
NIGHT SHIFT
By Duke De Richleau

The call came in just before midnight. I checked the customer's profile in our database. His name

was Wyatt Jackson, and he was a web designer from South Carolina. We get calls from people 

like this all the time, but Wyatt had dialed in on a direct line. This was unusual. Most of the calls 

we get are wrung in with bastardized Renaissance texts, but this one had been cast using an 

original edition of the Grand Grimoire. Because we've been getting fewer and fewer of these 

calls in the last few centuries, our IT department hasn't bothered to create a means for us to enter 

the old-format case files into our database, so we have to punch in all of the details manually. 

These old fashioned conjurations are a bit like film-cameras; the individuals using them think 

they're being really kitsch and retro, but everyone else thinks they're jerks.

That being said, sometimes older technology can be more user friendly. Conjuring a spirit wasn't 

always the ordeal it has become. Modern evocations are lengthy processes as every new 

spellbook that they appear in adds new insurance clauses. It's been years since our customers 

caught on about requesting that we appear in a form that is “not unpleasing” to them, and most of

them have copped to ask that we not cause a stink when we show up - slowly but surely, they're 

taking all of the fun out of our job. However, because this customer used a more ancient text, his 

incantation didn't include any of these irritating trifles. This was going to be fun. I opened the 

portal to the attic where Wyatt was performing the summoning ritual, and sent forth a few 



plumes of foul, sulphuric smoke that would announce my arrival. Presuming that I'd be able to 

get through this case fairly quickly, I gulped down the last of my coffee and leapt in.

It took a few moments for the smoke to clear, but the lighting was so poor that it was still 

difficult to make out what was on the far side of the room. I was in the northern corner, standing 

inside a small circle of salt; the candle being the only other object present therein. Across the 

room, I could see the outline of a man, hunched over in the middle of a large pentagram drawn 

on the floor. There were more black candles dispersed unevenly about the chamber, and the 

walls were hidden behind stacks of rusty cages containing animals in various states of disease, 

death and decay. (Some of the freaks I have to deal with really go overboard with this stuff.) I 

realised then that the stink cloud I had sent before me probably hadn't proved very offensive to 

an individual used to such squalor. Aside from the pentagram, there were other strange symbols 

on the floor; I could make out a sigil of Saturn and what I believe was a veve of Baron Samedi. 

It's very rare that these occultists limit themselves to practicing one form of black magic; most of

them believe in all sorts of ridiculous garbage. Have you ever read any of those trashy paperback

novels from the late 60s in which the author picks 2-3 occult phenomenon and does his best to 

mash them together into a half-coherent story? Well, from what I could see, Wyatt seemed the 

kind of guy who took those books literally.

He was still crouched over, seemingly afraid to look up. The incantation he had recited was in 

ancient Akkadian, and while he probably hadn't understood it, he apparently knew that it had not 

contained the part about me manifesting myself in a form that he could look at without dying. I 

wasn't quite sure if he knew that I was there, so I decided to announce my arrival. Putting on my 

snakiest voice, I said “Lo, I am here! What dost thou seek of me? Why dost thou disturb my 

repose? Answer me, Wyatt Jackson!”

“Who and what are you?”, he responded meekly, “and is safe for me to look at you?”



Morphing into the form of a handsome young man, I informed him of my name and position, 

told him to relax, and asked what he wanted of me. He got up and slowly raised his eyes so that 

he was looking me dead in the face. Rather pensively, he stared at me for a moment and 

requested that I take another form, just so he could tell that he was dealing with a real-deal, 

supernatural entity. “And what would you have me appear as?”, I boomed angrily. In the old 

days, I would have told him to get lost and covered his body in boils for this insolence, but 

business is so slow these days that we have to pander to our customers' every whim.

He requested that I take the form of a hideous, yet non-threatening, hobgoblin, claiming that he 

wanted the authentic mephistophelean experience. I begrudgingly obliged; if there's one thing 

I've learned working in customer service, it's to give them whatever they ask for without taking 

anything personally.

Seemingly pleased with my new form, he started discussing business;

“Ok, I've been living in this area my whole life, and everyone around here knows about the 

strange lights that are seen moving around in the sky. Well, two weeks ago, the sky over my 

house was glowing with the damn things. I did my best to ignore them and went to bed early, but

I awoke at midnight after hearing a crash in my yard. I wasn't sure if it had been a dream or not, 

so I asked my wife if she had heard it too, but she was still asleep and didn't answer. I was 

starting to doze off again when I became aware of a presence in my room. It's hard to describe 

how, but I intuitively knew that whatever or whoever else was in the room was extraterrestrial.”

Being a demon, I come across more loonies than most, but even by my standards this guy 

seemed nuts. The voodoo stuff on the floor was bad enough, but now he was talking about aliens.

That should have been my signal to leave, but I took his belief as a sign of gullibility. Fools are a

demon's best customers; they are willing to pay heavy fees for minor services. This guy wanted 



me to deal with his visitors from outer space? No problem. I'd play along, get him to sign away 

his soul, and be back in the office before breakfast. I let him continue;

“So I was laying there in bed, completely frozen with fear. I couldn't see the entity, but I sensed 

its malevolence. I suddenly felt a cold sensation in my left temple. There was a flash of pain, a 

cold electric shock, that left me paralyzed but still conscious. I heard a soft rustling sound, and I 

felt the blanket being lifted from the bottom of the bed and my wife being dragged out from 

beside me. Everything was quiet for a few moments after this, and then I saw him. Directly in 

front of me, perhaps 4 feet away, was a small, grey, insect-like face. It had huge black orbs for 

eyes, a flattened nose, and a tiny, pursed mouth.

“Greetings Earthling”, it seemed to say. (I'm not actually sure if it literally spoke to me. Its words

seemed to sound out inside of my head.) “Do not be afraid. You are in no danger at the moment. 

We are taking your wife to our base to perform some tests. You should consider yourself very 

privileged to have her taking part in our program. We will return her in exactly two weeks, at 

which time, you will take her place on board our ship.” With this, the face seemed to dissolve 

into the blackness. I lay there for hours, completely motionless but wide awake. I thought maybe 

I was trapped in some horrendous nightmare, but eventually dawn broke, and with the first rays 

of sunlight, I managed to gather enough strength to roll over. My wife was gone. I ran downstairs

and checked the kitchen - nothing. Both cars were in the driveway, and the front and back doors 

were still locked shut. She was gone. That little grey creep had taken her.”

This was getting better and better. This clown really believed that spacemen had visited his 

house and taken his wife. My guess was that Mrs. Jackson and a secret lover had executed an 

elaborate plan to get away from her superstitious husband. A Halloween mask, a bottle of 



rohypnol and a mattress under the window is all they would have needed to pull this off. It was 

either that or Wyatt was completely insane. I asked him what he wanted me to do.

“Well tonight's the night that they're supposed to return. They said they'd be back at 1.” I glanced

at my phone; it was 12.40. “I want you to hide in one of these cages and then jump out and scare 

them away when they get here. Oh wait, let me do this the right way...” He paused, fumbling 

through his notes. He found the passage he was looking for, and with a proud grin he pompously 

declared; “Oh mighty spirit, Duke of Infernal Hellfire and suffering, by the power of the most 

terrible words of the Clavicle of Solomon, I hereby command you to help me perform a surprise 

attack on the aliens who have abducted my wife!” You might think that this line sounded less 

silly to me than it does to you. I assure you, it did not.

Once I know what my customer is after, I'll usually spend some time arguing back and forth with

them over the terms of our agreement. It's standard practice to refuse their request until they 

threaten to torment you by reciting the 72 names of God. This step is mostly for show; the names

don't hurt at all. We only go through with it to make the customer feel like they're in the position 

of power and getting good value. In reality, we always get their soul, and they always get ripped 

off. I told Wyatt that aliens weren't really in my jurisdiction and that he'd have to make me a 

really good offer if he wanted me to attack an E.T. He promised that if I managed to scare the 

aliens away, he would submit his soul to the powers of Hell for all eternity.

After devising our plan of attack, Wyatt left his pentagram and approached me cautiously. He 

kicked at the salt at my feet, thus breaking the circle and allowing me to roam freely about the 

room. Technically, I could have attacked and done him grievous harm at this stage, but I wanted 

to see how this would to play out. Together, we moved one of the cages towards the centre of the



room, emptied it of its putrid contents, and checking that there was no lock attached to the door, I

climbed inside.

At 12.58, Wyatt explained that he was going to throw his robe over the cage so that the aliens 

wouldn't be able to see me when they entered. I agreed. (My only worry was that I might fall 

asleep if left in absolute darkness for too long. After all, this was a nightshift.) As soon as I was 

covered, I heard Wyatt moving around me in a circular motion. I presumed that he was making 

sure that I was invisible from every angle, and I spent those moments pondering over what was 

about to happen. Wyatt's wife and her new lover might show up to further torment the poor man. 

In this case, I would jump out in the form of a basilisk and give Wyatt his money's worth. If 

nobody were to show up, and I presumed this would be the case, I would have to improvise and 

make it seem like I had scared something away.

The clock struck 1. Wyatt stopped moving. I told myself that I was going to count to 30 before 

making a move, but I didn't get to 5 before the entire house shook. I became instantly aware that 

this was not as straightforward a situation as I had imagined. Before I could formulate a guess as 

to what had caused the rumble, the dingy room I was in became completely illuminated. Even 

with Wyatt's thick woolen robe draped over my cage, this powerful glare seemed to burn my 

eyes. After a few seconds, the light died down to a humming glow, and I began to sense that 

there was somebody else in the room aside from Wyatt and myself. I was not quite afraid, but I 

had been startled into action. I pushed open the door of the cage and tore the robe down.

The glow in the room was brighter than anticipated, and I had to keep my eyes to the ground for 

a few seconds. It was at this stage that I realised what Wyatt had done; after covering my cage 

with his robe, he had encircled me with a binding ring of salt. I was trapped. I looked up with a 



mind to verbally express my frustration, but my anger rapidly dissipated when I saw what was 

standing in front of me.

It was an alien.

I'm not going to go through the details on what happened next. I'm sure you're all familiar with 

abduction stories. Suffice to say, Wyatt had mostly been telling the truth. Aliens had taken his 

wife for a genetic experiment. Explaining the process to Wyatt, one of them had mentioned that 

it was their mission to obtain samples of as many lifeforms as possible. Wyatt offered them a 

deal. If the aliens gave him back his wife and left him alone, he'd provide them with a lifeform 

they had never encountered: a demon.

My current situation isn't all bad. I'm being held in a cell aboard the alien's ship. There's wi-fi, 

and I get probed twice a day. I've been in contact with the office back home, and there is some 

confusion over what support the union can offer me. It turns out that our boss has no authority 

over residents of other planets, and I reckon this is going to cause a bureaucratic nightmare. It's 

not just the fact that I'm stuck on a flying saucer either; my deal with Wyatt fell through, so I'll 

be going home empty handed. Oh well, I'm just going to sit back and savour my time here; I 

know that there'll be Hell to pay when I get back.
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