strength than others. In 

addition, despite an insulting nickname, he 

worked hard - he tried to feed three daughters 

at once. 

 

And then Morrison remembered Grue’s last 

words: “I need money.” It seems that at that time 

the mediator tried to dissuade him from taking 

contract killings. 

 

Contract killings - the job is nowhere more dirty. 

Usually, those mercenaries are taken for it, 

which already doesn’t matter what kind of 

instructions to fulfill. And the same "jack of all 

trades" are talking: he took it once, and there 

will be no turning back. 
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Morrison respected Grue and did not want him 

to get his hands dirty, and the mercenary himself 

vowed that he would not take the contract 

murder. 

 

But one day Grue’s eldest daughter, Jessica, fell 

ill with a serious illness, and Grew had to go on a 

contract kill. Morrison found out about this 

too late, besides a tidy sum was required for 

treatment - just take it out and put it down. You 

can’t just find a good job for the money. 

 

Grue got to work, but never returned. Someone 

said that he died at the underground gathering 

where the explosion occurred, but there were no 

witnesses to that. Under the rubble they found 

the bodies of drug dealers, many dead customers, 

and so the war for the territory between the 

drug lords ended. And the incident in Bobby’s 

Cellar happened about two weeks later. 
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And a week before the massacre from the hospital 

where Jessica was, all the patients and doctors 

suddenly disappeared. Ironically, Jessica also 

disappeared, as if following Grue. Where she is 

now - no one knows to this day. 

 

Gree died, Jessica disappeared, and little Tiki and 

Nesty were left alone. 

 

They were watched by Morrison and Sally - a 

mediator and a mercenary, those who were lucky 

enough to stay alive. 

 

Of course, they could take girls to the 

orphanage, but no, they decided to chip in and 

provide the little girls with a decent future. 

Maybe some role in this was played by Grue's fame, 

or maybe his father’s instinct woke up among two 

aging bachelors, when both saw children who 

had nowhere to go. 
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Say what you like, but Morrison and Sally were 

pleased with their decision. Especially now, when 

they saw how their pupils grew. 

 

“Hey Morrison” Nesty interrupted the 

conversation between them, “how is Tony?” 

 

Morrison saw Sally squint unkindly. 

 

- Tony? Well, Tony is now ... busy with something, - 

the intermediary answered evasively, to which 

his friend made a sour face and said: 

 

- Hopefully the moron is dead... If he was alive, I 

would have planted a shotgun in his ass. 

 

Nesty was not happy with her words. 

 

“But Tony helped us with money! Do not say 

that!” 
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- What, for forgiveness? Ha! After all - the plague 

is natural! A moron with a hefty bump! - Sally did 

not relent, until she raised a glass of champagne 

and knocked it down her throat. 

 

Tiki looked in surprise at the guardian and went 

to the counter for a bottle. 

 

“But he does something ... right?” Papa's partner is 

still ... - Tiki remarked timidly, already pouring 

champagne into Sally's glass. 

 

He grinned: 

 

- Yes, that was the case. These two folks - Tony 

and Grue - were the coolest here. Eternally calm 

Grue and crazy Tony ... just like in a movie of some 

kind. I even thought of working somehow with 

someone in a pair, so as they are. That's just ... - 

Sally again drained her glass and hit them on the 
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table so hard that she nearly broke it. - And then 

next to Tony it became somehow dangerous. Even 

superstition had gone up, people believing Tony is 

the cause of these things, they said it’s better 

not to work with this asshole. And did not 

approach him at all. But Tony, as if nothing had 

happened, went to the bar. And then it happened. 

Only Sally and I survived. 

Morrison grimaced, but Sally's face turned red 

like a tomato. 

 

“Have you already drink before you come here?” 

Morrison guessed, and Sally only yawned lazily. 

 

- A little bit. Five glasses ... ale and rum ... Well, I 

was glad, you know, Morrison? I’m looking at the 

little ones and everything will be fine! .. I didn’t 

want to remember anything at all, but they take 

their years ... And I remember, it was already dear 

to my heart ... - Sally explained, and then she 

suddenly swayed and fell flat on the table. 
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Alcohol had not been her friend before, but now 

Sally, it’s true, was cut down from the half-glass. 

And what is her fault? In the best of times, “Bobby 

Cellar” was there for thirty mercenaries, and 

now some of them are dead, some of them are old. 

 

“Forgive me, the old woman always poisons 

herself and falls asleep,” explained Tiki, and she 

just shrugged. 

 

- The party has not started yet, but it has already 

disconnected ... It's a pity even. 

 

- Come on, in thirty minutes she’ll will wake up. 

Happened already, - objected Morrison. 

 

And then the bell rang - everyone involuntarily 

looked at the door. 

 

At first they thought, maybe one of the 

mercenaries came, but no ... 
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“Ah ... umm ...” Tiki was fading, and she could be 

understood. 

 

At the threshold stood an unfamiliar guy. 

Extremely skinny, all in tattoos, and only his 

face is white, pale. In the hands of a cane. Such a 

guest cannot be called “normal”. 

 

- Sorry, we have a reservation today. 

 

Deciding that Tiki should not leave this business, 

Morrison got up and walked over to the boy, and 

he waved his hand at Tiki, saying, don’t interfere. 

 

“I understand that the place is beautiful, but 

today we are closed.” We plan to feast all night 

long,” he told the guest, waiting for him to 

understand what was going on. But he only 

looked carefully at Morrison. 
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Waiting for an answer, Morrison did not waste 

time in vain - he carefully examined the guest. 

You never know who he might turn out to be. 

 

The boy had a cane in one hand, and a book in the 

other. The cover has faded so much that it is not 

clear who the author is, however, the capital 

letter “V” clearly appeared on it. Maybe some 

monogram? However, from such a distance 

Morrison could not make out and say for sure. 

 

“Are you Morrison?” - after a long pause, the guy 

asked. Morrison was surprised because he had not 

yet given his name, but decided to nod. 

 

- Right ... Do you have business for me? 

 

“I was looking for you ... I have a request for you.” 

 

- Which one? – warily says Morrison. 
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After a pause, the boy sighed and indifferently 

asked: 

 

“Could you introduce me ... to Dante.” 

 

Morrison caught his breath, but everything in 

his head immediately fell into place. A suspicious 

guest in front of him is just one of those. 

 

- Do you have a special order? - specified Morrison 

just in case, and the boy nodded. 

 

When a confident and prompt answer is given to 

such a question ... yes, the client’s request is 

precisely connected with demons. 

 

- Excuse me, girls, I have a case here. 

 

Pulling out his wallet, Morrison went to the 

counter and put some banknotes at the cash desk. 
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“Will you come back?” Tiki asked. 

 

- I do not know. If the conversation is serious, I 

may not come today. But the next day – I will. 

Honestly, I promise” Morrison reassured her, and 

Tiki pouted like a child, and then shook her head 

capriciously. 

 

- I'm already an adult! 

 

- It is truth too. - Morrison smiled and turned 

back to the boy. - Well, let's go? He suggested, 

and they left the bar. 

 

They walked along the streets for a long time: 

Morrison is in front, the client is behind. 

 

- Tell me the details along the way. And by the 

way, do you have money? - suddenly remembered 

the intermediary. 
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If the job is really connected with demons, then 

Dante will do everything that is required. He is 

such a hunter. 

 

But the money is still out of place. Even a three-

year-old child knows that you have to pay for 

work. In addition, Dante’s reputation is now to 

hell, and earnings will not hurt him. 

 

The client put his hand in his pocket, took out a 

wad of money and handed it to Morrison. 

 

- This is how much I managed to collect. 

 

Morrison glanced at the banknotes, and he 

thought he was bleeding from new pieces of 

paper. 

 

Suddenly, someone moaned. 
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Morrison turned around and saw that a man was 

lying nearby, right on the pavement. There are 

bloody marks next to him, as if a fight had just 

ended. But more than this Morrison was 

surprised by a strange bird nearby - there are no 

such birds in these parts. It looks like a huge 

vulture, but what kind of breed? And not to 

mention: Morrison has never been fond of birds. 

 

The client threw up his hand, and the bird, as if 

on command, flew up to him and clutched its skin 

in its claws. 

 

- Your bird? 

 

But the intermediary was not answered by the 

client, but by that same bird: 

 

“Old man, I'm me.” 
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The foregoing did not resemble a memorized 

phrase. Therefore, the bird said what it wanted. 

 

Without taking its eyes off Morrison, the bird 

moved its beak. 

“Money is money, you agree old man? Or what, are 

you showing disdain? Well, if you are a tender 

little soul, you cannot stand the sight of human 

blood ... ha ha! Well, what can you do! We’ll take 

it to the bank and exchange it for fresh ones!” - 

announced the bird. 

 

Morrison glanced at the client again. The client 

calmly added: 

 

- If this seems little ... we will find more. 

 

Yeah, in the best times of Bobby’s Cellar, bloodied 

men didn’t wallow in the streets. It turns out, 

after Morrison entered the bar, someone 
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attacked the poor fellow and robbed him, which 

appeared to be this client. 

 

“No, that's enough,” Morrison reassured the 

client and stuffed the blood-stained notes into 

his jacket pocket. 

 

The intermediary should not go into the affairs 

of the client. In addition, there is no evidence 

that the customer in front of him is a robber. So 

Morrison can only do the work.  

“Before going to Dante’s office, I need to drop in 

a couple of places.” Do you mind? 

 

The client and the bird were silent. Accepting 

this as consent, Morrison headed for the main 

street. 
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C h ap ter 10 : Dan te 

Over the past few months, Dante did not have a 

single normal order, so they cut him off 

completely and thoroughly: water, gas, 

electricity and even a phone, and after all, 

customers contacted Dante just by phone. 

 

Throwing his legs on the table, Dante sat and 

wondered how many nights he had already spent 

in the prison cell, when Morrison came into the 

office. In difficult times, he always got a job for 

Dante, and he believed him as the most reliable 

intermediary. Therefore, he kept in touch for 

many, many years. 

 

- There is good news and bad news. Where to 

start? - Immediately asked Morrison. 

 

- No difference. You’ll tell them both” Dante 

answered. 

 

Chapter 10: Dante 
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Morrison sat down on the guest sofa and only 

then spoke: 

 

“Well then, let's start with the bad. Miss Patty 

was very angry.” 

 

Hearing Patty, Dante frowned a little. He had 

known her for ten years. He met when they 

instructed him to work as her bodyguard, and 

then the girl often visited the agency. And she, 

even though she was the most ordinary person, 

constantly poked her nose into Dante’s affairs 

and tried to pull him somewhere — to live an 

unusual “ordinary life”. 

 

- She wanted to invite you to her birthday, but 

the phone is off. 

 

Dante shrugged. 
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“They cut off my phone with light and water” he 

answered immediately. 

 

Morrison deliberately slowly looked around the 

gloomy office. 

 

- Well yes... 

 

“And the good news?” 

 

Not to say that he did not like Patty very much. 

It’s just hard to imagine what he would do at a 

party where the most ordinary people would 

gather. 

 

Morrison grinned. 

 

- A worthwhile job. With advance payment. 
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Indeed, the news is excellent. Although Dante 

always walked with empty pockets and didn’t 

have any particularly warm feelings for money, 

but recently he even felt: something was missing. 

In addition, he usually asked what kind of work 

there was, how much they paid, and only then he 

agreed, but now he pressed so that he would take 

up any business. 

 

- Well. It was enough to live without a normal 

push, - bending over the table, Dante admitted. 

 

Morrison got up from the sofa, went to the table 

and laid out several sheets on it. 

 

“I was thinking and paid for water, gas, 

electricity and a telephone. Out of your 

advance.” 

 

Looking at the papers, Dante immediately 

recognized the accounts in them. Moreover, the 

numbers there were impressive. After scrolling 
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through the papers, Dante looked at Morrison, 

but he only shrugged and shook his head. It seems 

that almost the entire advance was spent on 

paying bills. 

 

Morrison is known to be a man with brains. 

Instead of a mess, Dante often takes on all sorts 

of petty matters and secretly settles them. But 

this time, as Dante thought, the man with the 

brains went too far. No, of course, it was worth 

paying the bills, but first of all it was worth 

popping into the Freddy's shop and enjoying a 

Strawberry Sandae. Dante did not eat it for a 

hundred years. 

 

And while Dante sighed disappointedly, a light 

came on in the office and, as if on signal, the 

telephone rang. 

 

The bell didn’t promise anything good, but Dante 

picked up the phone anyway, introducing as Devil 
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may Cry and immediately got Patty's piercing 

scream in his ear: 

 

- Dante? Is that you, Dante? Finally I got 

through! Why aren't you answering? You’re 

going to come, got it ?! Today is my birthday! 

Starts at six in the evening! And don't call me a 

kid anymore! 

 

Somewhere in the middle of the endless screams, 

Dante could not stand it and hung up. He had 

known Patty for a long time, but still he never 

ceased to wonder how she had the courage to 

drag him to all these parties. 

 

Morrison waited for what would come of this, 

and looked at Dante with a wide smile. The 

hunter himself was about to clarify something, 

as the phone rang again. It is not known why, but 

Dante already knew that it was Patty again. It’s 

strange after all: it rings always the same, but 

now it’s somehow unpleasant ... 
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Tired of watching how the phone is shaking from 

calls, Dante could not stand it and pulled out 

the cable. 

 

“Now about the job, Morrison. You have to help 

me skip the party.” 

 

The broker smiled and put a cigarette in his 

mouth. 

 

- Okay. I’m afraid I’ll have to inform Madam that 

you won’t come” he said, and suddenly pointed to 

the door. Some guy was already standing there. 

When he appeared, it is not clear. - This is the 

client, he will tell you what and how. And I need 

to call Trish and the Lady” Morrison added and 

headed for the exit. Dante immediately jumped up 

and tried to slow him down: 

 

“Hey! .. I can do it alone!” 
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Workmate Trish and colleague Lady are reliable 

people, you can’t say anything bad about them. In 

addition, as soon as Morrison dragged the order, 

the hunter perked up, so he was offended that 

the work had already been divided. 

 

- So I said that the work is worthwhile. You will 

need some help. 

 

There is nothing to be done - Dante can only 

watch as Morrison leaves the agency. 

 

Meanwhile, the client simply stood, leaning his 

back against the wall, and silently read the 

book. Fingers clutched his cane, but the guy did 

not lean on it - that means he could walk like 

that. 
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“Some kind of eccentric,” Dante thought when he 

sat back in his chair, and only then started a 

conversation: 

 

- Well, introduce yourself at least! 

 

Only after these words the client stuck to the 

wall and moved towards it. But still he did not 

take his eyes off the book. 

 

“I have no name, I am but two days old” he 

continued, and then he suddenly slammed the 

book and stopped. A little jerking of the corner 

of his mouth, the client raised his eyes and 

looked Dante in the face. – Just kidding. Call me 

V. 

 

The name was more like a pseudonym, but Dante 

didn't care much. When working as a mercenary, 

you encounter people from the criminal world, 

and they don’t give real names. 



    | 208 

 

 

- V, you say? So what kind of work? Dante asked 

carefully. 

 

The client came across as strange: black hair, 

pale skin, a sleeveless cloak, hands covered in 

some tattoos, and he didn’t need a cane at all. If 

there was a problem with the legs, the guy would 

lean on it. 

 

However, at first glance it was clear: V is not 

honest. And Morrison, with all his appearance, 

made it clear that the work was related to 

demons. 

 

And V did not deceive Dante's expectations. 

 

“A strong demon will be resurrected soon ... I 

need your help, Dante.” 
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He grinned. Well still - hit the bull's-eye! But 

who would have thought that a "strong" demon 

would be coming around. 

 

- They say this to me every day. Strong demon, 

cruel demon ... the king of demons ... but, you 

know, they were not so strong, sheer 

disappointment. 

 

Naturally, Dante undertook any work related 

to demons. His calling is this. But often there 

was nothing to do there besides a slash or two. 

 

From time to time, chasing another 

otherworldly trifle, Dante wondered if he 

would become a termite fighter - all the same, 

every single day tramples all trash. Neither good 

nor pleasure. It's like chewing gum. 

 

But Dante could not allow this otherworldly 

trifle to do in the world of people everything 

that she wanted, which is why he hunted them. 



    | 210 

 

But still, when he heard something about the 

“strong” and “cruel demon”, he wanted to meet 

someone who would justify such big words. But 

Dante always easily dealt with the demons and 

then walked away disappointed. 

 

And after all, he saw many of these, that's why, 

responding to the client, he could not restrain 

the ridicule. 

 

“This time, it’s true” V declared with a serious 

look. 

 

- Hm? Is that so? 

 

“This demon is the reason ... the reason why you 

fight.” 

 

It seems an incomprehensible rubbish, but, 

looking at V, Dante instantly realized: he knows 

something about him. 
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“The kid is definitely not a demon,” Dante sensed 

inwardly. “But if not a demon, then why did he say 

that?” 

 

“And what is that demon called?” - asked Dante 

with unusual interest for him. 

 

V dropped that the enemy is the “reason”. If the 

customer does not lie, then Dante, perhaps, 

knows what kind of demon will be resurrected 

there. There are no options, except... 

 

V smiled and calmly called his name. 
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C h ap ter 11  : LADY 

On the TV screen, a host spoke in a blank tone. 

 

- ... as for the huge tree-like object seen in the 

city, no new information has been received yet. 

According to the police, the officers are in place 

and are developing a further plan of action... 

 

Behind the back of the speaker, pictures flickered 

- shots from the scene: a giant something that 

looked like a tree spread out in the middle of the 

city. So huge! And still it seemed that the 

television people were showing only part of 

something incredible. 

 

- And what, do you need to cut it out? The Lady 

asked Morrison when she muffled the volume on 

the television. The mediator stood leaning 

against the wall and smoking a cigarette. 

 

Chapter 11 : Lady 
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“Essentially, yes.” Defeat the big shot inside and 

the terrible tree will disappear” explained 

Morrison. 

 

Lady was slightly surprised and sent another 

question in pursuit: 

 

“Why do you need me?” 

 

Although Morrison is an intermediary, he rarely 

worked with Lady. No, he knew that the Lady was 

collaborating with other intermediaries, 

various informants, so she always had enough 

work, moreover, Morrison has some first-class 

options, such as Dante. 

 

And if Dante gets to work, then to invite Lady - it 

makes no sense. 

 

“I already turned to Dante,” Morrison explained, 

exhaling a smoke. He understood the Lady's 
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question perfectly. - But he himself can’t do it. So 

I’m calling you ... and also Trish. 

 

Hearing that Trish enters the game, Lady could 

not hide her surprise. After all, she, the 

companion of Dante and the constant companion 

of the Lady, was incredibly strong, although she 

did not reach the level of Dante himself. 

 

“Morrison ... do you want to smash the whole 

city?” What should I do with such a composition? 

 

It is hard to imagine that Dante could not cope 

with something. And if you give him Trish as a 

companion, then even the hell lords wont fare. 

 

“I understand your concern, and Dante said he 

could handle it himself, but ...” Morrison took a 

deep breath. - The premonition is very lousy. 

Intuition tells us: something will go wrong” he 

finished and exhaled such a cloud of smoke that 
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the Lady could not see anything at all for some 

time. 

It’s generally difficult to meet with her: you 

need to ask in advance and come at exactly the 

appointed time and place. 

 

“But what could happen?” How many self-

proclaimed demon lords were there! She herself 

killed an entire crowd,” Lady reminded. She knew 

from the very beginning that the mediator had 

come to her to entrust the murder of the next 

resurrected “lord of hell”. “Suppose this time 

someone important ... but Dante has already 

dealt with such.” 

 

Once Trish told Lady about Dante’s past. About 

how the demon king Mundus, the emperor of the 

underworld, killed Dante’s mother and he and 

his twin brother had to flee. Twenty years later, 

the demon hunter defeated the king and avenged 

his mother. 
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Morrison knew that story too, and still 

something told him that the upcoming events 

smell like gasoline. He wants to play it safe. 

 

“I heard that old age makes people cowards. But 

you're not an old man yet huh? - Lady was 

surprised, and Morrison chuckled dryly at her 

remark: 

 

- Do you want to check? 

 

Having exchanged pleasantries, Lady and 

Morrison smiled at each other. And again, there 

was peace between them, because Morrison only 

carried peace. Peace and serenity. 

 

- Okay, like I told you everything. I’ll come 

tomorrow, don’t stay up late” Morrison ordered, 

heading for the door. 
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“I wonder what bothers you so much?” - asked the 

Lady after. 

 

Morrison stopped. 

 

“The city itself,” he answered and left. 

 

- City? - echoed the Lady and looked at the TV 

screen, where there was a news release already 

without sound. In the corner of the video 

flaunted a plate with the caption: "A mysterious 

phenomenon in Red Grave." 

 

When the Lady saw what kind of city it was, she 

gasped for breath. 

- Dante’s pistols! 

-  

And after all, not so long ago she spoke with 

Dante about Nell Goldstein. 
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“Did she make your pistols? Nell Goldstein?” 

 

The lady asked for a reason: her familiar 

gunsmith also bore the name Goldstein. 

 

- What's the matter? - asked Dante, to which the 

Lady told him about a friend named Rock 

Goldstein. 

 

If you think about it, then Dante's facial 

expression somehow ... changed. And then he 

suddenly began to question about a complete 

stranger to him. He was especially worried 

whether this Rock Goldstein was a good 

gunsmith. 

 

“I think ... not bad. But certainly not first-class. I 

only order service, it seems to be nothing more ...” 

- Lady answered honestly. 
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And such an assessment was quite fair. Rock is 

not bad, but his daughter will be better. 

Recently, Lady entrusted the work to her. 

 

“Do you think he will fix it?” Dante asked and 

showed the Lady his pair of pistols. 

 

- Correct it? Did something break? 

 

- Well no. Better tell me where to find this Rock. 

 

Lady did not understand what exactly Dante 

had sought from her, but still glanced at the 

pistols. And she managed to notice that the name 

was carved on the case ... Redgrave? 

 

But all this is... vague memories. 

But then what do these coincidences mean? Lady, 

not knowing anything about Dante’s past, could 

only guess... 
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C h ap ter 12  : V 

Say what you like, but Morrison is great at what 

he does. 

 

He did not just immediately accept V’s order, in 

fact, a man he knew little, but instantly 

contacted Dante, Lady, and Trish. And to 

everything else, he found a helicopter to throw 

them in place as soon as possible. 

 

No matter what you say, Morrison always has 

everything. 

 

For this reason, V thought it was possible to sort 

things out somehow. 

- How it stinks ... - looking around the district, 

Lady complained. She spoke of a mysterious tree 

that suddenly grew in the center of Red Grave. 

Of course, V and his hired hunters without any 

problems broke through to the goal, had delayed 

even a little, the path would have become many 

times more difficult, so Morrison still deserved 

Chapter 12 : V 
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thanks. And he will receive it when the case ends 

successfully. 

 

“It stinks of garbage,” Dante agreed with a nod. 

 

But only V reliably knew that the giant tree had 

sprouted from hell itself and inside it there was 

a passage leading to the underworld, but he did 

not tell anyone about it. And Dante and his 

companions only received information that one 

of the lords of hell would rise here. 

 

The company headed straight for the tree, when 

suddenly the earth trembled underfoot and a 

fierce howl sounded - and this very demon woke 

up from a dream. 

 

Perhaps he did not recover fully, and if Dante, 

Trish, Lady and V attack at once, they may be able 

to kill him. Nevertheless, V knew perfectly well 

that such an outcome was too optimistic. 
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“What strength ...” V muttered. 

 

Dante, grinning, turned to him. 

 

“You would blow your legs, V. You wanna go 

back?” 

 

Perhaps V would have used these words earlier, 

but now, deep down, he agreed with them. 

 

“Well ... then see it for yourself,” he said, turned 

around and hurried out of this place. Soon he 

was caught up by a bird, and with great surprise 

asked Lady: 

 

-Hey! Are you just running away like that? 

 

And the bird strewed all the way with taunts 

and reproaches. Neither his former pride, nor his 
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former arrogant self-confidence, was left with a 

drop. 

 

“Apparently, we need help. Lets bring that man” 

 

- The man? Are you talking about Nero, or what? 

Yes, forget it! He is without a hand! Have you 

forgotten? What good is it? 

 

The bird didn’t lie: Nero really didn’t recover 

and was not ready to fight. But even so, there’s 

more help from him than from V himself. 

 

“I cannot help Dante - I will only be an annoying 

hindrance. But the blood of Sparda flows in 

Nero’s veins, and it’s quite possible to increase 

the chances of success, even by a fraction of a 

percent” V thought, wondering who he would 

have to deal with. He had no choice but to hope 

for this option. 
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Having hardly left the opening leading to hell, V 

wandered to Morrison - he was waiting nearby at 

the helicopter. If you use a turntable, you can 

quickly fly to Fortuna and back. 

 

- Just don’t say that everything is much worse 

than you thought? - The bird asked cautiously, 

to which V confidently nodded. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



    | 225 

 
 

C h ap ter 13  : TR ISH 

Trish is not a human. 

 

She is a demon created by the demon Emperor 

Mundus. 

 

Betrayed by the dark knight Sparda and sealed in 

hell, Mundus for many years was waiting for a 

chance to be reborn. It didn’t let him regain all 

his strength, but he managed to gather under 

the banner of a horde of demons. And the first 

thing he did after that was revenge on the 

traitor. 

 

The dark knight, the sworn enemy of Mundus, 

could not be found, but the henchmen of the 

lord reported that they had found where the 

wife and children of Sparda lived. The emperor 

was never famous for kindness and did not spare 

the family of the traitor. 

 

Chapter 13 : TRISH 
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Having received an order from the lord, the 

henchmen of Mundus went to the world of 

people, found Eva, the wife of Sparda, and killed 

her, but missed the sons. This alarmed the demon 

emperor. 

 

He knew that Dante and Vergil, the sons of 

Sparda, would surely one day come and avenge 

their father. 

 

Therefore, Mundus, day after day, year after 

year, looked for them. 

 

The elder brother was found first - Vergil. 

 

He did not hide where he came from and who, but 

simply wandered around the world. Mundus sent 

countless killers to Vergil, but they all died 

from the Yamato, the legacy of Sparda. Vergil 

masterfully handled the katana and did not 

leave any chance to the enemies. In addition, 

Mundus, locked in hell, could not send enough 
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strong servants to the world of people to deal 

with the son of Sparda. 

 

But the youngest son, named Dante, acted 

differently: changed his name and began to live 

an ordinary human life. 

 

Mundus did not find him immediately – until ten 

years after the murder of Eva - and at first he 

simply suspected Dante of a certain person. 

 

That man was called Tony Redgrave. 

 

Mundus sent lower demons to him, and Tony 

wiped them into powder. This was the proof: Tony 

is Dante. Well, who else can deal with even 

lower, but demons? 

 

Then the emperor decided to create in the name 

of revenge a demon that would overshadow the 

power of all his minions. 
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And he created, but previously carefully studied 

how Dante, Vergil and Sparda fight. And the 

armor for the new demon was forged by the 

infernal smith Machiavelli. The created demon, 

hardened in hellfire and clad in strong armor, 

received the name "black knights". And they were 

not afraid of anyone. 

 

The black knights hunted Tony Redgrave for a 

long time and already drove him into a corner, 

but nevertheless suffered a defeat. 

 

Mundus continued his experiments and created 

time after time new black knights, but they still 

could not kill either Vergil or Dante, who was 

hiding under the name Tony. 

 

Whatever you say, any material has its limit. And 

there are limits to the capabilities of the 

servants of the demon lord. To defeat Dante, 

Mundus did not have enough strength. 
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It so happened that the sons of Sparda crossed 

and tried to kill each other, and then it dawned 

on Mundus: here, here is the material for the new 

demon! 

 

During his wanderings, Vergil somehow 

discovered the seal of Sparda. With it’s help, the 

legendary knight closed the border between the 

worlds, sealed his strength and stayed with 

humans. Vergil was seduced by this power and 

decided to get it, and Dante went against his 

brother, believing that Vergil was overly 

obsessed with the idea of power. 

 

To remove the seal, it was necessary to connect 

the amulets of the two brothers, and Vergil 

naturally tried to take the amulet of Dante, 

which he could not agree with. 

 

As soon as the minions reported on the quarrel 

between the sons of Sparda, Mundus decided to 
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watch them. He did not intervene, and whoever 

he sent to them, they will sweep away everyone in 

their path. 

 

Then Mundus realized that the disagreement of 

the brothers was in his hand. And he did not lose: 

Vergil and Dante fought not for life, but for 

death, and Vergil lost. 

 

But a pleasant surprise happened a little later: 

the last battle between the brothers took place 

in hell. And the elder stayed there with an 

amulet. 

 

Dante, on the other hand, received a piece of 

Sparda’s power, however, the true power of these 

things was revealed only with an amulet. 

 

Meanwhile, Vergil, who remained in hell, found 

out about the existence of Mundus and 

challenged him, although fatigue and severe 
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wounds exhausted him. This was exploited by the 

lord of demons. 

 

Vergil was strong, and if it weren’t for the 

wounds, he may have surely defeated Mundus, 

who didn’t rise because he didn’t completely 

revive. And so Mundus without much difficulty 

took the exhausted Vergil as his prisoner. 

 

It was Sparda's eldest son who became the very 

material for the new Black Knight. And he 

turned out to be the best created. His power was 

phenomenal, and the other knights were no 

match for him. 

 

Mundus called his creation Nelo Angelo. And 

although the new Black Knight was incredibly 

strong, he practically did not give in to control 

and represented a danger to the lord. 

 

He felt that Vergil, who had become the nucleus 

for the body of a knight, did not obey him, and 
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then Mundus gave the amulet that he had 

previously taken away to the new servant. It 

seems that the amulet symbolized the power that 

Vergil so passionately craved, and therefore, 

having received the gift, he bowed his head 

before Mundus and really became Nelo Angelo. 

 

Mundus was now ready for revenge. 

 

However, the emperor did not immediately send a 

new toy into battle, oh no. As you know, demons 

are not able to show their true strength in the 

world of people, so Dante still had to be lured to 

hell. 

 

And for this, Mundus created another demon. 

 

Trish became that demon. 

 

Created in the image and likeness of Dante's 

mother, Eva. It was assumed that it would be 
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easier for Mundus to convince Dante in this new 

creation, because he desperately missed his 

mother. And Trish brilliantly fulfilled the 

mission assigned to her, brought Dante to the 

island of Mallet, and then, together with other 

demons, tried to kill him. 

 

When Trish regained consciousness, before her 

eyes were still flickering pictures of her first 

meeting with Dante. 

 

“And how much did I sleep?” 

 

Rising, she looked around and saw Lady: she fell 

on one knee and was already panting. 

 

- Woke up, finally? She asked in a low voice. 

 

“A little more, and almost into the coffin,” she 

thought, straining her leg muscles. “Is my dream, 

collected from fragments and images, a sign of 
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death?” These are the memories of all those from 

whom they created me ... So bright ... so fresh ... 

Probably, they thought that way, all those 

demons lived that became a part of me. " 

 

- How are you? Lady asked again. 

 

Trish nodded silently and turned to face the 

enemy 

 

- Lousy. 

 

Both again rushed into battle, and their enemy 

sat quietly on a wicker thing that looked like a 

throne, and was not going to get up. 

 

Their enemy is Urizen. 

 

It was him who needed to be killed, and for this 

Morrison hired Trish, Lady and Dante. 
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But Trish and the Lady decided that they had 

been given the order - just to spit, and galloped 

forward, leaving Dante behind, but fate was not 

favorable to them. Urizen gave a fitting rebuff. 

 

“This is no time to be greedy!” - threw the Lady 

and fired a full clip of rockets - they escaped 

from the hefty rocket launcher Kalina Ann and 

flew to the enemy. However, Trish rushed to 

Urizen. 

 

But he did not even jerk, although the rockets 

exploded one after another. 

 

He did not twitch. 

 

Some strange thing flew in front of him and 

reflected all the attacks of Lady and Trish. And 

the same thing stopped all the missiles to one. 

Noticing this, Trish waved Sparda's sword - she 
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received weapons from Dante himself. Initially, 

the plan was as follows: Lady fired rockets in 

Urizen, and Trish attacks with a sword. 

 

But the idea failed: he beat off all the shells 

with a strange thing and launched a shock wave 

in response, which scattered the girls to where, 

having previously firmly printed on the rocky 

walls of the tree. 

 

“Don't even think about it,” Urizen growled 

ominously, and the hunters ’hair stood on end 

from his voice. 

 

Trish immediately got to her feet and gathered 

strength in her right hand and grabbed 

something. 

 

It was Artemis - the diabolical rifle gun that 

Dante gave her. Another creation of the 

infernal forge Machiavelli, capable of releasing 

countless light arrows. And the “stone” that 
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covered Trish’s hand is the same material from 

which armor was prepared for the black knights. 

We can say that Artemis and the Black Knights 

are the closest relatives. 

 

“What do you say to that ?!” 

 

Light arrows parted in the air with an umbrella, 

surrounded Urizen and rushed towards him. 

Trish sincerely believed that a strange thing 

protecting the enemy could not cope with a 

massive attack... 

 

But she was disappointed - a new shock wave 

knocked down all the arrows to one and again 

threw Trish away - she hit the wall from all 

over. 

 

- It cannot be ... such power... 
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Trish is hard to surprise: she was born in the 

world of demons and saw many strange 

creatures. Take the same emperor who fell at the 

hands of Dante; take the same ruler of the island 

of Dumary and his minions ... Whatever you think 

of, all are powerful demons. At times, only 

rumors of their fame reached Trish, but each of 

them was a unique and powerful individual. 

 

Only until this day, Trish had never heard of 

Urizen. 

 

However, she would not have been too surprised 

if she had found out that a new demon has 

entered into hell. But so powerful, with such 

power... 

 

- Dante... 

 

Still thinking who this Urizen is, Trish fell to 

the ground and lost consciousness. 
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C h ap ter 14 : Nero  

When Nero opened his eyes, there was already 

some strange guy next to him. 

 

Noticing him, Nero was wary - what if this one 

grabbed his right hand? The stranger smiled at 

Nero: 

 

“Apparently, you managed to recover,” the guy 

said. 

Nero looked at him and noticed that his hands 

were all in tattoos, but his face was pale and 

clean; holds a cane in one hand and an old book 

in the other. And by the way, the window behind 

the guy stood wide open. 

 

“They locked the door, I had to use the window,” 

the guy explained before Nero asked, and, 

without waiting for invitations, sat down next 

to the bed. - Call me V. This is my name” the 

stranger introduced himself. 

Chapter 14: Nero 
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For some reason, Nero tensed and squinted at his 

right hand - it always let him know if there was a 

demon nearby. A good bonus... Only there is no 

more hand, and in its place, starting from the 

elbow, - the stump is bandaged. 

 

For several days he lay in a coma, and so the 

memories of everything that happened were 

fragmentary. That is, he woke up - but his hand 

were gone. And as he woke up without a hand, he 

did not put up with it, although two days had 

already passed. So it turned out that Nero was 

looking at V with an annoyed look, and he 

unkindly asked: 

 

“Who else are you?” 

 

“I know the one who stole your hand,” said V. 

 

- What? 
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“That demon ... consumed Yamato, hidden in your 

hand, and gained incredible power.” Dante is 

already heading towards him. 

 

- How do you know? Nero asked. 

 

Vi sighed and answered: 

 

“I know, after all, the same demon hunter Dante. 

And for a long time, I pursue the one ... who took 

your hand. That's why I told you” V looked at 

Nero. “I asked Dante for help, I wanted to borrow 

his strength, because I alone could not do it 

alone ... However, the demon was more powerful 

than I expected,” he added and nodded towards 

the stump of Nero. - I advise you to come. Dante 

may need help. 

 

Nero grinned: 
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- Dante and needs help? Is this a joke? 

 

Once Dante saved Nero's life - no more, no less. In 

addition, Nero had to face off with a famous 

demon hunter, and he knew: Dante wouldn’t be so 

overwhelmed. There is no enemy that Dante 

would not defeat. 

 

V silently put out his hand. Nero was wary, but 

then he noticed that the tattoos on him 

somehow strangely change. Finally, a shadow 

separated from the hand and turned into a big 

bird. He calmly got up, and then sank into V’s 

hand with the appearance that he was always 

sitting there, and then, measuring Nero with a 

look, he spoke: 

 

- Boy, why don’t you understand yet? Get ready, 

jerk! - it croaked. 

 

Nero squinted at V. 



    | 243 

 

 

“We don’t have time,” he calmly remarked, and 

silently, without explanation, turned to the 

window. “Do what I ask, and that’s enough. Or do 

you think you can’t win without your hand?” 

 

Nero gritted his teeth. 

 

He did not want to dance to the tune of this 

strange person, which in fact could turn out to 

be a devil, but no matter what, Nero owed Dante. 

And if the man with the bird did not lie, it turns 

out that he, Nero, with his help will be able to 

get to the sworn enemy. 

 

And not to say that without a demonic hand, 

Nero is completely useless. Even during the days 

of the Order, Nero did not use the right hand at 

all, he hid it in bandages, telling everyone that 

he was injured, and in the meantime he had done 

so well with demons with one left arm. 

 



    | 244 

 

- We need to grab a weapon – Nero said 

 

Naturally, without a weapon I cannot fight. I 

need to get to the garage and not get caught in 

the eyes of Kyrie and Nico. Pick up the Blue Rose, 

the Red Queen, and then... 

 

“Hurry up” V and his bird urged in. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



    | 245 

 
 

C h ap ter 15  : DANTE 

And now, having dealt with the demons who 

decided to block his path, Dante got to the goal. 

 

“Hey, are you the king of this garbage dump?” He 

asked, looking around. 

 

Lady and Trish decided to go ahead, and now 

they’re lying unconscious by the wall. And the 

demon didn’t even move his ass off the throne. 

 

“Not bad. These are two of the strongest women 

in the world you just defeated” 

 

Dante did not joke: there are no equals in demon 

hunting to Lady and Trish. And we must remember 

that it was they who always took the prey from 

under Dante's nose. 

 

Chapter 15 : Dante 
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“Okay, well, let's finish here as soon as possible” - 

Dante took out two pistols from the holster and 

aimed at the demon.  “Seems like I hit the jackpot.” 

 

When V spoke the name of the target, Dante 

already knew who he would have to deal with, 

although at heart he refused to put up with it. 

 

He should not have risen. It is simply not possible. 

 

But if the Lady and Trish so easily lost to him, it 

turns out that Dante can only admit: the demon 

in front of him is the same. 

 

“Dante ...” the demon on the throne broke the 

silence. 

 

And he knew perfectly well who Dante was. Of 

course! The demon himself is the reason Dante is 

still fighting. That's what V said. 
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“You should’ve stayed dead” Dante remarked, but 

the demon did not answer him. “Okay, time to 

send you back to hell!” 

 

Scorching immediately from the two pistols, 

Dante rushed to the enemy. And although there 

are no guns more rapid in the world than Nell 

Goldstein’s masterpieces, none of the bullets 

passed the barrier created by the strange thing 

hovering in front of the demon. It swiftly 

blocked all attacks, as if the barrier had its own 

free will. 

 

- Huh, what’s up with this guy 

 

Deciding that the demon could not be reached 

with bullets, Dante removed put his pistols away 

and grabbed the handle of the Rehellion, which 

was hanging behind him. Without a doubt, the 

Rebellion is Dante’s favorite sword and the first-

class demonic weapon with which he passed 
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through fire, ice and all kinds of demonic 

garbage. 

 

Dante, holding his sword in front of him, rushed 

forward, but a strange thing repulsed this 

attack. 

 

And now it was already out of the ordinary. 

There is no weapon or creature in the world 

that the Rebel cannot even scratch. 

 

“And that’s all?” The mysterious demon emperor 

asked. 

 

You couldn’t understand who he was from the 

strangled voice, but if you recall how easily he 

repelled Dante’s attack, there’s only one option 

... 

 

“And where did you get such strength?” He asked, 

and the demon grinned. “Laugh while you can, it 
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wont last long!” Dante snapped and awakened 

the power that was sleeping in him. The same 

force he couldn’t control in childhood and 

which showed itself when Dante was on the 

brink of death. The strength that was given to 

him by the blood of a demon flowing in the veins 

of the heir to Sparda. 

 

Dante had transformed from a man into a demon. 

And that was his true form. 

 

He remembered this power only in exceptional 

cases, because he stubbornly considered himself a 

human, not a demon. He was sick of turning into 

something else. 

 

But without this power, the demon emperor 

cannot be defeated. 

 

“It’s time to wrap this up, I’m a bit late but I have 

a birthday party to attend!” Dante spoke, turned 

into a demon and again rushed to the enemy. 
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C h ap ter 16 : M orri son  

The central square of Red Grave was filled with 

onlookers. 

 

Everyone stared at the strange thing that 

looked like a tree that had been standing tall in 

just a couple of days. Some photographed it, 

someone prayed to it, some argued about it, not 

being able to decide what it was all about. 

 

A little further from them stood Morrison. He, 

smoking a cigarette, put his hand in his pocket 

and took out a watch - a little thing dear to his 

heart. It has already been three hours since the 

company of Dante climbed into that “tree”. After 

about thirty minutes, only V returned and asked 

to fly for Nero. 

 

Returning the watch to its rightful place, 

Morrison stepped forward and looked up at the 

tree. He did not know if it was a tree at all, but 

he felt that the thing was not from this world - 

Chapter 16: Morrison 
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that was how he had been told by experience 

with Dante. He always took on some kind of 

demonic thing. 

 

“Somehow I don’t remember that we came across 

such things,” muttered Morrison, exhaling 

smoke. 

 

When V reluctantly dropped what city they were 

going to, his instinct told Morrison that the 

matter was bad. 

 

City of Red Grave. 

 

Morrison did not believe that the name of the 

town and the pseudonym Tony Redgrave, under 

which Dante had worked in the past, coincided by 

a lucky coincidence. The intermediary, of course, 

did not know the entire biography of the demon 

hunter, but could easily guess why Dante would 

hide his real name. 
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And so, looking at the giant tree, Morrison 

remembered something about the times when 

Dante still walked under the name of Tony 

Redgrave. 

Tony had a bad reputation and you’d want to 

avoid him, but you couldn’t shut your eyes when 

you did see him. Everyone who went on a mission 

with him died very quickly. It ended up that no 

one wanted to get down to business if Tony was 

involved in it. Morrison didn’t really believe bad 

rumors, but the entire business worked on trust, 

so the general intermediary had to refuse the 

services of the famous mercenary. 

 

Morrison then, of course, did not know about 

any demons. And he did not know that every task 

of Tony - otherwise Dante - turns into a 

showdown between him and the demons. 

 

And only then Morrison found out that Dante is 

the son of the legendary dark knight Sparda. The 
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hero who defeated the lord of hell himself. The 

intermediary guessed that the demons had been 

trying to kill Dante since childhood, wanting to 

avenge the blood of relatives that Sparda had 

once slain, and that’s why the hunter had to 

change his name - all in order to hide from the 

legion of all kinds of creatures. It is possible 

that the bad rumors about Tony came in those 

years when the demons nevertheless found him 

and tried to finish him off, and Dante’s 

companions were simply unlucky - they were 

nearby and fell into a meat grinder. 

 

Naturally, Morrison could only guess how the 

matter was, and the anxiety did not leave the old 

man, prompting him to think that he was right 

again and that the demon king appeared in 

Redgrave just because of Dante. 

 

Just like a demon from the island of Mallet. 
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After that incident, Dante did not show up at 

the office for quite some time. 

 

If you come across work related to the killing of 

a demon, a better performer than Dante cannot 

be found. But there are the rare cases where 

Dante himself took longer than a couple of 

hours – but that is a separate discussion about 

Mallet Island. You can literally count with your 

finger the usual time of Dante’s jobs, everything 

ended in a couple of minutes. Well, an hour, at 

very maximum. 

But this time, Dante had been gone for 3 hours. 

 

 “We’ve known each other a long time. You’ve 

never had this much trouble, you gonna make it 

through this?” muttered Morrison to himself. 
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C h ap ter 17 : Nero  

Having reached the top of the tower, Nero 

stopped walking. 

 

He noticed how Dante was fighting the demon 

already and was alive and well. 

 

- Well, Dante already has it covered and the 

demon will be dead sooner or later. What am I 

even here for? - complained Nero. 

 

V went up to him and stood by a little distance. 

 

“It’s not that simple” - he objected. “He took your 

right hand and gained tremendous strength.” 

 

Nero turned to him and once again asked himself: 

“Who the hell is V? A bony, pale man, all in 

tattoos, walks with a cane, but forgets to lean 

Chapter 17: Nero 
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without it, and he has a demonic bird - in general, 

the guy a riddle. 

 

“Well then, I'll go first. I advise you not to fall 

behind” 

 

“Yeah” Nero nodded. 

 

V deftly jumped on a “shadow” and it rushed 

forward. It seems that this thing is his 

companion, like the bird. 

 

- What a strange guy, this V. 

 

The pseudonym does not really explain anything, 

and in addition to these strange forces - 

everything literally shouted that V should not 

be trusted. But for some reason Nero believed 

him. There was something about his voice you’d 

trust. 
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“Eh ... I’ll do what I have to” muttered Nero and 

grabbed his right elbow. The arm, of course, was 

gone now, but the habit remained. “I ought to 

return the favor to this son of a bitch.” 

 

In the distance, they still fought. More 

precisely, the gigantic enemy calmly sat on the 

throne and repulsed all the attacks of Dante. A 

strong demon, V did not lie. 

 

“And how will I put it when I see Dante?” - flashed 

through Nero’s head, but he shook his head and 

moved on. “It’s necessary for me to fight this guy, 

he took my arm” 

 

“I need to get Yamato back” Nero muttered and 

moved towards his goal. 

 

As soon as the trouble in Fortuna settled, Dante 

entrusted Nero with the only memorable thing 

that remained of his brother - Yamato. Just like 
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that, he gave the blade and said: "It stays in the 

family” 

 

Dante never told why he left Yamato, even 

though he was after it when he appeared in 

Fortuna. It was a dangerous sword that Dante 

couldn’t have just let floating around. 

 

As for the real reason ... maybe Dante decided to 

believe in Nero. 

 

And Nero kept and now lost Yamato. Together 

with a demonic hand. 

 

Of course, Nero felt wild guilt: he failed Dante, 

could not defend the sword ... And now this 

burning feeling pushed him forward. 

 

“Something I cherished. A peaceful life in Fortuna 

with Kyrie and the kids. Completely ruined. And I 

forgot that they could come to my home. And 
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why did I decide that it couldn’t be any worse 

than in Fortuna?” Nero thought while he 

walked, but a horde of demons blocked the way. 

Judging by the look, some wasps or bugs. Nero 

grinned. 

 

- Come on then! One by one, all at once! - He 

shouted and took hold of the of the Red Queen, 

which hung behind him. 

 

Yes, he is now without the demonic arm (Devil 

Bringer), but can still fight. And stopping him 

will no work. 
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C h ap ter 18 : V  

V stepped forward, hoping to at least clear the 

path a little for Nero. Inside this tree which is 

named Qliphoth, there is a portal to the world 

of demons, so hordes of all kinds of creatures 

scurry about through the place in search of 

human blood. The constant battles with them 

are exhausting and taking time, and Nero was not 

in good shape, so the main task of V was to 

quickly bring him to the demon lord. 

 

But no matter how much V destroyed the groups 

of demons, Nero never showed up. 

 

- He’s late – Said the bird. Almost at the same 

moment, the shadow, which became a panther, 

quietly howled.” 

 

“The cat thinks so too” – V translates the 

panther (Shadow) for the bird (Griffon). 

 

Chapter 18: V 
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Behind V, Dante and the demon lord still fought. 

 

V sighed. There was little of himself, and he 

could not help, thus why he brought over Nero. 

 

“Come back,” V ordered, and the shadow, turning 

into a black mass, wrapped around his legs. 

 

So V moved much, much faster than his frail body 

allowed. The crumbs of power that V had 

remained in this, without exaggeration, world of 

death, helped. 

 

When V got to Nero, he discovered that he was 

busy with another skirmish of demons. Not paying 

attention to anything, Nero famously shot and 

chopped down enemies - he wasn’t even out of 

breath! Extra evidence that he has more than 

enough strength. 
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V stopped, his bird flew to Nero, and only then 

did he notice that they had come for him, and 

smiled. 

 

- What? Is that all? He asked nonchalantly. V 

grunted and stepped closer. 

 

“I think I already said ... we cannot defeat the 

enemy without you.” 

 

Nero was about to answer, but next came 

another crowd of demons, which the bird 

immediately burned with lightning – and it 

soared above their heads. 

 

- Got it, hero? go ahead! We’ll deal with it 

ourselves! 

 

Nero reluctantly agreed and moved on. 
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Following his gaze, V got ready and prepared to 

finish off the demons while the chatty bird fried 

with lightning. 

 

- Hey V! Come on, help! We can’t finish them! The 

bird cried, launching another lightning into the 

crowd of demons. Shadow also chose the victim 

and rushed to it. 

The bird and the shadowy figure both have 

enough strength to smash crowds of demons even 

without the help of a master. 

 

But there was one issue: they could not "kill" the 

demons. 

 

V's familiars (name given to creatures he can 

control) are like dreams, and a person, suffering 

in a dream, cannot die in reality. It turned out 

that V’s subordinates were capable of 

tormenting demons, like nightmares, but 

couldn’t take their lives. 
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- Hey V! Move! - The bird called again, raining the 

enemies with lightning from above. 

 

“Take your time,” V muttered, went to the demon 

and thrust a cane into it. 

 

He has very little strength, but even he had 

enough strength to grant death to the 

tortured demons. 

 

“Trash” he said to the pierced one, and it 

shattered into pieces. 

 

So one creature died, and there were many more 

to go. 

 

“Keep up the good work, Princess!” joked Griffon. 

 

“Well then ...” V agreed and wandered off to the 

next enemy. 
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C h ap ter 19 : Nico 

Upon learning that Nero had escaped from the 

hospital, Kyrie felt sick with anxiety. 

 

- Nico ... what do I do? - She asked in a trembling 

voice. 

 

Nico nearly hugged her, but changed her mind. 

 

- We can just wait, he’ll come anyway” she tried 

to comfort Kyrie, but she still rushed from side 

to side, unable to calm down. 

 

When they entered the garage, it turned out 

that there was neither a Blue Rose nor a Red 

Queen. 

 

Obviously, Nero took them. Went to fight 

somewhere. 

 

Chapter 19: Nico 
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Nico did not know what Kyrie had decided there, 

but she herself guessed: Nero went to get his arm 

back. 

 

And Kyrie just walked and walked, remembering 

Nero. Nico could not stand it and looked away. 

 

Usually Nero takes care of Kyrie and wouldn’t 

do that, but here it’s different and it can be 

understood why. Telling Kyrie how he’s about to 

face someone so powerful, especially after just 

escaping from the hospital would be impossible, 

therefore it was better he sneaked away. 

 

There was only one question: where did Nero go. 

It is clear that the demon has his arm, but how 

can he know who this thief is and where to look 

for him. 

 

“Listen, Nico,” Julio suddenly called to her. 
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Nico turned and saw his face peering out from 

behind the garage door. Julio was clearly 

worried. 

 

- What? Dinner is still a long way off. 

 

Julio shook his head and rushed toward her. 

 

“There is something ... I saw a helicopter last 

night,” he said. 

 

Nico frowned. 

 

“Wait a minute ...” she crouched and looked the 

boy in the face carefully. “This helicopter, by 

chance, didn’t land for us?” 

 

“Yeah, out of town, but very close by,” Julio 

admitted, a little lost. He, too, seems to have 
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realized that since Nero has disappeared, it’s not 

worth joking. 

 

- It's true? Asked Kyrie. She caught at the edge of 

her ear,  what Nico and Julio were talking about. 

 

- Pure truth! I only saw them (helicopters) in 

books, so I was very surprised ... 

 

Nico and Kyrie looked at each other. 

 

Helicopters fly into this outback only on 

holidays, and then Nero disappeared ... It can’t be 

just a coincidence. 

 

- And then what? Did the helicopter fly away? 

Nico specified, and Julio nodded. 

 

“It’s clear,” she muttered, straightening up. 
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Most likely, the helicopter picked up Nero and 

took him somewhere far away. And the one who 

flew for Nero must have known the demon who 

took the arm. 

 

“Where is he ...” Kyrie was worried again. 

 

No matter how you look at it, everything was 

decided quickly. Maybe the matter required 

haste. 

 

“I’m saying, Kyrie, let's wait. Don’t worry! He’s a 

strong guy, he won’t be defeated like that” Nico 

tried to reassure her, however, she had nothing 

else to say. 

 

“You're right ...” Kyrie nodded, as if struggling to 

convince herself. 

 

And what choice was she left with, really? 

Throw the kids and go for Nero? She wouldn’t be 



    | 270 

 

able to, and she’s never been outside the city. 

Then Nico could have gone, but where? If you 

don’t know where, you won’t be able to search. 

 

Only thing that remained was to wait. Wait 

until Nero returns or until they are told where 

to look. 

 

“Kyrie ...” Nico called and gritted her cigarette. - 

I've been lost in the garage for a while, can you 

keep the small ones out? 

 

Kyrie looked at her blankly. 

 

- Something happened? 

 

Smoke Nico exhaled out the door, because she 

herself decided not to smoke next to Kyrie, and 

replied: 
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- I’ll work all night long. The job is 

complicated, I do not want anyone to get in 

the way. 

 

Kyrie did not begin to pry, and only answered: 

"Okay." 

 

Leaving the garage and lighting another 

cigarette, Nico began to think about “work”. She 

had been planning this project for a long time - 

since Nero lost his arm - but she didn’t get to the 

details. 

 

Nico wanted to make a prosthesis. 

 

If Nero cannot live an ordinary life, Kyrie will be 

exhausted, which means that the prosthesis will 

come in handy sooner or later. 

 

But if Nero gets into trouble, then he will need 

not a prosthesis, but strength. That which 
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replaces the demonic hand. So Nico decided to 

combine two things - a prosthesis and a weapon 

created on the basis of the development of 

Agnus. 

 

And no matter what Nero says there. 

 

“Well, let’s have some fun! ..” Nico knew that she 

would not back down now. “And look, come back 

idiot! You still have to test my genius!” She 

commanded Nero, who had gone to who  
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C h ap ter 20 : Nero  

When Nero made it to the demon emperor, the 

demon threw Dante away on the ground with one 

last hit. 

 

Flat on the ground, he fell unconscious, not even 

having time to greet Nero. Dante was still 

breathing, but he was in no hurry to recover. 

 

Nero looked around the place and found Trish 

nearby, whom he had already seen once in 

Fortuna, and some black-haired girl, who seemed 

to be Dante’s friend too. 

 

“It really is that way..” Nero asked himself. 

 

The demon put out his hand, and some terrible 

tentacle reached for Dante. Seeing this, Nero 

immediately pulled his gun and pulled the 

trigger - the lead quickly pushed the tentacle 

away. 

Chapter 20: Nero 
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“I advise you to come. Perhaps Dante will need 

help” it seems, the words of V turned out to be 

prophetic. 

 

Nero grinned. 

 

Long ago, he wanted to return Dante's favor. 

 

And the hunter did a lot: saved the life of Nero, 

saved the inhabitants of the city ... even his 

beloved Kyrie.  

 

At times, Nero hoped that Dante would somehow 

get into trouble, and then an extraordinary 

chance to save him would turn up. 

 

Well, this is it. 

 



    | 275 

 

“This time I will be the one to save you” Nero 

decided and glanced at the demon. 

 

- “Hey asshole, didn’t your mother tell you it’s 

not nice to steal?” – shouted Nero. 

 

The demon did not dignify Nero with an answer, 

and remained silent. 

 

Although what's the difference? Here is the 

enemy, and the enemy must be defeated, and it 

doesn’t matter if he did take Nero’s arm or not. 
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Pulling the Red Queen into the ground, Nero 

grinned again. 
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“Sorry, Dante,” he said, and turned the hilt of his 

sword. The Red Queen roared, flames enveloped 

the blade. – “I’m bagging this bitch!” 

 

Nero rushed at the silent demon. Once the enemy 

defeated Dante, it is clear that cheap tricks not 

work on him, so Nero, now without one arm, had 

only one thing: to March on and fight with all 

his strength. 

 

- Take this! 

 

Swinging the Red Queen, Nero turned his whole 

body forward and struck the demon. But Nero 

did not expect it to be easy. If everything was so 

simple, Dante wouldn’t be lying on the ground. 

 

Glancing at a strange thing, Nero turned the 

hilt of the Queen. Gasoline and flame heated the 

sword, led him forward, but that thing blocked 

tightly. It glowed dimly and seemed to create an 
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invisible barrier woven from demonic power, 

causing Nero to be pushed back. 

 

“Do you want me exceed the gauge? Alright, I’ll 

exceed it!” 

 

Not worrying about whether the sword would 

survive after this, Nero turned the gear two 

more times - the Queen roared. Usually, after the 

ejection of all the power into any demon, it will 

be halved by one or two and that strange thing 

(Urizen’s shield thingy) - Not even a millimeter 

moved. 

 

Then the demon lord moved his hand, and from 

the hefty thing that looked like a throne, 

tentacles flew out to Nero. He wanted to shoot 

them with Blue Rose, but he couldn’t: in his only 

hand was the Red Queen. Usually Nero would 

stop the attacks of enemies by using both the Red 

Queen and the Blue Rose, but even here - he didn’t 

have another hand. 
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- Shit! 

 

If he still had a little time to get used to 

fighting with one hand, he would not have 

figured a better way to fight. 

 

Angry at himself, Nero prepared to take the 

tentacles' blow, but instead he was hit harder 

than he expected - he flew back. Awkwardly 

rolled back, barely standing up. The ground 

shook under his foot, which is always a bad sign. 

 

- This is not good! This is the end! - the cry of a 

bird was heard behind him. It seems that V has 

finally caught up with Nero. 

 

But Nero could not turn around and check - it 

was necessary to attack, and not look around. 
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“Sooner or later, the thing will give in!” Nero 

estimated. His body was not feeling as strong as 

he wished it would, yet he kept pushing on. 

 

The demon emperor moved his hand again. He was 

about to kill Nero, but Nero could not even 

budge him on the other hand. Grinding his teeth, 

he reached for the Blue Rose ... and then familiar 

shots were heard. The demon's hand froze. 

 

Turning to the sound, Nero saw Dante with guns 

in his hands. 

 

“Round 2” he said, and turned back into a demon. 

 

Even before Nero managed to get the revolver, 

Dante rushed to the enemy, but he easily stopped 

his onslaught. 

 

The earth shook again from their collision. 
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- Run, V, and take Nero with you! - Dante shouted, 

turning his head, and he himself was pressing his 

sword into the soaring thing with all his might. 

 

- “You gotta be shitting, me! I can still fight!” - 

snapped Nero. 

 

He, of course, is good - he missed the attack, but 

he could still fight! If he runs away, then why 

did he come? Nero staggered, somehow stood up 

straight and rushed to Dante, but he shouted: 

 

- Nero, go! You’re just dead weight!  

 

The guy froze. He did not expect such words. Of 

course, Nero knew that Dante was strong. 

Always was and will be - Nero does not compete 

with him. But to be called a ‘burden’… 

 

“But I came to help. I heard that he could not do 

it alone, and came to the rescue. And in response, 
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I hear this!” - Nero thought, while the ground 

trembled under his feet. The atmosphere was 

heated up to the limit, but Nero was not going to 

leave. 

 

- Nero, let's go! - putting his hand on his 

shoulder, V called to him. Nero burst out, rushed 

to the demon, when he suddenly noticed that a 

stone block was rushing towards them from the 

ceiling, causing the debris to separate him and 

Dante. 

 

They had to retreat. The block collapsed, and 

the earth fell from under Nero's feet. There, 

where he had just been, another block collapsed. 

Stones fell from the ceiling one by one, and soon 

the path to the demon emperor was blocked, 

enough that you could not break through. Nero 

struggled to stand still on his feet. 

 

“I can still do this!” 
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He could squeeze through the boulders and run 

towards Dante, but at the very last moment, V 

dragged him back. 

 

- We must escape! He is stronger than we 

thought! - insisted V. 

 

Nero tried to break free, but he didn’t succeed - V 

pulled him back, led him farther and farther 

away. And the stones all strewed and strewed. 

Soon the passage was so densely walled that 

through the cracks between the stones, one 

could hardly see the battle of Dante and the 

demon. 

 

- “You think I’m dead weight!? Don’t bullshit me!” 

- shouted Nero towards Dante. 

 

Nero was upset: he dragged himself here, wanting 

to save the one he respects, wanting to correct 

the mistake he made, and he was thrown out like 

garbage. 
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- Angry? Then find a way to gain strength! - 

shouted V, tearing away Nero from the stones.  

“If Dante loses, then only you can defeat Urizen” 

 

Hearing an unfamiliar name, Nero raised an 

eyebrow. 

 

- Who is it? That bastard? 

 

“The demon lord Urizen - that’s the name of the 

demon that took your arm” 

 

Nero turned around, but he could no longer see 

what was happening behind the stones.  

 

“Hurry ... Otherwise, we won’t be able to get out. 

If Dante loses, then you’re the only one who can 

defeat Urizen!” V urged him, and was the first to 

move forward. Nero had no choice but to follow 

him. 
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C h ap ter 21 : M orri son  

Out of the crowd of onlookers, some of them 

noticed something strange. 

 

- Hey ... what is it? - A man pointed upstairs, and 

everyone lifted their heads to the sky. 

 

And Morrison, too, took a closer look... 

 

Suddenly, a branch of the mysterious tree turned 

into a vine, and Nero and V jumped from there. 

 

Someone screeched in fright, someone shouted 

approvingly. They immediately moved towards 

Morrison. 

 

- Hey, what happened? Where is Dante? 

 

Chapter 21: Morrison 
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“He's trying to buy us time, the whole question is, 

how long ...” V answered, and Morrison turned to 

the tree on his own. 

 

Through the asphalt, the tentacle-like sprouts 

suddenly appeared - giant, monstrous. They 

wriggled like the tails of snakes. 

 

Onlookers looked at them, as if bewitched, until 

one of the tentacles snatched someone and 

ripped open the poor man's stomach. Screams of 

panic filled the square and people rushed 

wherever, and predatory tentacles grabbed and 

pierced them one by one. 

 

- Dante…lost? - Morrison could not believe. 

 

Nero clicked his tongue and wanted to go shred 

the tentacles, but V held him. 

 

- No point. 
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Nero grinded his teeth, pushed Morrison aside 

and walked away. V moved after him. Not 

understanding what was going on here, the old 

man mechanically followed him. What else to do? 

He is just an intermediary; he can’t help anyone. 

 

- And then what? Do you have a plan - asked 

Morrison to V when he caught up with him and 

Nero. 

 

- I'm afraid not. However, I know what we need. 

Strength. Only that can help in defeating the 

enemy. 

 

- Strength? How can you just get it? - Asked 

Morrison stubbornly. 

 

V sighed. 
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- We have to get it, somehow. I will say that we 

have a month. If nothing is done ... the world will 

end. 

 

To this the old man could not think of what to 

answer. Of course, he was confronted with all 

sorts of things before, including world threats, 

but usually Dante took them upon himself. 

Morrison also relied on him because he was used 

to thinking that the hunter would cope with 

any crisis. 

 

Simply put, Dante is Morrison's trump card. 

 

And Morrison is not a third-class player to keep 

his trump cards to the very end. No, he comes in 

with a strong card and instantly wins. 

 

“Hey ... is that ... Dante lost, right?” Morrison's 

voice trembled. He heard himself trembling. 
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The intermediary had a bad feeling about it 

ahead of time, and so the old man tried to prepare 

himself and take everything into account so 

that things would go smoothly. 

 

“It's possible,” V answered. 

 

“What the hell!” – Morrison said out loud.  

“So that’s it, nothing helped?” - Morrison asked 

himself. He called Lady and Trish, grabbed Nero 

at the request of V ... No matter how you twist, 

Morrison now has nothing to do, he feels useless 

as there’s no one else he can call. 

 

“Don't give up. Humans do not accept defeat. This 

is their strength.” 

 

To Morrison, V’s cynical tone seemed out of 

place. He wanted to support or to convince 

himself that things aren’t this bleak. 
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“You say we have a month? .. A month?” - suddenly 

interrupted Nero. 

 

- Yes. We must find a way to gain strength, by the 

deadline. No matter what you have to do for 

this. 

 

Nero stopped and turned to the intermediary. 

 

- Morrison ... take me to Fortuna. I need a month, 

then I’ll come back. 

 

Looking into the honest eyes of Nero, Morrison 

once again acutely felt that the years were 

taking their toll. He lost his trump card and 

surrendered, yet Nero simply did not know how 

to give up. Because he is still too young. 

 

Only the young do not know how to give up. And 

it sometimes becomes a source of unimaginable 

power. 
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About Nero, Morrison did not really know 

anything ... Well, maybe a couple of words from 

Dante, a man living in Fortuna with demonic 

power ... But what did this Nero do to Dante that 

he already shared the neon Devil May Cry sign 

with him? 

 

“Okay ... Let's get ready to the maximum,” 

Morrison nodded, and then V began to speak: 

 

“I will stay in the city.” - Morrison and Nero 

looked at him incredulously, and he already 

turned and went on his way. – “I will not become 

stronger. Perhaps I will stay and collect 

information.” 

 

- Then - in a month. I’ll be back - Nero said his 

goodbyes. 
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C h ap ter 22 : Nico  

When Nero returned, Kyrie was very happy to see 

him. 

 

Nico, too, sighed in relief, but did not have time 

to rest, as Nero said: 

 

“Nico, make me a prosthesis.” 

 

And so, without any requests, she wanted to get 

down to business, but when she heard what it was 

for now, she realized that there was not long 

enough time to do it. 

 

Nico initially thought of a reinforced 

prosthesis. What will happen if she combined the 

development of Agnus and do it better than him, 

something that could deflect attacks and at the 

same time allow him to move fingers ... The 

trouble is that the idea was ahead of time. An 

ordinary person couldn’t make it. 

Chapter 22: Nico 
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Nero wanted something completely different 

from Nico. He wanted strength, not a 

replacement for the hand. 

 

And having only a month for it didn’t help. 

 

Nico had already figured out that the idea 

would take six months, no less, and the new 

deadlines are damn little. 

 

“How's the thing going?” Nero asked on the 

second day in the evening. 

 

Nico then left the garage to unwind and smoke, 

and stumbled upon Nero, who was just returning 

from the store with a bag. 

 

- Don’t talk nonsense, it’s not like I’m making a 

plastic model! - Nico muttered and took a 

cigarette in her mouth. 
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Nero frowned - he hates smokers so enduring 

that is difficult in itself. 

 

“If you need help, let's ask Morrison, he will drive 

someone here for you. Maybe it will work?” - 

suggested Nero. 

 

Nico almost burst with anger. 

 

- Do not mind it. Nothing for all the idiots to 

stagger around. 

 

She did not know Morrison, but it seems that it 

was he who flew Nero by helicopter, and then 

left him at the house in Fortuna. But Kyrie 

apparently met this Morrisonw when she with 

Nero. Nico, however, was stuck in the garage and 

worked tirelessly. 
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- Somehow I missed him. He did not stay for a cup 

of tea, did not chat with Kyrie and did not look 

at beautiful me. Such an unlucky person. 

 

On the word "beautiful" Nero almost burst out 

laughing. Nico noticed this and made such a 

grimace that Nero changed his expression, 

looked away and muttered embarrassedly: 

 

- Well, what can you do ... rented vehicles, it is 

necessary to return as soon as possible. 

 

The old man left his contacts and told Nero to 

call immediately if something happened, but Nico 

regretted not meeting him in person, since there 

was such an opportunity: in fact, Morrison is 

Dante’s agent, which means he gives him jobs. And 

he probably knows a bunch of stories about the 

legendary mercenary. So, surely, he knows 

something about her late grandmother, Nell 

Goldstein. 

 



    | 296 

 

- So what? How’s it turning out? - Nero asked 

again about the prosthesis. 

 

Nico set fire to a cigarette, dragged on and 

answered him: 

 

- Honestly? I have no idea. 

 

- Come on? In two all-nighters, no results? 

Seriously? – Nero said disappointedly. 

 

Nico got angry: 

 

- “Amateur! The most important part is the 

planning stage! Do you want to end up with an 

arm like a pirate hook?” Or a prosthesis with a 

minigun? If that’s what you want I’ll make as 

many as needed” Nico said. 
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From such a rational response, even Nero didn’t 

have a comeback, which is rare for him. 

 

- I’m just impatient because we don’t have much 

time… - Said Nero, in a calmer tone while looking 

at her apologetically. 

 

“I know. And I also want to help Dante, since he 

lost to the demon! I want to meet him and ask 

about my grandmother! And look at Ebony and 

Ivory! If you complain again I’ll make you an arm 

that you can eat pasta with.” 

 

Nico now started blabbering while working, 

which means: the situation has begun to 

specifically encourage her. Of course, Nero has 

been waiting for a prosthesis for a long time. 

Well, if they don’t defeat Urizen, then the world 

is definitely going to end. 
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Nico's brain was not in good shape to give out 

smart ideas, especially when the fate of the 

whole world was at stake. 

 

- Ok, I'm sorry. I will wait.” Nero shrugged and 

stepped back from Nico. 

 

Since Nero lost his hand, the joker and pain-in-

the-ass Julio noticeably quieted down and in his 

free time began to wander around the city, 

asking here and there whether anyone needed 

help or if there were any oddities. It seems that 

the guy seriously decided to help Nero with the 

agency. He suddenly came to the garage: 

 

- Nero! Demons! - breathing with difficulty, he 

shouted and stopped. 

 

Nero instantly changed and leaned toward the 

boy. 
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- Where? 

 

- In the forest of Mitis! 

 

- Are there any injured? 

 

- No... I told everyone to hide at home. 

 

“Okay, I get it,” rising, Nero ruffled Julio’s hair. – 

“Great job. Come on home, let Kyrie know too.” 

 

- Aha! 

 

Seeing that Julio was leaving, Nico called out to 

him: 

 

- Hey, wait! - The boy stopped, and she threw him a 

bag. - Take it with you!  
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Nero, having heard the thing, froze for a couple 

of seconds. 

 

- Are you coming with me? He specified. 

 

- We need to unwind, maybe it’ll be good to see a 

demon in action. 

 

The option is not so bad - it's better than sitting 

in the garage. Ever since Nico settled in Fortuna, 

demons have repeatedly appeared here - but Nero 

dealt with them himself, and Nico for the most 

part studied her father’s notes. But enough 

theory is learned, it’s time to practice. If Nico 

goes along with Nero, she will surely see a real 

demon, watch how they fight him, and she will 

probably come up with something. 

 

- Okay, now hear me out. First of all, don’t bother 

me! And don't jump in front of me! Don’t come to 

the demons! Stand behind me and watch! - Nero 



    | 301 

 

ordered Nico, pointing his finger at her. She 

calmly listened and smoked a cigarette. 

 

“I'm not interested in demons, so forget it,” she 

said and waved him off. - And do not point at 

people. How many times do you need me to repeat? 

 

Nero gasped for air, like a fish thrown ashore, 

but could not remember what he wanted to add, 

gave up and wandered to the garage. 
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C h ap ter 23 : Nero  

Nero had not been to Mitis for a while. Sometimes 

demons jumped here, and in the past Nero often 

chopped them between trees, but over time the 

demons became smaller and smaller, and then 

completely disappeared - so Nero stopped going 

to the forest. 

 

- Place is empty.. Maybe a bear ate them?- Nico 

suggested, walking behind Nero, while he made 

his way through the grass that was tall to the 

very chest. 

 

- Bears are not found here. Plus, the locals 

wouldn’t confuse demons with anything. We saw 

the already God knows how many times” Nero 

objected, and Nico caustically remarked: 

 

- Lousy city. 

 

Chapter 23: Nero 
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- Would you shut up! And do not leave me. A 

demon can attack from anywhere. 

 

Residents of Fortuna don’t like the Forrest 

Mitis. Once upon a time, knights trained here, 

clergymen rode around, but the Order of the 

Sword fell, all institutions were destroyed, and 

the locals did not want to go to a place where 

there were traces of the order. Some still went 

for firewood and mushrooms at best. 

 

Take, for example, Toa, a merchant of wooden 

trinkets, - he probably took wood somewhere 

from the edge of the forest. It turns out that he 

saw a demon in the same place. But where did it 

go? Nothing was to be seen. 

 

Nero stopped and turned to Nico and saw that 

she was breathing heavily. - Seriously? Already 

exhausted? Weakling! 
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- I’m someone used to staying at home, not a 

person who needs strength! And I’ve been 

working non-stop for 2 days and 2 nights, it’d help 

if you slowed down a little. 

 

- It hurts that you are loud for a weakling.. 

 

Nero was surprised that Nico was weak, but he 

decided that sending her back is dangerous. 

There are all kinds of demons, thugs and 

inconspicuous killers, ready to attack at any 

moment. In general, you cannot send Nico alone. 

 

- Hey, let's go already! It will soon be completely 

dark. 

 

Nero went to his companion and almost took her 

hand, when suddenly a shadow fell on him. 

 

Realizing that they were about to be attacked, 

Nero pushed Nico away. 
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She screamed and fell on the ground, and Nero 

grabbed Blue Rose and pointed the barrel up. 

 

- Set an ambush, you bastard? 

 

As he expected, the demon jumped on him from 

somewhere above, for which he received three 

bullets in the belly: after each shot he was 

thrown back a little. But the striking power of 

the shots did not allow the enemy to be thrown 

back. Nero quickly caught what was happening 

and rolled away, letting the demon land. 

 

His claws went deep into the soil. Just where 

Nero was earlier. And Nero seized the moment 

and reloaded Blue Rose. It turned out very 

skillful - in the past he often managed with one 

hand since he would bandage the other one to 

hide it. 

 



    | 306 

 

The demon did not recover immediately, but when 

he recovered, he immediately became aggressive. 

 

“This one, eh?” Nero thought mentally and 

looked at Nico, who had already managed to 

jump to her feet. It seems that he realized that 

she had fallen for the enemy - she probably took 

that up from Agnus. 

 

It was a Blitz. 

 

Nero couldn’t figure out who called the poor 

demon that, but the records just called it Blitz.  

 

Blitz has a few features, or rather, two: he has 

no eyes and fries with electricity. 

 

And he tracks the victim by noise. It turns out 

that he attacked when Nico and Nero were 

arguing.  
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But now both were silent, and the Blitz did not 

know where to look for the victim. He realized 

Nico is standing in one place because she must 

have known about the details from Agnus’ 

research. 

 

Along the way, wondering what to do, Nero 

silently straightened his hand and aimed the 

Blue Rose at the enemy, contemplating what 

should be done. 

 

There is no guarantee that if Nero hits, Nico 

will not get hurt, keeping in mind that Blitz is a 

damn fast demon. Jumping like crazy if they really 

need to fight. 

 

"”if only I had the other hand..” - Nero thought 

for the umpteenth time. “Then I would have 

seized the demon and driven it into the ground!” 

 

Blitz cowered somewhere - he was probably taken 

aback, not understanding where the victim was. 
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Noticing this, Nero turned to Nico and gestured 

for her to move away. 

 

Nico just kept staring at the demon in awe, 

ignoring Nero. 

 

Nero sighed and, having decided, rushed first: 

 

“Hey! Pup!” Blitz sharply turned around and, like 

lightning, darted towards him. “Goood Blitz, 

come on!” 

 

Nero unloaded the entire revolver into the 

demon. He shot almost point blank. The Blitz 

howled, twitched, jumped nearby – and it was 

hard to aim. 

 

“Nico, run while there is a chance!” Nero 

shouted, reloading the revolver, and Nico didn’t 
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even turn. She started scribbling something into 

her memo pad instead. 

 

“I got one! I got one! I got an idea! I’m a genius!” 

 

“Are you serious?!” – Yells Nero 

 

At such a pace, the Blitz would certainly have 

thrown itself at Nico, and Nero grabbed the 

handle of the Red Queen and started charging it, 

since the Blitz rush at those who make the 

loudest. 

 

Because Nero charged the weapon - the sword 

engine is much louder. It was as if Nero had 

ordered the demon to jump to him, which it did. 

 

- Here you are! 
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Releasing a pack of bullets, Nero immediately 

slashed the demon with the heated sword. The 

Blitz recoiled from the bullets, and the Red 

Queen hit the target quite accurately - Nero was 

shocked anyway. 

 

The pain is terrible, but the hunter did not drop 

his sword. 

 

The standard tactic for Blitz is to shoot from 

afar until you hit an electric field, and then 

going ahead and chopping it with your sword. 

 

But Nero went ahead instead of following the 

strategy, because it was impossible to 

procrastinate with Nico at potential danger. 

 

- Die already, man! 
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The blade dug deeper and deeper into the skin of 

the demon, and Nero turned the gear tirelessly, 

charging the fire inside.  

 

The beast was desperately trying to get rid of 

the sword, but soon ceased to resist, and the Red 

Queen cut it in half. 

 

The demon still howled in agony as Nero sat 

down on the ground. 

 

“Here's an ambush ... hell ...” after the 

invigorating electricity, Nero's body was 

pricked, but it seems he remained intact. “Hey 

Nico, how are you?” - Turning, he called out to 

his partner. 

 

She stood up with a pleased look and put the note 

in her pocket. 
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“The hard task is to kill the demons. But the crop 

is good. I knew that I needed to see a real demon! - 

answered Nico, not at all embarrassed by the 

fact that she added some problems. 

 

From such impudence, Nero already lost the 

desire to answer. He only sighed wearily and 

started walking towards the van. 

 

“Come back” Nico said, as she pointed to the 

corpse of the demon nearby. “We need to take 

this!” 

 

Nero could not believe his ears. He looked at 

Nico, then at the demon. Then again to Nico, 

then to the demon ... 

 

- What?! Snapped Nero. 

 

Although what else to expect from Nico? 
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- I came up with an idea for the arm! But I need a 

demon capable of conducting electricity for the 

implementation of it, and this here would help. 

 

Nero could not find what to say. 

 

“What do you want, to make a prosthesis out of 

it?” - He asked, grabbing the corpse of the blitz. 

 

Nico looked at the guy and shook her head. 

 

- Of course not. I just need a sample. The main 

problem is that the prosthesis lacks power. The 

sizes are small. The easiest way is to take 

someone’s organs as a basis ... well, for an organ 

generator. If you can recreate the organ-

generator of this demon, then with the power, I 

can make it happen. I wouldn’t use the organs of 

the demon itself in the arm! I just need it for 

reference. 
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Nero did not understand all these long 

explanations, but Nico caught a confident tone 

right away.  

 

Of course, Nero did not yet know whether the 

prosthesis would be the same force that he so 

desired, but at least some prospects were 

outlined. 

 

“Do you need more ideas?” Then go hunting with 

me again” Nero suggested, pulling the Blitz on 

top of him. 

 

And Nico, lighting up, said “Okay!” 
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C h ap ter 24 : V  

Red Grave City has become a real hell. 

 

In the middle of the central square, the 

Qliphoth tree spreads, growing exceedingly fast. 

Anymore and it may close to the sun, and the 

human world is getting closer and closer to the 

world of demons. 

 

“If you think so ...” the bird spoke with V, who he 

was sitting on a small hill in the southern part 

of the city, where the spoilage had not yet 

reached. “... maybe it would be worth taking 

people away early, huh? From the city?” 

 

A fair remark, as the Qliphoth feeds on human 

blood. If the source were not nearby, the tree 

would not grow. 

 

“Nobody would believe us” V said blankly. 

 

Chapter 24: V 
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Who would accept such a claim at face value? 

Calling it as an official statement from some 

large organization – such as the Order of the 

Sword - and then it is a completely different 

matter. Then it would be possible to negotiate 

with the local authorities and evacuate the 

city, but V had no time or influence in the 

political world. 

 

All that remained was to do what was possible. 

 

And still, V was bitter with powerlessness, 

focusing on his main goal. 

 

“Forget it,” the bird ordered, as if he had guessed 

that the master was disturbed. 

Many residents managed to notice: something is 

happening in the city. Soldiers were transferred 

from neighboring regions, but the trouble is 

that not a single modern weapon is capable of 

killing a demon. It turns out that those military 
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are waiting for a dark fate - to become an 

offering to the Qliphoth. 

 

“By the way, will Nero be back?” - The bird 

remembered Nero’s promise to return in a month. 

 

“Perhaps he will be back. He is not one of those 

who accept defeat” V answered, and the bird 

snapped its beak, laughing. 

 

“Does he remind you of anyone?” 

 

“I don’t know” he answered and looked at the 

pages of the book he was holding in his hand. It 

was an old collection of poems. As a boy, V loved 

them. 

 

Turning over the page, he came across a very odd 

line: 
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“And it grew both day and night, ‘Till it bore an 

apple bright.”  

 

Ironically, the poem was called A Poison Tree. 

And he dedicated it to the Qliphoth. 

 

Recalling past shameful deeds, V grimaced and 

slammed the book. The bird noticed his confusion 

and bowed its head inquiringly, but the owner 

decided to remain silent. 

 

Duty called them. Duty to do everything 

possible. 

 

“Come on,” V ordered and walked off. The bird 

flew after him. 

 

- Come on? Where? He asked. 
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- To save people from the Qliphoth roots, in 

reasonable quantities. 

 

“Save!? You!? The humans!? Seriously? Did you hit 

your head or something?” 

 

The bird was surprised for a reason. A second ago, 

V could not even think to become a hero, but as 

soon as he realized the horror of the situation, 

he changed at once. 

 

And V lied to Nero: no information was needed. 

 

He already knew everything: the cause of the 

disaster in the city, the true guise of Urizen and 

how it all began - absolutely everything. 

 

And he was inactive because he did not like long 

trips - they were too tired. In addition, poison 

destroyed him from the inside: a miracle if his 

body lasts until the end of the month, and for 
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this day V tried to accumulate at least a little 

strength. 

 

But no matter what you think of him, V still 

tried to help those who fell victim to Qliphoth, 

even if this made no sense at all. 

 

- “Hey V, wait! Are you seriously doing this? You 

don’t have to, but I’ll help!” – Griffon shouted 

piercingly. 

 

It’s a bit too late, the Qliphoth’s growth cannot 

be slowed down, even if you save a couple of lives. 

You can win only a little time ... Only a fraction 

of the time, no more. 

 

But the heart prompted V: this must be done. Even 

if all it gives is a few more seconds. 

 

“I’m doing what I should ... That's all ...” V 

muttered and stepped forward. 
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“Nero will be here in a month, not earlier, and to 

help those who are already in trouble – is only 

fair to be done when it’s in my power.” V decided 
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Ep i lo gu e 

“Did you forget anything?” – Kyrie asked Nero 

just before the departure. Nero nodded. 

 

- You better not forget what you promised. 

 

- I remember. Until everything is over, do not go 

anywhere, do not let children out. You don’t 

have to worry” Kyrie repeated obediently, but 

she still looked upset. 

 

Although why be surprised? Kyrie had already 

heard from Morrison that the job tends to be 

dangerous. It’s not a joke - the whole world can 

disappear! 

 

And, besides Nero, hardly anyone can handle it. 

So Kyrie went to see him off. 

 

Epilogue 
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She could not stop him, and how could she? He 

said that he was going to the rescue of Dante, 

and Kyrie was obliged to his kindness, so there 

was nothing to object to. 

 

- Morrison promised bring some people to Fortuna 

to protect it too, so don’t worry. They’ll guard 

the city while I’m not here” Nero told Kyrie as 

she nodded. 

 

Nero wondered if he said everything he had 

wanted to, but then he was interrupted by the 

loud sound of a horn. Nero deliberately turned 

slowly: he was stared at by the displeased Nico. 

He sat down in the driver's seat, got ready, and 

Nico spoke: 

 

“How long are you waiting for, moron? Come on 

in, it's time for us to go!” 

 

- Shut up already, I know! 
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Kyrie waved to her, and Nero trudged along the 

van, displeased, to sit on the other side. 

 

In just a month, he and Nico put their mobile 

office on wheels. Even the Devil May Cry sign was 

hitched. 

 

When Nero climbed into the passenger seat, Nico 

sharply turned the ignition key and looked out 

the window: 

 

“Don't worry, Kyrie!” With your hubby is a 

brilliant master! I won’t let him die! 

 

“That's right” Thought Nero, but he didn’t 

particularly say it. 

 

There was no time to bicker – so they set out 

towards Red Grave City on the schedule 

previously decided. 
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- Alright good, let's go! - said Nero. 

 

Nico pressed the gas pedal to the floor and the 

car started to stagger. 

 

“Be careful!” shouted Nero. 

 

Nico glowed with joy. She told him with a smile: 

 

- That's right, running in. First it will shake, and 

then it will stop shaking and drive off. 

 

They decided in advance that Nico will drive, so 

she drives as she likes. Nero sighed and glanced 

at the prosthesis in the case. 

 

This was his new “power” that Nico created in a 

month. When the prosthesis is not needed, it is 

stored in a folded state, in a special case. Nico 
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immediately thought about the case - she 

brought it along with the main development. 

 

At first, Nero did not understand what the point 

of the cover was. What’s so special about a 

prosthesis? Put it on and wear it. But then Nico 

clearly explained that her offspring are 

powerful, but fragile. Misused in attack; and it’d 

already need repairs. This is because Nico wanted 

to make them light and compact, although Nero 

asked for more reliability. But his doubts 

instantly came to naught, it was worth only 

testing the prosthesis. The piece came out 

powerful, as Nico had promised. 

 

“So you like the ‘Devil Breaker?’” - She asked, not 

distracting taking her eyes away from the road. 

 

“Devil Breaker?” Asked Nero. He had not heard 

this word before. 
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“That's what your new power is called” Nico 

smiled. “Each model has its own name 

individually, but it’s a name for all prostheses at 

once” she blurted out, not hiding her pride, but 

Nero understood nothing. 

 

“Well, what’s it mean?” 

 

-  Everything should have a name, right? The 

minigun, the shotgun, right? Individual 

names. But both are called a general name 

which is firearms or guns. So ‘Devil Breaker’ 

is straight to the point, it breaks demons! 

 

After hearing the explanation, Nero once again 

looked at the prosthesis in the case. 

 

- And the name is not because they break 

themselves? 
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Niko fell silent with an insulted look, but then 

answered: 

 

- And it depends on you. There are no defects in my 

design. You can take several prostheses and 

change them on the go, so think with your head 

and get used to it. 

 

Nero shrugged, but did not object: 

 

- Well, you did your best. I didn’t think you’d be 

able to design two different arms in just a single 

month! 

 

A few days after the skirmish at Mitis, Nico made 

her first “Devil Breaker”. She called it 

"Overture" - it had a generator device that 

generated electricity, which gave Nero more 

options to fight. Well, purely a prelude to a real 

battle. 
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Nero was already happy then. Yes, the Devil 

breakers broke, but there was always a spare at 

hand, so you can could keep going. 

 

Of course, after Mitis, Nico went hunting with 

Nero a couple of times again, but never 

participated. In one of the attacks, she studied 

the remains of the enemy and came up with 

another one - “Gerbera”. 

 

She said that it dawned on her when she saw a 

gerbera flower, but whether it is so or not, is 

hard to say. Nero never noticed whether Nico 

loved flowers. But the whole point of the name, 

Nero understood only when he tested the new 

prosthesis out. 

 

- A couple more ideas were lying around, but the 

design did not finish yet. There is not enough 

material nor time at the moment. 
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- We have a workshop within the van?! - Nero 

shook his head, pointing somewhere over his 

shoulder. 

 

And there, behind the backs of the armchairs, 

there really was a workshop in the back of the 

van, equipped with everything you need to rivet 

and repair the arms. 

 

“The demon corpses from you — the Devil 

Breakers from me” Nico answered shortly, and 

Nero grinned. 

 

When they had just met, Nero could not even 

think that it would be possible for them to ever 

become a partner! Daughter of Agnus himself - 

the sworn enemy of Nero! 

 

“I wonder what Dante will say when he finds 

out?” - Nero estimated and looked down. – Not 

hearing from or about Dante for a whole month. 

Did he really lose to Urizen? “Somehow I can’t 
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believe it ... but a month has passed. Maybe he 

really lost? There is no particular choice. If he’s 

alive, I’ll save him, if he’s dead, I’ll will avenge 

him” Nero thought, while the van was driving 

him to Red Grave City. 

 

“Wait for me, Dante ...” muttered Nero, hoping 

the demon hunter was still alive. 

 

Nero knew: the stakes are now high. And it is not 

Dante who needs to be saved, but world in itself. 

 

He had to correct his mistakes, and to fix his 

name. 

 

He had to prove that he was not ‘dead weight’, as 

Dante had called him. 

  

That's what Nero thought. That was what stood 

before his mind - to prove and show himself. 
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The closer Red Grave was, the more Nero's pulse 

stumped. It was as if something was stirring inside 

him, yet there was nothing logical to take from 

it. 

 

But Nero would later found out that it would 

was a sign of a new strength… 
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