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Foreword
 
   The front cover came to me one afternoon when I was working my forty hour workweek job that is mind numbing. I envisioned two souls, red top and blue bottom, single souls combining into one to create the middle, a new soul. This picture also reminds me when two people who are in love act as one being, becoming greater then themselves.
 
   I hope that you, the reader, enjoy the story that I have shared with you. This story was from a dream that I had over three years ago. It took me three days to process what I dreamt that night. On the fourth day, I spoke with my loved one about my dream, and if I should make it into a book series. With a big loving smile, yes was said, and that was the beginning of this book series. Fast-forward to today, as I am writing this, I am thinking about the process of self-publishing and the future that this book series will take me. I started with just an idea and a dream to do something different with my life. This change exploded into a journey of wonder. Unknown knowledge that I found made me smile, laugh sometimes, and question everything in the end. The more answers I found, the more my mind questioned. I learned a lot writing this book and enjoyed writing every minute of it.
 
   Remember that in the end, the views and ideas presented within these pages is a work of fiction, if any ideas conflict with your own, take it as grain of sand and have a great day.
 
   


  
 



Chapter Zero: God & Lucifer
 
   As God and Lucifer float in the endless void, God thinks about the future and the fate of all existence. He turns to Lucifer. 
 
   "There will be a Tri-Soul that will create itself and become just as powerful as I. It will go on to destroy everything that we will create in the coming week."
 
   "This Tri-Soul, it will be just as powerful as you? I thought that I was just as powerful as you?" Lucifer is confused by what God is saying.
 
   "No. You are not as powerful as I am. I could not create you that way. If you choose to terminate my existence, then what good will become of this? We are to be an ever-balancing scale that is always tipped in the right direction. You are there if I choose to tip the scale in the wrong direction. I am here to make sure that you will not tip the scale in the other direction. We shall be an eternal balancing act. Good and Evil.” God replies looking at Lucifer with a smirk. “But the real question is who is good and who is evil?" 
 
   "When will we know that this Tri-Soul creates itself?"
 
   "That is the Enigma of the Soul.”
 
   


  
 



Section One: Birth & Death
 
   


  
 



Chapter 1
 
   In the beginning of the sixteen-century, Earth entered a time of uncertainty.
 
   A change in power, love, and hate came in the way of birth. This birth changed everything that Humanity, Angels, and Djinns knew and believed.
 
   This birth was the birth of the Tri-Soul. God did not create it, nor did Lucifer. It created itself and it did this by accident. This accidental birth changed the history known to all and will change all of the rules of the universe.
 
   The Tri-Soul will choose what it wants to be. Only time will tell if it is for good or for evil.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 2
 
   David heads into town with his younger brother Markus and his younger sister Wendi to spend his twentieth birthday money. Marnina and Zebedeo, David’s aunt and uncle, both agree that it is time to start trusting David because he is growing into a man. They decide to let him drive the horse and wagon by himself when he wants to go into town. As David, Markus, and Wendi head off to spend the day in town, they talk about meeting Merlin for the first time. Markus and Wendi laugh while admitting it was hard to keep the secret from him because his idol, Merlin, was going to be at the party. As the trio continues down the dirt road into town, something terrible is happening back at their aunt and uncle’s house; something that did not want to stay in the past.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 3
 
   Dimitri stands over Zebedeo with a shovel firmly in his hands. Zebedeo slips into the realm of unconsciousness due to the blow from the shovel against his head. Zebedeo’s blood drips from the edge of the shovel as Marnina cowers in the corner whimpering. 
 
   Dimitri spits on Zebedeo head then says to Marnina. “Get up! You worthless parent-killer’s wife! Get up and face me! I want to see your eyes. I want to see your soul slip away from you just as my mother’s soul slipped away from her as she lay dying in her own pool of blood.”
 
   Pulling out a long butcher knife covered in blood, Dimitri puts the knife to Marnina’s throat and says.
 
   “You see I’ve had lots of practice with your livestock out back. I figured that if you are dead you don’t really need all that cattle;” Dimitri slowly pushes the blade of the knife in to Marnina’s throat.
 
   “I don’t know what you are talking about. I have lived here all my life. We were never in the town that you lived in. Zebedeo was in the police two years before we meet, but he always did the right thing,” Marnina tries to talk while the knife cuts ever so slowly into her throat and blood slides down the side of her neck.
 
   “Oh, I see now. He never told you what he has done, him and his police friends. Let’s bring you up to speed shall we.”
 
   


  
 



Chapter 4
 
   Dimitri sprints into the kitchen trying to catch his breath. His stepmother glimpses at him then goes back to cooking dinner. Dimitri tries to speak but only damp hot air pours out from his mouth.
 
   “What is it this time, Dimitri? What have you done this time? I’m not going to bail you out again. You are just going to have to start growing up and being responsible, like your father.” Tegan washes her hands and turns around to look at Dimitri again.
 
   “It’s Dad…” Dimitri blurts out, still trying to catch his breath.
 
   “Your father, James, is he okay?” Tegan’s voice changes to be more concerned than scolding.
 
   “No, Mom, he’s…” Dimitri bursts into tears.
 
   “What … happened?” Tegan tries to hold back tears.
 
   “He was trying to defend a helpless old man that wasn’t hurting anyone when men picking on the old man jumped Dad and started beating him up too. He didn’t do anything wrong!” 
 
   Dimitri goes from a soft tone of voice to an enraged warrior ready to kill any man that would come in line of sight. Tegan and Dimitri embrace in a tearful, shaking hold not knowing what is to come next. Tegan puts on her shoes, and they head toward where everything happened with Dimitri leading the way.
 
   Dimitri and Tegan make it to the inn the old man was sitting outside before being attacked. Puzzling look appears on Dimitri and Tegan faces because there is nobody in sight. The old man is gone. James is gone too.
 
   “Dimitri, you and your father better not be messing around with me. This had better not be a joke, a really bad joke. Because if I find out that this was just to get me in town, I’m going to kill the both of you!” Tegan says, pointing at Dimitri as she scolds. 
 
   Dimitri is not paying attention to her at all. He is looking for his father’s body when he comes across two lines about twelve inches apart, and they look like drag marks. Dimitri waves at Tegan to be quiet and follow him. They follow the marks on the ground around to the back of the building and find James’ body lying face down in a pool of blood. Tegan and Dimitri races over to James’ body, pushing off the trash piled on him to conceal the body. Dimitri kicks a rum bottle to the other side of the street as Tegan begins to speak.
 
   “What happened? What happened to my James?” Tegan starts to cry as she holds James’ body closer to her. Dimitri just stands there speechless, shocked to what they have just found. He tries to muster up some tears of his own, but he is all cried out. As Dimitri watches his stepmother, all he has ever known as mom, holds in her arms his dead father washing away the blood on his face with her tears.
 
   “I never got to say… I love you… I love you, James.” Tegan’s tears are drying up as her eyes turn crusty with pain. Tegan is off in her own little world when Dimitri hears the pounding of a horse’s feet clapping against the clay brick. Dimitri glances up to see the local police wagon with men hanging on to it coming down the alleyway. As the wagon gets closer to Dimitri and Tegan, one of the men at the front recognizes Dimitri standing next to his father’s body.
 
   “Get him!” the officer barks at the wagon driver. The wagon steers in the direction of Dimitri and Tegan. Dimitri thinks quickly and grabs his mother’s arm to pull her close to the building, but her husband’s body pins down her legs. In the split second, before the wagon shears them in half. Dimitri lets go of Tegan and sucks himself as close to the building as possible. The wagon screams pass him and one of the men on the back swings a baton at Dimitri’s head barely missing him. A deafening scream of a woman’s voice, followed by a couple of thumps to the ground, bounce off Dimitri's eardrums. He knew what happened and expected more in the next couple of seconds. As Dimitri falls away from the building, he catches a glimpse of the alley. His parents’ bodies lying there twisted and mangled by the wheels of the wagon. Studying what the wagon and the men on the back are going to do next, he notices his stepmother is still alive. The wagon continues down the alleyway while its riders try to regain control of the wagon. Dimitri runs over to his mother and scoops her up in his arms. She realizes it is him and reaches up to her necklace, pulls it off, then gives it to him.
 
   “Take this to my brother…” her voice breaks off as she coughs up blood. “He… will… take care of you...” 
 
   Another blood stained cough, “Now run… Dimitri… Run…” She falls back, limp, into his bloody arms.
 
   Mustering the strength to stand, Dimitri fights with himself not to stay and fight the men that just killed his father and mother. Three of them jump from the back of the wagon as it stops at the end of the alleyway. Two of them are dressed in policemen's uniforms, and one is in street clothes. The three men start running at Dimitri, knowing that he is the only witness. Dimitri looks down at his stepmother and father's bodies. Then he turns around and runs, never looking back. The men shout at Dimitri. As they yell, the men snarl threats to kill Dimitri if they catch him.
 
   It is not long until Dimitri cannot even hear the men that were chasing him. He has lost them in all the hiding here and jetting there. He knows what he has to do. Dimitri heads home to gather up some of his belongings to take to his uncle's house. On the way, he sees his home but something is not right. He does not remember leaving the stove on but smoke rises from the chimney. As he gets closer, he observes men standing in front of his home talking to each other. One of the men comes out of the house carrying a heavy torch, dressed in a policeman's uniform. Dimitri stops dead in his tracks. He hides behind a tall oak tree that is one hundred feet away from his home. Dimitri realizes that these same men that were in the back alleyway chasing him just a couple of hours ago.
 
   “How did these men find my home? How did they find out who I am? Where are his parents’ bodies? Wait... does it matter? I can't go there and demand that they do as I say. I would be killed and then nobody would know what happen to my parents. I just need to get to my uncle's home. He will help me sort all of this out and maybe then I can come back to my house. But... dear God what have they done to my home?” Dimitri thinks as he stands watching the men burn his house to the ground. He knows that he can never return to the life that he once lived. The only direction left is forward.
 
   Two days of walking, Dimitri stays off the road as he heads towards the small town of Tea Stone where his uncle lives. Dimitri has only eaten twice since he left his home to travel. Once was when he came across some wild cherry bushes, and the second time was when he came across a merchant that felt sorry for him due to his physical state of being. Dimitri comes to the bottom of an enormous hill that he knew he had to go over to reach his final destination. He peers over the top of the hill but only sees black, feeling his body collapse to the warm ground.
 
   Waking up a couple of hours later, he looks around to see where he is and does not recognizing anything. A heavyset woman stands over a bed in the corner caring for a sick child. She is not the same color as him, but not terribly dark in her complexion. 
 
   She hears him try to get out of his bed, “I wouldn’t do that if I were you. You have a nasty cut on your foot that needs to heal. You just stay there, and ol’Mama Browning will take good care of you.”
 
   Not listening to her, Dimitri tries to put his foot on the floor. Excruciating pain shoots up his leg and into his brain as he lets out a crying yell. 
 
   Ms. Browning glances at the child that she has been taking care of for the last couple of days, “They just never listen, do they.” 
 
   The child smiles back at Ms. Browning and nods her head. Dimitri stops crying to ask a question.
 
   “Where am I? Who are you?”
 
   “Well, sugar, you are in the house of Lambourne, and that is best known as an orphanage. The master of the house is Mr. Quinn, and he is kin to you by your stepmother. Or at least that is what he tells everyone around here.” 
 
   Ms. Browning checks on Dimitri’s wounded foot and sees that he has not torn the stitches open, “Mr. Quinn told me that you can live here for how ever long you wish too. He has a faint clue to what has happened to your mother and father. But we can talk later; it’s time for little Dimitri to rest now.”
 
   


  
 



Chapter 5
 
   Dimitri kicks Marnina’s legs out from under her making her lie on her stomach facing her husband as he starts to slit her throat.
 
   “I’m so sorry,” Marnina, cries her heart out for the deed that has now come full circle. “I never knew!”
 
   “I’m really sorry, too. Because of your husband’s actions you have to pay for his sins as well.” Dimitri slits her throat side-to-side then slams the butcher knife into her the back of her neck cutting the spinal column in half. With that, Zebedeo starts to wake up from being knotted out. He smells smoke but feels no heat. He opens his eyes slightly to realize only one can open due to all the dry blood matting it shut.
 
   “Perfect, just the man that I want to talk to,” Dimitri drops Marnina’s head, and it bounces against the floor as he stands up to pounce on Zebedeo. Zebedeo positions his head to see where the voice is coming from and sees Dimitri standing over his dead wife’s body.
 
   “Dear God, what have you done?” Zebedeo beings to cry, making the blood in one eye come loosen. “Who are you?”
 
   “I am a ghost of your past that needs to punish you for your crimes against the innocent.” Dimitri puts the hood up over his head concealing half of his face. “Don’t you remember? That day long ago, you and your dirty police friends tried to kill a child and his stepmother while they were grieving over their dead father and husband. You might not remember me, but I remember you and your friends. I’m going to start with you first then hunt down all of your friends later. Each one receiving my judgment.”
 
   “Dear God! That was so long ago! So long that I thought that everyone had forgotten all about what had happened on that dreadful day.” Zebedeo wipes some of the blood away from his eyes. Dimitri jumps on top of Zebedeo then thrusts the butcher knife into his stomach. Dimitri twists the knife to make the pain severe.
 
   “I knew that I was going to run into you one day. But, I had until that day to decide what I was going to do to you,” Dimitri puts the knife out and then repeatedly stabs Zebedeo in the stomach. Blood spatters with each stab.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 6
 
   Meanwhile, David, Markus, and Wendi are coming up to the house in the wagon, laughing because they forgot David’s birthday money, and arrive to find it engulfed in flames. They realized that it is only burning on the opposite ends of the house the closer they get. Markus and Wendi leap off the wagon and run in the front door. David pulls the wagon to a stop as the porch’s roof collapses. There was only one way into the house now and that was through the back door. He drives the wagon around to the back. Leaping off the wagon, he races through the back door stopping at the stairway located in the middle of the house. He hears people yelling upstairs. David makes a mad dash up the stairs to find Dimitri still stabbing his uncle to death while screaming at him. David reacts by shoving Dimitri off his uncle and grabbing something to defend himself.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 7
 
   Wendi is in the dining room searching for her aunt or uncle, while trying to avoid the fire that is raging all around her. Gasping for air, her lungs fill with smoke as the fire consumes everything in its path. Wendi starts to feel faint crawling around on the kitchen floor. She bumps into a familiar welcoming hand.
 
   “Take my hand, I’m going to get you out of here, somewhere better with less smoke,” the familiar voice says to Wendi. They are gone in a flash.
 
   “Now you wait here for a man and woman to come around to rescue you. Do not worry about a thing. You may not know them right now, but everything will illuminate itself in the near future.” The stranger tells Wendi, setting her down on the back docks of a window and door less building.
 
   “How will I know who these people will be?” Wendi asks the stranger.
 
   “Their names are Alexander and Sari. They are college sweethearts that will be the only two coming this way. Do not worry,” The stranger replies. “Adieu little sunshine.” 
 
   With that, the stranger disappears leaving Wendi to sit and wait for Alexander and Sari to rescue her.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 8
 
   Markus has a hard time hearing what is going on in the middle of a burning house. The heat is burning the hairs off his arms. He screams out their names as he looks for them. He has crawled through the living room feeling for a body. Making it to the living room, Markus feels around as he cries out their names. Markus stops moving as he crosses a foot that is wearing a boot of some sort.
 
   “Stay low to the ground. I’m going to get you out of here,” the stranger says to Markus. Markus grabs a hold of this stranger and craws out the back door to safety.
 
   “I’m going to take you to a safer place that has less smoke and something to eat and drink. Just hold my hand and off we go,” Markus takes the stranger’s hand and they disappear from the back of the house.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 9
 
   David grabs a candlestick holder and backs up to take a fighting position; he is ready for anything that Dimitri could throw at him. Dimitri rolls across the now smoking floor hitting the four-post bed with a thud. The bloody knife slams into the floorboards as Dimitri tries to regain his balance after getting the wind whacked out of him.
 
   “Is that the best that you can do?” Dimitri’s legs are shaking a little bit as he makes it to his feet. The room feels as if it is moving side to side in Dimitri’s head. Running his hand through his hair, he feels something wet; something that he has felt before but not for a long time now. Dimitri looks down at his hand, covered in blood, and says. “If I’m destined to die here then so be it. But I am not going out alone.”
 
   David’s world as he knows it begins to slow down as he jumps out of his own body to watch the fight of his life. Dimitri leaps at David with the knife pointed square at David’s chest. David begins to counter with the candlestick holder blocking the knife from piercing his chest followed by cross punch to Dimitri’s face. As Dimitri falls to the floor, he grabs onto David’s shirt and pulls him down. David lands on top of Dimitri. They both hear a cracking noise beneath them. More smoke is coming up through the floorboards as the fire below them is burning hotter and faster as it consumes the house quicker every minute that passes. David realizes where he is and knows that he has the upper hand. Dimitri goes berserk and swings the knife cutting anything in sight. He cuts David multiple times across his chest and lower body making him scream in pain. David knows that he needs to end this and fast. He swings the candlestick holder at Dimitri’s wrist, breaking it and making the knife fall to the floor. Dimitri shrieks in pain as it flows down his arm and his brain registers that his wrist is now broken. David stands up and puts both hands on the candlestick holder for the final blow to the head to end this fight. Dimitri sees the opening that he has been waiting for and takes it. Dimitri slips both feet between David’s legs and tucks his knees close to his chest. David begins to deliver the final blow swing the candlestick holder at Dimitri’s bloody head. Dimitri swings his free hand at the candlestick holder, clenching it, then thrusting his feet into David’s stomach, pushing him over, and into the window located in front of him. David shatters the window with his head and drops onto the flamed engulfed porch’s roof getting burnt.
 
   “I will not die this way. Not here, not like this…” David says in his head.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 10
 
   Three and a half years after Wendi's fifth birthday, spring is in the air and cruelty is too. Cruelty is hunting the Turner family.
 
    Two shadowy figures crouch down outside in the brushes 20 feet away from the family’s home. Studying the family, they wait for the perfect time to invade the house. The larger man is dressed in his old work clothes that he once wore working on the Turner’s farm. The other man is dressed in raggedy clothes.
 
   “John, do you think that we should be here? After what happened, I think...” Jeff takes a sip of rum. John reaches for the bottle to take a sip of rum too.
 
   “Of course we should be here. You’re just the damn town drunk that doesn’t know anything about injustice.” Jeff takes a sip of rum. “After what ol’ Mr. Turner did to me… in front of everyone working that day…. He and his rich family are going to get what's coming to them. It's time to even the score for everyone, including me.” 
 
   As John takes another drink of liquor, some spills out his mouth running down his neck getting all over his collar and the front of his shirt. Jeff yanks the bottle of rum from John and scolds him for spilling any of it.
 
   “Don't waste it. It’s all that I have left.”
 
   “That is what you told me just a couple of days ago. Look what you’re still drinking, the same damn bottle of rum,” John shakes his head at Jeff.
 
   “No, it is not! You bought this bottle last night and then gave it to me as a welcome home gift.”
 
   “I was welcoming myself home, you damn drunk. Remember you live with me, not the other way around. If Mom and Dad didn't die in that accident, you would be still living with them.” 
 
   John then rips the bottle of rum way from Jeff and engulfs the liquid down. Jeff stares at John with his mouth-watering for more of that sweet tasting nectar of goodness. John finishes the bottle of rum, throws it to the ground, and turns his head to the left to face the house.
 
   “We are going to wait until nightfall. So we can watch the flames soar in to the night sky as if the Phoenix came down from the heavens and kissed their home sweet home with its wings of fire,” John hears a twig breaking behind him. He finds Mr. Tuner and a couple of his workers signaling no with a gesture. John and his brother knew that they were caught; they are not going to get out of this one anytime soon.
 
   “Boys, I think that we need to pay these two a little lesson for wanting to hurt my family and my workers that I consider my family too.” Pointing at the Jeff Nicklaus says, “You two, take that one! The others and me will take John. Don't worry boys, neither one will be much of trouble now will yah?”
 
   The Jeff shakes his head and puts out his hand for help, but John has other intentions. He takes a swing at Nicklaus and misses by a mile, falling flat on his face in a patty of deer dung. Everyone busts out in laughter at the sight. Smiling and laughing at John, Nicklaus puts out his hand to help the humiliated ex-employee to his feet. John accepts Nicklaus' hand and climbs to his feet staggering this way and that.
 
   “Let’s take both of them to the barn to sober them up before we do anything to them,” Nicklaus says smiling to his workers.
 
   “Yah, we could torture them until they pass out and then wake them up with hot coals on their feet,” One of the men says to another.
 
   “There will be no such thing done to these two men. Do I make myself clear or do I have to find some new help again?”
 
   “No, sir, that is not necessary.” A couple of men say at the same time.
 
   They lead John and his brother into the barn. Nicklaus tells his men to tie up the two to a post in the middle of the barn. They lay out bales of hay one row wide by three rows high around the two men. Nicklaus places two candles on top of one of the dried out hay bales and lights them.
 
   “Now, you two have until these two candles burn down and extinguish before we teach you two your lessons. But until then you two will remain here, like it or not,” Nicklaus points his right finger at the two men as he speaks in a commanding tone. 
 
   “Fred and George, you two stay here, and guard these two. We'll see you in the morning. Come on, boys, lets go to bed. We have a long day ahead of us.”
 
   Fred and George exchange glimpses that signal that these two will be up to no good. As Nicklaus leaves from view, Fred, George, John, and his drunken brother can no longer hear the sounds of the men talking or footsteps. Fred and George start to antagonize the two drunken men.
 
   Fred walks over to stand in front of John, and George stands in front of the town drunk. 
 
   Fred starts to shake his head back and forth, “Tsk, tsk, tsk, you thought that you could come in here and ruin everything that Mr. Turner has built up?” 
 
   George adds “And you two thought that you could get away with it? How drunk are you two?”
 
   John replies, “I am not drunk. I am not even tipsy.”
 
   “Oh I'm dr-ink, I'm just with him because he knows the way home, and I can't remember now,” John's drunken brother slurs.
 
   “Well at lease one of you two can admit the truth,” John laughs then puts his right hand to his head. “What should we do with you two? Should we torture you until you scream to make it stop? I know; we could just light you on fire and say that you were kicking at us and one of the candles fell on you.”
 
   With that, John had enough of these two jokers. He was going to get out of there one way or another. John realized that Fred was right. He could kick over the bale of dried-out hay, which would knock over the candle and start a fire then the two men that are watching them would have to untie them. From there, he could play a game of cat and mouse with him and his brother as the mice. As George picked on his brother, John knew that he had gotten them into this situation and only he could get them out. John looks around the barn and sees many lanterns hanging on hooks screwed into the beams that support the roof. He could use those to start a couple of smaller fires that could distract these two idiots. Keeping them busy for just enough time to grab his brother and get him out of there.
 
   John looks at Fred, smiles, and then says, “You know, you’re right, I can kick over this bale of hay.” 
 
   With that, John thrust his left foot into the bottom bale knocking it over and candle on to him. The top bale of hay drops on to John with the two candles on it. They ignite the bales and him. What would have been a small fire became a roaring flame of death due to the dryness of hay and alcohol in John's clothing. The fire quickly transfers to John's brother and ignites him, too. The old rope that is holding the two brothers together breaks free due to the unnatural violent flame that has erupted. Fred and George are frantically trying to find some buckets of water. John and his brother are running about waving their arms in the air and spreading the fire throughout the barn. Now Fred and George are not concerned with the two men anymore. The barn is now becoming a towering inferno burning up bales of hay. Dark smoke clouds the sky as John and his brother come running out of the barn screaming. Then fall to the ground burning to death.
 
   “George, go get help!” Fred shouts at the top of his lungs. Fred tries to concentrate the fire by pushing the burning bales of hay into the middle of the barn. Then he starts to throw water on the outer bales trying to save half of the stockpile. Nicklaus, his men, and Nicklaus’ wife Halie and all of the family show up quickly because they were all eating dinner inside of the house. Nicklaus commands half of his men to get buckets water and the other half to help Fred to contain the fire.
 
   “Dear God, what happened? I was going to let them go once the candles burned themselves down and they had sobered up. I was just saying that stuff so that they would stay there and not hurt anybody else. Dear God, what have I done.” Nicklaus stands in horror looking down at the two burnt cadavers.
 
   A loud bang comes from the wood of the barn. The beams are starting to give away and several of the men that were trying to contain the fire are standing right in the middle of the barn. 
 
   Nicklaus says to Halie, “We are not going to lose any more people tonight.” 
 
   Halie exactly knew what Nicklaus was saying. They both grabbed a bucket of water and drenched themselves with it to help protect them from the ever-growing fire. Both of them raced into the barn, screaming at the top of their lungs telling the men to get out while they still can. A near-deafening explosion from the fire rips through the roof beams as it consumes everything in sight.
 
   Nicklaus and Halie's kids are outside watching everything as it   happens. The seven kids yell into the barn waving their hands.
 
   The roof of the barn collapses in an inferno, burning up everyone inside. The flames burn so hot that the children tears dry before they can get an inch down their cheeks. The day that started as a celebration has now become a tragedy. The poor kids are in shock as they just witnessed the deaths of their mother and father, including all their hired hands. That night the children all cried themselves to sleep.
 
   It is almost noon when the last child rouses and realizes the devastation of the night before was not a nightmare. Burnt wood and hay filled the air throughout the farm. A strange smell lingered in the air. It was a smell that none of the kids has ever smelled before that day. Sara and Gale the two oldest kids set out to uncover the bodies of the dead to give them a proper burial. Dave, the third child, and Joanne, the fourth child, walks up to Sara and Gale.
 
   “Hey, Gale; Hey Sara, what are you two doing?” Dave asks.
 
   “Why are you trying to disturb …” Joanne says trying to hold back the tears.
 
   “Because Mom, Dad, and the men need a proper burial. I'm not going to leave this place until this happens,” Gale says as he lifts up a burnt wooden beam that crumbles in his hands.
 
   Sara, Dave, and Joanne are all helping Gale when the three youngest children come walking up. David is standing in the middle of Markus and Wendi when he sees the hand of one of the men. He grabs the two and starts to head towards the house knowing that they do not need to see what is going to happen next. David tells the two that they need to start packing because they are going to be moving.
 
   Gale is the first to find their father's charred body. He turns away from it, trying not to throw up. He takes a couple of deep breaths to help get past the stench of burnt flesh to pick up the remains of their father's body.
 
   Shorty after Gale finds the body, Sara unearths the crushed, disfigured body of their mother. Dave watches her as she is doing this. He turns to look away as a tear rolls down his cheek. Sara asks Dave to help her with the moving of their mother's body. He just nods his head and helps.
 
   A couple of hours later they have pulled out all the bodies from the burnt down barn. Gale and Sara cover up the bodies of the dead with some old sheets that they had boxed up to give to the local towns people that did not have anything. David, Markus, and Wendi come walking up to the burial site and see the covered bodies lying on the ground. 
 
   The youngest, Wendi, walks over to Sara and asks, “Who is Dad and Mom?” 
 
   Sara points to the first two bodies. Wendi collapses to her knees and begins to cry. Markus and David come to her aid. They hug her with all their might as they all start balling.
 
   As the kid’s aunt and uncle come riding up, each has their own horse and wagon, they see the children holding each other and crying. Following the aunt and uncle are some of the townspeople with hand tools to support the Tuner family. A loud ruckus gets Joanne and Dave to look up and see all the people that came to help the family. Then Gale and Sara see their aunt and uncle coming with more people behind them. David, Markus, and Wendi are the last to see this magnificent sight.
 
   Marnina, their aunt, and Frederick, their uncle, run to the kids with their arms open. Marnina kisses all the kids foreheads. Frederick hugs all of them to let them know that everything is going to be okay for now on.
 
   Marnina speaks first, “We came as fast as we found out.”
 
   Looking puzzled Joanne asks, “How did you find out?”
 
   “One man escaped, Mr. Conwell, one of your father’s most trusted men, was badly burnt by the collapse, but he made it to town in the middle of the day to tell everybody what happened. A half an hour later, he pasted away.” Frederick tells the kids.
 
   “We are sorry for your lost. We are here to help. It is the least that we townsfolk can do for a family that helps more than a third of us,” a town’s person interrupts.
 
   “All that matters now is that we are here to help. Taking you away from this now painful place to help you to start over and get on with your lives.” Marnina adds.
 
   “Marnina and I have talked this over. We have come to an agreement for what to do with all you kids,” Frederick comments as he takes a couple of steps back. “I… my wife and me… we can take you four,” Frederick puts his arm around his wife Vartouhi. “Gale, Sara, Dave, and Joanne will live with us at our house. Vartouhi and I will have to make a couple of additions onto the house, but we have a large yard to accommodate that.” 
 
   Vartouhi adds, “You four are always welcome to come and work at our bakery. Frederick can teach the business, or you could get a job in town and just live at our house as long as you wish.”
 
   “David, Markus, and Wendi, you three can come live with me and my fiancé, Zebedeo. We are going to be getting married in a month. The wedding was going to be a surprise, but the current events has changed everything. So we are opening up our new home to you to stay as long as you wish.” Marnina tells the three kids while holding them in her arms.
 
   “It would be an honor to have the three Tuner kids in our new home. We just bought it last week, and it has more than enough room for everyone and everything. So please say, yes,” Zebedeo waits to hear the children reply.
 
   Little Wendi looks up at her older brothers and sisters. She realizes that she might not see them ever again after the wedding. 
 
   “What will happen to Gale, Sara, Dave, and Joanne? What if I don't see or hear from them anymore? What if…”
 
   “Wendi, don't worry about a thing. We will write to you every week for the rest of our lives, you can always keep in touch with us. Does that sound okay with you?” Sara scoops Wendi up into her arms and twirls her around in circles, making Wendi laugh and cry at the same time.
 
   "Okay," Wendi says.
 
   The next couple of hours are spent loading up the children belongings into the wagons and gathering the animals to be transported or sold at auction. Some of the town’s people take the time to bury Mr. and Mrs. Tuner and honor them by building a massive tombstone. On it was written.
 
    
 
   Beloved by their children
 
   Beloved by all
 
   Beloved by God
 
   May they rest in Peace
 
   We will always miss you
 
   Love Everyone
 
    
 
   The workers that were caught in the flames were honored too. Their graves were combined with one large monument. Their names were carved into the stone with the words under their names.
 
   The best men that anyone could have
 
   One by one, the town’s people start to leave as dusk comes closer.
 
   The first to leave are Frederick and Vartouhi with Gale, Sara, Dave, and Joanne sitting in the back of the wagon waving good-bye. Sara makes writing gestures at Wendi to reassure her that she will keep her promise. 
 
   Gale yells, “See you at the wedding.” 
 
   Dave and Joanne yell, “I love you. See you, guys at the wedding.” 
 
   Then their wagon becomes too hard to watch anymore as it rides off in to the night.
 
   Last to leave are David, Markus, and Wendi sitting in the back of Marnina and Zebedeo's wagon watching their beloved home that they grew up in become a memory. Two ghosts appear at the end of their road waving good-bye to the three kids. One blows a kiss and the other just keeps on waving as they disappear. David stands up, waves good-bye to his home, his mom and dad, and the only life that he knew. David, Markus, and Wendi climb up to sit by Marnina and Zebedeo as they all head towards their new home and new life.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 11
 
   Thinking that he is in the clear, Dimitri tries to stand up. Dimitri forgets that his wrist is broken due to the adrenaline running through his veins. He rolls to his side and pushes up with both hands on the floor. Then the pain hits him again, this time it’s even stronger. Dimitri screams at the top of his lungs letting everyone in a block radius hear him. He falls back to the floor in a gigantic boom making the floor creak. Dimitri starts to weep as he thinks that he is going to die in this fire he set. The smoke of the fire below is getting worse by the second. Then Dimitri hears the sounds he dreaded to hear: creak, crack, and bang! 
 
   The sounds come from beneath him as the floor gives out. A hot, ash-filled, smoke surrounds Dimitri as he descends downward into the flame filling the dinning room. He lands on one of the chairs breaking it. The fall knocks the wind out of him. Coughing and gasping for air, Dimitri realizes that something is wrong. He feels his chest with his free hand, for the sharp pain. Dimitri’s hand hits the partially burnt chair leg that is lodged in his chest, driving itself straight through his lung. Blood creeps out around from the chair leg making him feel faint. He looks around to see if there is a way out of this blazing hellhole. A gust of wind comes through the dining room door to the hallway in from the back door to feed the fire. Dimitri realizes that he is just twelve feet way from freedom.
 
   Dimitri thinks back to the day that his father James and his new stepmother Tegan told him about the day that they meet. James told him that he met a lovely young woman two days after he was born. Tegan nursed him because she lost her child two months before due to an unknown illness. Townspeople said that it was the work of Lucifer or one of his generals. When James crosses paths with Tegan, they knew that they had to help each other or they would die inside. James and Tegan married one month later and continued to be happy the rest of their lives.
 
   Dimitri thinks to himself, ‘I will live. I’m not going to die in this house. I’ve got too much killing to do still. So get up and get out of here.’ Picking himself up off the floor Dimitri starts the longest journey that he will face in his life. With every step he takes he gets closer to freedom. The back door becomes brighter with the sun rays shooting through the opening, inviting him to walk through. Dimitri tries to take a deep breath of fresh air, but his body starts to shut down. He drops to his knees. Then to his broken wrist’s side Dimitri reaches out to the light of the sun to his freedom.
 
   A cloaked shadowy figure appears in front of Dimitri, standing on the back steps, holding out it’s skeletal hand. Dimitri knew then that he had made a mistake for what he has just done. Thinking out loud Dimitri says, “What have I done? God, Please forgive me.”
 
   “That is what we are going to find out,” the cloaked, shadowy figure says grasping Dimitri's hand.
 
   “Where are we going? And who are you?” Dimitri asks, standing up not feeling any pain now.
 
   “I am Death, better known as the Grim Reaper, and you're on my list of souls to collect,” Death replies.
 
   “What do you mean? Am I dead?” Dimitri turns to look at where he was lying on the floor. His body lays contorted with his hand one inch away from the door jam. “Dear God, I was just one inch away from freedom.”
 
   “A freedom that is just an illusion. A trick that is as old as the birth of man,” Death opens a dark portal to nowhere.
 
   “Before we go through, I have but one question to ask you.” Dimitri asks.
 
   “Yes, ask your question.” Death replies.
 
   “Are you a woman?” Dimitri looks into the face of Death and sees nothing but a dark black hole.
 
   “Yes, I am,” Death replies as she leads Dimitri through the dark portal to judgment.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 12
 
   David rolls off the porch's fire engulfed roof and onto the ashes covered ground, he rolls around to put out the fire that has attached to him. He tries to stand but becomes more of a stumble; to get away from the engulfed house. David topples over a log fence he and his brother built for a birthday present for his uncle two years back. 
 
   Hitting the ground butt first David thinks to himself, 'That was a terrible place to put that fence. That hurt like hell.’ 
 
   David looks at the house. The demonic flames grip around the roof overhang like fingers and burst out of the doors and windows as the house crumbles. David lies there wondering if his brother and sister made it out of the house alive. He also wishes for the young man that murdered his aunt and uncle to die. 
 
   Lying on his back, he starts to pray. 'God, if you are out there, and you can hear this, I honestly could use some help right now. Please just send somebody, anybody, and make it fast because I think that I can't hold on much longer.’ 
 
   Seconds later, David hears people yelling, and footsteps coming closer to him. 
 
   David's eyelids slowly close as he thinks, 'Thank you.' 
 
   He sees two figures standing over him reaching down to pick him up to take care of him.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 13
 
   David wakes up three days later in a foreign bed and house. Wrapped in bandages from head to toe, he finds it hard to move. He is propped up with a couple of pillows behind his back and head to help him breath better. Looking out the window, he sees a woman caring for a medium-sized garden. She is talking to a person that he cannot see nor hear due to the closed window. David hears a couple of people down stairs talking, but he cannot make out what they are saying. Feeling alone, he just lies there and thinks about what has happened in time that he has been asleep. A couple of hours pass and nobody comes up to check on him. David peers out the window again to see if anybody is in the garden but no one is there.
 
   “I see that you have waken from your long slumber. How are you feeling today?” An old lady, standing at the bedroom’s door, smiles at him. He tries seeing her but cannot due to the door being perpendicular to him. 
 
   She walks closer to him to stand by his side and says “We are very lucky that we found you in time. You have been burnt over seventy percent of your body.”
 
   “Who are you? Where am I?” David asks. He gets a good look at her face, but still does not recognize her or the house that he is in.
 
   “I am your neighbor, Ms. HunManson, but you can call me Suezy. My husband and I have lived behind your aunt and uncle’s house for only for a couple of months now. We have wanted to introduce ourselves for all this time, but we tend to keep to ourselves more than often. Enough about us, tell me more about you. You have been asleep for three days now and your wounds have been healing well. I was just about to come upstairs to change your bandages when I heard your bed creak,” Suezy says as she covers him up.
 
   “It’s been three days now!? What about the house? The huge fire? And…” David starts to feel light-headed. His eyes start to close.
 
   “It’s okay. You made it out okay, but the bad guy died in the fire. Your aunt and uncle have had a proper burial. You can visit their graves when you get stronger; until then, you have to rest,” Suezy replies to ensure David that everything is fine.
 
   “What about my sister Wendi and my younger brother Markus? Did you find their bodies?” the words slur out of David's mouth as he fights to stay awake.
 
   “You have a sister? A brother? What happen at the house? Your aunt, uncle, and the bad guy’s body are the only ones that we had found. Maybe they were out of the house before it burnt down. Maybe they are searching for you?” Suezy tries to cheer David up and puts her hand across her open mouth as a tear rolls down her cheek. She checks David over then goes to talk with her husband about the discovery that she has just found out.
 
   “Dear God, what happened that day? What happened?” The words slip from David’s mouth as the strength drains from him, making his eyes close as he drifts off to sleep.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 14
 
   As time passes, the wounds left by the dead are healing faster because of the preparations for Marnina and Zebedeo’s fall wedding are keeping everyone busy. This helps to relieve the stress of the brothers and sisters of the Turner family. Everyone is excited to reconnect with their loved ones after being separated for years. In that time, Wendi is almost nine years old and Markus is almost twelve years old. David is fifteen years old after having only a birthday a couple of months before.
 
   It is now one week before the wedding. This wedding will join two families together thus making both families more stronger and even richer in the end. The Tuners that have had their fair share of ups and downs. This wedding will strengthen their family to become unstoppable. 
 
   As for the William family, this wedding will help them stop the unfortunate luck in its tracks. They have not had the best of luck during the last couple of centuries. Half of the family was killed for crimes that they did not commit because the crucial evidence was found after ten family members were brutally killed and the real criminals were caught. The William family has their hopes begging for love and peace.
 
   “Zebedeo, darling, did you check on the food for our little wedding? I don't want it to be underfunded for the main dishes,” Marnina asks while she is making breakfast for everyone.
 
   “Its already been taken care of. David, Markus, and I did all that two days ago. We also took care of all the decorations,” Zebedeo smiles at Marnina then reach for a biscuit.
 
   “So everything is a go for this Saturday? There are no catches that we do not know of yet or that we have overlooked.”
 
   “Don't you worry about a thing, my little flower. This is going to be the greatest day in your life,” Zebedeo takes a drink of his goat milk and smiles with a milk mustache.
 
   Saturday morning comes with a surprise for the three little ones. “David, Markus, Wendi, it's time to wake up and get your breakfast.” Marnina yells from the kitchen. 
 
   Their sisters, brothers, Aunt Vartouhi, and Uncle Frederick are waiting in the kitchen. All the guest are having breakfast due to the long ride. Wendi is first to enter the kitchen as she rubs her eyes because it is so early. 
 
   Then she hears the faint voice of her favorite sister Sara, saying, “Now you can't be all that tried can you?” An enormous smile comes to Wendi's face and her arms go flying upwards to hug her older sister.
 
   “Sara, I missed you so much. What have you been up to over the last week? You haven't written at all,” Wendi comments with a sad puppy dog face.
 
   “Of course not, you silly little girl. I was saving the paper so I could tell you in person. I thought that would be much more exciting than a boring old piece of paper any day,” Sara starts tickling Wendi and everyone in the kitchen starts laughing.
 
   Then David and Markus come stumbling into the kitchen and catch a glimpse of everyone standing looking back at them as they rub their eyes while trying to wake up. 
 
   “Good morning, sleepy heads. I'm glad that you guys could join us at this early hour. Please sit down and enjoy some breakfast with everyone.” Zebedeo says in a joking voice that gets everyone to break out in laughter.
 
   “Aw, Zeb, the sun is not even up yet,” David says just before he takes a drink of milk. “And what is everyone doing here so soon? I thought that you guys weren't going to show up until this afternoon, right before the wedding.”
 
   “Well, we took turns sleeping and driving the wagon to make it here sooner to spend more time with all of you,” Gale and Dave take turns saying as they are snacking on some muffins.
 
   “It looks like all of you, including me and Vartouhi, have a lot of catching up to do. I think that it would be a good idea to take the rest of the morning working on the last of the wedding decorations. Then we can spend the down time before the wedding catching up while relaxing under that big oak tree in front of the house,” Frederick kisses his wife on her forehead. All of the adults leave the kids to talk at the table while eating their breakfast.
 
   Everyone was laughing all the rest of the morning as they worked on setting up for the wedding. Gale and Dave had the help of the three little kids as they strung streamers made from colored fabric from tree to tree. Frederick and Zebedeo put out benches for the elderly to sit on right up front. Marnina and Vartouhi worked on preparations for dinner for the hundred or so people that could show up. Everything was going great for tonight's wedding.
 
   Lunchtime came and everyone ate under the mighty oak tree. Smiles and laughter are combined with good food and delightful company. The time passes so quickly that people soon start to show up for the wedding.
 
   “I think it's time for the bride to go and get ready for her big day,” Zebedeo points at his soon to be bride.
 
   “And I think that it's time for the husband to get a move on, too,” Marnina points back at Zebedeo with a grin on her face.
 
   Everyone sitting under the tree bursts out in laughter, which gets the attention of people showing up for the wedding. Marnina stands up, bows to everyone, and then heads to the house to change into her wedding dress. Zebedeo stumbles to his feet and then curtsies to make everyone laugh even harder. Frederick grabs Zebedeo and takes him to the back of the house to get him ready. All the kids get up to help the people showing up to get a seat on the brides or grooms side.
 
   “Boy, this is starting to be a bigger turn out than we thought. I hope we have enough seats for everyone,” Gale says to Dave.
 
   “Just think about it, this is one of the major things that are happening for a long time.” Dave nods his head at Gale to look at a young lady by a group of older people talking. 
 
   Gale smiles at the young lady, and she smiles back, “I think that I’m being summoned. So I must bid you farewell, my dear brother.” 
 
   Gale waves his hand in whirling gesture and walks away.
 
   Joanne, Sara, and Wendi come up to Dave to tell him that it is time for the wedding to start and to start seating everyone. The four of them get everything in order, and the music starts to play.
 
   One by one Frederick and Zebedeo stride to the front greeting people as they take their place next to Pastor Horus. The first of the wedding party to come down the aisle is Vartouhi, the maid of honor. Next is Markus carrying the rings tied together in a delicate lace bow. After him is Wendi, the flower girl, sprinkles rose petals as she skips up to the front smiling at everyone. Finally, Marnina turns the corner so that everyone can notice the radiant young lady that is about to say, I do. Her dress, a handmade nontraditional of imported plum purple for the fabric outer layer with royal blue middle inserts on the front skirt and a stripe down the middle of the back with blood red strips lining the edges of the dress. There is white sheer veil fabric covering the royal blue middle sections that match the veil draping her head from a single brass crown. As Marnina glides down the aisle on a cloud of air, she pretends that she was a princess. Zebedeo’s jaw drops as he gazes at his new bride. Frederick gently closes Zebedeo's jaw and tells him that he is such a child when it comes to Marnina. Marnina takes her place next to Zebedeo. The music stops to let the wedding begin.
 
   Pastor Horus greets Marnina and Zebedeo as he goes into the opening prayer and then the definition of marriage. Marnina and Zebedeo exchange vows as they giggle and beam with happiness. They exchange their wedding rings that Frederick and Vartouhi bought for them as an early wedding gift. Vartouhi comes forward to read a poem dedicated to the bride and groom. 
 
   Pastor Horus tells everyone declaration of marriage and ends with “I now present to you Mr. and Mrs. Lardeo.” 
 
   Everyone seated stands up and starts clapping, cheering, and whistling for the new couple as they walk down the aisle together.
 
   The party started right afterwards with the cutting of the cake and lots of dancing, singing, and food to be eaten. People took turns dancing with the bride and groom. Gale dances with the pretty young lady that he met earlier as Dave dances with one of her friends that she drug to the wedding. Sara meets a charming younger gentleman that sweeps her off her feet. Joanne sits in the corner with the rest of the children laughing and playing games when a stranger asks her for a dance. David, Markus, and Wendi are puzzled; why did Joanne leave with that stranger? They are all to young to understand true love and what it can do to people that are seeking it. Night comes and people leave saying good-bye and best wishes to the bride and groom. David, Markus, and Wendi all turn in for the night.
 
   As night turns into day, the sun peeks through a couple of clouds greeting everyone that is still at the party. Zebedeo and Marnina announce to everyone that it is time to go home and thanks for everything. David, Markus, and Wendi wake up to watch people stumble down the road to town to go to their homes. 
 
   Zebedeo kisses Marnina’s hand, then her lips, and says to her, “I think that we could clean this up later.” 
 
   She replies “I think I hear the bed calling me to it.”
 
   Dave, Gale, Joanne, and Sara are nowhere to be found. Frederick and Vartouhi tell Zebedeo and Marnina to go to bed, and they will clean up all the mess with the kid’s help. Zebedeo and Marnina thank them and head off to bed. Frederick, Vartouhi, David, Markus, and Wendi spend the rest of the morning and afternoon cleaning up from the wedding and reception. After this big event, their lives have gone back to the same uninteresting and tiresome pattern as the years pass.
 
    
 
   Five years pass before David, Markus, and Wendi hear from their sisters and brothers since the wedding. They finally receive a long letter from all of their brothers and sisters one hot summer day. Dave wrote about each one of the brothers and sisters in a letter telling what has been happening to them.
 
    
 
   Dear David, Markus, and Wendi,
 
   How have you been doing? We all have been doing fantastic, and a lot has been happening in our lives. It all has been happening so fast that we all have not had much time to write back to you three. We are truly sorry that you have been keeping up on sending us updated information, and we have not. So here we go.
 
   Gale has met a kind and generous young lady that has swept him off his feet. Do you remember the young lady that was at Zebedeo and Marnina wedding he could not stop dancing with? Well, this is that girl. Her name is Victoria, and they are going to be getting married May 5.
 
   Sara is married now, but she is living a couple of towns away and is planning to visit you some day. She is working on a family of her own. Sara and her husband are trying to have a baby of their own. They live in a cozy little house not far from the Crimson River that runs a half-mile away from Bahitle town. They will be writing to you in the next couple of weeks to let you know when they will come to visit you.
 
   Joanne has been dating a lot lately because she feels that she might become a lonely old woman if she does not find a partner. But if you ask me she should just let Mother Nature do her part. Joanne has been such a silly little thing this last couple of weeks that all I can do is to laugh at her for the entire crazy thing that she is doing to get a man. Other than that she is wonderful. She has a new job working at a local bakery making sweets, and she loves it. She doesn’t know it yet, but a regular customer has an immense crush on her. Sometime I think that she is just too dense to realize something good in front of her.
 
   As for me, I am terrific. I have a family of my own and my own farm. I am keeping up the tradition that our father showed us when he first started farming. If you would like to visit, just let me know, and I will make the preparations. One last thing and then I’ll have to let you go. Congratulations! You are going to be aunts and uncles. My wife and I are proud parents of a new baby boy. His name is Thomas and he is two-weeks-old.
 
   I hope everything is going well with you, too. You will always be in our hearts and dreams.
 
    
 
   God bless,
 
    
 
   Dave
 
   


  
 



Chapter 15
 
   Dimitri follows Death to his judgment as he looks around to see something that no one he has known has seen. Blue stone was everywhere the eyes could see, the floor, the walls; the ceiling was made out of this blue stone. Symbols carved into the walls were foreign to him. Doorway appeared out of nowhere and seemed to lead to nowhere. There were no windows down this corridor. There was enough light being emitted from the red lantern floating in front of Death and Dimitri. The lantern leads the way down the corridor while Dimitri searches for an end that was nowhere insight. It seamed as if they have been walking for days but getting nowhere.
 
   “Where are we?” Dimitri asks.
 
   “We are going to the highest court,” Death replies.
 
   “And where is that?” Dimitri asks.
 
   “Straight ahead. Please don’t talk.”
 
   “It just seems like we have been walking forever,” Dimitri smirks back to Death. “And why the blue lantern? Why not yellow or white lantern? Wouldn’t that help to light the way better?”
 
   “The blue lantern helps me find who I am to find and bring back. The color makes your blood glow for me,” Death grows quiet. “I will say this only once more. Do not talk,” Death quickens her stepping to make Dimitri jog.
 
   Dimitri tries to keep up with Death but quickly falls behind. Death stops and lets Dimitri catch up to her then starts to run again. Dimitri is getting frustrated at Death decides to stop and challenge her. Death stops to see why Dimitri has stopped. 
 
   Dimitri yells back to Death. “I am not going to play your silly games anymore.”
 
   “Then you will die,” Death pulls out an aged emaciated wooden stick from her robe and holds it to her side. The stick grows in her hand as she grips it. The bark part on the far end and a long, shiny, blade emerges.
 
   “This blade is as old as the earth itself. It helped create and destroy many people far greater than you. Now it’s going to get a little workout slicing you into tiny pieces.” 
 
   Death charges at Dimitri as he stands waiting for her. She gets within four feet of Dimitri then disappears leaving him to stand in total darkness.
 
   Dimitri puts his hands out to feel around, hoping that there is a wall nearby. He finds not a wall but a strange stone altar for which light begins to shine down upon. As he walks around the altar, he notices that it is made from the same stone that the walls are made out of. A loud booming voice rings in his skull as it commands him to sit down on the blue stone altar. The light becomes more focused on the altar as it shows him the way.
 
   “No, not until I know who is giving the orders,” Dimitri yells into the darkness.
 
   “My name is Belial and I will be judging you. Please, sit down,” a light shows Belial location to be sitting ten feet in front of Dimitri on a high throne made of white-gray stone. Belial points to the blue stone altar and then signals downward to Dimitri. Dimitri does what he commands and awaits his judgment.
 
   “I am going to made this as fast and as painless as possible. You were on a one-way ticket to hell until you said the words; ‘What have I done? God, Please forgive me.’ After that, everything changed for you and that is why we are in this very room right now. I am a giving kind of Demon. So what I am going to offer you is a deal,” Belial says taking a drink from his goblet.
 
   “A deal… what kind of deal?” Dimitri looks deep into Belial’s eyes to only find the black nothingness of a void.
 
   “See, you’re special, due to that fact that you repented just before Death brought you here. I am going to offer you a deal that does not come around often. If you make it through the crime and punishment plane then I am going to let you go to heaven,” Belial replies taking another drink from his goblet.
 
   “Okay, I accept your deal. I was just wondering what is in your goblet that you keep sipping on?”
 
   “The sweet blood of the damned souls that couldn’t make it out alive of the crime and punishment plane that you, Dimitri, are going to face in the next couple of seconds,” Belial replies laughing back at Dimitri as he takes another sip.
 
   “I’ll be back to take that sip myself,” Dimitri begins to stand up but notices that he cannot. “What is going on here?”
 
   “The punishment has already begun,” Belial chuckles.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 16
 
   David wakes up in the middle of the night to realize he passed out while talking to Suezy. He tries to cry for his family but nothing will come out. Lying in the bed, David begins to think-talk to himself.
 
   ‘Why am I alive? Why did I survive? Where are Markus and Wendi? I hoped that they did not die in the fire. Why was that boy trying to kill my aunt and uncle? What did they ever do to that boy? I don’t think that I’m not going to have a home to go to. I have nothing. No home, no clothes, my family is dead.’
 
   David bursts into tears as he screams so everyone within a fifty-foot radius could hear him. Not being able to move David is bedridden until the pain of his past passes. He cries himself to sleep once more, wanting to see his younger brother and sister again.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 17
 
   Markus and Wendi grew up to become inseparable because she is the baby of the family. 
 
   Markus, a stout, dark-haired, and chubby boy with a birthmark on his right inner ankle due to a difficult birth was never as tall as his sisters and brothers, but he was built like an ox, strong and proud. Nicklaus would joke with the rest of the family how one day Markus would be pulling the buggy of the horses instead.
 
   Wendi, with golden, bluish-black hair, was the smallest of the seven children. To this day everyone questioned where she got that hair. Her hair color and skin tone resembles none of her brothers or sisters. They have a creamy color to their skin while her skin has a darker golden brown color. Some people whisper in the shadows that she is of a different race and not that of her family. In the end, she calls Nicklaus and Halie Turner, mother and father.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 18
 
   Dimitri lies on the cold damp blue stone altar with his hands and feet bound by chains made from giant fish hooks over one foot in length piercing his hands and feet through the center. Helpless, he listens to the demons talk amongst themselves. Only understanding what Belial, says he beings to believe that he might make it out alive after all.
 
   Belial lets out a giant roar that quiets everyone in the room. “Now, since you have stabbed a person to death, you shall be stabbed to death. Then, after that, you shall be burnt to death. Last, but not least, if you can survive all of that, we have something special planned out for you,” Belial takes another sip.
 
   “I can take whatever you can throw at me!” Dimitri taunts Belial to do all this himself. “Wait, are you frightened of me?”
 
   “I am not frightened of a little boy that has no idea of pain. In fact, if you want me to do this to you, all you have to do is ask,” Belial puts down his goblet and awaits his answer.
 
   “Bring it on,”
 
   “As you wish,” Belial appears over Dimitri with the same knife that he used to kill David’s aunt and uncle. Belial looks deep into Dimitri's eyes and sees a little boy cowering behind a glass sculpture of Dimitri. 
 
   ‘This is going to be easy and fun.’ Belial thinks to himself.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 19
 
   David awakes to a damp cloth wiping across his head, cleaning off the dried on sweet from last night. He turns his head to look at Suezy; she smiles back at him. 
 
   “Me and Jasp, which is short for Jasper, have always wanted children, but we have had no luck. I think that it was an act of God that we had found you that day. Sometimes God works in mysterious ways. He does that you know. He sends out, His Angels, and they do His bidding whatever it maybe. I am just so happy that we have found you.”
 
   David remembers his mother and how she used to take care of him when he was sick. Suezy is so much like his mother; it is as if his guarding angel was his mother looking over him at all times. Even now, while being nursed back to health by Suezy, he wonders if his guarding angel needs him to see Suezy in a different light or even a guiding light. A guiding light, like a mother figure, that is always looking out for him wherever he may go. David peers at Suezy with love in his heart because he knows now that everything will work out for the better.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 20
 
   Belial, savoring every moment as he stabs Dimitri, making sure the blade hits against the blue stone altar after each thrust. Dimitri cries as Belial licks the blade to savior the pure goodness of Dimitri's blood. Dimitri realizes that he has not made it to the halfway point in the first of three tests he must past to get into heaven.
 
   “Did you think that you would not pay for the wrong that you have done? I hope that you are sorry for the people you killed. If not, you will be after I am through with you,” Belial shouts into Dimitri's ears as he holds the knife to Dimitri's throat. “Do you remember what you said to the nice young lady whose life you took away? I think that it was something along the lines of ‘you have to pay for his sins’ as well,” Belial slits Dimitri's throat from side to side letting him choke on his own blood.
 
   Belial climbs down off the altar and walks to his seat to get a slip from his goblet. He toasts Dimitri as he dies on the altar, “This is the part that I love.”
 
   Dimitri's body begins to heal itself, becoming complete once again. His head and back arches as he gulps in the largest breath of air that he has ever taken. Dimitri turns his head to look at Belial. He sees Belial smiling and raising a toasting to him for making it this far.
 
   “Congratulations, my dear boy! You have just passed the first test. Now, on to the second test!” Belial snaps his fingers and Dimitri's body is set ablaze. “This is why I never get tried of this job.”
 
   Dimitri cries out in agony as he thinks, 'Being burnt to death is far worse than being stabbed to death.' 
 
   Feeling the flames burning his skin off his body as it tries to get at his muscles is a feeling that he never wanted to know. Now he gets to experience it first hand. His ears, nose, and lips are melting off him like hot butter being spread over steak. His eyes hurt the most, cooking in his skull, and turning into hard boiled eggs. Dimitri's bones begin to cook, turning his muscles into meat. Lying there, wishing for it to stop, he realizes that the flames are starting to die down but he cannot move.
 
   “Who's hungry for ribs? How about a nice thigh? It is as juicy as it ever going to get,” Belial says to the other watching demons. Belial walks over to Dimitri and breaks off a rib to nibble on.
 
   Dimitri cannot see or hear, but he can feel everything. Screaming with excruciating pain, Dimitri lies motionless while demons devour his cooked body for their mid-morning lunch. Some of the demons fight over the pieces so they can relish the bittersweet meat of Dimitri's body. Belial jokes with his’ leg bones and uses them as swords to play fight with another demon. After a couple of minutes, his body has become a few bones on an altar. One of the smaller demons is chewing on one of Dimitri's rib bones when Belial orders all of the bones to be put back on the altar. The little demon pays no attention to Belial orders. All the other demons do as they are told. Belial strides over to the little demon and holds out his hand. The little demon turns his back to Belial and continues to chew. Belial punches straight through the little demon's head and retrieves the remaining rib. Belial puts it on the altar and watches Dimitri's body regenerate.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 21
 
   Weeks pass as David body heals, but his soul does not. The agony of not knowing what had happened to Wendi and Markus is tearing at him. Search parties combed through the burnt house to find any evidence that could lead them in the right direction. The remains of the boy who killed David’s aunt and uncle were found, but the knife that he used to kill them was never recovered. Nobody in the surrounding towns saw or heard any news of Markus or Wendi whereabouts. It is as if they just disappeared off the face of the earth.
 
   David stands in front of a mirror for the first time in months to see the scars for himself. Standing up with the help of a pair of crutches, David gazes at the damage to his body. There are cuts from head to toe with large gashes across his arms. He stands there and wonders how he made it out alive. His ribs are still sensitive to touch. After that horrible day, David knows that his life has changed, but for the better or worse is yet to be determined. David collapses to the floor shaking and crying as he moves into the fetal position, wishing for Merlin.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 22
 
   David and Marnina are working in the garden, planting some new vegetables before the rain hits. Thunder and lighting dance together in the far distance as they hurry to finish as the large white clouds over them change to dark and angry. 
 
   David comes to the end of his last row of planting and realizes that he has finished first. Smiling, he laughs as he watches his aunt work like a penguin digging in the dirt. The closer she gets to him, laughter fills her lungs, and it gets harder to keep a straight face. Marnina tries hard to stand as she slides her dirty, soil-covered hands down the sides of his face. David stops laughing and stares at her stone faced. Marnina stops laughing and stares at David as she waits for his next move. They both breakout in laugher for a couple of minutes then run out of steam and go silent.
 
   “You know, Marnina, there was one man that I heard of when I was just five years old. His name is Merlin. My father told me that he was the greatest man that ever lived. He can do things that no other person can do. Some say that he lives backwards through time, but I don’t think that is true because how could he talk to us?”
 
   “So, you would love to meet Merlin. How about you make a wish on the next shooting star that you see in the midnight sky and maybe that may come true,” Marnina stares up at the dark clouds as they ready to pour buckets of rain on the whole countryside at any minute. “I think that we should be getting in.”
 
   “Do you know how I can meet Merlin? Do you know anyone that would know him? I would do anything so that I could meet him. I think he would be a very interesting person to talk to for hours upon hours. His life, where he has been, what he has seen, and anything else that I have not thought of yet,” David just ignores Marnina as he stares up picturing himself talking to Merlin.
 
   “Come on, it’s starting to rain, and you need to wash off your face before dinner,” holding out her hand, Marnina helps David up off the ground. 
 
   David smiles back at her, “You know, I could just stay outside and let the rain rinse off the dirt.”
 
   Marnina musses David’s hair then takes off running towards the house. David laughs as he tries to dodge the raindrops while running after Marnina. They both make it to the house before the heaviest rain hits.
 
   Zebedeo is standing in the kitchen as they barge in laughing about being soaking wet, “I see you two had a good time planting.”
 
   “Yes, but Marnina made my face all dirty and now I have to take a bath before dinner. I’m starving; can’t you see I’m wasting away,” David rubs has stomach and sticks out his tongue.
 
   Marnina and Zebedeo break out in laughter at his face then wave him out of the kitchen and up to the bathroom.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 23
 
   Dimitri lies on the altar, weeping in fear of what is next on the list. Belial walks over to him and grabs Dimitri’s face.
 
   “Did you enjoy the stabbing and cooking of your bodiless soul? Or would you like to hear the truth behind all of this?” Belial asks as he runs his claws down Dimitri’s chest.
 
   “The truth? There is some kind of sick truth behind all of this?” Dimitri cannot believe what Belial is saying.
 
   “You humans are all alike when it comes to what happens to you in the afterlife. Do you think what just happened to you was real or fake? What would you tell me if I told you that all you had to do to get off that altar was to believe that you could do it and then you could do it?” Belial stares at Dimitri, waiting for an answer.
 
   “You mean everything that just happened to me was a trick? But what about all the pain that I felt?” Dimitri tries to move his hands without success.
 
   “You’re still thinking that you have a body. Your body is long gone, but your mind still thinks that it is there. That is why you still feel the pain. Dimitri, you need to detach your mind and soul from your dead body to be free-to make it to the next and final level,” Belial turns around to sit on his throne.
 
   Dimitri lies there for a short time, absorbing what Belial just told him. It makes perfect sense, but then it doesn’t. He begins to think about the hooks that are sticking through his feet and hands. 
 
   ‘They are not real’ he says to himself. 
 
   He repeats it until he does not feel the pain. He holds his hands in front of his eyes to see that there is no scaring whatsoever. In complete amazement, he leaps off the altar and stands in front of Belial.
 
   “Congratulations, boy, you have made it to the final test. This is the hardest, not just anybody can pass it. If you can make it past this test, you will have a ticket straight to heaven. However, I will warn you about this test. Very few ever pass it, due to its severity.” Belial grins wickedly ear to ear.
 
   “Nothing can hurt me now. Bring it on and try to do your worst,” Dimitri says with immense confidence that it could scare any demon that stood in front of him.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 24
 
   David walks the burnt ruins of his aunt and uncle's house. He looks through all of the sifted rubble for any clue as to what had happened on that awful afternoon. Standing in the middle of the ash-covered house remains, he can clearly see his aunt’s and uncle’s two graves. David turns his head away, trying not to cry. Then something that should not be there catches his eye. A figure that David has not seen since his birthday appears to the left of him. The vision in David’s left eye is still cloudy and he turns his head to see it better. 
 
   'Dear God, its you.’ David thinks.
 
   “I know I should have visited you earlier, but I had many things to do. I also thought that you needed time to heal; so I didn't want you to get all worked up just for nothing,” Merlin replies making David believe that he read his mind.
 
   “Where have you been? I have been thinking to myself that one person that I would love to see would be you. You could solve so many questions that I have in so little time. You are the greatest wizard ever to walk the face of this earth,” David walks towards Merlin trying not to fall over the rubble.
 
   “I cannot solve any of your problems nor help you with them. You are the one that must solve your own problems, not me. I am only here because I heard about the tragedy you experienced. I am very sorry about your loss and send my deepest regards,” Merlin helps David out of the burnt remains of the house.
 
   “So my problems are my problems. What about the fact that nobody has any clue to what had happened to Markus and Wendi?” David tries to hold back the tears for his brother and sister.
 
   “Markus and Wendi are in a good place. I have a good feeling that you will cross paths with them again, but not in this lifetime. Your strong connection with them will guide you to them.” Merlin leads David to his aunt and uncle's grave so they both can pay their respects.
 
   “Merlin, can I ask you a question.”
 
   “Yes. What is it?” Merlin stares at the graves, hoping its not the obvious question so many ask.
 
   “Can you heal me? I don't want to look at myself anymore. I feel like a monster.” David's eyes start to tear up.
 
   Merlin replies in a deep, quiet tone, “No, I cannot,” he is surprised by the question asked.
 
   “If you cannot heal me, then can I become your apprentice so that I may heal myself when the time comes?” David tries a different approach.
 
   “I take on no apprentices, and there is a reasonable answer why I do not.” Merlin tries to quash any come back.
 
   “Why?” David demands. “Don't lie to me either!”
 
   “Because. I am special individual due to who my parents could be and what I might be to the human race. Also, if I told you the truth, you would never believe me. Sometimes, I don’t believe it myself,” Merlin becoming a little bit more caring towards David wellbeing.
 
   “Then what are you?”
 
   “I cannot tell you that right now. There will come a time and a place for more answers, but this is neither the time nor the place. The only hint that I can tell you is I am not of this earth,” Merlin turns his head and smiles at David then disappears leaving David to think about all that has happened. A single tear rolls off his cheek and falls resting on a single blade of grass between his aunt and uncle's graves.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 25
 
   Dimitri stares at Belial, waiting to see what will happen next. Belial signals all the demons to leave then signals Dimitri to follow him. Dimitri nods his head and walks right behind Belial into the abyss. They walk for a while when Dimitri begins to realize that there is nothing around him.
 
   “Where are we going?” Dimitri is becoming more troubled with the way Belial is acting. Everything is too calm.
 
   “We are almost there,” Belial shows no concern for Dimitri's thoughts.
 
   Then Dimitri sees what they have been walking towards all this time. A doorframe stuck in the ground without a door to hold. There are no walls holding it up or even a room to go into, just a doorframe in the ground in the middle of nowhere.
 
   “We are here,” Belial points to the doorframe.
 
   “There is nothing here, but this doorframe. That has no door on it or even a room to go into.”
 
   “Ye of little faith, through that door is your final test,” Belial points to the door that is not there.
 
   “But there is no door!” Dimitri shouts back at Belial.
 
   “Knock and the door shall open.”
 
   Dimitri cannot believe what he is hearing. There is no door. Belial waves his hand for Dimitri to proceed. 
 
   Dimitri looks down, shakes his head, and thinks 'I cannot believe that I am going to do this.’ 
 
   He walks over to the doorframe, peers back at Belial, and proceeds to knock. 
 
   Tap… tap… tap... 
 
   A grin comes to Belial's face as he sees Dimitri freezes in place.
 
   “Well, go ahead and open it,” Belial walks to Dimitri and starts to put his hand on the knob of the door. Dimitri knocks Belial's hand out of the way to put his own hand on the doorknob. He turns the knob to reveal a room that he could not perceive. Dimitri takes a couple of steps back, looks around the doorframe, and sees nothing. Walking around to the back of the doorframe, Dimitri looks through to see only Belial looking back at him. Belial shakes his head and holds out his hand for Dimitri to take. Dimitri takes Belial's hand as he walks through the open doorframe. Belial turns Dimitri around, and they proceed to walk into the room that was never there.
 
   “Where are we?” Dimitri stands in the middle of the room staring at all the different pictures on the walls. Before Belial could answer, Dimitri sees a picture of his stepmother and father holding him in their arms when he was a baby.
 
   “Are we in my memories?” Dimitri asks.
 
   “How about your soul.” Belial replies.
 
   “My soul? You mean this is my soul?” Dimitri looks around at the other pictures that are on the many walls. He sees pictures of everyone that he has known or touched his life in some way or another. His birth mother's brother, who took his own life the day that Dimitri was born because he thought that he and his father was monsters for doing what they did to his birth mother. Dimitri sees his step uncle that took him in so he could have a safe place to stay. Looking back on his life, he wishes that he never ran away to do those awful acts to those kind people. The boy that he stole from was up on the wall too, but he had seen his face before. Somewhere before but he could not place it.
 
   A picture on the wall replays his birth and Dimitri watches it.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 26
 
   Across town, at the same time David Turner is being born in a little broken down shack of a house, another child was born. This birth did not go so well or as planned. Archangel Elijah watches on, invisible to the humans within the shack.
 
   A heartbroken father kneels over his wife, sobbing. His eyes, once gushing with tears, are now dried up. Just like the wasteland that he thinks he lives in. His tears have washed away most of the blood that was once covering the baby. The boy reaches for his father’s face, trying to comfort him. His father smiles back at him trying to pull himself together for the sake of the new child.
 
   “James, what are we going to do with Jennie’s body?” his only brother asks him, shaking with fright to what just happened. He sits on the pine floor staring at his sister-in-law in disbelief. 
 
   “Dear God, we are animals. We are not fit to live in a normal, civilized world. What is going to happen to us after we die… after we have done this, this horrible act?”
 
   “I’ll tell you what we are going to do. We are going to bury the body. No, better yet, we are going to burn her body to respect her and my new son. Dimitri would not have made it to this hellhole of a world, if Jennie was not willing to die for him,” James tells Dimitri as he tries to smile about what to do with Jennie’s body.
 
   Picking up the bloody knife, Jacques breaks into a crying rage of fear and lowliness. He stands still for a couple of minutes, trying to make sense of what to do next. Looking down at Jennie, he rubs his eyes trying to wipe the tears away but more come to replace themHis hand twitches with unknown direction as if it had a mind of its own. Doing a C-section with a sixteenth century butcher knife is not the art of childbirth.
 
   “I can’t do this. I, I, I c-c-can’t go on living with the kno-kno-wledge that I, I, I j-j-just helped k-k-kill a h-h-human being to save a b-b-baby. I, I, I” 
 
   Jacques' stuttering returns, after being conquered for ten years, in full force but it also starts to control his body, too. Uncontrolled jerks within his arm makes his fist fly up to his neck.
 
   “Jacques, no!” James screams out while holding baby Dimitri in one arm and reaches for the knife with the other.
 
   “I’m so sorry, brother,” Jacques cuts his throat from jugular to jugular. His body collapses to the floor, limp, with blood spaying everywhere. Jacques lies in a pool of blood gasping for air as he chokes. James stands over his brother’s body looking down at him as his soul slips away. His eyes become still and hollow.
 
   Standing in horror and disbelief, James is disconnected from what just happen. 
 
   He glances down at the baby lying in his arms, “Dimitri, don’t you worry about a thing, little one. I’m going to get us a better life and a better house to live in. I'm going to take good… no… great care of you.”
 
   James picks up everything that he can carry. He takes it outside along with the baby, sets everything on the ground a safe distance away from the shack, picks up a bunch of sticks and brush lying around the outer perimeter, and spreads it all inside of the cabin. James kicks over a lantern as he leaves and walks to get his son. James picks him up and their things off the ground then walks off into the woods towards a better life.
 
   Unknown to the humans, Archangel Elijah looks on and thinks to herself, ‘Maybe, maybe this is the one that God was talking about.’
 
   


  
 



Chapter 27
 
   David, Markus, and Wendi are out shopping with their stepparents at the local shops in town. The men decide to split up from the women and go their separate ways to see if they can do something exciting. Zebedeo tells Marnina that they will not be terribly far away from them and not to worry. 
 
   Marnina replies, “Now you boys don't go getting into any trouble because then I will not know you.” 
 
   Zebedeo smiles and leaves to go looking around with David and Markus. Wendi glances up at Marnina to find out where she would like to go next. Marnina winks back at Wendi and points in the opposite direction of the men.
 
   “Let’s go that way and see if we can get into some trouble of our own.”
 
    
 
    
 
   “Dimitri, where are you going today?” Mr. Quinn asks as he helps Mr. Johnston, his head cook, in the kitchen prepare today's lunch for all of the children at the orphanage.
 
   “I thought that I would explore the town. You know, get to know the place a little bit more. Might find a favorite place to hang out at,” Dimitri replies as he picks up an apple to munch on before hitting the road. “You know, I overheard a couple of the other kids talking about a little shop that I might go check out.”
 
   “Okay, just don't be to long. Lunch is almost done. This is going to be a very special lunch because we will be welcoming a new kid to the family,” Mr. Quinn chops up a couple more carrots and puts them into the stew pot. 
 
   Dimitri nods as he takes a couple of bites of this apple and then says with a full mouth, “Okay, see you soon.”
 
   Dimitri walks to the back door that lets out to the alleyway to take a small shortcut to the little shop that he wants to check out. He comes across a couple of street vendors on the way there selling food to local town people at a discounted price. One of them has his favorite food; grilled apples. He share this with his father when they walked around his old town together laughing and telling jokes. He wipes away a small tear running down his cheek and then puts on a smile so that no one will see him cry. Dimitri arrives outside of a local shop that specializes in handmade clothes.
 
    
 
    
 
   David, Markus, and Zebedeo are checking out a local shop where the owner makes everything from scratch. Zebedeo checks out some specially dyed dresses for Marnina, hoping that he can surprise her for her birthday. Markus and David are acting like they are shopping but are ogling at the girls that are shopping. Markus winks at one of them and she waves back. David whispers hello to her dark haired friend standing next to her, making her blush back at him. Zebedeo glances over at the boys to check on them and notices what they are looking at. 
 
   Zebedeo thinks, 'That's my boys.’
 
    
 
    
 
   Dimitri inspects some clothing that might or might not fit him. He looks down at the price of the shirt and knows that he does not have enough money to buy it. Just then, he catches a glimpse of a boy paying for a couple of new outfits. The boy takes the coins and puts them in a little blue change bag hanging off his belt. Dimitri knows that he had to have this little blue change pouch. He had to get it, even if it meant breaking the law. He devised a plan in a split second and knew that it would work because he had seen other people do it back at his old home when they thought that no one was looking. 
 
   ‘This was it, here we go.’ Dimitri thinks. 
 
   Dimitri watches the boy leave out the front door of the store with two other men and turn left. Dimitri races out the back to cut them off at the pass. He knew that he had only one shot at this. As he turns the corner, he bumps into the boy, and they almost knock each other to the ground. Dimitri slips the pouch away from the boy.
 
   “I'm so sorry. Are you okay?”
 
   “I'm okay. Are you okay?” the boy asks, startled by the fall.
 
   “Ah, I'm okay. Sorry about that,” Dimitri hides the pouch. The two boys turn and go their separate ways. Dimitri cannot believe that it was that easy to take a bag of money from someone. Dimitri cuts into an alley and hides behind a stack of wooden boxes to count the money.
 
    
 
    
 
   David, Markus, and Zebedeo start to head towards where they think the ladies could be. The three men are carefree as they carry the gifts for Marnina and Wendi. Looking around, the ladies are no where insight.
 
   Zebedeo says, “This is going to be harder than I thought.” 
 
   Zebedeo sees all the people bustling about, going from store to store, and not paying much attention to him or the boys.
 
   “Where do you think they are, Zeb?” Markus asks.
 
   “God only knows.”
 
   The three men set out to find the girls as they walk up and down the busy street stopping to peer into each store they come across.
 
    
 
    
 
   Dimitri is hunting through a new store trying to find something. All he sees is the same old stuff that everyone has been wearing for months now. He wants something different. Dimitri makes it to the corner of the store where no one is standing or looking. He sees a long black robe-like coat that screams out to him. He tries the coat on and finds that it fits him perfect. Putting the hood up, he acts like the Grim Reaper coming back for the men that killed his parents. 
 
   The storeowner says, “Son, I think that coat suits you just fine.”
 
   “How much is it?” Dimitri asks still holding out his hands.
 
   “Four dollars and it’s yours,” The shopkeeper extends his hand. Dimitri drops four dollar coins into the storeowner’s hand and walks outside into the pleasant, sunny day. He hangs the pouch on his side and proceeds down the street back to the orphanage to have lunch with the new boy. Turning the corner he bumps into three people that he has seen before.
 
   “I’m sorry. I wasn’t watching where I was going” Dimitri says as he tries to hurry along.
 
   “Its okay; we were trying to look for someone else ourselves,” Markus says jokingly not paying much attention to Dimitri. David just glances the other way as he peers into another store still searching for Marnina and Wendi. Zebedeo steps aside to let Dimitri pass. Dimitri rushes through as he hangs his head down to avoid making eye contact. Getting about ten feet away from the three men, Zebedeo notices something different about Dimitri and the change pouch on his hip but just nods it off as coincidence.              
 
    
 
    
 
   Wendi and Marnina come out of a store carrying bags of clothes for themselves. They start to walk towards Dimitri with large smiles and laughter barreling out of their mouths. The girls are oblivious to what is about to happen. Marnina looks right pass Dimitri to wave at Zebedeo, David, and Markus to get their attention. Zebedeo sees her hand waving in the air with the bracelet that he gave her for her birthday.
 
   “Hey, boys. I think the girls are over there,” Zebedeo points in their direction and starts walking to them with David and Markus trailing behind him.
 
   Zebedeo, David, and Markus get closer to Marnina and Wendi; and closer to Dimitri. Dimitri stands in front of a fruit stand trying to blend in with the crowd. Zebedeo and David are staring ahead while Markus has his eyes wondering all around, looking at all of the different people. 
 
   Then Markus notices something unusual and questions himself. ‘Why would a person have a change bag that appears to be just like David’s change bag?’ 
 
   Markus taps David on the shoulder to get his attention. 
 
   Pulling David closer to him, Markus asks, “David, what color and shape are your change bag?”
 
   “It’s my favor color, blue, with a gold string that is laced through the top of it holding it closed. Why?” David replies starting to reach for his change bag.
 
   Markus butts in, “Because I think that kid has it.”
 
   David feels for his change bag. “It’s gone! What happened to my change bag? I know I put it right back in the same place every time. It never leaves my side. It’s always there. Maybe I dropped it or maybe it fell off by getting untied…” David tries to figure out what just happened.
 
   “Or maybe someone just stole it and maybe that someone is standing very close to you right this second,” Markus adds and points to Dimitri standing with his back to David and Markus. David watches the boy with the hooded coat walk away with the pouch.
 
   David and Markus wait for the right time to accuse Dimitri of stealing David's pouch. Then, Dimitri takes the change bag off his belt and fishes out some coins to pay for some fresh fruit. David catches sight of his initials that he had Aunt Marnina sew on the side of the change bag. He and Markus were waiting for that clue. They approach the unknown boy to question him about the change bag that he has in his position.
 
   “Excuse me, I was just wondering whose initials are on the side of the exquisite change bag that you have in your hand,” David asks Dimitri. Markus grabs Dimitri's hand carrying the bag. Dimitri tries to resist. 
 
   Markus, trying to be the bad cop, locks eyes with Dimitri, “I think that you owe my brother an apology and some money that you just stole.”
 
   Dimitri wiggles away from Markus’s hold and throws the bag to the ground to buy himself some time. David reaches for the bag as Markus tries to regain his balance. Markus watches Dimitri escape down an alleyway next to the building. David jumps to his feet as Zebedeo, Marnina, and Wendi come strolling up to them.
 
   “What happen? Did you drop your change bag?” Marnina asks not noticing the hatred that appeared on David and Markus’ faces.
 
   “Yes, something like that. I’ll be right back,” David starts to sprint down the alleyway after Dimitri with Markus fast behind him. David and Markus watch Dimitri turn the corner at the end of the alley, barely missing a couple of people unloading a wagon. They are only a couple of seconds behind Dimitri when they make it to the end of the alley. They come to a new street filled with people in their own little worlds. Markus and David glance around, trying to locate Dimitri, but the sea of people cloak him.
 
    
 
   Dimitri stands at a window, peering from the orphanage’s front office. He hears a voice behind him clearing their throat to get his attention.
 
   “Playing hide and go seek with someone?” Mr. Quinn smiles at Dimitri knowing that he is up to no good.
 
   “Something like that,” Dimitri rubs his forehead trying to make himself cooler. “I’m not late am I?”
 
   “No, you’re not, just go freshen up and meet me in the dining room.”
 
   In disbelief, Dimitri stares at his uncle because he is not going to ask any more questions or even scold him. 
 
   “Thanks. I’ll be there in a couple of minutes.”
 
   As Mr. Quinn walks away, Dimitri turns his head and notices David and Markus standing right out front with their backs to the window. Dimitri walks to the other room nonchalantly.
 
    
 
    
 
    “Damn, he just gave us the slip,” Markus yells.
 
   “When I find out just who this guy is, I'm going to…” David punches his hand into his other hand mumbling a few words under his breath.
 
   “You’re going to do what?” Zebedeo asks with Marnina and Wendi standing right next to him with their mouths hanging open after seeing a totally different side to David. 
 
   Marnina speaks up. “I think that it is time to go home and fix dinner before we have any more excitement.”
 
   With that, everybody grabs their things to head home and call it a day. David is the last one to walk away. He has a strange feeling that he was just steps away from the thief. 
 
   Markus yells over his shoulder, “Are you coming?”
 
   “Yes, I’m coming,” David says as he looks at the window to the orphanage’s office and then walks away.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 28
 
   A smile comes to his face when David remembers what happened at his birthday party and how Marnina and Zebedeo had to trick him in order to make it all happen. 
 
   Marnina and Zebedeo secretly planned David’s twentieth birthday party for two weeks. It was tremendously hard to make everything go as planned because David caught them talking about a party a couple of times.
 
   David’s birthday comes, and a little trick needed to be played. David had no idea what was going to happen within the next couple of hours. Marnina was being sneaky about her intentions when she asked David to go into town and get some unique ingredients for dinner. He agreed and left for town on foot. As David walked out of sight Marnina, Zebedeo, Markus, and Wendi all started decorating for the party. Handmade decorations appeared everywhere in the backyard. Tables go up, and food is put on them. 
 
   Wendi turns to Marnina, “Is he coming?”
 
   “He said he would be here,” Marnina replies as she continues to work on the decorations.
 
   “I know, but I don’t see him yet.” Wendi says.
 
   “Don’t worry; he is a man of his word.”
 
   “When is he going to show up?” Zebedeo asks, handing Marnina some rocks to hold the tablecloths down.
 
   “Merlin told me that it was going to be a surprise, and it will be remembered for a long time,” Marnina replies to both Zebedeo and Wendi.
 
   “It’s just about that time because more and more people are showing up. When is David due back?” Wendi asks.
 
   “Anytime now. We better hide everyone before David walks up and we all get busted,” Zebedeo looks up at the sky to survey the sun’s position.
 
   Wendi takes a couple of steps towards the front of the house and is knocked down by an unforeseen force that astounds her. Dazed by the blow from the mysterious object, she tries to regain her breath as she gasps for air. The sun blinds her as it shines around a shadowy figure standing over her. It extends out an arm, reaching to grab her by the shoulder. Wendi screams in terror as it comes closer and closer to her. Her body stiffens up as it shakes in fear of the unknown. Then it touches her with its cold wet fingers as they slowly wrap around her upper arm sending chills down her spine. 
 
   ‘I’m going to die!’ 
 
   Wendi’s hand makes a fist and swings towards the shadow’s head. The shadow lets go of her and freezes her in mid-air.
 
   “Hello there. You must be Wendi; I am Merlin. Can you point me in the direction of a Mr. David Turner?” The shadowy figure speaks up as the smoke from the portal fades away. No one watching can believe what is happening in front of his or her own eyes. 
 
   Markus speaks up. “Mr. Merlin, sir, I… we… hum… he… is not here ye. We sent him on an errand into town, and he is not back yet,” Markus puts out his hand to shake Merlin’s hand. Merlin shakes hands with Markus.
 
   “Markus, if I remember right you, are David’s brother, younger brother I do believe. I deeply apologize for the interruption that I have made to your little party for Mr. David, young David.” 
 
   Merlin waves his hand and Wendi falls to the ground. Before anyone could say more, they hear the sound of footsteps coming around from the front of the house. Merlin thinks fast and makes everyone in the backyard disappear by turning them invisible, including all of the decorations. David strolls into an empty backyard.
 
   “Where is everyone now?” David says as he glances at the empty house and backyard. He walks into the middle of the backyard, scratching his head.
 
   Everyone yells surprise! David falls over due to the shock. Some people start to laugh aloud as other people gasp. 
 
   Merlin strolls up to David, puts out his hand to help him up, “Happy twentieth Birthday!” 
 
   David faints.
 
   After a couple of minutes, David comes to and realizes that Merlin is one of the many people standing over him waiting for him to wake up. David stands up and shakes Merlin’s hand to thank him for coming to his twentieth party. Everyone chuckles as David is shocked by how many people have shown up. His older brothers, Dave and Gale, and his older sisters, Sara and Joanne, have all created small families of their own. There are people from town that knew Lardeo family. Everyone has an enjoyable time playing games, talking, and eating until dusk. People start to bid everyone else good-bye and leave to go home. A couple of people stick around to talk and hang out until the sun comes up.
 
   “It looks as if everyone has had all the fun that one can have,” Markus says, standing next to Merlin and David, sipping on a fruity iced down drink. Wendi comes over holding one of the last sandwiches made for the party.
 
   “Do either of you want this?”
 
   “I would love to have it; if that is okay with you two?” Merlin inquires about the sandwich.
 
   “I’m not very hungry,” David says rubbing his belly.
 
   “Neither am I,” Markus adds.
 
   “I guess you are the winner of a new ham and turkey sandwich,” Wendi tosses the sandwich to Merlin as he smiles back at her. He unwraps the sandwich and takes a bite just before David starts asking all the questions he ever wanted to know.
 
   “How old are you? Where do you come from? Why are you all alone all the time? Do you have parents like me? Who are your parents? How long have you been doing magic? Can you time travel?”
 
   “I am 5,000 years old. I do not remember where I came from, due to the fact I have no idea whom my parents are. There was a couple that raised me from the time I was a baby to when I became a young man, and then time started to slow down for me. I do not age like everyone else. I have been doing magic ever since I can remember, and I think that is why I do not age like everyone else. Yes. I can time travel, but that is a whole different story that is too long right now,” Merlin stopping to take a couple of more bites of his almost finished sandwich.
 
   Markus signals David to ask the question that has been on both their minds. David shakes his head and Markus nods back to him.
 
   “What else would you like to ask me?” Merlin says with a little grin at David.
 
   “Well I, ah, would like to ask if you take on any apprentices. Like maybe a young man that finds you very interesting and loves everything that you do?” David finally gets it out.
 
   “No, I am very sorry, but I do not. There is only one of me, and there is a good reason for that. Which I cannot tell you. Ever. I am very sorry,” Merlin tries to lets David down gently but it begins to back fire on him.
 
   “You mean I’m not someone that you would be willing to train in the art of magic? Or am I just not a magic type of person?” David says sarcastically.
 
   Markus figures it out and comes to Merlin’s defense, “What he is trying to say is he is very special, and he cannot teach you anything that could be taught to an ordinary person.”
 
   All this information hits David like a ton of rocks because he realizes that he is a normal person and nothing can change that. David feels depressed and heartbroken. His idol just crushed his dreams.
 
   Merlin knows it is time to leave, as the moon is the only thing lighting the now dark backyard. 
 
   “I bid you a good night.” 
 
   Merlin takes a couple of steps forward and disappears in a cloud of smoke. David and Markus head off to bed.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 29
 
   There was a white door to the far end of the room. Dimitri glances over at Belial as he points to the door and asks. “Where does that go?”
 
   “I don't know. This is your soul not mine,” Belial replies as he looks around at all of the pictures hanging on the many walls.
 
   Dimitri stands in front of the white door with his hand inches away from the knob. An angry feeling comes over him as he turns the knob. A room of mirrors is what is waiting for Dimitri behind the door. Thirteen mirrors wrapped around in a circle to form a tridecagon with the last mirror on the back of the white door. Dimitri and Belial walk into the middle of the room, looking into every mirror but not seeing their reflections.
 
   “I have never seen anything like this before,” Belial stares into a mirror.
 
   “Is this part of my soul?” Dimitri asks.
 
   “It has to be,” Belial replies.
 
   “Long time no see. I haven't seen you since that day you and me decided to steal from that rich boy,” a stranger’s voice says echoing throughout the room.
 
   “Who said that?” Dimitri spins around searching for a face to the voice.
 
   “You don't remember me do you? You created me on that very day. You have created a lot of us over the years. Different individuals for different situations that you, Dimitri, experienced throughout the years. I just figured that I should speak up first because we had such a great relationship in the past,” the stranger’s voice answers Dimitri.
 
   “How many are you?” Dimitri says aloud.
 
   “There are thirteen of us, and the oldest is the youngest,” a woman's voice replies.
 
   “This is getting deep. What kind of life have you had in the past?” Belial asks Dimitri.
 
   “A very rocky past created me. My name is Jack, and the first to speak up was Edward. The woman is Julie, who took care of you after your stepmother died. You have nine other people or monsters within these mirrors waiting for you to talk to them,” Jack makes himself seen to Dimitri and Belial in the mirror behind them.
 
   “There are thirteen of you. So where is the thirteenth? Jack only told me about twelve,” Dimitri walks up to Jack’s mirror and stares him in the face.
 
   “The thirteenth person does not want to show himself to you because he is scared of you. Personally, I don't blame him.” Jack glares deep into Dimitri's eyes.
 
   Edward comes forward behind Dimitri in another mirror with Julie beside him in the mirror to his right.
 
   “Why are you here with this demon?” Edward asks.
 
   “The important question would be: how did you get here in the first place?” Julie asks Dimitri.
 
   “This is Belial, and yes, he is a demon. He is my judge and told me that if I make it past this test that I will go to heaven. We have to work together so we can go to heaven,” Dimitri says to the three that he and Belial can see.
 
   The dark parts of Dimitri soul turn nine mirrors to black obsidian stone and shout out, “You will never go to heaven! You will die here with us!”
 
   Four mirrors remain untouched by the dark, demonic parts of Dimitri’s soul. These four mirrors form a triangle that Dimitri and Belial are standing in the middle of it. The last empty mirror on the back of the door slowly turns to jade. Julie's mirror starts to change to amethyst while Edward's mirror changes to snowflake obsidian. Jack's mirror does not change and stays with Dimitri and Belial, watching to see what they will do next.
 
   “Dimitri, I think that this is going to get even worse. You need to end this quickly before anything bad happens,” Belial tells Dimitri as he looks at Jack. Dimitri just looks straight at the mirror that turned to jade. 
 
   Dimitri thinks to himself, 'Why is that mirror so different than the others? And why did it not show me the last and final thirteenth piece of my soul? Is that the most powerful and indispensable part of my soul?’
 
   “You best get ready for the hardest thing that you will ever face in your present or past life,” Jack stares at Dimitri. “Here it comes.”
 
   Hands and feet start to merge from the black obsidian mirrors. Nine creatures now slowly pace around Dimitri and Belial snarling, clawing, and taunting them. Each of the creatures has a different number branded on their body. Number one stops in front of Dimitri and talks to him while the other eight continue to circle them.
 
   “You locked us away when you decided to repent for what you started. We didn't like that too much. We like to come out and play. We like to have fun with other people. So why did you lock us up?” 
 
   “I remember that I made you. A personal monster specially made for each person that killed my father and stepmother. But I was wrong for doing so. Nobody should be punished for what they did by a human being when there is a higher power at work at all times molding everyone and everything. I am sorry for making you all. But I guess since I made you that I must unmake you,” Dimitri stares into the darkness of the monster that is part of his soul.
 
   “You will not win! You will perish here because I know something that you forgot. You forgot that two of the parts of your soul are almost as bad as me and the other dark parts. The other part is a motherly figure that will not fight anyone or anything due to the fact its soul purposes is to protect you and to take care of you.”
 
   “That is what I'm counting on," Dimitri holds his hands up to the ceiling. "Jack, Edward, and Julie join with me! We shall overcome this darkness that is in my soul.” 
 
   The three mirrors that are holding Jack, Edward, and Julie crack and fall to the floor as the pieces of their souls fly out to combine with Dimitri. Dimitri becomes more whole as he watches the nine dark pieces of his soul combine into three different monsters.
 
   “I'll be right over there while you take care of this problem,” Belial backs over to the last mirror that still has not revealed itself yet.
 
   “Dimitri, we are going to destroy you!” The three dark monsters say in unison.
 
   “Bring it on,” Dimitri whispers beneath his breath and hears in his head. 'Let's do this.'
 
   The three monsters circle Dimitri changing their form and shape becoming smaller or larger, adjusting themselves to the different pieces that they're made out of. One monster becomes large and bulky as its body becomes more muscular, taking on the raw strength that is hidden within Dimitri. The next monster becomes tall, thin, and fluid-like as its arms and legs swim through water freely like a bird flying through the air. This monster laughs as it looks at Dimitri making silly faces at him. The last monster stops in front of a black obsidian mirror that has joined together with two other mirrors. Slipping back into the mirror, the last monster's body becomes black with gold lines outlining the different shapes of puzzle pieces that make up it's ghostly figure. It stands on the other side of the mirror watching the other two monsters circle.
 
   Energy surges throughout Dimitri's body as he readies for the fight of his life. Jack, Edward, and Julie watch through Dimitri's eyes as the monsters taunt him. Jack and Edward tell Julie that they will take care of these two monsters and that it will be no problem. Julie curtsies to them then backs away. Dimitri smiles at the bigger, stronger monster then yells at the top of his lungs as he charges at him. His fist makes contact with the head of the large monster and the hard, leathery skin of it’s face. His fist slides off, and Dimitri loses his balance but regains it as he swings his opposite fist at the other monster. The fluid-like monster dodges Dimitri's fist and laughs at him as he falls into one of the mirrors. Looking up, Dimitri see the large hand reaching down to grab his head. He swings his arm and knocks the monster's hand away only to be caught by the fluid-like monster's open hand, waiting for him to mess up. Dimitri's body is yanked up like a puppet on strings.
 
   ‘Are you three done getting your butts handed to you?’ Julie asks Jack, Edward, and Dimitri. 'Because if you are then I would love to show you how it’s done.’
 
   Julie takes over Dimitri's body and begins to dance. Shaking free from the fluid-like monsters grasp, Dimitri jumps in front of the bigger monster. The fluid-like monster swings its fist at the back of Dimitri's head. Dimitri curtsies to the two monsters as one punches the other one. Dimitri dances around the two monsters for the next five minutes making them hit and tear each other apart. The tears on their skin stay open to show miniature three-dimensional puzzle pieces on the inside of their bodies. In between the puzzle pieces are golden lines outlining the different shapes that make up the innards of each monster. The puzzle pieces joints shake and pull at themselves with each blow. The stronger monster falls to the floor with a thunderous thud and lies there in antagonizing pain.
 
   Dimitri cannot believe that he is winning this fight, and he hasn't thrown a punch for about five minutes now. 
 
   'See, you guys just needed to trust a girl every once in a while.’ Julie says just before she gives the final blow.
 
   The fluid-like monster stands waving back and forth as it seems to run out of steam. It lifts up its claw to point at Dimitri as if it were calling for one last dance. Dimitri nods his head and walks towards this monster knowing that this is the end. The monster takes two steps forward as Dimitri walks with his hand out waiting for the other hand to lead. Looking down at the larger monster dying, Dimitri sees that its hand is trying to move to catch his feet and trap him. Dimitri smiles down at the larger monster then smiles at the monster standing in front of him now. After swinging its arm at Dimitri and missing, a look of fear comes over the fluid-like monsters face as Dimitri catches its hand. Dimitri spins around to put his back into the chest of the fluid-like monster and flips it over his back. The stronger monster’s arm pierces the fluid-like monster’s chest as it is flipped onto the other monster. It explodes into millions of tiny puzzle pieces that fill the room. Dimitri touches the stronger monster to see what happened to it after being hit by the other monster's body. Crumbs to the floor with millions of puzzle pieces rolling away from it.
 
   Dimitri stands up and looks to Belial. Belial looks back at him and shrugs his shoulders. They both stand in disbelief the pieces are sucked into the black obsidian mirror like a black hole. The two monsters’ mirrors disappear.
 
   A ghostly hand appears from the black obsidian mirror as it reaches for Dimitri. Its fingers wave back and forth as the arm that is attached to the hand becomes more visible. A foot then a leg steps into the room with Dimitri and Belial watching and waiting to see what is to come out next. The limbs are black with gold outlines of puzzle pieces covering its skin. A dark featureless face comes through the obsidian mirror and begins to speak.
 
   “I have been waiting for this to happen for a long time now. Do you think that you are all kindness and light? Let me tell you just a little something about your inner soul. It is I, a dark, hollow, nothingness waiting to be unleashed on the world so it may destroy it and all the good that is in it. Oh yes! You are an evil little person deep down that loves sadomasochism. You are the beginning of chaos. Welcome home Dimitri.”
 
   “What is your name?” Dimitri asks.
 
   “You already know my name. You named me a long time ago. Have you forgotten? Have you forgotten me? Or have you locked me away to try to forget all my greatness. I will tell you my name, but then we shall finish what we have started. Agreed?”
 
   “I agree to nothing. Say your name.” Dimitri replies.
 
   “Draven is my name because it has a hollow meaning. Thank you Dimitri for naming unadulterated chaos.” Draven bows to Dimitri.
 
   “Now I must destroy what I have created. Prepare for your destruction, Draven!” Dimitri takes a fighting stance.
 
   “You think that you can destroy me? By what means do you think you can accomplish this? By ripping me apart? How about un-thinking me? You are as dumb as you look. I had been created long before you have existed and even longer before the anyone else, too. There is only one that can destroy me, and that one is too weak to do so now. Go right ahead and take your best shot,” Draven waves his hand in a fighting motion.
 
   Belial watches Dimitri dash straight towards Draven and swings. His hands land in Draven’s chest. They sink into the golden outline black puzzle pieces until only three inches above his wrists show. Unable to move, Dimitri tries to free himself by putting a knee against Draven’s hip, but his leg only sinks into Draven’s hip. Draven laughs as his hands rest on Dimitri’s shoulders.
 
   “This might hurt a little bit.”
 
   Dimitri's skin opens as if 10,000 razors have cut to reveal what is underneath. Dimitri is hollow on the inside. Draven's body is beginning to disassemble itself, slipping through the cuts on Dimitri’s skin and into his hollow body. Dimitri’s body becomes darker with every puzzle piece that enters. The last puzzle piece enters Dimitri’s mouth as he falls to the floor. The cuts on his body seal up and glow gold while changing into different puzzle pieces shapes and sizes. Putting his legs under himself, Dimitri slowly stands with his back to Belial. Dimitri lets out a giant roar and stretches out his arms. When Dimitri turns to face Belial, the demon sees a face that he fears. Eyeless sockets, black with golden swirls, stare straight at Belial with insane hatred. Black golden hair hides half of Dimitri’s face with the rest going everywhere it wants to. His mouth is distorted by golden fangs hanging as a low laughter falls out. His body twitches this way and that as he steps closer and closer to the jade mirror.
 
   “It is time! Time to end this! Time to take over this hollow body, and give it the soul it has been wanting and waiting for. For so long that it has forgotten what it was made for,” Dark Dimitri points at the jade mirror talking to somebody that Belial cannot see or hear.
 
   “You will not leave this room. This room will be your prison, and I will never give up on keeping you here. You are the one that shall die here, not me,” A child's voice echoes throughout the room, making Dark Dimitri angrier.
 
   “Why do you play these games with me? Come and face me! Face your destruction as I rip you apart to join the last pieces of my soul together,” Dark Dimitri puts both hands on the jade mirror. His voice lowers to a whisper, “Come out, come out, where ever you are.”
 
   A child slowly appears in the jade stone mirror looking deep into Dark Dimitri's eyes, “You shall never pass. I will never let you out of this room. You are something that has been created by a lost soul. I wished I never created you. I will die before I ever let you out.” 
 
   Two hands stretch out from the jade mirror and grab Dark Dimitri to pull him into the jade mirror.
 
   “It’s not going to be that easy child,” Dark Dimitri grabs the arms and pulls him out of the mirror into the room.
 
   Belial sees a child lying on the floor face down with his back to him. The child turns his head to look at Belial, and he sees a young Dimitri who cannot be more than six years old. Dark Dimitri grabs the child by the hair and pulls him to his feet. As psychotic laughter fills the cold room, Belial watches the child-created demonic soul torture its innocent child's soul. Belial stands there debating whether to interfere. Nothing like this ever happened when he led someone to see inside their own soul. Dark Dimitri throws young Dimitri across the room, making his body slam into the obsidian mirror. A whimper comes out of the child’s mouth as he hits the floor. Dark Dimitri races over to kick and stomp him, and he laughs. Young Dimitri cries for help as his little body becomes weaker and weaker with each hit.
 
   'I am not going to let this happen,' Belial thinks to himself. 
 
   As he charges Dark Dimitri, Belial transforms into his demonic form pulling out his claws to dig them into dark Dimitri's back. Dark Dimitri continues to laugh as he stomps not noticing what is coming up behind him. Belial is a foot away from dark Dimitri's back when he moves out of the way, letting Belial's claws smash into the black obsidian mirror. Cracking sounds and demonic screams echo throughout the room, as Belial slams into the obsidian mirror. Dark Dimitri puts his knee in Belial's back and grips his wings, trying to rip them off. Screams and tearing sounds come from Belial. Young Dimitri crawls out from under Belial standing up to face the other two. Chanting fills the room as young Dimitri moves his hands around in circles creating a white glowing ball in front of him. Dark Dimitri glances at young Dimitri in time to see a white burst hit him knocking him off Belial.
 
   “Get off of him! I will not let you hurt Belial!” young Dimitri stands, panting, trying to regain his strength as his right arm is glowing gold along the outlines of the different puzzle pieces that make up his body. The soul blast took a lot out of him, but he knows that this will not be the last.
 
   Belial falls over a couple of times as he tries to stand up. Young Dimitri rushes to help Belial, keeping a close eye on Dark Dimitri. Dark Dimitri brushes himself off and stands up as he begins to laugh again. Blood leaks from the tears in Belial’s skin around his wings. Belial knows what he must do to win this battle. Young Dimitri glances at Belial and nods his head to confirm that he is ready. Dark Dimitri waves his hand to taunt them. Belial and young Dimitri charge Dark Dimitri knowing this could be the end.
 
   Dark Dimitri slips between the two, grabbing their hands to twist their arms together and make them collide together. Belial falls back as he watches Dark Dimitri flip young Dimitri around like a rag doll. Young Dimitri gains his balance for a split second and punches Dark Dimitri in the gut, cracking his outer shell. Flowing throughout the inside Dark Dimitri’s body is different colored puzzle pieces that are the lifeblood to Dark Dimitri’s soul. Dark Dimitri screams in pain as young Dimitri puts his hand inside the hole and Dark Dimitri’s lifeblood flows out. Belial shakes off the blow to his head to see what young Dimitri is doing. Young Dimitri looks over at his jade mirror and commands the door to open.
 
   “Thank you for all that you have done, Belial. Now you must leave, but remember me. Remember what has happened here and who I was in the end. Go now before it is too late,” Young Dimitri smiles at Belial.
 
   Belial stumbles out of the mirrored room into the picture room. The pictures hanging on the walls are torn or empty. The room is a shell of its former glory. Only twenty-three feet separate Belial from freedom. Belial begins to feel faint with every step that he takes. A weak hand grabs his shoulder seven feet away from the exit door causing Belial to turn. Dark Dimitri stands in front of Belial with tears all over his skin showing the puzzle pieces within him.
 
   “You will not…” Dark Dimitri mumbles.
 
   Young Dimitri appears from nowhere and pushes Belial out of the room into the emptiness that brought the both of them there. Belial turns and looks to see young Dimitri tearing into Dark Dimitri’s chest with his fingers. Thousands of puzzle pieces burst everywhere as Dark Dimitri crumbles. Small pieces speckle young Dimitri. 
 
   The child stands at the door facing Belial.
 
   “Remember what happened here and what you saw. Good-bye, my friend, for my time is up,” Young Dimitri falls apart. The doorway becomes black and fades away.
 
   Belial sits with his head in his hands as his blood seeps from around his wing sockets. He cries because an innocent child just gave up his soul to save his damned, demon soul.
 
   


  
 



Chapter Zero One
 
   “There are different planes of existence just as there are different souls. Each soul is unique in its own way. Some are strong while others are frayed and ready to fall apart at any time. Nevertheless, each soul has a purpose, a goal it must achieve before it gets to go onto the next level. A soul can be strengthened over time or can be shattered into millions of pieces, drifting in the void of existence. Sometimes these pieces of souls can bump into each other and combine to make larger pieces of a new soul. If enough pieces combine, a new soul is born, NOT by man and women, or by an Angel or demon or Djinn, or even Me. This soul is a lost soul that must find its place on its own or be destroyed by a higher power. Sometimes I step in to undo what occurred accidentally, and sometimes I sit back to see what will happen.” 
 
    
 
   God
 
   


 
   
  
 

Section Two: The Deal
 
   


  
 



Chapter 30
 
   On David's twentieth birthday, he decides to go fishing by himself. He remembers when he and his family would go to the river to have a picnic and before everything happened,. His father would help him and his brothers set up their fishing poles. Sometimes, the worm jumped off the hook and scared one of his older brothers. David knew that they were always playing around. In the past, he and his older brothers would take a couple of worms and scare their sisters. David's mother would spread out the picnic blanket then set up lunch for everyone. His father built a campfire to cook the day's catch. If he and his brothers were tried of fishing, they played games along the side of the river's grassy bank.
 
   David sat on the same grassy bank he use to as a child wishing that he was back with his family. He stares into the great void of his past imagining his father and mother playing with him, his sister, and brothers.
 
   A swirling white light, shaped as a cube with a figure hidden within it, appears across the river. The cube slowly disappears. Snow starts falling, covering the ground around it. A hooded figure shakes off the snow covering his cloak. Two hands pull back the hood to reveal a face hard to make out from across the river. The figure looks down at the snow-covered ground and shakes its head. David watches the figure walk around, as it looks puzzled to its situation. The figure does not notice David sitting on the bank of the river across from where it is standing.
 
   David wonders if he should speak up or not. Then David notices that he has a bite and might have a fish. He slowly pulls back on the pole trying not to disturb the figure’s concentration. He slowly reels in the fish but it fights back and makes a splash in the water, alerting the figure to David’s present. The figure turns its head looking straight at David, and the fish then disappears before David's eyes.
 
   “Where did that person go?” David looks around while pulling the fish closer.
 
   “I think that you mean: Where did who go?”
 
   David turns around to see Merlin standing right behind him. They both smile at each other. The fish flops around some more then tries to get away from David's fishing pole.
 
   “Do you need some help with that fish?” Merlin points at the fish flopping around on the fishing pole.
 
   “Only if you can get it to the campfire over there,” David nods his head backwards.
 
   “Sure, no problem,” Merlin says with a smile. He holds out one of his hands and creates a force field around the fish. The fish stops moving and becomes calm. Merlin walks over to the campfire and sets the fish down beside it. David stands next to Merlin in awe.
 
   “Would you care to stay for lunch? I have two fish now, and I would be more than happy for the company,” David points at the other fish hidden in the basket.
 
   “Sure, I would love too. I just got back from a long trip, and I am famished,” Merlin rubs his stomach.
 
   Over the next hour David and Merlin talk about everything and nothing at the sametime. One question that David is dying to ask Merlin again. The two become quite as the conversation dies down and both stare deeply into the fire.
 
   David breaks the silence, “Can I come live with you? I really do not have anywhere else to go. I promise that I will not be any bother to you. I will keep your home clean. Please let me stay with you!”
 
   “I am sorry, but I cannot take you in. No one has been to my island or my house. I am very sorry, but the answer is no.” Merlin says with a heavy heart at not being able to tell him why.
 
   “Then let me be your apprentice,” David tries a different angle.
 
   “I cannot do that either. Like I told you before, there is only one of me, and there is a very good reason for that,” Merlin knows that he must leave now. He bids David farewell and disappears. David is left a campfire to look up at the clouds, guessing which one looks like what shape.
 
   A couple of hours later, the fire dies down and night sets in. David gathers his belongings and heads back to the neighbor’s home where he is staying. 
 
   Thinking about the conversation with Merlin, David wonders, ‘What is he hiding? So he is a grand wizard. So what? Something is not right.’
 
   A thunderous crash in front of David shakes the trees around him. Excitement and fear race throughout his body. David stops in his tracks as he looks ahead to see anything unusual. A faint, fiery glow appears through the dark forest where the crashing noise came from. David rushes to the spot thinking that someone is in trouble. He finds something he was not ready for. It is a fallen phoenix. David freezes at the sight of it. The phoenix lies dying looking back at David with its helpless eyes. David carefully walks over to the phoenix and kneels next to it. 
 
   David rambles as he glazes into the phoenix’s eyes as it becomes hard to look away.
 
   “You lie here dying in front of me as I sit here slowly dying on the inside in front of you. I wish you could talk. I wish that you could tell me about what it is like to fly, to soar above all the suffering. I wish that you could regenerate me and heal all of the scars that plague me now. Yes, I have heard that phoenix's tears and blood could heal. You are lucky to be reborn from the fire. I died a little bit in a fire, only to wake up in a nightmare. It would be so fun to go places that you have gone. Your life is so much better than mine because you are free.” 
 
   David reaches down not caring about the flames coming from the phoenix's wings. He holds that phoenix close to him as he starts to cry remembering everything that has happened to him in his own life up to now. 
 
   “I would love to join with you so we can be one.” 
 
   With that last word, the phoenix looks up at David and winks.
 
   David and the phoenix rise into the air. A whirling wind begins to create a funnel underneath them and lifts them up higher. The funnel becomes a class five twister that has lighting shooting out from it. As David watches the twister, he and the phoenix unite into a new dimension. Their actions do not distress any of the countryside around them. The phoenix becomes ashes that disappear in the twister. David looks at his hand and arm as they begin to glow. Tiny puzzle pieces form all over his body. Some are black; some are white; some are red, but all have golden lines separating the pieces from each other. David sees a golden phoenix with silver outlined puzzle-like pieces forming all over its body in front of him. David hears a voice say. 
 
   “We shall become one.” 
 
   Then he feels his soul tearing into puzzle pieces. David looks down and sees himself still holding the phoenix in his arms. He notices that there are pieces arranged from largest to smallest and some in between. Each piece of David's soul is joining with a piece from the phoenix's soul to create a new multi-colored piece. Then the new pieces begin to reassemble themselves to create a new David and phoenix soul. The last thing that David sees before blacking out is a knight with phoenix wings.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 31
 
   “Water get me hot water! And lots of it now!” Nicklaus Turner screams at the top of his lungs. His wife, Halie, is lying in their elaborate bed breathing heavily with her doctor holding her wrist as he checks her pulse.
 
   The bedroom is filled with over-sized cabinets and dressers, overflow with warm clothing from local shops, gifts from their first wedding anniversary. Their home is filled with presents from their many friends and some of the businesses they help every day.
 
   Bijou, the maid, has been with the Turner family since their first child was born. Paddington, the butler, came into their family two months after the second child was born. Both would do anything for the Tuner family.
 
   Bijou and Paddington rush out into the hallway and race towards the kitchen. Turning the corner, Paddington barely misses the midwife, Engla. She is carrying a pot of hot water and heading back to the bedroom.
 
   “There is more heating on the stove,” Engla yells back at the two as she rushes into the bedroom. 
 
   Upon entering, she asks the doctor and Nicklaus, “How is she doing?”
 
   “She is holding up pretty good,” Nicklaus Turner replies.
 
   “It is almost time,” Doctor Markram says.
 
   Halie lets out a sigh and starts to shed tears of joy for the birth of another Turner. 
 
   Contractions start again followed by a shriek loud enough to startle their kids playing in the backyard.
 
   “This will be your fifth child?” Doctor Markram asks Nicklaus.
 
   “Yes, it will be! It doesn't look very good now because she has been bedridden for almost the entire pregnancy. It has been an up and down ride this time. But I am not worried because God is on our side,” He puts a warm, damp towel on his wife's head and kisses her cheek.
 
   The housekeeper and butler enter with towels draped over each of their shoulders. They race into the room with a couple of pots of hot water. The housekeeper nods at the butler in confirmation that they have not forgotten anything.
 
   Standing and watching, invisible to the human eye, the Archangel Elijah waits for the birth of this new baby.
 
   Engla announces, “Doctor, it is time. I can see the baby's head starting to poke through.”
 
   “Good! Let's have another safe delivery,” The doctor turns his head at Halie. “Are you ready?” 
 
   Halie nods her head as a tear runs down her cheek. 'This is just like my first-born child. God this hurts.’
 
   Engla looks up at Halie, “Now, dear, every time that you feel one of those contractions coming on I want you to push with all of your might. Take all that pain and concentrate on pushing this baby out.” 
 
   Halie nods her head at Engla as she starts to breathe faster. Revving herself up for the part of being pregnant she hates. Nicklaus bends over and kisses his wife's forehead.
 
   “I love you and always will,” whispers in her ear. Her breathing gets heavier than she lets out a scream.
 
   “Good, now push with all of your might,” Doctor Markram says.
 
   Halie screams.
 
   “Good. Now another,” Engla yells.
 
   ‘God give me the strength and please let this be a healthy baby,’ Halie prays in her head.
 
   “Here we go,” the words fall out of Halie’s mouth.
 
   “You are doing great. The head is almost out. One more good push and we will have a healthy baby,” Engla replies.
 
   'This hurts like hell!' Halie thinks.
 
   “You’re doing great; I love you, just a bit more...” Nicklaus squeezes her hand. Halie is exhausted and on the verge of passing out. With one final push, Halie and Nicklaus hear the sweet sound of a baby’s cries.
 
   “Congratulations! You have a new baby boy!” Engla tells the proud new parents. “What is his name?”
 
   “David,” Nicklaus replies as he reaches down to pick up his new baby boy. Halie’s legs collapse on to the bed like Jell-O. Nicklaus brings David over to meet his mother for the first time.
 
   “See that lovely young woman laying right there. That is your mother. She is very happy to see you as so your bothers and sisters. You are the fifth child that we have, and I think that you are the cutest one yet.”
 
   “Nicklaus, please don’t give him a complex just yet. He hasn’t been in the world for more than a couple of minutes,” She reaches for David to hold him for the first time. “Come to Mommy.”
 
   “Baby boy, David Turner, born at 08:08 p.m., on the night of the sixth, a Saturday, in the year 1500. You got that Engla?” Doctor Markram says.
 
   Engla writes the information down, “Yes.”
 
   Archangel Elijah looks David over, ‘Maybe, we will just have to wait and see.’ 
 
   Then she vanishes with no one knowing that she was even there.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 32
 
   Black and blue striped puzzle pieces float through the void, bumping into floating stones with spirits chained to them. Blood red pieces float in the same direction as the black and blue striped ones. A few stray white puzzle pieces bump into the black and blue striped ones. Those pieces combine to form substantially larger, multi-colored pieces. The bigger pieces bump into the blood red puzzle pieces and golden sparks fly off the even bigger piece. The multi-colored blob acts like a magnet. More pieces are drawn closer as it becomes stronger and larger. One of the last parts to join this new soul is a deformed black ball with golden lines. A sphere is formed around the chunky puzzle piece blob. It is semi-transparent with golden lines keeping it together. A figure begins to form within the sphere as hands and feet are seen first. Legs and arms are formed with the body. The head comes last as the soul becomes whole. Red eyes peer out from within the sphere to see the world they are born into. The new soul's skin hardens, and it becomes aware of its surroundings. Moving its hands, it breaks out of the transparent sphere and braces its feet against the other side of the sphere. The transparent sphere shreds apart to release the new soul.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 33
 
   The new soul arrives on earth in a dense part of the woods near a lake. It drifts over to the lake. It sees its reflection shimmering back in the water. The new soul leans closer to make out what it looks like. It only sees two red eyes from a shadowy figure glaring back. The dark figure walks along the riverbank taking in all that its eyes can see. It comes to a clearing with a sandy beach and an old man in a black robe sitting on a log gazing up at the sky. The dark figure floats within five yards of this old man. The old man pays no attention to this shadowy figure that is watching him. He just sits there staring up at the sky watching all the clouds change shape and float by.
 
   “Pretty aren't they? I especially like that one right there because it reminds me of a little white rabbit hurrying along,” the old man says out loud.
 
   The evil spirit moves closer to him, wanting the old man to talk some more. Floating motionlessly, its red eyes peer through the old man’s face as it waits for him to speak.
 
   “I'm sorry I did not introduce myself. My name is Donald, and I am a wizard for the great king. That is why I can see and talk to you.” Donald turns to look at what the spirit. “So, you are a lost soul? I have heard of your kind before but not for a very long time. You are wondering what this is place and why are you here. Well I can answer one of those right now. This place is called Cardoon Forest, and it is the backyard of the mystical castle of Griddoff.”
 
   The dark figure nods and floats closer to Donald. Donald stands up and walks to the edge of the riverbank. He looks one way then the other to make sure that it is just the two of them. Donald turns around and faces the dark figure.
 
   “Do you know how to speak?”
 
   The dark figure shrugs its shoulders and shakes its head.
 
   “Don't worry. It shall come to you in time. I wish I could remember the spell to give you your speech back, but I am getting to old to do much of anything,” Donald rubs his head.
 
   The dark figure cocks its head to one side and copies Donald. Donald stops and the dark figure stops. Donald puts both of his hands in the air. The dark figure repeats it.
 
   “You are a very quick learner. I am very impressed. I think you should come home with me. I have not had many guests over the last couple of years. It would be nice to talk to someone,” Donald walks in the direction of the castle with the dark figure trailing slowly behind him.
 
   They arrive at the castle shortly after dusk. Donald walks up to his study and stops in front of the door.
 
   “Hubert the Magnificent.”
 
   The door unlocks and opens. They walk into Donald's study. Donald waves his hand and the door closes.
 
   “The code word was an old nickname, a running gag with the other wizards back when I was just a young boy. They would call me that and try to tease me all the time, but I just kept my head down and studied all the time learning new spells, incantations, and potions. Well, you get the idea.” 
 
   Donald sits down on his chair by the window overlooking the courtyard and the riverbed they just came from. He motions the dark figure to do the same thing in a nearby chair. 
 
   Donald continues to rattle on, “There was a time that I got into a little bit of trouble with the local gang of wizards. They chased me down an alleyway and backed me into a corner. What they didn't know was that I just completed the last of the final book ever written and memorized it all,” Donald begins to laugh. “You should have seen their faces when I changed the first boy into pig. I thought it was only fitting for someone of his size.” 
 
   Donald laughs harder, and the dark figure begins to do the same. 
 
   “I turned all of those boys into some kind of animal. After the last boy had changed, I walked right past them singing. I never heard from them again.”
 
   The dark figure smiles at Donald with a friendly face. Donald sticks out his hand and motions for the dark figure to do the same.
 
   “Ha, he, he, h, h, Hi mmmy nnname isss Dev.... van, Devan.” The dark figure begins to speak. Donald is stunned by how fast it is learning. “I, I, I remem...ber mag....ic, magic words.”
 
   Donald leaps from his chair as he is ready for anything. The dark figure continues to speak.
 
   “I call upon the dead souls of the past, present, future. The souls that have no voice, the body that can not rest. I call upon you, lost souls, to help me with this spell. Take this man's soul and leave me his magic and body so I may do your bidding”
 
   Donald immediately chants a counter spell. He waves his hands to create a shield around himself and watches every move that the dark figure makes.
 
   “That will not help you, old man. Pieces of my soul command me to do this. These pieces are more powerful and older than you can ever imagine,” Devan floats towards Donald and reaches towards him. Their eyes lock, never looking away for a second. Donald hears the pounding of his heart echoing against the walls of his chest. Devan's hands tear open his shield. Grabbing Donald by the throat, Devan begins to cast the last spell.
 
   “Donald your body is strong, but your soul is weak. I shall release you to free from this body to die in another plane of existence. Don't worry, old man, this will be over before you know it.  Then I shall do the bidding of the souls of the dead as they command me to do.” 
 
   Devan puts one hand to the sky while the other still holds Donald's throat. 
 
   “By Death's hand, I extract your soul from your body, along with your magic, and replaced it with my soul. Let the pieces of your soul tear apart and your magic shall remain with me, trapping you to the soulless wastelands. You shall exist on this plane no more. Never to be made whole again.”
 
   Donald's skin slash open with cuts and rips covering his body. Three-dimensional puzzle pieces begin to leak out. The warmth drains from his eyes and turns to blackness. The smell of burning flesh fills the air and spills out windows to cloud the air of the castle. Two guards walking by the door in the outer chamber become ill from the stench. One of the guards notices where the smell is coming from and knocks on the door. Devan knows that he has only minutes before they come barging in. His dark figure breaks into a thousand pieces and slips into Donald's body. As the cuts and rips seal up, Devan concentrates so he can change his appearance. The guards pound on the door yelling into the room.
 
   “Is everything all right in there, Donald?”
 
   The door magically opens for the guards to enter. They find the body of the wizard floating about the floor spinning around in circles. Golden black light surrounds the body as it changes before the two men. The guards tremble in fear, too frightened to move. The wizard's body descends to the floor to land feet first. Devan's hands come to rest on the sides of his new body. A hood covers his face and head, not allowing anyone to see him. 
 
   One guard pulls out his sword, “Who are you and what happened to Donald the wizard?”
 
   “You may call me Devan Doyle Tzalmon. Donald left me in charge due to his recent illness. He will not be coming back for a long time.” 
 
   Devan turns to face the two guards, holding out each of his hands in front of him as if begging for help. “But for right now I need some practice with this new body. Will you two assist me?”
 
   Devan notices a suit of armor standing up in a corner behind the two guards. He chants an ancient spell a portion of his soul remembers. This spell joins two souls together. The second half of the spell, places the new soul into a hollow shell of the caster’s choosing. The last thing that the two guards remember is the feeling of their eyes being torn out of their eye sockets as their screams filling the air.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 34
 
   Time quickly changes as five years have passed and the spirit of the land has become darker. Devan tries to seduce the queen, but she turns him down repeatedly. His intention to become king by manipulating the queen becomes more trouble than once thought. Devan takes a little time to think and decides to take a different approach. He lusts for the princess, which gets him into more trouble than he wished. The town’s people talk about the evil sorcerer that has taken over the castle and what he is doing. Rumors of troops appearing in the middle of the night taking families away never to be heard from again. Rumors of the disappeared becoming the evil wizard’s mindless slaves to serve him until they die circulate also. None say the rumors are true because they may also disappear like the others that spoke up. Dark clouds loom over the towns one by one, because the evil wizard ordered them to be cleansed. As they are cleansed, Devan uses his dark powers to turn the towns’ residents against the king.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 35
 
   David has also been busy during these five years. He has not seen the horrors that others have seen. His life has changed due to the deal with the phoenix that night. Most of his wounds and scars have healed and entirely disappeared from his body. Suezy and Jasper are shocked at his full recovery and thank God for it. David never told them about the deal. He told no one since he knows what will happen. They will say that he made a deal with the devil. Sometimes some things are better left unsaid.
 
   It was a tepid, sunny September day when David was sent out to chop down a couple of trees. A tree falls with one axe swing. David loves his newfound strength easily that of a thousand men. David’s speed, balance, stamina, and all other senses were heightened a thousand fold.
 
   David picks up a thirty-foot long tree and tosses it to the side only to hear it explode on contact. Wood splinters and the smell of burnt wood fill the air. David takes a fighting stance and glares, waiting for whatever may come out from the smoke.
 
   “Excuse me, didn't anybody tell you that throwing trees a person’s head is quite rude,” a person comes out from the smoke, dusting himself off.
 
   “Who are you, and what do you want?” David digs his feet into the ground getting ready to pounce.
 
   “Dear boy, I was just passing through to see an old friend when I happened to come across you and thought that I should come and see what was going on? Did you know that you are making a lot of noise? You should keep it down because you don't want everyone to know what you can do.”
 
   “Just who were you going to visit?” David asks.
 
   “My dear friend David Turner. I have not seen him in a long time.”
 
   “Then you have found him,” David puts down his fists and starts to walk toward the person still covered in dust.
 
   “I am sorry, sir, but I do not know thee,” the figure chants a spell and he becomes like new again.
 
   “Merlin! My old friend, I thought that was you. I haven't seen you in five years now,” David tries to hug Merlin, but Merlin the stops him.
 
   “I am sorry, but you are not David. He is scarred all over. You can't be…”
 
   “Yes, it is I. I have told no one about the deal that I made the last night that you and I talked. I came across a fallen phoenix and made a deal with it. I had no clue that it would give me all of these powers or cure me the way that it has.”
 
   “You made a deal with a phoenix?” Merlin shakes his head. “You have no clue to what you have done, do you?”
 
   “What do you mean? What I've done?” David stops dancing.
 
   “Do you even know that name of the phoenix?”
 
   “Yes...” David stops to think. “No, I don't”
 
   “Alfonzo, the name of the phoenix is Alfonzo. David, you have done something very stupid,” Merlin looks around for the phoenix. “Alfonzo! Show yourself!”
 
   “Here I am, Merlin. Long time no see. Not since that night, I wanted your help so I could be reborn on your private island. You turned me away and told me never again. So I went to the outer forest and came across David. I think that we make a great pair together.” 
 
   Alfonzo lands on David's shoulder. “Why don't you just leave us alone just like have done me all these years.”
 
   “So be it. David, I am sorry to see you suffer,” with that, Merlin disappears.
 
   At that moment, David realizes that there is a lot that he doesn't know. Standing there with millions of questions racing through his head, he needs just the right one. 
 
   'Ah-ha, I've got it.' David thinks to himself.
 
   “Alfonzo, please tell me who you are and why did Merlin turn you away?” David asks as Alfonzo flies over to a branch.
 
   “My name is Alfonzo, and I am more than just a phoenix. I am a half-angelic and half-demonic spirit. This is just one of the forms that I have. When you found me I was getting ready to regenerate. What you said to me made me think about myself and how I was always being short-changed. Yet, what happened when we joined our souls together was simply magical. I honestly did not think that it could be done. The reason that I said nothing for five years was that I was trying to recover from what happened that exact night. As a matter of fact, I don't think this has ever happened at all. I have never heard of someone doing this before. You need to trust me because I have been around longer than Merlin. I mean that I am much older than Merlin. For every earth year equals one hundred years where I’m from to be exact, so a pinch over seven earth years.”
 
   “Wait a minute! You are older than Merlin? What we did has never been done before?” David sits on the ground in shock.
 
   “Yes, and to answer to your other question, Merlin turned me away because we used to look out for each other. He changed some how. I don't understand it. Well of course that was over 1,000 years ago,” Alfonzo keeps on rambling.
 
   “Wait, you're over a thousand years old?” David cannot believe what he has heard.
 
   “Well, I guess what I'm really trying to say is that we are one in the same now. That means you can do just about anything. You can fly as high as you wish to go.”
 
   “Through the trees and up into the sky?”
 
   “Yes. You don't have to worry about air and breathing because I can breathe anywhere I fly. I guess that the only question to ask is where you would like to go.”
 
   “I wish to see my brothers and sisters, if that is not too much of trouble for you?”
 
   “None at all. We just need to change you into a phoenix and we are off.”
 
   David stands there with his eyes closes waiting for something to happen. Alfonzo starts to chant an extremely old spell. David doesn't feel anything happening to him. Alfonzo gets louder as she chants the old spell. David still waits for something to happen. Alfonzo stops chanting and tells David to open his eyes. He opens them to realize that he is a phoenix now.
 
   “Where are we going?” Alfonzo checks her wings.
 
   “To my sister Sara’s home, then my brother Gale’s home. After that, to my other sister Joanne’s home and finally to my oldest brother’s Dave house,” David spreads his wings for the first time. 
 
   Just before lifting off he thinks. 'I am doing this for real and not just a dream.'
 
   “Okay, the first thing that you need to know about flying is that you must flap your wings. The second thing is that the ground does hurt, but it will not kill you. It will only give you a very bad headache. Third thing is to think like a bird, to become the bird. Now follow me and you'll be fine,” Alfonzo lifts up off the branch into the air and makes it look easy.
 
   David puts both wings out and begins to sway ever so gently. He notices that he is getting nowhere. He flaps harder and harder until he lifts off.
 
   “Look. I'm flying. I'm flying!” 
 
   David unsure what to do, he leans head first to move forward. He leans in to far and nosedives. 
 
   “I'm flying! I'm…” 
 
   David falls head first into the tree Alfonzo was sitting on. David’s screams is all Alfonzo heard for five minutes. 
 
   Trying not to laugh Alfonzo asks, “Are you alright?”
 
   “I'm okay! Just my pride broken.” David replies getting back up to have another go around.
 
   David starts to think like a bird this time. He used to watch many birds lying on his back in the grass looking up at the sky. They would fly here and there. Making loop and dive-bombing the land getting so close to it that they could scoop up a worm no problem. This time around, it is going to be different. With a swooshing of his wings, he ascends into the air and impresses Alfonzo as he leaves her behind.
 
   It was hours before David and Alfonzo would reach Sara’s house. Alfonzo flies close to David and tells him that he must keep his distance or his family will notice the pair of phoenixes flying overhead instead of regular birds. David nods. He looks down upon his sister's house and something unexpected happens. His eyes adjust and new powers amplify his normal vision, allowing him to tune into what everyone is doing. David watches his sister's children play around the house. Her husband comes up the road carrying a brown bag filled with fruit and vegetables from the local market. Sara greets her husband at the front door and gives him a kiss. From that moment, David’s knew in his gut that she was fantastic and that he should leave.
 
   During the next couple of hours, David continues to visit his other brothers and sisters, they are all well. David feels tranquil.
 
   “Would you like to fly some more just for fun?” David asks Alfonzo.
 
   “I would love to,” Alfonzo replies and lets out a shriek.
 
   They spend the rest of the day flying all over, enjoying one another’s company.
 
   As night falls, David and Alfonzo find themselves hundreds of miles away from where his family lives.
 
   In the darkness of the night, a young man stands peering into an open window watching a mother and father tell them a bedtime story. The kids lie in their beds listening to their parents. The father acts out different parts while the mother narrates. His mind races with all kinds of thoughts-some good, some bad, and some unpleasant memories from his past. The parent’s kiss their children's heads, tell them goodnight and then blow out the candles that light the room. This is when he knows that he must make his move. He walks around to the front of the house and knocks on the front door waiting.
 
   “Who could be knocking on our door at this time of night?” Sara says as she walks to the window to see who is knocking. She sees a young man pacing back and forth, stopping to wipe his nose.
 
   “Are you going to answer the door?” Jair asks while staring at the front door.
 
   “I better. The way this young man looks, I don't think that he is going away anytime soon.” 
 
   Jair walks towards the door, dreading what is passing on the other side.
 
   Just before Jair opens the door, Sara says, “Jair, don't do it. This does not feel right. Something is just not right. Something is terribly wrong. Please, Jair, don't do it. Maybe, maybe he will just go away.”
 
   “You know he won't go away. This won't take but a minute,” Jair smiles back at Sara to ease her thoughts.
 
   Jair opens the door and finds the young man looking right back at him. The young man's clothes are dirty and raggedy. Some do not fit right but others are too tight for his body. Jack just stands there looking back at Jair as he waits for him to make the first move. 
 
   Then Jair speaks, “Can I help you young man?”
 
   “Sir, I have no place to stay tonight. Can I please stay here tonight? I won't be any trouble. I could be gone before your kids wake up,” He rubs his nose waiting for his reply.
 
   “What is your name?”
 
   “Jack, sir,” Jack replies.
 
   “Well, Jack, I am very sorry to tell you this, but we have no room. We barely have enough room to house our little family. Our kids share the larger room, and we have the smallest room in the house.”
 
   “Okay, I'm sorry,” Jack replies and walks away.
 
   Jair turns to Sara with a puzzled look upon his face. He closes the front door. Sara says that was the weirdest thing to happen in a long time. They both agree to let it go and just get some rest.
 
   Jack argues with himself as he walks away from Sara and Jair’s house. Walking deeper and further into the woods his tone of voice gets more erratic as time passes.
 
   “Shut up!” Jack screams at the top of his lungs Frightening some animals. “I will do no such thing. Just keep quiet so I can find some place to sleep tonight.”
 
   “Well, Jack, is starting to grow a backbone. I'm impressed, by the way you said that. Now if only you said that to your step-father maybe you could have found your real mother a long time ago,” The dark, evil voice begins to take shape inside Jack's head. “Now, you just lie down and go to sleep. In the morning, everything is going to be different. I promise that I will start working together with you.”
 
   “You promise?” Jack says.
 
   “I swear! Now to sleep, nighty night little Jack,” The dark figure smiles as it contemplates on what to do next.
 
   “Tell me a story,” Jack says.
 
   “Okay, once upon a time...” The dark figure tells Jack a story and he slips into a deep sleep.
 
   The dark, evil figure in Jack's head switches places with Jack taking control of Jack's body. The dark figure tries to stand but falls over injuring Jack’s body. 
 
   “Ow! This is harder than I thought.” 
 
   The dark figure takes complete control of Jack's body and it starts to walk towards Sara and Jair’s home ready for revenge.
 
   Creeping around the house, the dark figure looks for ways in that will not disturb the family. He stumbles upon an open window in the dining room. He almost knocks over a chair climbing through the window. Taking his time, he tiptoes through the house. He comes across a couple of pictures hanging on the wall in the hallway, but they are hard to make out due to the darkness. He hears a man snoring behind a door and to the right he hears kids talking in their sleep through the second door. He tosses am imaginary coin in the air and it lands on heads.
 
   'First the parents then the children,' The dark figure thinks to itself.
 
   He walks back to the kitchen to get a knife. Then he slips into the parent’s room. 
 
   “Danny's home!” The screaming jars the parents awake. 
 
   He jumps onto their bed and repeatedly stabs the parents to death. The youngest child wakes from the parent’s screams. He rushes into his parent’s bedroom and finds Danny. The child runs out of the room and back into his bedroom. Danny chases the child and finds him hiding under his bed. He drags the child out from under the bed.
 
   “Your parents were right about the monsters that they told you to be scared of, they do exist, and they are me.”
 
   Danny kills both of the children. After everything is said and done, Danny pats himself on the back for a job well done. He walks into the living room, sits down on the couch, and falls asleep.
 
   In the late morning, Jack wakes up and finds himself covered in blood. Jack flips since he does not know where he is or what has happened Jack runs out of the house only to realize where he is. 
 
   'Dear God, I am at Sara and Jair’s home. What happened here?' Jack thinks to himself as he flees the property. As Jack runs through the woods he wonders, 'Who could have done such a horrible thing to those nice people?' Jack bursts out of the woods and into the backyard of an empty house.
 
   'Nobodies around. Good. I'll be in and out in no time.' 
 
   The back door is unlocked, and the windows are wide open to let in the pleasant fresh air of the morning. Jack rushes to the sink, turns on the water, and tries to wash the dried blood off his body. His clothes are stained; blood sticks to his skin tainting it with shame. Washing his hair and face off in the sink, Jack begins to weep for the family that was killed. Jack stops cleaning for a second to see how he has done and notices a watery pool of blood underneath his feet. Jack sobs a little bit harder.
 
   “Quit your blubbering, you baby. Am I going to have to take care of you all the time?” Danny says inside of Jack's head.
 
   “You’re real. I thought that I was just dreaming about you.” Jack speaks out loud.
 
   “Oh, I am so real for you. You created me a long time ago, remember? You needed a big brother since you never had one. I still have no idea why you are the way that you are due to your body size being not normal. However, I will tell you this. I enjoyed controlling your body last night for the first time. Well, what was I suppose to do? Let you wake up on the cool, damp ground again? Oh no, I am tired of sleeping on the ground. This time is going to be different. No more sleeping on the ground for me. So I decided that we needed a nice warm place to stay the night.”
 
   “So you killed those people?”
 
   “It is a small price to pay to lie your head down for the night.”
 
   “Nobody’s life is a small price to pay,” Jack slams his fist down on the kitchen counter, making some of the bloody water splash all over.
 
   Simultaneously, the owners of the house walk through the front door talking and laughing. Jack realizes that he has been at the house for too long. He must get out of the house before the family makes it to the kitchen. He looks around for another exit but quickly realizes that there is only one way out. That is the back door that he came in from. 
 
   He acts quickly and flies toward the back door only to hear a voice say. “Stop!”
 
   Jack pauses for a second and turns toward the voices direction.
 
   “Dear Lord, son, what happened to you? Are you alright?” Gale says.
 
   'Play dumb,' Danny says in Jack's head.
 
   “I, I, I don't know what happened. Please help me,” Jack replies.
 
   “Please, sit down young lad and let me clean you up. Don't worry my brother is a doctor. I'll have one of my kids go fetch him. Is that okay with you?” Gale says to Jack as helps him into a chair.
 
   “Jolie, go fetch your uncle and tell him to bring his bag,” Gale yells at her child. The child runs out the back door and off into the woods.
 
   'Get out of here before that child comes back.' Danny says to Jack.
 
   “I think that I'll be okay. Nothing seems to be hurting or bleeding. Please let me just rinse off and maybe have some old clothes that you don't want. Then I'll be on my way,” Jack tries to get up.
 
   “Now you just sit right down, and we will take good care of you. Don't worry about clothes. You look about the same size as my husband.” 
 
   Gale yells for her husband to come into the kitchen where her and Jack are. A tall, slender man strolls into the kitchen as if everything in the world is great. 
 
   “What is it, darling? What does my lovely wife summon her great knight for?” Then Thomas eyes settle on Jack and the situation at hand. “What happened to you?”
 
   “Get these people off our back before you get us in more trouble.” Danny says to Jack, as he gets angrier.
 
   Jack's arm begins to twitch along with his left eye. 
 
   Jack thinks to himself, 'please, please, please not here, not these people also.'
 
   “Gale and Thomas, please, you have to let me go. You have to let me walk out of here. Before, before...” Jack looks outside to see if their kid has made it back yet.
 
   Thomas begins to mistrust Jack. He decides to start asking questions. Questions that may lead him down a dark path to a killer.
 
   Jolie races through the back door with his hands covered in blood. His mouth tastes salty from the dried tears on his face. Thomas holds his son in his arms as Jolie tells his parents what he had found.
 
   “Their dead. They are all dead, chopped into pieces as if they were animals sliced by a butcher. Their heads were on each of their dining room chairs as if they were sitting down to eat. Daddy, what kind of person could do this and just walk away?” Jolie begins to cry again in his father’s arms.
 
   Before Gale and Thomas could ask Jack any questions, he is lying on the floor with his whole body twitching. Jack appears to be having a grand mal seizure. Gale steps back as Jack's body contorts this way and that. Then he stops. His body goes limp. Only breath moves his chest. Thomas signals to Gale not to touch him as she moves in closer. 
 
   Gale speaks, “Jack dear, are you alright?”
 
   There is no response. Gale moves closer.
 
   “Jack, can you hear me? Are you okay?”
 
   Jacks head begins to move side to side. His lips move without sound. His hands tremble along with his legs and feet. Gale moves in closer. Jack's body inhales Gale’s lovely aroma.
 
    “Jack are you okay?” 
 
   He replies “No Jack, only Danny, and me don't like you.”
 
   That was the last breath that any of the Edward family took that day. Danny took the gleam from their eyes and replaced it with only hollow darkness. When Danny finished slaying the Edward family, he decided to sit down at the dining room table and eat a lovely meal he prepared for himself. He savors every bite like it was a meal that would be his last. Once he is done, Danny burns down the house and walks away cleaned up and wearing new clothes.
 
   A day goes by before whispers of the two families deaths begin to circulate throughout the near by towns. David is strolling through a town that is close to his families' hometown as he tries to use his newfound powers as Alfonzo explains them to him.
 
   “What kind of powers do I have now that I am apart of you?” David picks up an apple and signals to the merchant. The merchant holds up two fingers, and David throws him two coins. The merchant thanks David as he walks away.
 
   “You have the power to bend light to make yourself invisible. In addition, fire will no longer hurt you. Fire is your friend now,” Alfonzo is sitting on David's shoulder, invisible to the naked eye.
 
   “You mean I can control fire and make it do my bidding?” David starts to get excited as he walks towards an open flame.
 
   “No. You can not control it, but what you can do is walk through it, sit in it, and play with it and never be hurt,” Alfonzo replies with a laugh.
 
   David begins to get a little bit frustrated at being laughed at. Alfonzo realizes it and apologizes.
 
   “Look over there; do you see that large barn fire? Walk over to it so that I may show you. There is one power that I don't really like to use,” Alfonzo says with a worrying tone.
 
   David stands by the fire, his body begins to vanish blending into the fire itself. He walks into the middle of the towering flame and feels a warm but cold to touch. Flame dances on his skin.
 
   “Is this what you feel all the time?” David asks as he waves his arms around.
 
   “Fire is like water to me. I can swim or fly through fire,” Alfonzo prepares to show David a new power.
 
   “Okay, now that you have been wowed, here is a power that I am not too fond of. Quiet your thoughts and listen with your mind. First, you will hear nothing. Then, you will hear chattering in the background. Last, you will hear people's thoughts as if they were your own,” Alfonzo slowly lets David listen to all people within a ten-foot radius of the large barn fire.
 
   “This is incredible! Alfonzo, how long have you known how to do this? It makes me wonder, what else you are holding back?” David feels a hunger growing inside of him, as he wants more power to try out. 
 
   “Okay I am getting the hang of this. Can you let me listen to more people? Say about a fifty-foot radius?”
 
   “Okay, but if you can't handle it I am going to have to back off.” Alfonzo turns up the power so David could hear further away.
 
   Hearing people talk to each other was one thing, but being inside another person's head, listening to their thoughts was fantastic. Simply incredible. David stayed there listening to everyone's conversation and hearing their true thoughts about subjects opened his mind to a whole new level of existence.
 
   David decides to wander around trying to use his new powers to focus in on people that are in buildings. Walking by people's houses listening to them argue, laugh, and worry. He hears people say, I love you, without speaking to the other person. He comes to an alleyway that seems to stretch to the ends of the town. David does not know what is calling him to go down this alleyway, but he must follow. He gets a sense of sadness half way down. Not knowing if he should proceed, David ventured deeper into the dark void of the alleyway. Finally, he stops; hearing after two older gentlemen talking on the other side of a wall with no windows. David does not understand why he has stopped at this certain location; he just stands there listening to these old men talk.
 
   “Did you hear about those horrible killings a couple of towns over? The first family hacked apart as if a huge animal ripped into them for dinner. The second family was even worse than the first family. They were all tied up and tortured. The second family home was also turned upside down. Worst of all, someone or something tried to burn down the house to hide what it had done.”
 
   “Why didn't the house burn down?”
 
   “Because the things that it tried to burn were unburnable. They just smoldered. After that, the fire went out.”
 
   “Did you ever hear the names of the people killed?”
 
   “No, I sure didn't, but everyone is saying that these two families were related, and they lived very close to each other.”
 
   David had a sinking feeling in his gut. He knew that he had to go check on his sisters and brothers. Something was not right. He had to trust his gut and check on them. David turns into a phoenix. David and Alfonzo fly off towards David's sister's and brother's homes.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 36
 
   Princesses Jazmin is sitting down to tea with her mother-in-law the queen, explaining how Jack was born and why it took two years to bear a child with her son, the future king.
 
   “Jack, my secret son that only the prince and I knew of his existence. I tried to keep him hidden from everyone including the staff and the public because he is the child that came from the monster that raped me. In order to understand why I did this, you must understand the monster that is his father.”
 
   “You mean the father is alive? You didn't have him killed? My dear what is to become of you when you become queen someday? You cannot take care of one little man? How are you to take care of a kingdom?”
 
   “We did send thirty men to kill him, but only one man came back. He had no arms or legs. His mouth was sewn shut with a note nailed to his chest. The note read: Try this again and I'll come to kill you.” Princesses Jazmin replies wiping a tear away from her pale face.
 
   “Please tell me how this all started. Tell me how you came to meet this horrible monster of a man,” The queen takes another sip.
 
   “He was the king’s new grand wizard. This new wizard said his predecessor took a vacation and wouldn’t be back for a long time. I was in the courtyard one sunny afternoon, staring up at the clouds, when this new gentlemen came strolling up to me and said, 'Nice weather isn't it?' I just nodded my head and let him talk. After a couple of minutes,  he stopped talking and stared up at the clouds, too. Then he said, 'See that one right there it looks like a white rabbit.'” Princesses Jazmin smiles a little bit remembering how she felt looking up at the clouds.
 
   “How old were you when you two decided to start dating each other?” The Queen smiles back at Jazmin.
 
   “I was fifteen and he was twenty. At least I think that he was twenty years old, he may have lied to me like he lied about everything that he told me.”
 
   “You say that everything about him was a lie?”
 
   “Yes, but I did not find this out until it was too late. After what happened to me that awful wintry night, I can still feel his warm breath on my neck with the air cool to the touch,” A tear rolls down Jazmin's cheek.
 
   “Tell me about dating this man.”
 
   “It was like a dream that you wish could last forever and a day. We would play hide and go seek in the gardens. At night, we would lie in the grass in front of the castle looking up at the stars and talk. In the morning we would meet each other for breakfast and laugh about nothing and everything,” Jazmin peers out the window wishing for a different outcome to her life.
 
   “But, if everything was great, why did you leave him?”
 
   “There was only one time I saw the monster behind the charming young man. It was mid-February, and the snow was coming down heavy. The firewood was almost out in my bedroom. I had but a few logs left. I sent my best servants out to get some more, but they only came back with an armful each. One said that the other logs were still drying out due to the heavy snow. I thanked them and asked that the logs be put with the other ones by the fireplace. They happily did what I asked. That is when the monster showed its face to me. He looked at the little pile of wood they brought. His facial features changed from contentment to demonic. His tone was evil. Screaming at the servants on how they were inferior to me. They should have brought wagons full of wood. My servants tried to apologize, but he ignored them. They bowed to me and tried to leave, but he started to hit them over their heads. I leapt from my chair and pulled him away from them. I told the servants to run and then asked him, why he did that? He replied that I am a queen and should be treated as such. I was flattered. If this was a price I have to pay, I wanted it.” Jazmin knew what was coming up next as is she could peer into the future.
 
   “I am curious why you keep calling him a monster?”
 
   “One month later on a freezing March night. A blizzard came through the kingdom like a plague. The town’s people doubled up in their homes. They took firewood, supplies, and blankets to their neighbor’s homes trying to keep warm. They took turns sleeping so someone was up to watch the fire to stop it from go out. I was freezing and thought that I would pay my prince charming a visit. He has a special room, a room that was always the right temperature year-round, always comfortable and never cold. Arriving, I immediately pulled off my coat and heavier garments. It was so nice in there. He invited me to sit by him in front of the fireplace. I agreed, thinking that this might turn out to be the greatest day in my life. To spend it with the one I loved and all alone too. We were laughing and kissing. My conscience told me to stop. I told him to stop and that we should wait until our wedding day. He turned to me and spoke in that voice that he used on my servants. He said he would will take what he wanted when he wanted it and there was nothing that I or anyone else is could do about it. I replied that I would scream and have him arrested. He replied to go right ahead because only he could let me out of this room, and only he would hear me scream. He said that he loves it when the women scream. I tried to fight, but he was so much stronger. He enjoyed every minute while I cried, screamed, and tried to scratch him. After it was over, I just lay silently there in front of the fireplace. He got up, drank some wine, and laughed. Then he spit on me. I wished I never met him,” Jazmin cries as she tries to pull herself together.
 
   “And this is how you became pregnant with Jack?” the queen hands Jazmin a cloth.
 
   “Yes, it is. I promised myself that I would never speak of this monster again.”
 
   “You have told your story. Now you must tell me what is the name of the person that did this horrible deed to you.”
 
   “No, I will not!”
 
   “Yes, you will.”
 
   “No, I will not! There is nothing that you can do to make me say it.”
 
   “I will give you one last chance then I will have you thrown in the dungeon for treason. Don’t think that I have not done this before.”
 
   “His name is Devan Doyle Tzalmon.” Jazmin knows that her life may be in danger, but she has nowhere else to go.
 
   “There, that wasn't so hard now was it?” the queen grins back at Jazmin. “So, after that, you quickly married my son and when little Jack came you told everyone that was a stillborn to hide him.”
 
   “Yes, that is true. I wanted so badly to keep him, but I could not do it. I found a couple that lost a child and arranged for them to take Jack and claim him as their own. I gave them money to take good care of him and name me as his godmother. This allowed me to see him whenever I wanted,” Jazmin smiles a little bit as she thinks about her baby Jack.
 
   “But things didn't work out that way now did they?”
 
   “There is something different about little Jack. He was nothing like other kids. He grew quickly. His body would grow three years to every year. I believe that he has an unknown disease or that his father is truly so wicked it effected his own son with unknown conditions. You try having a child that is four-years old mentally but with the body of a twelve year old. Not very easy to explained everyone you see in the town market. Everything went south when Jack turned six. He had a body of an eighteen year old. He was old enough to know that he was different from everyone, including his stepparents. He asked only once who his real mother and father were. The stepparents and I were all sitting down to eat dinner. We did not have the guts to tell him that I was his true mother. I wish I told him immediately because he ran away to find his true parents that night,” Jazmin breaks down in tears. The queen walks over to comfort her.
 
   “Dear God, what have I done?” Jazmin continues to cry.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 37
 
   David and Alfonzo race back to his sisters' homes, finding only one house still standing. Gale’s home is torn apart and covered in blood. Alfonzo notices something strange as they walk around the house.
 
   “Where are the bodies? With this much blood, there should be bodies?” Alfonzo hears someone walk up to the back door. Alfonzo quickly turns invisible.
 
   “Who is in there? Come out! Show yourself!” A man's voice echoes throughout the empty house.
 
   David walks around the corner and stands face to face with his surviving brother, Dave. Dave’s face contorts from anger to tears as he sees his brother.
 
   “It has been such a long time. How have you been? How have you held up since mom and dad past away? Look at you! You're all grown up now. How long has it been? Three maybe five years since the last time we have met. Its good to see you.” Dave gives David a big hug. “Wait till my wife and kids see you. Your sister came over from Joanne’s to help.”
 
   “Wait, help with what?”
 
   “With the funeral, we have eleven graves to dig,” Dave tries to hold back the tears as he thinks about what will to happen in the next day.
 
   “Oh, I am sorry. I am still thinking about who did this,” David nods to Dave as he nods back. “If there is room for one more, I would love to help.”  
 
   The two walk to the gravesite that is hidden in the nearby woods and halfway between the two houses. The brother and sister bought the land together shortly after their parents pasted away. They were always close when they were growing up. When the land came up for sale they combined their funds to purchase.
 
   David sees his sister and family when they arrive at the gravesite. Joanne drops her shovel and runs to give David a hug. Dave’s wife and Joanne’s husband comes over to give David a hug also. No one says much between the tears of joy and sadness. Everyone just picks up something to dig with and finishes the eleven graves.
 
   They build six bond fires around the massive gravesite for light. Yellow and orange light bounce off the dead bodies like the sun was coming up to say good morning. Sporadic clouds cover up the moon producing a slow strobe light effect. David and his family bury the dead one by one, starting with the youngest first. Everyone's cheeks rain with tears as if they were walking through a thunderstorm. Gale is the last to be buried. David looks at her face; her eyes look terrified. She had glared into the eyes of the monster before she was killed. David will never forget this look. He remembers Gale to be a kind, caring person that was willing to help anyone that needed it.
 
   With the graves covered and the markers in the ground, David turns to his grieving family in a furious tone and says, “Who did this?”
 
   “We asked around to see if anybody saw someone different, but a bunch of dead ends was all we got. Someone passed through town like a ghost.” Dave shakes his head at David.
 
   “I think that I need to go and ask some questions. If I find the person that did this, I'm going to kill them, then hang their body from the town square so this will never happen again,” David's eyes change color to a fiery red tone. 
 
   Alfonzo prepares for war.
 
   


  
 



Section Three: Time, Truth, & Family
 
   


  
 



Chapter 38
 
   A couple of months pass as David continues to hunt for the person that killed his family. Dead end after dead end greets him at every door he knocks. 
 
   'Nobody knows anything.' David thinks to himself. 'Where did this killer disappear to? Why did the killer choose my sister and brother, of all people, to kill? Why was one house burnt and the other one not even touched? So many questions.' 
 
   David stops in front of an outdoor market. Something that belongs to him and only him is calling to him from the market. Something that went missing along time ago and he never noticed it until now. His soul is drawn to it. He tries to shrug if off, but the feeling only grows stronger as he walks away.
 
   Turning around, David walks deeper and deeper into the market not knowing where he will end up. The closer he gets to an open air restaurant the more he is drawn to it. His feelings get stronger when he stops behind a man eating lunch. He does not know this stranger in front of him, nor never has met in his life. Nevertheless, something in his soul is calling to him to talk to him. David knows that there is no turning back. He takes the seat next to the stranger and orders something to eat. David glances over at the stranger’s plate of food and does not recognize what it is.
 
   “Excuse me, what are you eating? It looks rather tasty.”
 
   “It is veal. I have found in my travels that this little restaurant makes the best in all the land.”
 
   David watches the cook prepare his food as he waits. The chef smiles at the new and old customers alike as he stirs, dice, and mix the contents of David's dish.
 
   “Is the cook friendly?” David asks the stranger.
 
   “Yes, he is, but it is sometimes better if you direct a question in the direction of the person that you wish to speak to, meaning the cook,” the stranger takes a couple of more bites of his food trying to ignore David.
 
   “I'm sorry if I have offended you in any way. Here let's start over.” David puts out his hand for the stranger. “My name is David, David Turner, and I am just passing through looking for someone.”
 
   The stranger never looks in David's direction nor shakes his hand. He just chews his food and clears his throat. “My name is Devan, and I like to keep to myself.”
 
   “Pleasure to meet you, Devan. You seem like a truly smart man and probably very handsome, too. What leads you to these parts of the country?” David ignores Devan's comment, probing for answers to find a killer.
 
   “Soul searching. Now, if you don't mind, I would like to get back to enjoying my food.”
 
   “Soul searching, aye. Boy, I did some of that back a couple of years ago and have been doing some more these last couple of months. You know, I have always found it quite interesting that when you look for something long enough. You tend to find it.” David takes a couple of bites of his food. “Mmmmm, this is good. My compliments to the chef.”
 
   The cook thanks David with a smile, then glances at Devan's face. The cook goes from cheerful to fearful in seconds. David's feelings become uneasy. Devan finishes his meal, pushes his plate away from him and scoots his chair back.
 
   “If you say one more thing, I'm going to have to do something seriously bad to you,” Devan continues to glare straight forward.
 
   ‘David, it is time to go! This in not the time nor place for a fight. Just leave this man alone and get out here before anything or anyone gets hurt.’ Alfonzo says to David in his head.
 
   David finishes his dish, pushes the empty plate away, and thanks the cook for the meal again. He gets up and walks a couple of steps. David has the sense that Devan is watching his every move. David stops and turns towards Devan to say.
 
   “Be careful, there is a killer out there somewhere, and he is not particularly nice either.”
 
   “Thanks, I'll watch my back,” Devan replies.
 
   David and Devan’s eyes connect. They are surprised to find something that neither one has ever seen before. Both of them swear that they saw little pieces of their soul in the other’s eyes. Neither one moves for a couple of seconds until Alfonzo speaks up in David's head to take him out of the trance that he is in.
 
   ‘Come on! Let’s go!’ Alfonzo says in David's head.
 
   David turns and walks away, wondering where Devan fits into his life now. Devan pays his and David's tab. They walk away in the opposite directions. 
 
   Devan thinks to himself,' You want to see a killer, David. Then let me show you a real killer. One that you won't be able to stop.'
 
   David walks back to his sister’s home. He knows that the killer will show up, and he will be waiting for them. 
 
   'It is only a matter of time before the killer hunts down all of my living family members to finish them off. But this time around things will be different. Things are different; I am different; and my surviving family has changed, too. The only thing left to do is to take a much larger role in their lives. This change starts today.' David thinks to himself as he turns the corner at the end of the street that his sister lives on.
 
   David arrives at his sister's home and knocks on the front door. Waiting patiently, he listens to the children play inside. David's sister yells at the kids and tells them to go outside if they are going to make all this noise. David tries not to laugh as he can hear his sister get closer to the front door. The front door swings open with a creaking sound.
 
   “You know that you don't have to knock anymore now that you are in town. Besides that, you are family,” Joanne says she lets him into the house.
 
   “I thought that it would be nice and gentlemanly-like if I did this. Besides, I like hearing you scream and yell at your kids. You do it quite nicely,” David begins to mock her as he walks past her towards the kitchen. Lucien slugs him on the arm and laughs.
 
   Lucien turns to David and says, “So are you going to be around a lot more now?”
 
   David replies, “Times are changing, fast and I am changing just as fast, too.”
 
   That night David sat down with Joanne and her family to have the first home cooked meals he had in a long time. David slept on their couch peacefully through the night as Alfonzo slept in one of the many trees surrounding the house. She kept watch over David and his family as the unknown whispered in the night.
 
   In the morning, David tells Joanne and family that he needs some time alone and he will be in the woods if is needed. 
 
   David’s appointment with Alfonzo to learn new spells and abilities has been long over due. He quickly learns that he is not as dedicated as he thinks in the meeting, repeatedly falling flat on his face.
 
   “Why can't I get this?” David says in frustration to Alfonzo.
 
   “Because you are trying too hard. Relax your mind. Relax your body and then you shall do this with ease.”
 
   “This should be the easiest thing that you will ever teach me. Controlling fire should be a piece of cake. So why can't I do it?”
 
   “Look, you need to stop being so hard on yourself. You need just to relax and let it come naturally to you. If you keep this up, you’re going to blow us up. Relax; it will come to you,” Alfonzo says flying to a branch closer to David.
 
   “So, what do you think that I should do?” David puts his arms up in the air.
 
   “Just listen to me, and you will be doing it in no time flat. First, hold your hands out in front of you with your hands cupped facing up in the sky. Second, close your eyes and relax your breathing. Relax your body to let the energy flow through you. Last, concentrate on making a ball of fire in your hands.”
 
   “Okay, but if this does not work, I am giving up for awhile,” David scratches his head.
 
   David gets into a comfortable stance and begins to do what Alfonzo told him. He closes his eyes, cups his hands, and slowly breathes as he concentrates on a fireball in his hands. Alfonzo watches the fireball form from nothing. It gets to the size of a cantaloupe, freely floating within his hands. Alfonzo tells David to open his eyes. David slowly opens his eyes to see a floating ball of fire
 
   “Look what I have done! I did it! I have created fire from nothing,” David shouts as he begins to play with the fireball. Showing off, he throws it into the air, and gets cockier by the minute.
 
   “You know, the true fire master can throw the fire ball away from them and make it return.”
 
   “Watch this,” David launches the fireball and it lands fifty feet away from him and Alfonzo. Standing there, David tries to control the ball of fire from this distance. Nothing happens. David takes a couple of steps forward and hopes this may solve his problem. David tries again but only gets the fireball to roll around on the ground. David stops, scratches his head, and wonders what went wrong. He looks at Alfonzo for an answer but gets nothing in return. David tries something drastic. He puts both hands forward and concentrates hard making his hands shake. The fireball rocks back and forth. Bursts of fire shoot from the ball as it lifts off the ground. The ball grows and changes before David and Alfonzo's eyes. Paws, a body, and a tail emerge from the fire. Lastly, a head forms with two eyes staring back at David. A fiery lion stands forty feet away from David. David puts down his hands to admire his fine handiwork.
 
   “So, you think that your pretty good at summoning fire?”
 
   “Don’t you realize what I just created? I have what it takes to do this and more.”
 
   The fiery lion roars at David. David turns to see what the lion is doing. David and the fiery lion are only fifteen feet away as it roars even louder. David screams in sheer terror as he turns and runs to get away from the fiery lion. Sprinting away from the lion, David dodges trees and bushes. The lion gains on David with each step he takes. Crunching and popping sounds bounce off trees as David and the lion race through the woods. David looks over his shoulder for a split second and sees the lion getting closer. Tripping on a small root, David falls forward with his hands reaching forward. The lion jumps over him and skids to a stop. David's body catches on a low hanging branch. The branch bends fashioning a slingshot with David being the projectile. As it reaches maximum, David stares into the fiery lion eyes and the lion snorts heavily back at him. David feels his body flying through the air. With a heavy thud, he smacks upside down into a tree. He falls to the ground headfirst. David rolls over only to see the fiery lion closing in on him. The fiery lion tackles him and David tries to fight the lion without success. Then David stops fighting because something is not right. He puts his arms down on the ground to realize that the fiery lion is licking him on his face. Alfonzo flies over to David landing by his head on the ground.
 
   “Have you forgotten everything that I have taught you so far? You know, the reading of people's thoughts, the ability to transform into a phoenix, and lastly, that fact that fire cannot hurt you? Tsk, tsk,” Alfonzo flies away to a higher branch as the lion disappears.
 
   “That was a mean trick you just played on me!”
 
   “I thought that it was quiet funny.” Alfonzo snickers then asks. “Are you getting hungry? I’m famished.”
 
   “Yes!” David replies as he stands to brush the dirt off.
 
   David arrives at his sister's house just in time for lunch. He walks through the back door into the kitchen, sits down at the table, looks at everyone sitting down, and asks, “what's for lunch?”
 
   The two kids crack up with laughter as Joanne and Lucien shake their heads back and forth. Joanne turns around to scold him but begins to giggle. David sits there clueless, wondering why everyone is laughing at him. Joanne holds out her pocket mirror in front of his face. Turning red from embarrassment, David wipes the dirt from his face, including the leaves plastered to his forehead. Lucien hands David a rag and a dry towel to clean himself up with.
 
   “Back from adventure land, are we? Kill all those big bad dragons did we? But I'm betting that the pink elephant put up quite a struggle,” Lucien says trying to keep a straight face.
 
   “Yeah, and the purple webble-wobbers put on an even bigger battle,” Justin says as he falls off his chair laughing.
 
   Lucia joins in on the fun. She begins to make silly faces at everyone that making them laugh louder. Joanne, Lucien, and David act like kids again by making funny faces, noises, and just acting silly. The two kids fall on the floor with tears in their eyes with their sides aching from laughing so hard.
 
   After a couple of minutes, the room becomes silent. The adults look at the children as they peer back at the adults with everlasting joy in their eyes. Joanne clears the air by clearing her throat and announces that it is time for lunch.
 
   Everything had been going smoothly for a week. Sunday was the greatest lunch that they had ever had. That night was another night to be shared with laughter and food. Before the kids went to bed, David told stories about imaginary creatures and the different adventures that they went on. The next morning when David woke up, he noticed something that he had not felt in a long time. It was by far the best night sleep. David sits up and realizes that he is the only one in the house. Walking outside, he finds everyone in the backyard tending the garden. Alfonzo tells him that he slept for a day and a half. David cannot believe what Alfonzo told him, and he blurts it out loud to the phoenix. Everyone stops and stares at him, questioning if he is talking to himself and wondering if he is crazy. Alfonzo reminds David they cannot see a phoenix sitting on the edge of their roof. David laughs it off and helps with the gardening.
 
   Wednesday and Thursday are both spent laughing and playing games. Friday brought rain that lasted all day long. When the lighting was lighting up the it made the light from the candles seem spookier. The thunder would shake the house so hard everyone would jump out of their skin. They took turns telling ghost stories to each other into the wee hours of the morning. On Saturday, David was the last person to get up. The days came and went as nights came too early for David. Sunday was spent sitting in front of a bonfire, laughing. Before David puts out the fire for the night, he looks back on the week and thinks to himself that this was one great week. David puts the fire out and goes to bed.
 
   A knocking on the front door echoes against the living room walls to fill the fresh air with an eerie feeling. Joanne yells she is coming. The knocking stops, leaving the air at peace once again. Joanne opens the door to a man wearing a plain, black wizards robe.
 
   “Is David home? I am a long time friend of his. I have been trying to hunt him down for quite some time now. I have something important to tell him.”
 
   “No, I am sorry sir but he is not here right now. He went to town to get something for dinner. He will be back soon,” Joanne replies. She gets ready to close the door.
 
   “Would it be okay if I stayed here and waited on him? It makes no sense for me to leave and come back. I promise that I will not be any trouble.” The stranger puts out his hands to show they are empty.
 
   “Well, I don't see any harm in waiting on a friend. Come on in. You may sit in the living room,” Joanne opens the door wider to let the stranger in.
 
   Death stands next to a dying tree and watches the stranger enter the house. Death realizes that she is early and will have to wait. 
 
   She thinks to herself, 'I hate waiting.'
 
   “I'm sorry; I did not get your name,” Joanne says.
 
   “Devan, my name is Devan, and I am a long time friend of David's. I can't wait to see the look on his face,” Devan replies as he reveals his face from under the hood. He looks to the back of the house and sees that the table is set for dinner already. 
 
   Trying to make small talk Devan says. “You guys set the table for dinner already? It is only mid-afternoon. Why do you do that?”
 
   “We did that because we are going to eat dinner early tonight. We have a big day tomorrow.”
 
   “Oh, and what is so special about tomorrow?” Devan asks.
 
   “It is my little girls birthday, and we have the whole day planned out from breakfast to the bonfire at night. It is going to be a fun day,” Joanne pulls some of the blankets off the couch so that Devan can sit down. Devan looks puzzled as to why all these blankets are on the couch.
 
   “Is this someone's bed for the night?” Devan starts to get comfortable, adjusting the pillow to his side.
 
   “Yes, it is. It is David's bed for now. He still has not decided if he is going to stay or not. Sometimes I wish that I knew what that boy is thinking,” Joanne walks around the room picking up other people's messes.
 
   “So when do you expect everyone else home?” Devan begins to grow impatient with the conservation.
 
   “They are all here. They are just out back playing. Why do you ask?” Joanne stops what she is doing and faces Devan, not sure what to think next.
 
   “Well, I am a wizard. Since your daughter has a birthday tomorrow, I thought that it would be exciting for her and everyone else to see some magic.” Devan smiles the friendliest smile that he can think of. He waves his hands and produces a single white rose. Devan stands up and hands the rose to Joanne.
 
   Joanne blushes as she takes the roses from Devan. The sweet smell of the rose is intoxicating. Little tingles race throughout her body, making her feel alive. She stands there in silence soaking up the moment as it lasts forever. Devan leans closer, whispers in her ear to go fetch the others, and she nods her head. Joanne turns to leave with the white rose still in her hand.
 
   As she walks outside, her husband and kids not paying any attention to her are playing tag. Joanne sniffs the white rose and its intoxicating fragrance deepens her mood. Joanne stands oblivious and continues drinking in the white rose scent. Lucien catches a glimpse of his wife standing there like a stone statue, motionless to the world around her. He stops playing with the kids to check on his wife. Walking up to her, Lucien notices a hollow stare coming from her eyes.
 
   “Honey, are you okay? And who gave you that rose?” Lucien asks as he reaches for the rose. Joanne pulls away from him and replies. “You guys need to follow me. I have a surprise for you all.”
 
   “Honey, you know how much I hate surprises, remember?” Lucien slowly follows her back into the house with the two kids shadowing him.
 
   Joanne steps one foot at a time slowly moving forward. The family moves closer and closer to the living room. Joanne blocks the view so no one behind her can see the person sitting down on the couch. Justin and Lucia race around their parents to see the person sitting on the couch. To both of their surprise, a man in a wizard's cloak sat with his hood back up to help cover up his face and head. 
 
   The two children walk up to Devan, “Are you a wizard? Can you do magic?”
 
   “Yes, I am a wizard, and I can do magic. Would you two like to learn some?” Devan holds out his hands with his palms facing up. The two kids nod their heads and each put one hand in one of Devan's hands.
 
   Lucien stands behind Devan and watches his every move. 
 
   He thinks to himself, 'If this man thinks for once that he is going to pull a fast one on me than he's got another thing coming.'
 
   “Now, you kids repeat after me. Okay…” Devan watches both children nod their heads. 
 
   Devan speaks in Latin, “Lift, lift, Father, Father, higher, higher, off the ground.”
 
   Lucien lifts into the air like he was still standing on the ground. 
 
   “Okay kids, here is going to be the tough part. Remember just repeat after me,” Devan smiles back at the kids and speaks in Latin. “Swords of fear and tears come forth and claim your victim. For he is the one that is floating!”
 
   Out of thin air, thirteen swords appear to pierce the flesh of Lucien and tack him to the wall. Fearful screams fill the air as the two kids rip their hands away from Devan. The kids run to their mother to hide from Devan's evil eyes. Joanne stands like a statue not moving when her children tug on her hands. Devan stands up and chuckles as he turns towards Lucien.
 
   “Did you think for one split second that you might have the upper hand over me? What do I look like? A second rate wizard?” Devan summons one last sword and sends it into Lucien's chest, piercing his heart. Lucien screams as blood gushes from his chest cavity. 
 
   Before he passes away, Lucien says to Devan. “You're going to burn in hell for this.”
 
   “I'm looking forward to it. You’re not the first and defiantly not the last. I think I am going to save your children for last because they have more spunk left in them,” Devan turns to Joanne and the two kids.
 
   “Kids, you’re doing it all wrong. You’re supposed to take the rose from her hands to free her from that spell that she is under.”
 
   Lucia reaches up and grabs her mother's hands. Justin grabs hold of the stem of the rose and pulls downward. The white rose reluctantly slips through Joanne hands, scratching them in the process. With one last pull, the blood covered white rose comes loose from Joanne hands. Her body becomes limp to the touch and falls to the floor. The two kids shake their mother, trying to wake her up. Devan walks over to the blood-stained rose and crushes it with his feet. He watches Joanne take her last breath.
 
   “Oops, I forgot to tell you that your mother's life force was transformed into the white rose. I am so sorry about that,” Devan puts out his hands. “Now that your parents are dead. You can come and live with me if you would like to.”
 
   “Never!” David shouts as he slowly enters the blood-stained room. Justin and Lucia hold onto their mother's frozen body weeping in grief. The closer that David gets to them, the more delighted Devan becomes as he anticipates for the confirmation that he begs for. David stops five feet away from Devan. An evil grin comes across Devan's twisted face. 
 
   Alfonzo whispers in David's ear, “Be careful, we do not know what this man is capable of.” 
 
   David's anger level rises quickly as he remembers where he met Devan.
 
   “If you hurt them I'm going to kill you where you stand.”
 
   “Do you mean these two children? The two children that lost their parents in an awful accident?” Devan holds out a hand towards the children's heads.
 
   “You killed them. You killed my parents. You monster!” Lucia yells at Devan.
 
   “Is this true? Did you kill my sister and her husband?” David's eyes begin to glow red.
 
   “Well, since you put it that way, yes, I did, and it was fun. You should have seen the look on their faces after they repeated the spell that did this to their father. It was to die for,” Devan laughs wickedly.
 
   David clenches his fists as smoke pours out from the spaces in between his fingers. His breathing becomes heavier with each breath. David searches his thoughts to what to do next.
 
   “Now, don't do anything or I shall kill these two little brats,” Devan realizes that David is not what he thought that he was. He is questioning what he has started.
 
   “To the death,” David speaks softly.
 
   “To your death and theirs,” Devan chants a spell quickly. Watery spikes extend from his hand piercing the children. The watery spikes come undone and make a puddle underneath the children. Their limp bodies fall onto Joanne’s dead body.
 
   “I am going to kill you now,” David says calmly as his arms ignite in flames and armor forms over his skin. He lifts up one hand and looks it over to judge his skill. Looking back at Devan with death resting in his eyes, David screams at the top of his lungs and charges.
 
   The two souls collide in a thunderous boom. 
 
   Death stands outside watching over this fight. She realizes that in all her years collecting souls she has never seen a broken, pieced together soul before. 
 
   Death thinks to herself, 'I need to take a closer look. I need to figure out what I just found.' 
 
   She comes into the house to find two people fighting, one with a broken soul, and one with a whole soul.
 
   Alfonzo watches as David begins to win the battle. David knocks Devan down only to have a spell knock him back. Alfonzo looks around the room as she senses a presence that she has not felt in a long time. Standing off to her left stands Death watching and waiting for the next to die. 
 
   'Dear God, no,' Alfonzo thinks to herself. 'I will not let David die here.' 
 
   Within that split second, David bear hugs Devan and begins to recite something that he should not know.
 
   “You will die in my arms right now,” David says as blood drips from his mouth. With his last breath, David whispers the words, Phoenix's Kiss.
 
   Death realizes that Alfonzo is in the room. Death looks around to find Alfonzo because she cannot sense Alfonzo's soul. 
 
   'This is different. How can you change your signature on your soul?' Death thinks to herself. 'Alfonzo is a halfling, and that is a human. How is Alfonzo reading like a human soul?'
 
   Alfonzo has seconds before the spell takes effect, and Death claims another soul. Coming out of hiding, Alfonzo uncloaks and flies towards David with her claws out. Gripping David's shoulders, Alfonzo pulls him away from Devan. David's hands tear the robe off Devan to reveal his scarred chest. Alfonzo shoots a fireball into the ceiling to create and escape route.
 
   Death watches Alfonzo and David soar through the opening in the ceiling to escape the spell that was cast. Turning her attention back to Devan, Death watches him chant a counter spell to save his own life.
 
   Devan's skin tingles as a fire ignites inside of him, burning pieces of his soul one by one. Screaming in pain, Devan rolls around on the floor. With each breath, another piece of his soul is burnt up leaving an empty hole in its place. Lying in the fetal position, Devan chants an old spell, as he lies dying on the floor. Death is in shock because Devan is using a spell that has been forgotten for thousands of years to save his life. Devan is only halfway through the spell as he begins to stand up. A single flame emerges from his body. Devan holds out his hands and forces the Phoenix Kiss spell away from him, incinerating everything within one hundred foot radius. Devan stands alive and only a little bit scarred.
 
   Death stands watching and waiting without a mark or burn. Compelled to know what is standing before her, Death exposes herself to Devan. She walks over to Devan and grabs him by the neck, lifting him off the floor. His hands immediately grip her forearms to brace himself. Devan peers into a faceless hood as he quickly realizes, Death is holding him. Shivering from fear, Devan hears the voice of Death.
 
   “Where did you come from? Who made you? You are not on my list of souls to collect here,” Death looks deep into Devan's soul and sees something she has never seen in all of her existence. “Interesting, you are a jumbled up mess of broken souls that once died. It appears to be that you did not come away from that spell unharmed. Your good pieces have been burnt out leaving only darkness and chaos. You are going to keep me busy for a very long time. I guess that I should thank you,” Death drops Devan on his butt and walks over to the now incinerated corpses. Reaching into the remains of the deceased, Death pulls out each soul one by one. Each person that Death collects has no recollection of what happened. They are only happy to see their loved ones. Death leads all four of the Egleton family away. 
 
   Just before Death leaves she turns to Devan, “One day we will meet again, and that day will be your last.” Death disappears through a black hole.
 
   Devan sits in a pool of ash of the former building, still hurting from the Phoenix Kiss spell. Devan knows that he will not last long if he stays there. Lying on his back and chanting, Devan reaches out to anyone that he can find. Each person he sees is connected to another soul. 
 
   Devan thinks to himself, 'Where are the souls that have no one?'
 
   Devan drifts in and out of concussions. Devan finds a soul that seems like he knows it from somewhere. As if he and this soul have met before. 
 
   Devan contacts that lone soul. “Help me! Help me! I am dying, and I need your help.”
 
   “I hear you, and I shall help,” The soul responds and starts walking in the direction of the voice in his head. Jack only knows one thing at this time and that is someone calling him. This someone may have answers for him; answers that he searched for all his life. He will seek out this voice and help it.
 
   A full day passed before Jack arrives at Devan's location. Jack finds a half naked man lying in a pool of ashes and blood. Checking to see if Devan is still alive, Jack puts his hands on Devan's chest and mouth. Devan's eyes pop open making Jack jump back. Devan waves his hand to make Jack come closer. Jack leans in over Devan's face to hear him better. Devan speaks some words, but Jack cannot make out what they are. Jack lifts Devan up off the ground and puts Devan on his back to carry him. Jack walks in a new direction that he has never been. Devan's body hangs limp off of Jack's shoulder as he hangs on to his own life. Knowing that he is safe, Devan passes out as Jack walks on to find the next town or home.
 
   After walking for a couple of hours, Jacks finds a lonely house sitting on the outskirts of a town. Jack walks up to the door and knocks. While waiting to see if anybody is home, Devan wakes up and whimpers from the pain. An old lady answers the door.
 
   “Can I help you, young sir?” squinting at Jack, the old lady tries to make out who he is and what he is carrying.
 
   “Yes ma’am, my friend is badly injured, and I was hoping that you could help us.” Jack replies.
 
   “Yes, Yes come on in. Please set your friend on the couch. he can rest. How badly is he hurt?” The old woman gets a pillow to put behind Devan's head. Jack lays Devan down on the couch. The old woman fetches a rag and a bowl full of water. Jack and the old woman begin to clean up Devan. The more they clean the more they see. Scars, scratches, and cuts cover Devan's body. 
 
   The old woman thinks out loud with Jack sitting next to her, “What did your friend fight? A wild animal?” 
 
   “I wish that I could tell you. I don't even know. I found him like this.”
 
   An hour goes by as Jack and the old women treat Devan's wounds. They wrap up his arms and chest leaving his head and lower body untouched. The old woman covers Devan up with a spare blanket.
 
   “I hope that we are not any trouble for you ma’am.”
 
   “No, not at all. I am enjoying your company already. I live alone here, and no one comes to check on me. It is nice to be helpful and wanted again,” The old woman replies as she washes her hands.
 
   Jack smiles back and thinks to himself, 'I am going to do whatever it takes to help this man. Some how he is my future.'
 
   


  
 



Chapter 39
 
   A week passes as Alfonzo watches over David and waits for him to wake up. Alfonzo is exhausted from sleepless nights of hearing David cry out in his sleep. He cries for his parents and for his missing younger brother and sister. David's dreams are plagued with demons tearing at his family souls as he stands back watching them cry out to him for help. He is trapped in a glass box with seams sewn together with golden string. He screams and pounds on the glass to get out to help his family without luck. David awakes from his nightmare only to find Alfonzo watching over him.
 
   “How long have I been asleep?” David says rubbing his burning eyes.
 
   “You have been asleep for a week to the day now.”
 
   “Have you been waiting here for me to wake up? Watching over me?” David tries to sit up but falls backwards hits his head against the headboard of the bed.
 
   “Now, don't try to get up just yet. You are still very weak from the battle. I brought you to an old angel's home that is no longer used. I want you to stay there and get some rest,” Alfonzo wings stretch out with all of their might.
 
   “How can you sit there and tell me to rest when there is a killer out there? We need to get back to my sister's house and dig up some clues then hunt this murderer down before he can kill again,” David tries to stand and falls flat on his face.
 
   “What are you going to do? You're too weak. You go out there, and you will be killed,” Alfonzo peers at David as if waiting for his next move.
 
   “We need to bury my sister and her family with due respect. We also need to go to my brother's house, if it still stands, and take a look around to see if the killer left any clues,” David pulls himself back onto the bed.
 
   “I'll make you a deal. You let me rest for one day, and I will help you find this killer you seek,” Alfonzo turns around to face away from David.
 
   “Deal, and you must help,” David responds.
 
   “I'll see you tomorrow,” Alfonzo drifts off into dreamland.
 
   David lies back, and daydreams about catching this killer. 
 
   “Tomorrow will be a new day,” David says out loud.
 
   The next morning, David and Alfonzo arrive at Joanne’s house and discover that no one has been there. Using his shirt, David begins to collect the burnt bones of his sister and her family. David collects each and every bone trying not to miss a single one. 
 
   Holding the tears back, David says to Alfonzo, “Please find a place to bury my family.”
 
   Alfonzo soars into the air to cover more land faster and notices a small house only a hundred or so yards away from David's location. To get a better look, Alfonzo gets closer to the house. Memories flood Alfonzo's head. 
 
   'It was not only a couple of weeks, but a couple of months ago that they buried David's brother in the same ground. What has come of his family?' 
 
   Alfonzo flies back to David to help him out.
 
   “David, your brother's house is just through those trees to the east. I did not realize that we were so close. Please let me help you,” Alfonzo flies within a foot of David's head, hoping to land on his shoulder.
 
   “No, this is my burden, my family. My curse to suffer, not yours,” dead silence again. “I remember where their house is now. Thank you.”
 
   The rest of the afternoon Alfonzo helps David bury Joanne and her family next to his brother and family graves.
 
   David walks inside of his brother's house. He just stares at the kitchen covered with dried blood. Alfonzo tells him to go to the next room and sit down on the couch. David, exhausted, does what he is told. Lying on the couch, David lets his mind drift. He thinks about everything that has happened in the last couple of months. 
 
   'My family is being hunted down like animals.' 
 
   With that thought David drifts off to sleep.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 40
 
   A week passes for Jack and Devan. Devan lies in bed as Jack and the old women tend to Devan's wounds. Waking up one morning as Jack is tending to his wounds, Devan turns to Jack. 
 
   “You must finish it. You must kill them all. He still has more family members. I can feel them walking. Talking. Playing their little games with each other.”
 
   “What am I supposed to do? I don’t know magic.”
 
   “I will teach you.” Devan takes Jack's hand and draws a symbol on it. "Go draw that on the ground outside and repeat the words, locate my enemy’s bloodline, in Latin. The symbol will do the rest.”
 
   Jack nods and heads outside, he draws the symbol into the dirt and repeats the words. His eyes begin to glow, and he can see a house and people walking, talking and playing games as if they were right front of him.
 
   'So these are the people that you want dead Devan. Fine, so be it. They will die tonight.' 
 
   He walks back into the house to let Devan know about what he has seen.
 
   “Good, I'm glad to hear the spell worked for you. Now you know what to do?” Devan asks.
 
   “Yes. Kill them all, leave no one left standing.”
 
   “Very good, my boy. Leave before it gets to late and you don't have the upper hand.” Devan takes off his ring, “Take this. It will keep you from harm. Remember, I am always with you.”
 
   Jack takes the ring and thanks him.
 
   It was a slaughter when Jack enters the home of Dave Turner, the last living family member of David. Jack tears their body apart like a wild animal. No one survives.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 41
 
   As David sleeps, his soul drifts through different houses searching for something or someone. He stops to look through every window but comes up short.
 
   'I am getting nowhere fast. I should give up.' 
 
   Heading out of town, David sees a little house off the main road sitting by itself. His soul is magically drawn to it. David walks right in, passing through the front door, and stops. He finds what he has been searching for all this time. Devan sits in the living room chair and acts like a puppeteer. Devan pays no attention to David as he watches his every move. Wondering what Devan is up to, David stays within line of sight never taking his eyes off him. As Devan moves his hands around, he talks to himself, but in different tones.
 
   “Please don't hurt us,” Devan says in a soft tone.
 
   “You must die.” Devan says in a deep tone.
 
   “ROAR!” Devan says in an even deeper tone says as he shakes one of his hands.
 
   “Please, God, help us!” Devan screams in a soft tone.
 
   “There is no God for you,” Devan screams in a deep tone.
 
   Then one hand attacks the other while Devan screams at the top of his lungs. Devan moves his hands about, making one chase after the other one. One hand pounces on the other and acts like it is ripping the other hand to shreds. The winning hand pants as if it was tired.
 
   David realizes what is happening. David rushes over to Devan and tries to punch and kick him. His hands and feet pass right through him. David screams in frustration.
 
   Alfonzo grips David’s shoulder and shakes him to try waking him from his nightmare. After a couple of minutes, Alfonzo sinks her razor sharp claws into David's shoulder.
 
   “What did you do that for?” David screams.
 
   “You were thrashing out as you were dreaming. It was only thing that I could do it wake you up,” Alfonzo lands on the back of the couch.
 
   “In my dream, I watched Devan play with imaginary puppets and make them fight each other. I realized that he is killing someone,” David stands up and walks over to the window.
 
   “Your family is in trouble. We must leave now,” Alfonzo lifts up off the end of the couch; grabs David, and flies towards David's last remaining family members home.
 
   Flying swiftly and dodging everything, Alfonzo knows that this is a life or death situation. Nearly over shooting the house, Alfonzo makes the descent but comes in too fast. David drops to the ground with a thud and rolls to the front door. Blasting through it like a herd of elephants on the stampede, David finds himself standing in a blood soaked shell of a house. Body parts are scattered everywhere as if a wild animal went crazy for food. Alfonzo lands on David's shoulder as he walks around.
 
   The house was silent, only the sounds of David and Alfonzo breathing echo against the walls. David and Alfonzo walked to the back of the house. Halfway there they see a bright flash of light coming from the backyard. Rushing to the backyard, they find a black portal closing. David runs over to the portal only to be thrown back by a lighting blast coming through it. Alfonzo flies over to David and they both watch the portal close. Dusting themselves off, they head back to the house.
 
   Inside, Alfonzo finds a place to land. Alfonzo is horrified from all the carnage in front and all around them. David stands in silence as he begins to grieve over the last of his family. A brother and his little family that he will never get to know. He tries to hold back the tears because he does not want Alfonzo see him cry. David stands in the middle of the room with his back facing Alfonzo. A single tear rolls down the cheek, but it feels like a waterfall gushing out.
 
   “What could have done this? What kind of monster could do this much damage in so short of time?” David breaks the silence as he tries to rationalize what he sees.
 
   “What you see is the remains of an ancient, dark magic. This is what you get when you mix humans with demons and then control the demon to do your bidding.”
 
   “Does it have a name?” David looks down at the tiny hand that has no arm to it.
 
   “Yes… Xaphan… it is a worker demon turned berserker. It can be controlled and summoned at will. It was designed to do evil, nasty things to humans. But when you cross this demon with a human, only evil will come from it, and it will destroy everything in its path.”
 
   “How do you kill it?” David is steadily getting angrier by the minute.
 
   “You can not kill it without killing the human host,” Alfonzo's voice sounding concerned with the way David is beginning to act.
 
   “So be it.” David takes a moment to collect himself. “Please take me away from all of this death. Take me to a place where I can grieve over my lost family.”
 
   Alfonzo nods and flies over to David to pick him up. 
 
   As the two lift off the ground, David says to Alfonzo, “Burn it. Burn everything in sight. Let this home and the land become their resting place. Leave nothing standing. Make it a hole in the earth. This hole will remind everyone of the great lost that I have suffered. Please do that for me.”
 
   Alfonzo lifts to fifty feet off the ground, whispers a small prayer and then says, Phoenix Inferno. A fiery ball surrounds Alfonzo and David to protect them. Mirroring on the ground, a fiery ball grows to engulf the area ten feet outside of the home. Everything within the sphere turns to ash. Trees fifty feet away catch on fire. Everything within a seventy-five feet radius feels this spells affect and the radiant heat that is coming off the fiery sphere. Then it stops. The protective sphere disappears around Alfonzo and David.
 
   “It is done,” with that; Alfonzo and David fly off, destination unknown.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 42
 
   Jack is sitting down with Devan eating dinner and talking about magic. Devan tells him about some of the easy spells just to test him.
 
   “Can you teach me some of the easier spells so I may practice them? I wish to be as good as you are,” Jack breaks some bread in two and hands half to Devan.
 
   “We will start with the easiest one first: how to find someone anywhere on earth. This spell was the first one that I learned when I was an apprentice.” 
 
   Devan takes a couple more bits of his food. Some of the juices run down the side of his cheek. Jack laughs a little. Devan stares at Jack for a couple of seconds then laughs out loud.
 
   After dinner, Jack and Devan go to the backyard to practice this old spell. Devan draws a symbol into the dirt and tells Jack to imitate what he has done. Jack does so with ease. Devan slices his hand open to allows some blood to drip on the symbol. The symbol begins to glow red. Jack follows suit. His symbol also begins to glow.
 
   “Repeat after me.” Devan speaks in Latin, “Show me the person that I am seeking.” 
 
   Devan speaks in English, “And then their name.” Devan speaks in Latin. “Show me the king.”
 
   Jack does the same thing but asks for his real mother. He gets the shock of his life. Standing there in disbelief, Jack realizes that he has been lied to all of his life. He decides to confront her about it and other matters at hand. Jack decides to get some more information out of Devan about more spells.
 
   “Once you find them then what?” Jack asks.
 
   “Then you can teleport and kill them.”
 
   “How do you do that?”
 
   “Another spell that I cannot teach you right now.”
 
   “Come on, Devan, didn't you see how easy I did this,” Jack points to the symbol on the ground. Devan nods his head in agreement.
 
   “Okay, last one for tonight. First you have to modify this symbol like this,” Devan erases lines on the outer sections to put different circles and waves to complete it. “Next, stand on top and picture where you wish to go, and then you are there. However, it is a one-way ride. You must make another symbol on the other side to come back.”
 
   “Just think of where I want to be and I am there. You make it sound easy,” Jack smiles at Devan.
 
   “It is just that easy. Now, with that, I am going to bed,” Devan walks to the house. Just as he steps onto the first step, a flash of light bounces off the room's exterior. 
 
   “Good luck, kid.”
 
   Jack arrives in the castle of his aunt. He knows this castle inside and out because he always played there before he ran away from his home. This time was different. He was different. This time he knew the truth. For years, he knew something was not right, but he had no proof. Now he will confront his real mother and ask who is his real father, for the last time.
 
   Causally, Jack makes his way up to the queen's private room. He remembers playing in there when he was just two years old. The queen would shoo her hired help away and tell the guards not to let anybody through the chamber door. They would play for hours upon hours, only the queen and him. Everything changed when he became three and a half years old. The queen announced that she was pregnant and she would need more time to herself. Jack was slowly pushed to the side as the months passed. One month before the queen was to give birth, she sent for Jack, and he came. This would be the last time that Jack would see the queen's face. That day still burnt in his mind. The queen was bedridden and all he wanted to do was play. Instead of playing, she read stories to him all day long until she fell asleep with him in her arms. They would lie there until a servant woke them. When Jack was leaving, he turned around to say good-bye. A single tear ran down his cheek as he watched a tear run down the queen's cheek. As the door closed behind him, Jack heard the queen break out in tears. The queen cried herself to sleep due to the decision that she had to make.
 
   Jack remembers the secret passage to enter the queen's room from the dead end hallway. A large painting hangs in front of the hidden door. Reaching up for the candlestick holder, Jack hears something or someone coming down the hallway. Quickly, he turns the candlestick holder to reveal the hidden passageway. Swiftly closing the door behind him, Jack stands in silence, listening for a couple of minutes. Then he presses onward up the stairs into the queen's room.
 
   At the top of the stairs, Jack stands in front of the door and shakes with fear. Jack questions himself for what he is about to do. Then the voice inside of his head that always talks to him when he feels scared speaks up.
 
   ‘You have come this far. Do not turn back now. Now is not the time to have second thoughts; now is the time to act for what you know is the truth. If you turn back now, you will not sleep a night again. You must do this.’
 
   Jack opens the secret passage to find the queen's room empty. He sees the queen's bed and a smaller bed several feet away from it. There are two large chairs sitting in front of the fireplace. Jack remembers lying on the rug that the chairs set on listening to the queen tell him stories. Now the chairs are facing the opposite way, into the room instead of the fireplace.
 
   ‘Move them back Jack,’ the little voice in Jack's head says.
 
   Jack turns the chairs around he looks at the fireplace.
 
   ‘Light a fire, Jack,’
 
   Jacks toss a couple of logs into the fireplace, put some twigs under the logs, and proceeds to light a fire. As the fire begins to get larger, Jack sits down in the chair that has its back facing the main entrance to the room.
 
   Thousands of thoughts are racing through Jack's head as he stares at the fire. A couple of hours go by, and no one enters the room. Jack begins to wonder if he has done the right thing. Not long after that feeling, Jack hears someone come up to the door. The door opens, and a young lady comes into the room. She does not notice Jack sitting in the chair, watching every move that she makes. Then the queen enters the room, notices the chairs are turned and that there is a fire going.
 
   The queen turns to the young lady, “Please leave the room and shut the door behind you.” 
 
   The young lady bows to the queen and leaves the room closing the door behind her. The queen sits down in the empty chair and stares at Jack.
 
   “I have been waiting for this day for a very long time now. You ran away too soon, and I never got to tell you something,” the queen holds back the tears.
 
   “I already know that you are my mother,” Jack can see his reflection in his mother's eyes, but all he can feel is torment tearing at his soul. “You lied to me all those years. You told me that you where my aunt. But you treated me like a son that you never had. All those years that I slept in a bed, in another house, and you made me think that those two people were my parents for all those years, you dirty person. You are not a mother.”
 
   “Look here, young man. I had to choose. The king made me choose between you and the crown. I chose the crown because I had a better chance to take care of you. If I had the crown, then I still had power. Power to change people's minds. Power to change the laws of this great land. Power to...”
 
   “Power to leave your child behind.”
 
   “I didn't forget you.” The queen looks away, “I had a new baby that is your half brother.”
 
   “You never once sent for me after that day. I remember the last day that we had together. You just tossed me to the side for a new child, that is now a prince you spoil rotten every day.” Jack pauses for a couple of seconds, “Damn you. Damn you and the king.”
 
   “Jack, dear, you never let me finish. I came by five days after you ran away, but by then, it was too late. I told the people that were taking care of you, to send you immediately to the castle to talk with me because I talked to the king about…”
 
   “Who is my father?”
 
   “And …” the queen got silent. “Jack, your father is dead.”
 
   “You lie! All you ever do is lie!”
 
   “I am extremely sorry, honey, but your father is dead.”
 
   Jack stands up and walks over to stand in front of his mother. Their eyes meet. The queen sees the same look on Jack's face as she saw on Devan's face the night he beat her just before she left him.
 
   “He is dead,” the queen replies, as she knows that something bad is about to happen.
 
   Jack grabs the fireplace poker, heats up the pointed end in the fireplace and jams it into the queen's shoulder. She lets out a scream from the pain.
 
   “He is dead.”
 
   A flash of light and pain blinds the queen and memories flood her head about Devan beating her until she could cry no more. He would grab whatever was close to him. It did not matter what object it was, just as long as the object would hurt her badly. One beating always stuck in her head and never wanted to let go. This beating would be her last one from Devan because she would come to know the monster that slept within. She does not remember what was said, only that it made Devan angry. It was just the two of them in Devan’s study when it happened. After four bruised ribs, a black eye, and scars all over her body; she left that night to escape Devan’s wrath. With the power and connections of her father, she escaped to her new home, this home.
 
   Jack thrusts the hot poker into her other shoulder.
 
   “He is dead!”
 
   “Who is he?” Jack screams and hits her repeatedly.
 
   “It is the king!”
 
   “Liar! Stop lying to me!”
 
   Each hit accelerates the violence. Then the Queen screams out his father's name.
 
   “Devan! Devan is your father!” 
 
   The queen screams but Jack is swinging his arms too fast to stop. The final blow, delivered to the queen’s head, and a cracking sound brings the room to a stand still.
 
   Jack backs away as he looks in horror at what he has done. Taking the secret passageway to get out of the castle, Jack pays a large price to learn the secret of his real father. 
 
   Now he has no mother once more.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 43
 
   On top of Mountain Segreto Degli Dei, which translates from Italian as Secret Mountain of the Gods, David sits in the cold snow with Alfonzo resting on his shoulder. For once, David feels cold on his face. Thunderous winds blow around them, but like the mountain, David and Alfonzo are secure to that one spot.
 
   Alfonzo falls asleep on David's shoulder after the long flight. David's mind races with thoughts of loneliness, entrapment, regret, misery, self-doubt, and above all, hatred for everything and everyone in his past that has done him wrong. Feeling as though there is nothing that he can or could do right, David just sits rocking slowly back and forth. Trying not to cry, he sits there thinking about all of his family that he has lost; first his parents, then Sara, next Gale, shortly after that Dale, and lastly, Joanne. 
 
   'Why could this happen to a person like him? What god would allow all this violence to happen to one person's family?'
 
   David reaches down and scoops some snow up into his hand. He holds it in front of his face to watch his breath melt it slowly. Knowing that a fire still burns deep down inside of him, David takes a mouthful of snow. The cool wetness slides down his throat, sending a chill up his spine. Alfonzo shakes a little bit then goes back to sleep.
 
   Everyone that David ever knew died or got hurt because of him. Thinking back to the past, David realizes that he almost forgot about his lost brother, Markus, and sister, Wendi. He wishes that he knew where they where so he could give them a large hug and tell them that he loves them. David puts his arms around himself, giving himself a huge hug. 
 
   'Wherever you are Markus and Wendi, that was for both of you.'
 
   David picks up Alfonzo, lies down in the snow, and falls asleep lying with Alfonzo in his arms. The next morning David wakes up with Alfonzo laying across his chest in a deep sleep. Aching pains cover his body. 
 
   'That is the last time that I sleep on top of a mountain.' David sits up while holding Alfonzo in his arms. 
 
   He realizes that the view is breath taking. 
 
   'I am looking at heaven.' 
 
   Realizing that his family will never experience the wonders that he will get too, tears fall off David’s cheeks, and become freeze to his clothing. A couple of drops falls on Alfonzo and melts instantly.
 
   Coming awake from a deep sleep Alfonzo asks, “Are we still on top of that mountain?”
 
   “Yes, we are, and it is breathtaking,” David says as he holds Alfonzo in his arms.
 
   “Good, wake me up when you feel like leaving.”
 
   “I would like to talk, if that is okay with you? I need to talk to someone even if they don't talk back.”
 
   “Then talk away,” Alfonzo tries to get comfortable but without much luck. Alfonzo settles down, and David begins to speak.
 
   “When I was a little boy I used to make believe that I was able to fly, swim underwater without breathing, and jump as high as a building. Now that I can do all these things, I don't want to. I just want my family back because the pain that burns in my chest is an empty hole that grows with every death I experience. I am all-powerful now, but I can't stop a loved one from dying. These powers are useless if I cannot stop a bad person from hurting good people. I should find a cave to live in and disappear off of this earth.” 
 
   The more that David talks, the further that he falls into a deep dark depression. His world closes in on him making David feel alone.
 
   Alfonzo wakes up and looks up at David staring deep into his eyes. 
 
   “Would you like me to take you to a place to grieve over your family?”
 
   “Yes, that would be nice,” David replies letting Alfonzo go.
 
   Alfonzo soars above David's head and begins to grow. David watches Alfonzo grow ten times her usual size. 
 
   “I am going to do some ancient magic now. Please don't be scared.”
 
   “I am not scared. Only sadden by the thoughts of my family,” David blinks and everything melts into black and white with a contrasting gray scale. 
 
   David thinks, 'Why me? Why now? Why ever?’
 
   Alfonzo lands on David's shoulders and absorbs him. David's body and soul now reside within Alfonzo. Alfonzo flies towards a place that few people ever seen. No human has entered it’s walls in more than ten thousand years. Alfonzo flies straight towards the Garden of Eden.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 44
 
   Every corner looks like the last as Jack panics while searching for a way out of the castle. Jack feels that he is running in circles. He dodges everyone he sees and hides behind furniture and other large objects.
 
   Finding an empty corridor, Jack proceeds down it watching for people. 
 
   'When is this hallway going to end?' 
 
   He stops and looks behind him only to see more hallway. He turns back around and looks back in the direction of the end he was heading toward. It seems to continue forever.
 
   'This is useless. Why can't someone just show me a door?' Jack pounds his fists against the wall. The sound bounces back at him like a heavy wooden door. Looking forward, a door begins to appear in front of him.
 
   'Now that is strange. No door handle, no hinges, not even a knocker. What kind of door had no clear way to enter?' 
 
   Jack looks all over for a hidden lever, button, or hint of a way to open this mysterious door. Standing back to take a harder look, Jack realizes that this in no ordinary door. This door leads into the wizard's study. 
 
   'These doors are almost impossible to find. Now, how do I get in?'
 
   Jacks tries to knock. Random, made up magical words. He waves his arms around like an animal. Nothing he tries to do works. Then he thinks of Devan.
 
   'Devan would know what to do. He could solve the small problem that I have with this door. What if I think like Devan and do what Devan does. Maybe, just maybe, I can open this door!’
 
   Slowly moving his arms, Jack chants. Nothing happens. Jack continues but louder this time. Still nothing happens. Getting angry, Jack pounds his hands on the door as he screams at the top of his lungs. Jack feels something cool and wet run down his arm as the pain of the cut creeps up his arm. A cracking noise comes from the door as Jack's blood adsorbs into the wood. Wooden locks appear and open, making the door open in front of him. The wizard’s study lies beyond the door. Jack walks through the not knowing who or what is lying on the other side.
 
   


  
 



Section Four: Love & Power
 
   


  
 



Chapter 45
 
   Once in the wizard's study, Jack begins to look around for something to put in his hand. There are lots of beakers and shelves with jars containing unknown contents. In the center of the room is an altar with a flat top and demonic markings cover all four sides to it. No chains or straps can be located by the naked eye. Jack steps closer to the altar to get a better look at the top of it.
 
   Standing next to the altar, Jack studies the top and notices that there are no demonic markings on it. He rests his uninjured hand on the smooth mirrored surface. This altar does not appear to ever been used. 
 
   “So strange, it's a black mirror. What in the world would this be used for?” 
 
   Holding his injured hand palm up over the altar, blood drips from the back of his hand, and onto the altar. The markings slowly glow red as the blood absorbs into black stone surface. Glowing red light illuminates the room.
 
   A metallic clunking sound comes from beyond the opposite side of the altar. The sound of heavy metal dragging across the floor becomes louder the closer it gets to Jack. The red light shows the shadowy outline of a giant figure dragging something in its hand. Jack, not knowing what to do, puts his hands up and tells the huge metal creature to stop.
 
   “I do not bow down to you, boy.”
 
   “Who do you bow down to?” Jack yells back at the metal giant.
 
   “My master's name is Devan.” The metal giant pulls his sword closer to its body, readying to swing.
 
   “And what did Devan tell you to do with intruders?”
 
   “To kill them.”
 
   Jack begins to back towards the door. For every two steps Jack takes backwards, the metal giant takes a step forward to keep the same distance between them. Stretching his hands behind himself, Jack uses them like guides to feel for what is behind him. Jack's foot hits a shelf’s base. He stumbles and takes his eyes off the metal giant for a split second. A whooshing sound shoots through the air as Jack feels the air race through his hair. The heavy sword slices through a couple of shelves and shatters many glass jars. Shrapnel flies through the air, bouncing and sticking to whatever it hits.
 
   Jack puts his hands up to shield his face, but tiny pieces of glass slip past Jack's hands and cut his face. Some of the pieces embed themselves in Jack's arms and leave open wounds. Blood seeps around the glass shards and into the stale warm air. A small burning sensation races over Jack's body.
 
   Out of the corner of Jack's eye, he sees the metal giant readying itself for the next blow. Jack changes his footing and rushes the giant. He hits it in the gut with his shoulder. Jack knocks the giant back against the altar. One metal hand flies up into the air while the other hand still holds the sword. The opposite hand drives the blunt end of the sword's handle straight into Jack's ribs. First, there is a tearing noise, then a ripping noise, and finally a breaking noise echoes throughout the room. The blow knocks Jack to the floor gasping for air.
 
   A magical portal opens on the wall. Devan steps through into a scene he wished never to see. His metal giant is standing over Jack, readying for the final blow.
 
   “Cease and desist, my metal servant!”
 
   The metal giant backs away from Jack. Devan picks Jack up off the floor and lays him on the black stone altar.
 
   Coughing up blood Jack says, “I thought that this was your study.”
 
   “Don't move. I am going to heal you,” Devan puts out his hand over Jack's body. Jack grabs Devan's hand.
 
   “I have searched for you for all of my life.” 
 
   The pressure on Jack's chest becomes greater, and he is finding it harder to breathe as each second passes.
 
   “What do you mean?” 
 
   Devan now holds Jack's hand with both of his hands and stares into Jack's eyes.
 
   “I am no longer scared.” Jack coughs up more blood, “I am free from all this pain.”
 
   “What pain? What are you scared of? Why were you searching for me?” Devan wipes the blood away from Jack's face.
 
   “Thank you for your help. Thank you...” Jack gasps for air. “Thank you, father...”
 
   It all comes clear to Devan now. Only Devan’s blood would allow Jack to enter his study. Jack’s magical ability and the psychic connection that they shared could only mean one thing. All this time he was staring at his son. The night that he raped Jazmin; Devan had gotten her pregnant with Jack. This is why she left the kingdom and disappeared.
 
   Devan holds Jack in his arms. Tears of joy, tears of pain, tears of sorrow roll off Devan's cheeks. Time moves at a snail's pace as Devan cries for the son that he never knew he had.
 
   Turning his head to the suit of armor, Devan directs his hatred towards it.
 
   “You are no longer needed.” 
 
   Devan snaps his figures, and the blood seal within the suit of armor shatters. The armor falls to the floor. Devan is left alone to grieve over Jack.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 46
 
   Alfonzo felt recharged and rested enough to fly through the air carefree. David is still deeply depressed about his family and pays no attention to Alfonzo. The phoenix swoops left then dips right, making loop-the-loops through the clouds and singing a little song as David sits with his eyes closed. Feeling a bit spunky, Alfonzo decides to push the limits. Hovering to store energy, Alfonzo readies to let go all of it at the right time. A burst of fire shaped as a flat doughnut with omnidirectional streaks of light fill the sky. Inaudible, Alfonzo reaches full velocity. Ten seconds passed before any sound reaches the ground and any of its inhabitants feel the shockwave from the blast.
 
   Alfonzo screams in joy as everything flies by in a blur. 
 
   Alfonzo thinks 'I've never gone this fast before. With a lot of rest, I guess I could do just about anything.' Flying too fast, Alfonzo flies past a couple of towns that they could have stopped at. 
 
    “Stop!” David screams at the top of his lungs.
 
   Noticing what is happening, Alfonzo slows down and descends to the outskirts of the next town. Paying no attention to the surroundings, Alfonzo rips through a large bunch of trees. Each tree is shorn through cut with the cleanest cut ever imagined by a god. The trees are not burnt at all, but trimmed in an elliptical shape.
 
   Reaching a great place to land, Alfonzo hovers over a level spot and drops David to the ground. Landing on his butt with a load thud, David makes no argument. He just stands up, brushes himself off, and heads in the direction of the town.
 
   “Do you what me to fly overhead and lookout?” Alfonzo asks David before he gets to far away.
 
   “If it pleases you,” David keeps walking while Alfonzo decides what to do.
 
   Once out of the woods and into small grassy fields, David heads straight towards the town. He reaches the middle of the field but still feels as if the trees are closing in around him. Their different shades of gray in the textures of their bark and the different shapes and sizes of gray their leaves all seem trying to touch him and turn him gray too. The warm wind that pushes the branches around feels cool in an unfamiliar way. The grass that has grown for months should have tiny yellow leafs on top. But all David sees is gray, lots and lots of gray.
 
   Pressing on, David reaches the other side of the field to be faced with the real test.
 
   The town's entrance, only ten steps away. These ten steps are the hardest ten steps that he has taken in a long time. Everything that David hears is just background noise. 
 
   David asks himself, 'Why are these ten steps so hard?' 
 
   The little voice inside his head replies. 'Because of what happened in the past, because of all the pain that burns from within your soul that will not go away.'
 
   David tries to swallow but the dryness of his mouth only adds to the pain. The colorless pain that appeared when Markus and Wendi disappeared has returned. It got worse as each one of his brothers and sisters and their families were killed. This taste, he wishes would rid itself of him.
 
   The sound of David's stomach reminds him that he needs food.
 
   'I guess I better go in and get something to eat before I die too.' David thinks as he takes the first of the ten steps.
 
   As David walks by houses of gray, people of gray, and buildings with gray flowers planted outside, he thinks to himself, 'Why can't I see like everyone else? Why am I crushed and not filled with happiness? Why do I feel so alone?'
 
   Not noticing that he just walked right passed several vendors with all types of good things to eat, David bumps into a group of people waiting to buy some fruit. A couple of people give David a dirty look while the others pay no attention to him. The young woman who runs the stand does not take notice of him.
 
   Standing still, David gazes at the gray lifeless fruit waiting for it to jump at him. Trying to move his hand to pick up a piece of fruit was like trying to move Stonehenge. David's body keeps telling his brain, no. His body fights with him, making him more exhausted. Quickly realizing a stalemate has happened with his own body, David waits.
 
   The young woman working watches David closely while waiting on customers, sometimes out of the corner of her eyes, sometimes looking straight at him while he fights with himself. Many people walk past the stand and on to the next due to David's presence. The young woman notices that other people are treating him differently and singling him out. She decides to put a stop to it.
 
   Walking up to David, she realizes he is off in his own little world.
 
   “Excuse me. Can I help you?”
 
   “Gray. They all look gray,” David replies.
 
   “What does?” The young woman asks, looking around all she sees are colors, many colors.
 
   “The fruit. The fruit is gray, and all the surrounding is gray also.” David points in a circle that includes all of her stand.
 
   “Well, what are you hungry for? My stand has some nice lovely oranges, apples, pineapples, and bananas, but my personal favorite is star fruit.” She picks up a star fruit and puts one in his hand, “Go ahead, it's on the house.”
 
   Slowly, David bites the fruit and its juices run down the sides of his mouth. Sweet, watery flavors bounce around with every bite. David closes his eyes to picture his parents’ garden. Every fruit known to man was planted there but this one.
 
   A small tear rolls out of David’s eye and onto his cheek. The young woman uses her finger to wipe away the stray tear. Feeling her do this makes David open his eyes.
 
   Something strange happened within this couple of seconds. The star fruit changed colors. It was not gray anymore. A darker shade of green with a fuzzy exterior covered the fruit. David’s perception changes when he hears.
 
   “Are you okay, hon?” the young woman puts her hand in David's hand to hold on to it.
 
   Turning to look into the young woman’s eyes, David gets the shock of his life. This young woman, who fed him this wonderful fruit, is now in full color. Only her and her stand were in color, but David knew that this meant, something, but tentative of its meaning.
 
   David holding the young woman's hand, “Excuse me, I never...” 
 
   “Zaria,” the young woman looks deep into David's soul.
 
   “Zaria, my name is David, and I would love to try another piece of fruit, if you don't mind,” David could not take his eyes off hers.
 
   Zaria picks up an apple and puts it in his other hand to try. They smile at each other as David takes another bite. Juices flow down his throat like a raging river.
 
   David spends the rest of the day with Zaria letting him try fruit after fruit. David’s world slowly becomes colorful once more. That night they make a date for the next day.
 
   After last night’s awakening of David’s soul, the following day presents itself with few clouds in the sky. Cool air splashes against David and Zaria's faces as they stroll down the markets square food avenue so David may sample the many different dishes.
 
   There are vendors with smoked pig and tender beef brisket. One has a rare, delicious alligator soup with homemade bread. Other vendors tries to compete by having almost the same food but fixed a different way. They walked by Zaria's fruit stand. It was empty with a closed sign. Zaria glances at David, smiles, and then hugs his arm. The two walk to another vendor’s booth to try something new.
 
   As the day progresses, David and Zaria find themselves down by the park’s river. They sit under a large tree and rest after eating too much.
 
   “When I was eight years old, I used to go to a river that was three stone throws away from my parents’ house. My whole family would go and have the best time of our lives every time. There would be games, food, and stories. My brothers and I would bring out our fishing gear and catch more fish than we could eat. Of course, we would bring home the uncooked fish. So we could cook it up the following day,” David peers out at the shimmering water watching the sun dance along the top of the waves.
 
   “Tell me about your parents.”
 
   “My father was strong, wise, and very loving. My mother was kind-hearted, caring, and full of joy. They fell deeply in love, after bumping their heads together in a cornfield. They were never torn apart after that,” David becomes silent with tears forming in his eyes.
 
   Zaria puts her hand on his hand, “It's okay to cry over loved ones. It is not a sign of weakness but a sign of strength. If we never cry for the people that we love then how are they suppose to know that we loved them? Always hold a special place in your heart for them. Just cry until you cannot shed another tear. I will sit here by your side and not think of any less of you.”
 
   The tears begin to roll as Zaria holds his hand. David cries for his parents, for his missing brother and sister, for the power he has now, and for how he could not use it to stop a killer. All of the pain is draining from his body and soul with each tear. David cries until nothing comes out. The feeling of hollowness fills him.
 
   Over the next couple of days, David and Zaria take walks through the city parks and enjoy the scenery. Occasionally stopping, watching the children play or the ducks swim in the pond. Zaria listens to David talk about his family as he makes each family member stand out. At the end of each person's story, David sheds a couple of tears for them.
 
   Zaria would end each day with a big hug and a kiss on the cheek. She would also whisper in David’s ear, forgive yourself because it was not his fault his family is dead.
 
   Everyday David would nod his head and wipe the tears away. In the evening, he would walk to the hotel that he was staying at and lie in his bed with his eyes closed to see his loved ones once more.
 
   Alfonzo has watched over David this whole time. Her job was simple. Keep an eye on David to keep him out of trouble and protect him from anything that could come his way, including young women posing as a friend. Trusting Zaria scarcely, Alfonzo scrutinizes Zaria’s every move.
 
   Within a week, David feels better about himself, and knows that talking to Zaria is making the difference. Everything has become colorful once more accept himself. David stills sees himself as gray, and this puzzles him.
 
   'Why has my world changed back to color, but left me gray? What do I have to do in order for this change?'
 
   David splashes water on his face to help himself wake up. Little droplets form on the tip of his chin as David stares into the mirror obvious to Alfonzo's presence.
 
   Sitting on a small shelf in the bathroom, Alfonzo notices that there is a happier step in David's walk.
 
   “I've watched you and that woman. I don't trust her in the least. Stop talking to her and leave behind this little speck of a town.”
 
   “I trust Zaria. She has transformed so much of my life that I can not and will not leave her just to satisfy you. This is my final choice and word about this subject,” David replies as he wipes off the water on his face.
 
   An angry tone comes across Alfonzo's voice. “So you make all the decisions now? You don't want to come to me about your life anymore? You think that you have it all worked out now? Little human Zaria is going to change your life for the better. Everything has changed in your world now. I don't need a phoenix in my life helping me out. I can do this all on my own, without the help from a Halfling.” 
 
   Alfonzo goes back to her angry tone, “You just go right ahead and try to figure out the last of your problems on your own.” 
 
   Alfonzo wings stretch, “Oh, you didn't think that I didn't know. Well I know, and I have the answer to your gray vision problem. When the time is right, you will let me know that you wish to talk to me. Ta-ta for now.”
 
   David just stares into the mirror looking back Alfonzo. Alfonzo leaves and David's heart drops to the floor. All this time, Alfonzo knew and said nothing. The only question is now, what else does Alfonzo know but is not telling.
 
   A knock on David's front door startles him as he thinks about what Alfonzo had said. In a split second, David remembers who would be at the front door. He had agreed to take Zaria on a boat ride through the city. Fixing his shirt and making sure, that he looks his best, David rushes around like a mad rabbit. The sound of knocking echoes throughout the tiny room he is staying.
 
   David yells he’s coming then rushes to the front door.
 
   Swinging the door open in a hurry, he almost takes it off its hinges. David greets Zaria, surprising her with such enthusiasm. 
 
   He bows to her, “My lady, the ship will leave sharply at ten o'clock and not a moment too soon.”
 
   “Don't you mean too late?” Zaria appears puzzled.
 
   “No, my lady, to soon is too late because that is when we have to leave,” David smiles at Zaria as he puts out his arm to guide her to the boat. She smiles back at him as they walk arm in arm.
 
   Arriving at the private boat dock, David and Zaria greet the captain before boarding. The boat is of average size, sixteen feet in length with seating for up to four people and two seats per side. The captain of the boat stands on the back and pushes the boat along with one long oar. The boat did not move very fast, so the passengers could enjoy the ride and scenery. David and Zaria sat close together as they chatted the afternoon away.
 
   “Since I have met you, my whole world has changed, and now I am a changed person because of you. I would love to take what little time we have left together and spend every moment looking deeply into your eyes.” David moves the hair away from Zaria’s face, “Dear God, your eyes are breathtaking.”
 
   Zaria feels a tingling sensation shoot throughout her body. Her breathing becomes heavier with every word that David speaks, “Is there something on your mind? Is there something that you would like to share with me?”
 
   Flying overhead, Alfonzo monitors David and Zaria as they touch and laugh, flirting at each other. This only fuels the fire within Alfonzo.
 
   “I love spending time with you. There are hundreds of places, each has it's own look and feel, that I would love to show you.” Zaria looks up at the gondolier and tells him, “Can you take us to the Rialto Bridge?”
 
   “Madam that bridge is in disrepair.”
 
   “I know that, young sir, but my companion has never seen it. What would happen if he died today and never sees such a wonderful sight. Do you think that his life would be fulfilled if he never seen such an incredible sight? I think not. Besides, if you go, I will double your fee for the extra time for taking us,” Zaria bats her eyes and gives him a sad puppy dog look.
 
   “Deal.” 
 
   The gondolier steers the gondola towards the Rialto Bridge, hoping to cash in on his newly acquired fare. He takes a shortcut, around most of the construction for the bridge by rounding the corner of a smaller building to cut down its access way.
 
   Boats fill boat docks as workers unload supplies for the local markets and restaurants. People dine at riverside cafes as they watch crews on boats and land-mounted cranes work to clean up the mess of the fallen bridge. A joyous day turned into tragedy within a matter of minutes for hundreds of people watching one of the largest boat parades in history. The Rialto Bridge, collapsed with too much weight and fell into the river, killing many people on the bridge and on the boats. A holiday Zaria will remember forever.
 
   Zaria was one of the lucky ones standing on the land's edge of the bridge when it happened. She did not get hurt, but her parents watched the sight of the falling bridge in horror. Coming back to the Rialto Bridge, Zaria pays her respects to all that died that day.
 
   The gondolier rows the gondola as close as he can. David and Zaria observe the workers as they hoist large, broken timbers into the air and on to ships waiting to remove them.
 
   Alfonzo lands on top of a building's ledge overlooking the river way and uses demonic powers to cloak. Alfonzo watches everyone. Making a sweep of the area across from David and Zaria, Alfonzo sees a figure that does not belong on the streets. No one seems to notice this figure starring at David and Zaria’s gondola. Not making any movements, Alfonzo decides to wait and let the figure make the first move.
 
   Death stands on the edge of the pier, staring at her target. She thinks of how boring her life has become over the last couple thousand years. Her soul yearns for excitement and not the tedious job she has to repeat. Then idea fills her soul with delight. 
 
   One of the rules that God gave her, ‘As long as no one else dies that is on your list. You can do whatever is necessary to collect the souls that are on your list.’ 
 
   A huge grin comes across Death's headless face.
 
   'Time to have some fun,' Death thinks as she reaches into her robe. 
 
   A short white stick emerges in her hand and she taps on an imagery podium as she conducts an invisible orchestra. 
 
   “Let the mayhem begin.”
 
   David and Zaria are chatting with their gondolier paying no attention to the mayhem that is starting around them. Workers scramble to tie down ropes that have broken. Large pieces of wood swing like dancing ballerinas in their last act. A couple of workers fall into the water while trying to maintain control over the crane cables carrying large pieces of wreckage. People walking close to the bridge and surrounding areas start to panic. Only after a couple of boats and gondolas try to escape do David, Zaria, and the gondolier become alarmed.
 
   A huge broken board flies through the air close enough to touch. The wind strokes their cheeks and frightens them. The gondolier scrambles to turn his boat around. As the gondola rotates, it bumps into a couple of other boats. The men on each boat frantically try to release the hold on their boats as piece after piece of broken wood flies over their heads.
 
   David and Zaria are frozen with fear as they both watch the chaos happening all around them.
 
   Alfonzo watches David and Zaria to make sure that no harm comes to them.
 
   Death, relishing in all the fun that she is having, flicks her wrist, and giant wooden beam soars through the air. It crashes on three boats. David, Zaria, and the gondolier drop into the water like giant stones. Seeing what she has accomplished, Death disappears from the scene.
 
   David and Zaria fight to make it to the surface. Debris rains down around them as if Death was taking aim to collect a large amount of souls at one time. David and Zaria dodge boat paddles, broken wood from the bridge, shrapnel from boats, and even people sinking in the water. David, being a great swimmer, has no trouble making it to the surface. Zaria almost makes it, but a large chunk of a boat pushes her back down. Trapped under the heavy piece, Zaria’s air supply is quickly running out as she tries to free herself. David looks around and realizes that Zaria is missing. He dives back down into the water, determined to save Zaria. He searches the spot where their boat sank and finds nothing. Circling farther out from the site, David finds more broken wood and broken pieces of boats. He closes his eyes and focuses in on Zaria. David tries to feel for Zaria but has no luck. Unexpectedly David feels a tugging on his pant leg. He opens his eyes to see Zaria stuck directly below him and drowning quickly.
 
   Diving down to Zaria’s location, David sees the predicament they are facing. Low on air, Zaria stares deep into David's eyes, and mouths the word, sorry. David never gives up for a second. He moves around to Zaria’s side of the boat and positions himself to push with his legs. Pushing with all of his might, David moves the chunk of wreckage an inch.
 
   'I wished that I had some help right now.'
 
   David puts his mouth to Zaria’s mouth to blow his last bit of air into her lungs. If he is going to die now, he will not be alone. Zaria opens her eyes as oxygen fills her lungs. She smiles back at David, knowing what he is preparing to do. David and Zaria tears help to fill the river that they may call their future home.
 
   Looking over his side, David feels someone staring straight at him and Zaria. Death's faceless hood is inches away from David's face. David gazes into the dark emptiness of Death's hollow hood. Death gazes from David, to Zaria, and back to David again. She floats to the front of the wreckage and pulls out her scythe. With one clean swipe, Death chops through the wreckage like it was butter and her scythe was a hot knife. Nodding her head, Death disappears to collect the soul that she was after.
 
   David and Zaria swim to the surface and feel relieved to breathe fresh air once again. They swim to the edge of a nearby boat dock and are helped out of the water. They ask about their gondolier, but no one has seen him. No one knew who he was or if he had made it out of the river.
 
   David and Zaria confirm what they both know now. Death was after their gondolier, and just maybe, Death has a heart.
 
   One week later, David and Zaria are walking down the aisle in their wedding. Both have no one else to stand up for them. No family, friends, or even close acquaintances to witness this joyous occasion.
 
   Growing up, Zaria was one of the many orphans raised by nuns. She kept to herself for a long time until she met a girl named Sandra. Sandra and Zaria were best friends for many years at the orphanage. But one day, Sandra grew sick and passed away a couple of days later. Zaria watched Sandra's casket lower into the ground. She knew then that she must live each day to the fullest.
 
   David, on the other hand, had only himself to care for because all of his family was gone. He traveled the world with his new powers only to be lonely in the end. His soul aches for someone. He wants to follow in his parents footsteps and have a similar relationship. The darkness that fills David's world quickly lifted the day he met Zaria. He would not think about all the sadness that quickly filled up his life. He is now looking into the future with hope and love.
 
   With the preacher reading from the holy book as the wedding nears the end, David and Zaria gaze deeply into each other’s eyes, feeling only love fill their hearts. With the reading of the vows that they created, the preacher declares them husband and wife. They kiss passionately. A couple of minutes later, the preacher clears his throat to get their attention. David and Zaria walk out of the church giggling because they made the preacher blush with their kiss. They head towards their apartment, beginning their new life together as Mr. and Mrs. Turner.
 
   Months go by as the two lovebirds pass the time with smiling faces. David and Zaria live in Zaria’s small, but quaint, one bedroom apartment outside of Venice. They both tend to Zaria’s fruit stand and take turns waiting on the customers, laughing without a care in the world. David and Zaria have the best life that they have ever had in a long time.
 
   Zaria wakes up in the middle of the night with something troubling her. Trying not to disturb David, she tiptoes into the main room and sits in her favorite chair. Staring out the window, Zaria thinks about all the great times that they shared so far. But that is not what is troubling her.
 
   Zaria questions herself, 'Am I to blame? Am I some how broken and just don't know it? Is there something wrong with me? Why can't I conceive a child?'
 
   David walks into the room after realizing Zaria is not in bed next to him. He puts his hand on her shoulder.
 
   “Is there something wrong?”
 
   “Please tell me that I am not broken,” Zaria says as she just stares out the window.
 
   “You're not. Now, why are you thinking that?”
 
   “Because I am not pregnant yet.” Zaria begins to cry.
 
   David puts his arms around Zaria then kisses and hugs her.
 
   “If you come back to bed, I promise to find the answer in the morning,” David stands up, takes Zaria’s hand in his, and leads her back to bed.
 
   Dawn shines upon David's eyes lids to wake him. Going out into the main room, David opens the large windows to let in fresh air. With a bowl of water in hand, David waters the flowers that he and Zaria planted the day after they married. David looks forward as he feels a familiar presence.
 
   “How long have you been watching us?”
 
   “Long enough, to know that something is terrible wrong with your marriage that you wish not to tell,” Alfonzo replies.
 
   “What do you know about my marriage?” David keeps looking forward just in case Zaria wakes up.
 
   “I know that you have not told her about me. I know that you have not told her about the deal that we made. I know that she thinks that you are human and nothing more than that. I also know the answer that you seek for your new bride.”
 
   “What is the answer?” David replies.
 
   “Who are you talking to my love?” Zaria speaks up.
 
   “No one, my love. I was just talking to myself,” David turns to face Zaria. He gives her a hug and a kiss.
 
   David hears Alfonzo in his head. 'If you wish to know the answer to Zaria’s question, you must come with me to find out the answer. You must lie to her, now, and leave her. Make your choice.'
 
   David does not want to lie to his warmhearted companion. He is truly wedged with a hard decision. Nevertheless, he must lie to Zaria to find out the truth.
 
   “Zaria, I must leave for a couple of days, but I will be back with more answers to our problem,” David cannot believe what he is doing.
 
   ‘Honorable David, meet me around the back of the building,' Alfonzo says in David's head.
 
   Once around the back of the building, Alfonzo teases David about taking to long even though it was just a couple of minutes. Preparing himself for a long journey, David does some stretches and jumps around a bit. Alfonzo stares at him 
 
   Stopping in mid-step, David looks at Alfonzo, “What?”
 
   “Are you ready?” Alfonzo asks.
 
   “No, but if we must go now. I guess I'm ready,” David returns the sass Alfonzo gave him.
 
   “Good! Let’s get going.” Alfonzo hovers above David's head, glows red, and absorbs him.
 
   Shocked at what just happened he questions Alfonzo. “What did you just do? And how did you do that?”
 
   “Remember when you were depressed and you told me to take you some place so you could morn over your family.”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Well I tried this on a whim and it worked. After that, I discovered that we could merge our two bodies together at anytime. I think that this is one of the side effects of us merging our souls together. I have also been able to see through your eyes at anytime since then. I can see everything that you see and vice versa,” Alfonzo lifts off the ground and hovers over David's building.
 
   “So I can see through your eyes at anytime? How do I do this? Do I recite something or move my hands a certain way?”
 
   “No, just think about it, and you will automatically do it.”
 
   David looks away into the distance to see only blurred outlines. He waits for a couple of seconds and then the buildings that are miles away become clear with fine detail.
 
   “Unbelievable! It's like I'm standing right next to those buildings. I can see the dust on the grout line between the stones on the walls. This is amazing! When did you find out about this?”
 
   “The same day that you saw Death for the first time.”
 
   “I think that this is just the beginning. Take me to your home and tell me more about what you know.” David says still looking at everything.
 
   Alfonzo and David leave with an eruption of speed that leaves hot air swirling in a horizontal funnel. They head in the direction of Alfonzo's home. David returns to a place that he cannot remember due to the depressed state that he was in when Alfonzo last took him there. This time David sees Alfonzo's home in all of its glory. They travel over cities, lakes, one ocean, and vast green lands that lead straight into mountainous landscape. Snow covered mountains spread out as far as the eye can see. Diving into a valley, they follow a blue river with red streaks in it.
 
   “What are those red streaks in that river?” David asks.
 
   “That is blood from the damned. They will forever bleed for their sins until the day of final judgment.”
 
   David looks closely at the trees to see people hanging upside down by their feet. Demons whip their flesh off them and wait for it to grow back to repeat the torture in a never-ending cycle.
 
   “Who are they to have this done onto them?” David questions.
 
   “They are the people that lusted after others. So now, in punishment, they feel everlasting pain, never to feel the joy of death. Asmodeus governs over this area of Eden. He takes care of all that have committed the deadly sin of Lust. Asmodeus was one of my father's greatest generals in the Great War, but he is dead.” Alfonzo replies without mercy.
 
   Alfonzo and David turn at a huge bend in the river, heading to the next section of this lost paradise.
 
   David peers into a dark cave's opening to find what is lurking within. The cave is fifty feet in diameter with very little sunlight reaching far into it. No sound resonates from the cave's cold interior.
 
   “If you are wondering about that cave over there, it is home to one of the oldest creatures that my father created. You may know it by the name Leviathan. Many have heard of it by the legend handed down by storytellers. Leviathan's legend is wrong. The truth is Leviathan was the snake that spoke to Adam and Eve at the Tree of Knowledge before they bit into the fruit that banished them. Leviathan was but a baby then. Now it hunts all who are Envious and eats them whole, slowly digesting them until the day of final judgment,” Alfonzo flies towards the Valley of the Pig, which used to be known as the Valley of the Orange Moon.
 
   The sight before David was horrifying. He wished his eyes would be torn from their eye sockets so he may never look at this sight ever again. What lay before him was millions of people crawling on the ground eating anything that they could get their hands on. Insects were also eating them alive on the outside, little by little. Some people resorted to cannibalism. Others ate the leftovers. In the middle of all this vile consumption was a demon standing on top of a tower. The demon was in the form half hornet and half human.
 
   “Beelzebub throws bread laced with insects down to the people. These insects grow inside of you then eat their way out, leaving holes for the insects on the ground to have a way in. Gluttony is their sin.”
 
   David is quiet as he thinks about all the people that he knows. He wonders if any of them are down there.
 
   “Please, no more,” David says with a heavy heart.
 
   “We are only halfway there.”
 
   As David closes his eyes, he can see the smiling faces of the family. His mother is blowing kisses at him; his father is smiling back at him ever so proud. Then his sisters and brothers appear as they all wave at him. A smile and a warm feeling came over David.
 
   “You can open your eyes now,” Alfonzo tells David.
 
   What David sees in simply breathtaking. Grassy fields stretch away until the eye sees mountains in the background with snowy caps. Trees of all colors and sizes line both sides of the field. There was nobody in sight. Nobody screaming or crying for their lives to be spared. Where was he now?
 
   “This is a place that I come to when I need to get away from everything and everyone. This place was kept especially for me and only me,” Alfonzo says as they turn to head out.
 
   Over the mountains, they fly heading straight towards a place that David can barely make out.
 
   “I'll try to make it through here as fast as possible. I even hate this place.” Alfonzo says.
 
   They look down upon a God forsaken city filled with people scavenging through junk. Each person claims useless stuff long since fallen apart. It is a chaotic situation with people killing others for garbage. The people that are killed are revived only to continue the process of Greed.
 
   “The demon Mammon used to oversee everything, but he, too, fell in the Great War. This place saddens me because I realized that humans could become monsters, too. This makes me cringe at the thought of it,” Alfonzo says as they fly over rocky terrain, one step closer to Alfonzo's home.
 
   The rocky terrain softens into a pebble grid of twenty-four feet diameter holes. The holes are six feet apart from each other, horizontally and vertically. The holes are six across by six feet up, making a thirty-six-hole grid. Each hole is thirteen feet deep, just high enough for a person to climb onto another’s back and escape the torturous pain of one hole. When a person arrives at the top of the hole, they are greeted by a demon that grabs the individual by the head and throws them into a new hole; laughing at them as they do it.
 
   As Alfonzo and David fly over the holes and demons, David peers into the holes to see what is happening within them. To his horror, he finds average people fighting with one another. Clawing, biting, tearing hair out, breaking limbs on each other people's bodies, hitting, and scratching their way to the top. The winners will only find a demon waiting for them.
 
   “What crime did these people commit? And what is to become of the losers?” David asks Alfonzo.
 
   “Their crime is Anger - pure, bitter, evil, Anger - and the losers are on the bottom of each hole. The winners trample the losers. Each one of the holes is caked in fresh blood making the walls very slick. Their anger fuels their hate for the common person. This is what makes them into monsters. Only the best become demons and even those are more monstrous than the demons themselves. May God have...”
 
   “...Mercy on their souls.” 
 
   David finishes what Alfonzo is saying. The last thing David remembers seeing is fields upon fields of these grids of holes. 
 
   David closes his eyes; “Take me out of here, please.”
 
   “One last place to fly over then we are home,” Alfonzo hopes that David is done with his questions.
 
    Lava flows like a river from the area that they came from into a sea of bodies. The bodies floating on the top rotate like decaying logs, and the bodies just underneath the surface try to stick to the surface for a suck of air. No one tries to swim. All the people within the river float away, doing nothing. Demon fish and sea monsters feed on these damned souls for their daily bread.
 
   “Before you ask, I will explain. The people that you see are those of the Belphegor Sea. The sea’s name comes from the demon Belphegor. He oversees all those that were condemned of Sloth. These people remind me of the goatfish, lazy and shiftless. They never to do anything with their lives and before you ask, the losers of Anger wind up here, after they are beaten.”
 
   David has now seen the seven layers of hell, but he still wonders.
 
   “Am I in Hell? Or in the Garden of Eden?”
 
   “Both. The garden was taken over by demons after the Great War. God tried to cover up the war but still lost Eden in the end,” Alfonzo replies.
 
   “But what about the Tree of Life?” David wonders.
 
   “That was taken to heaven, along with the Tree of Knowledge. That is all that I know,” Alfonzo goes silent.
 
   Coming up in front of them is a castle unlike any castle David ever saw before. The walls around it had to be one hundred feet in the air. There were birdlike demons flying all around the outside. Every once in a while, they would pluck people trying to climb the walls off. David learns from Alfonzo that these demons are harpies. They were some of the first demons ever made.
 
   Rounding the castle walls, Alfonzo and David come upon the giant castle that Alfonzo calls home. Many windows of numerous rooms line the outer walls. Towers hide spiral staircases behind their walls. The castle is a fifteen-sided shape with a six-sided keeps in the middle. Corridors branching out like roots on a tree connect the keep with the outer wall. Five circular skylights are placed on the roof of the keep and each skylight is arranged with corresponding point on a star. A single tower, thirteen levels tall, rises out of the middle of the keep, stretching high into the air. Each level has a balcony wrapping around it, making it easy for the demon guards to watch the grounds below.
 
   David and Alfonzo ascend to the eleventh floor and glide into an open set of French doors. David separates from Alfonzo and drops to the floor to land on his feet. Alfonzo flies behind a decorated panel wall and begins to transform. David can only make out certain shapes from the shadows that project on the decorated panel. The shadows start as a small shape and grow into a tall slender shape standing five feet three inches. Alfonzo moves away from the decorative panel, so no shadow will cast on it. 
 
   Putting on a robe and Alfonzo yells to David, “Close your eyes please.” 
 
   David closes his eyes and turns around to prove that he will not look in her direction.
 
   Alfonzo tiptoes in front of David to try and sneak up on him. She grabs David quickly and screams loudly making David jump out of his skin and open his eyes to see what is in front of him. Standing before David is a young lady with red hair down to the middle of her back and royal blue eyes. Alfonzo steps back from David, twirls once, and stops to face him as she fixes her hair.
 
   “First off, thank you for everything that you have done. Ever since my father told me about the blessing that he cursed me with in order to keep me, one of his children, out of God’s wicked hands. I now know the price that he paid to watch his baby girl transform into a monster. My father's cursed blessing has been partially broken due to you. David, you have become my hero, my champion, that can overpower anything. I have wished this curse would end for a long time now. You, David Turner, have changed me back into a woman. I am no longer a demonic monster. I feel like an angel that could fly away…” Alfonzo dances around the room rejoicing in being a woman once more.
 
   David stands back and watches the joy that he has brought Alfonzo. Remembering all of the happy days, they shared. It made sense why their two souls could join. A smile comes to his face as David feels a warm fuzzy feeling coming over him. But one thing is still bothering him. Why does he still see himself as gray?
 
   Alfonzo dances up to David and hugs him, never wanting to let go. 
 
   'Now comes the hard part,' she thinks to herself. 
 
   “David. Please don't get mad at what I am about to say.” 
 
   David nods. 
 
   “I did some research about the joining of two souls, also known as soul mates. What I found out is that only people that are soul mates can have children. Wait, let me rephrase that. Only Angels and Demons can mate with each other. Now that you are part Angel and part Demon, there is only a small amount human left in you. The only person that you can have children with is me,” Alfonzo finishes and waits for David to say anything.
 
   David is shocked at the answer that he has been waiting for so long to hear. 
 
   'How am I going to tell Zaria?'
 
   Holding on to David, Alfonzo thinks about the other news that she must tell him. Alfonzo leads David to the balcony.
 
   “There is something else that I must tell you. I played a trick on you with the fiery lion by making it chase you and lick you in the face after you stumbled to the ground. I did that because I was falling in love with you. I wasn't sure if you had caught on yet, with all the things that were happening in your life…” Alfonzo goes silent while David thinks about all that she has told him.
 
   'I can't stand this anymore.' Alfonzo pulls David close to her and kisses him passionately. As they kiss, rain begins to fall around the castle. Drops of water dance on the balcony and bounce off of their bodies. Alfonzo and David’s body heat rises, and the raindrops catch on fire as they land. The kiss seems to go on for hours but it has been only seconds. After a while, Alfonzo backs off and puts her hand on David's cheek.
 
   “I wished that I was your bride. I wished that you told me, I do. I wished that you could have seen me long before you ever meet that other girl. But what is done is done, and we must live with it,” Alfonzo cannot take her eyes off David.
 
   “Everything could have been different if you would not have kept so many secretes from me. Why didn't you just tell me about that you were a beautiful woman? Why couldn't you have been truthful with me?” David pushes away from Alfonzo.
 
   “Because I didn't know until the day that you told me to take you away. That day I dropped you off in my special place. I left you for a little bit to fly home. I nearly died from happiness when I saw myself in the mirror. From that day on, I had no clue to what happened to me or how to tell you.” 
 
   Alfonzo steps closer to David, her hands reaching out for him. David backs away, and her hands drop. Alfonzo turns to walk back into her room to dress. David stands in the rain wishing that his life could have been different. He realizes that he is being soaked to the bone since he is no longer burning off the rain. Alfonzo steps behind the folding screen as David comes into the bedroom. She returns in a black dress. She walks up to David and stands three feet away from him. She holds out her hand and a little flame forms. She blows into the flame making it shoot out from her hand. The fire from the flame surrounds David and dries his clothes.
 
   “There, all better now?” Alfonzo feels David’s clothing.
 
   “Yes, thank you,” David’s eyes catch Alfonzo’s eyes and he tries to find a reason not to kiss her. He leans into her personal space but quickly pulls back. “No. No, I can’t do this… I can’t…”
 
   Alfonzo searches her heart for the answer. Her heart answers back. 
 
   ‘One day, he will be yours.’
 
   “We need to leave.” Alfonzo heads to the balcony and David follows. They combined into one phoenix and start flying back towards David and Zaria's apartment. David has no clue how to tell Zaria what he found out or what just happened.
 
   On the way through the Garden of Eden, David sees nothing but gloom, death, and destruction. Thoughts race through David's mind at a million miles per second - thoughts of Alfonzo, thoughts of Zaria, thoughts of the deal made so long ago. One thought that crosses David’s mind was something his father once told him. 
 
   “Every man, woman, and child has a choice. This choice will guide them to their destiny whether they want it or not. Sometimes when you choose something, it is not meant for you, and it does not work out. It was never meant to be. But, when you make the right choice, everything just clicks like a clock never losing time.”
 
   “You have been silent almost the whole way back. What are you thinking about?”
 
   “My father. He was a smart man, I am just thinking about the knowledge he tried to pass on to me.” 
 
   David doesn’t say anything the rest of the trip. He only thinks about his father and wonders what his father would do.
 
   When Alfonzo and David arrive at the back of the apartment building, Night has already settled in and the soft sounds of crickets singing to each other greet them. Alfonzo and David separate slowly, trying not to make too much sound and bring attention to themselves. Alfonzo looks at David, but David speaks before she can utter a word.
 
   “There is only one thing that I can do.”
 
   “What is that?” Alfonzo gets worried.
 
   “Lie. Lie like I have never lied before. This is only to protect Zaria from all of this. Zaria cannot find out about any of this… about the deal that we made, the Garden of Eden, or the fact that it is the new Hell. She must never find out about me being part demon, angel, and only a little bit human. I have to lie for Zaria’s own good.” 
 
   David cannot believe what he is saying. He also knows that this will come back to haunt him.
 
   “Are you sure?”
 
   "Yes," David says with the heaviest of hearts. “Please leave now. I will see you in three days, if that’s okay with you.”
 
   “That will be fine,” Alfonzo walks away from David, no longer hiding her true self from him.
 
   Walking up the two flights of steps to their apartment, David fights each step because it feels as if each step were one hundred steps repeated. A nauseous feeling comes over him the closer that he gets. The very thought of lying to the woman he loves kills him. He has never before had to lie to her, or even had the thought cross his mind. It still feels like it took a year to climb the steps. David stands only twenty feet away from the door. Every step becomes harder as the pain in his side becomes stronger.
 
   Turning the knob, David wishes that everything could be different. After opening the door one inch, he realizes something just doesn’t feel quite right. The door flies open and a pan whacks David on the forehead. David drops to the floor and catches a glimpse of Zaria’s face. Zaria has an oops, sorry, look to her face. She drops the pan, quickly lifts David’s head up, and puts it in her lap.
 
   “Oh God, I am sorry, I thought that you were a burglar because of how you were opening the door slowly. I am so sorry for hitting you, my love,” Zaria rubs David’s head.
 
   “That’s okay because I probably deserve this. How many days have I been gone?” David tries not to move too much because the room is still spinning.
 
   “You have been gone for thirteen days, counting today. I thought that you were dead or left me. Some people asked about you, and I told them that you were away on business. I really had no idea what happened to you. I just prayed that you were alright,” tears start forming in the corner of her eyes.
 
   “I’m sorry for hurting you like that and putting you through these heartaches. Please forgive me,” David sits up to sit on his knees and faces Zaria.
 
   “I forgive you. Just don’t ever do that again,” Zaria and David kiss.
 
   “Okay, I won’t.” David holds Zaria’s hands. “What I am about to tell you will shock you and help to answer why we cannot have children. In the past thirteen days, I traveled back to my hometown to speak with some of the people that knew me when I was a child. I asked about my past and if there anything may have happened, I don't remember. What I found out was that I was struck by lighting and was in a coma for one month when I was a child. When I woke up, I thought that it was the next day. I didn’t remember anything about what happened or know of the extent of the damage that it would cause. I only wish that I knew this before hand so I could have told you up front.”
 
   Zaria leans back, taking in everything that David told her, trying to decide what to make of it all. She wonders if he is telling the truth or not. 
 
   Zaria thinks to her self, ‘Only time will tell.’
 
   David and Zaria spend the rest of the night talking and catching up.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 47
 
   Devan sits alone in the wizard’s study. He has not uttered a single word for days. Ever since the day his son died in his arms, Devan ceased to exist. He has gone without food for days at a time. When he does get hungry everything, he eats tastes like salt and rocks. Devan comes in and out of consciousness randomly.
 
   ‘How could I have a son? How could I have not known that I had a son?’ 
 
   ‘You didn’t have a son. That was just a boy pretending to be your son. You can never have a child. You are a lost soul, forgotten by all, even by your creator.’
 
   “Who are you?” Devan asks the unfamiliar voice.
 
   ‘I am you. I am your subconscious speaking to you, telling you the truth that you deny yourself from hearing.’ Devan’s subconscious answers him back.
 
   “Why have you taken this long to speak to me?”
 
   ‘Why have you taken this long to listen?’
 
   “I did have a son that I can never deny. He got through the locked door, which was no problem at all with my blood running through him. I only wished I had known about him earlier,” Devan sits up to look around the room some more.
 
   ‘You had a son. Now he is dead. What are you going to do about it? To remember him?’
 
   “I am going to build an army out of other people’s sons. No daughters will be in this grand army that I shall create. If I cannot have a son, then nobody else will have a son.”
 
   He walks over to the window to gaze out, thinking about what to do next.
 
   ‘First thing to do is scare some people.’ Devan thinks.
 
   The end product of this grand trick is to go after the throne and rule over the kingdom. Then he will build his vast army, which will help Devan to conquer foreign lands. Then he will conquer all and rule over the entire world.
 
   ‘The first thing to do is to make the town’s people and the surrounding area too afraid to go outside. Next, I must make the king look like his jester. No one will care for a king they cannot trust. Then I will kill him and all his supporters.’ 
 
   As Devan’s thoughts race through his head, he looks down upon the kingdom that he had helped the king take over. Devan realizes that he knows every square inch of this kingdom and almost everyone one in it.
 
   Concentrating hard, Devan uses his powers to seek out bad people to do his bidding. Devan’s soul glides through every bar, pub, and hangout where the most horrible people would be found. Coming across a group of wild men that resembles Vikings, Devan decides that these are the right men to do his bidding. They are the type of scum that would even steal from or kill their own parents. The leader of the group relaxes by drinking the local pub’s hardest liquor and commanding his men to bedevil the pub’s patrons.
 
   ‘Put down your drink and pay attention, your life depends upon it.’ Devan begins talking in the leaders head.
 
   The leader puts down his drink, “Who are you talking to?” 
 
   The leader stares at one of his men.
 
   ‘I am not one of your men. My name is Devan. I am a majestic wizard. I can kill you or anyone of your men if I need to.’
 
   “Prove it.”
 
   ‘Who do you hate most of the people in front of you?’
 
   “You know, I have always hated my cousin. He is the stupid one with the squirrel fur hat.”
 
   The leader’s cousin stops in his tracks as he turns to look at him with a blank stare on his face. One of his hands is shaking. The other reaches for his knife. As the cousin holds his hand over his goblet, he slices his own wrist to let the blood drip into the liquor. He starts to recite gibberish as blood falls into the goblet. Others watch in horror. 
 
   Lastly, the cousin leans over the goblet, “Accept my sacrifice, my lord.” 
 
   The cousin cuts his throat. Blood splatters all over the table and everyone within an arm’s length. Falling to the floor, the cousin lies dying, gasping for air. No air will fill his lungs. Only a bloody, watery death awaits him.
 
   ‘Now drink, to accept my gift.’
 
   Still shocked at what happened, the leader freezes and questions to trust the voice within his head.
 
   ‘I said drink it! Or you too will suffer the same fate, and I will choose a new leader to replace you.’ 
 
   Devan’s mental screams make him drop to his knees.
 
   “Okay, I will,” the leader, yells. As he walks over to the table, he wonders if this is a trick or a nightmare he cannot wake up from.
 
   Lifting the cup up to his mouth, the leader watches people look at him in shock. Drinking only half of the liquid, the leader puts down the goblet with a thud, then falls face first to the floor. He trembles with pain and fear all at once. Deafening screams echo against the cool walls of the pub. All of his muscles tense up, then relax to begin the process again. Wounds that are fresh and old wounds heal up. The black centers of his eyes grow to hide any of the whites. His hair changes color from blonde to blackish-blue.
 
   The leader stands, “What is next my master?”
 
   ‘Take the rest of the liquid and split it between your four best men. Then go and terrorize the town you are in. Go to every town afterwards to terrorize them. No man, woman, or child can harm you now. Go, my pet. Go and do my bidding.’
 
   


  
 



Chapter 48
 
   Daily new beginnings happen for David and Zaria as they have run Zaria’s fruit stand together. The time they spent apart only made them grow closer. They have become without equal in every sense of the term relationship. Sometimes they finish each other’s sentences. They think as one person with two bodies.
 
   A couple of days pass in the blink of an eye, making David and Zaria loose track of time. In the back of David’s mind floats a thought that he wishes never to tell. David knows that if this were ever to be brought to the front of the conversation, Zaria would hate him for the rest of her life. But he knows that one day it will be what makes or destroys their marriage. Only time understands the outcome.
 
   A sunny afternoon comes David and Zaria’s way. People fill the cramped walkway in front of their fruit stand. It is half empty already, and they will soon run out of fresh produce. Zaria makes the decision to race down to their supplier for more stock. She grabs a hand basket to carry enough to tie them over until the supplier can get there. Zaria tells David she will be right back. Turning around to leave, Zaria bumps into someone. The basket falls to the ground along with Zaria’s personal belongings.
 
   “Oh, dear me, I am so sorry, ma’am; I am so accident prone that it surprises me I don’t fall out of bed everyday. I really should be more careful,” the woman tries to help Zaria up.
 
   “Its okay. I was in a hurry. Please, I am the one to blame, not you’re an innocent customer that may want to buy some of our fruit,” Zaria comes to her feet to stare at a stranger’s face.
 
   David looks over to see what the commotion is about. He sees Zaria talking to a red-haired woman, but Zaria’s head blocks her face. Ignoring what is happening, David tends to a couple of customers in front of him.
 
   “Are you going to get more fruit for your stand?” The red-haired woman asks.
 
   “Why, yes, I am, Miss. Why do you ask?”
 
   “Because, since I delayed you, the least I can do is to help watch your stand until you return.”
 
   “Oh, he is my husband.” Zaria smiles.
 
   “You lucky devil! So handsome! And all yours! You have to tell me how to catch one like that.”
 
   “I wished I knew. Please just tell him that I told you to help him until I get back,” Zaria hurries along, leaving the red-haired woman standing there.
 
   The woman walks over to David and taps him on the shoulder. “Zaria told me to help you until she returns.”
 
   David stops what he is doing to stare into the face of Alfonzo. She stands before David as a human. Her hair is pulled back to one side by a flower, and she is wearing a long, blood red dress that leaves David speechless.
 
   “I loved the color so I bought it. I really do think that it fits me perfectly. What do you think?” Alfonzo spins around twice making the bottom of the dress poof out, “Now, what do you want me to do?”
 
   “Whoa, wait a minute, Zaria told you to help me?! Zaria doesn’t even know you. How did you get her to agree to this?” 
 
   “You will be surprised what a person will agree to when they are busy,” Alfonzo smiles and flicks David’s nose.
 
   An older man walks up to the fruit stand and David asks, “What can I help you with? Before you ask, Zaria had to attend to some business.”
 
   The older man smiles at Alfonzo and points to a bunch of bananas, “I’ll take one bunch.” 
 
   Alfonzo turns to David and waits for a price.
 
   “One dollar, sir.” 
 
   The older man hands David the money, takes his bananas, and smiles at Alfonzo, before he leaves.
 
   “Do you know why you and Zaria are so busy today?” Alfonzo asks David as she eyes the fruit to decide which one to eat.
 
   “Yeah, it's because we are a fabulous vender that has loyal customers,” David waits on a couple more people before getting back to his and Alfonzo conversation.
 
   “No, silly, it’s because of magic. Magic is what makes the world play nice.” Alfonzo laughs at David for a moment, “Do you really think that your fruit stand is this popular?”
 
   “Alfonzo did you do something to this stand?”
 
   “Before you get mad at me, I did this out of the kindness of my heart since you help me change into a beautiful woman. I had to repay you.” Alfonzo smiles at David sweetly and innocently; “I cursed your fruit stand in a good way.”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “I cursed the fruit stand, to make all the fruit the most delicious fruit that anybody ever tasted,” Alfonzo picks up an apple and bites into it. “Good, but not as good as the Tree of Knowledge’s apples. Now those are some delicious apples.”
 
   “Wait a minute. You ate the apples from the tree of knowledge. When did you do this?” David waits on another customer then turns back to Alfonzo to hear the rest of the story.
 
   “When I was just a baby, my mother and father would pick the apples fresh off of the tree, rinse them in the River of Time, and then feed them to my brother and me. They were the juiciest apples that an angel has ever tasted. But all this happened before the Great War. Before humans lost the ability to do magic. Times were different back then. I had a family… a mother, a father, and a brother. I only wish that I could remember more,” Alfonzo takes a couple more bite of her apple.
 
   “Who would know more about your past?” 
 
   “My father, but you're not ready to meet him yet. He is a king where he comes from, and he has the pride to prove it,” Alfonzo finishes her apple core and all.
 
   “But if we went together then maybe…” 
 
   “No, I told you. No! You are not ready for him. He would chew you up and spit you out. Trust me, you are not ready.” Alfonzo turns to depart and bumps into Zaria coming back.
 
   “Oh, I am sorry, miss.” Zaria gets a good look at who she bumped into, “Wow, I see you made it until I got back. Well, how did it go?”
 
   “It went excellent, but I have to be going. Do take care.” Alfonzo walks away until she is out of sight then disappears.
 
   David looks at the huge basket of fruit that Zaria returned with. Coming right behind her were two of the supplier’s children carrying baskets. All the fruit Zaria had returned with shocked David.
 
   “Did you leave anything else for the supplier’s other customers?” David begins to stock the fruit stand while talking to Zaria.
 
   “I told him that I wanted a little bit of everything. His reply was, ‘No Problem, you are my best customer, and you’re only going to get the best.’ Can you believe that? I was so shocked when I heard this. I cannot believe that we have sold all of this fruit off of this old stand.” 
 
   “I cannot believe it. It must be magic,” David replies.
 
   The next day David and Zaria decide to have a little fun after their very busy day. They get a basket and put fruit, bread, and some meat in it to have a lunch picnic. After catching a horse and buggy down to the park, David and Zaria walk hand in hand to the little spot they call their own. Zaria lays out a blanket while David finds stones down by the riverbank. David brings four medium size rocks to put on the corners of the blanket. Zaria begins to unpack their lunch while humming a song. David starts singing the words to it. A heavenly voice fills the air as Zaria joins in. Her voice overpowers his voice as birds sing to welcome the morning in a beautiful tone. David becomes quiet as he listens to Zaria’s angelic voice. After a couple of minutes, Zaria stops and David applauds.
 
   “Thank you, thank you, and to all of my wonderful fans I shall be back after a short interval,” Zaria bows and laughs as she sits down on the blanket.
 
   “I have always been mesmerized by your voice every time you sing. It is as if an angel came down from heaven to grace me with their presence,” David picks up the bread and breaks off a chunk to eat.
 
   A large tree provides much needed shade from the hot sun. The river provides them with a cool breeze. Clouds float by, filling the sky with different shapes and letting David and Zaria use their imaginations to pick out different pieces and tell each other what they see. They take turns feeding each other. Sometimes they laugh at each other because of the funny faces they making. The day progresses to night, David and Zaria become sillier as the hours pass. They decide to pack up and head back home.
 
   David stops in the moonlight while Zaria keeps walking forward. She feels a tug on her hand, making her turn around. Pulling Zaria close to him, David kisses her passionately, surprising her. Seconds later, Zaria has to pull away to catch her breath.
 
   “I love you,” David says.
 
   “I love you, too,” Zaria replies.
 
   Alfonzo hides in a tree and watches the two lovebirds, David and Zaria. Sorrow fills her heart because she feels like a third wheel after observed today’s events.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 49
 
   Relaxing in his study, Devan thinks about what needs to happen next. The first part of his plan is executed. People must die for the second part.
 
   Devan concentrates and relaxes his mind as he searches for his pet in the outer lands. He sees in his mind a village being burned to the ground. The village people run out, trying to escape the monsters responsible for the destruction. Devan lets his mind drift through each of the buildings as he searches for his pet. The first couple of buildings are empty. Then he sees what he is looking for. Two men stand out front while others are inside. Devan’s mind zips right past them and into chaos. His pets are raping and killing everything in sight. Men that stayed to defend the village are being tortured to death. Children are tied down so they can watch their parents die. Women are raped in front of their family, and the best of them go to the leader so he may have his way with them. Devan smiles at this dreadful sight.
 
   ‘Stop for a second, my pet.’
 
   “Yes, my master. What do you wish for me to do?” Devan’s pet answers back as he holds on to a woman’s hair.
 
   ‘You have done me proud. So proud that I have a new job for you, this one is tougher.’ 
 
   “Nothing is tough as long as I serve you, my master. What do you wish for me to do?” 
 
   ‘There are some men that need to die. These men are of exceptional importance to the king but of no importance to me. They are the advisors to the king, and these men will be no trouble to kill. You have one week to make it to the castle. Then I will usher you in, and you will be my personal bodyguards. From there, you shall have access to the entire castle. Then, in one night, you will kill all of the advisors while they sleep making the king appear unstable. This will be the downfall of this once grand man.’ 
 
   “We shall be there in one week, waiting for your directions, my master.”
 
   ‘Continue with the destruction,’ Devan leaves his pet’s mind and returns to his own body.
 
   “Well, well, it looks like we are alone, again,” the leader stares down at a young woman. She screams in immense pain as he lifts her off the floor by her hair. She kicks and claws at the leader trying to hurt him. He laughs at her. 
 
   “Come on now, young lady, all I want is a kiss.”
 
   The men outside of the leader’s room only hear the screaming of the young woman followed by the leader’s voice mocking her as he laughs. The tears run down her cheeks and drown out her cries. She begs him to stop, but this only fuels his aggressiveness. After he is done with her, he drags her body over to the washbowl then cuts her throat to let the blood drain into the water. He tosses her body to the side and bathes in her blood. When he is done, the leader uses a piece of her clothing to dry himself off. As the leader comes out of the building, he sees his men having a good time with the last of the townspeople.
 
   “Kill them all. We have a mission!” 
 
   No one was spared, for now the town is a sweltering tombstone for the dead.
 
   


  
 



Section Five: To Hell & Back
 
   


  
 



Chapter 50
 
   David sits with Zaria as they eat breakfast and talk about what happened over the last couple of days. The fruit stand has had its struggles, as if the stand had irregular heart. One minute there would be people crowding asking to buy everything that they have then people vanish like turning off a spigot. Zaria cannot figure it out no matter how hard she thinks about it. David has a hunch as to why this is happening. Taking the last bite of his apple, David looks at Zaria.
 
   “Don’t worry about it. I’ll figure out the answer.”
 
   David senses Alfonzo at the window. Keeping herself cloaked, Alfonzo talks to David in his head. 
 
   ‘If you’re done playing with your little toy, we have training to do.’
 
   “I think that I am going to go take a walk to help clear my head about the fruit stand. I am sure the answer will come to me.”
 
   “Okay, but please come back by nightfall. I don’t want to have to think that you are dead or anything bad like that,” Zaria smiles at David, thinking about the last time he vanished. She cannot endure to lose him again.
 
   As David closes the door, he knows he must get some answers. Heading out to the woods on the outskirts of town, David’s head is spinning with thousands of questions. Hopefully, Alfonzo can answer a couple of them.
 
   “This training would be easier if leaping into Alfonzo’s head was an option.”
 
   “So you think that everything up to this point has been hard? Quit being a cowardly cat about all of this. You know that I have never taken it easy on you.” 
 
   Alfonzo shows her location to David after following him the whole way into the woods. She transforms into her human form right in front of David. Alfonzo forgets to do one important final thing because she is irate with him for saying what is on his mind.
 
   “Dear God! You’re naked!” David screams while pointing at Alfonzo.
 
   Alfonzo looks down at herself for a spilt second then screams. She jumps behind a bush trying to hide from David.
 
   “You weren’t supposed to see me like that. Wait one second while I change into something better suited for this occasion.” 
 
   An idea hits her. David hasn’t seen anything yet. Alfonzo holds her hands out into the cool air and concentrates. What used to be her skin for all of these years is now her demon armor. Alfonzo’s skin opens with hundreds of slits joining to make larger holes. Behind these holes is a black, watery substance that starts to cover her body and take the shape of armor. Alfonzo leaves her head uncovered. The scent of freshly cut roses fills the air as she walks out from behind the bush. Standing in front of David, Alfonzo winks at him and smiles devilishly.
 
   “What do you think now?” Alfonzo asks.
 
   David stands there speechless, staring at Alfonzo in disbelief.
 
   “This is what I looked like all the time when I was a little girl. I would be in this form when I was alone or with my father. If I wanted to go anywhere, I would fly around as a phoenix and cloak myself whenever I flew by or into a town. I was very lonely for many years, but all that changed the night that I meet you,” Alfonzo walks toward David with a seductive motion to her body.
 
   “Why won’t you cover your head?” David asks as he backs away.
 
   “I don’t want to look ugly ever again.” 
 
   “So you don’t want to be ugly? Did you ever hear the story of Medusa? She was once a beautiful woman but was turned into a monster.”
 
   “Yes, I have, but what you don’t know is that Medusa is my aunt. I spoke to her while I was a monster. I meet her on my eighteenth birthday. My father took me to meet her because he felt sorry for me being all alone. We bonded right away and have been friends ever since,” Alfonzo standing one foot away from David now, looking deeply into his eyes for the flame that is only for her.
 
   “So is the story about her true?” David tries to look away, but he cannot because Alfonzo’s eyes are mesmerizing.
 
   “She can choose who she turns into stone. Medusa once dated a blind man for many years but as time passed, her powers that she used to change from monster to woman grew weaker as the blind man aged. Then that tragic day came when she had but one last change left. She explained to her partner what had happened to her in the past and what was going to happen. She begged him to leave, but he loved her too much to do so. With tears in both of their eyes, they kissed one last time, and she changed back into the monster that she begun to loathe. With her gaze and her curse, she stared into the blind man’s eyes, and Medusa turned her love into stone. The blind man still has a tear on his cheek and a smile on his face. He holds his arms out in a hugging circle, so she could still feel his love whenever she felt lonely,” A tear runs down Alfonzo’s cheek as her mouth stops moving.
 
   David pauses for a second, then steps close to Alfonzo. He puts his arms around her to let her cry. Minutes pass as the two stand in silence.
 
   “I am so sorry. I had no idea,” David finally breaks the silence.
 
   “It's okay. Many people have no idea about Medusa's life and that story always gets to me,” Alfonzo wipes tears off her cheeks.
 
   “Teach me how to do what you just did, the transformation to the demon armor. Please teach me how you did it.”
 
   “Okay, I will teach you.” Alfonzo lets go of David. She stands three feet away from David and tells him to mimic her. Holding out her arms, Alfonzo walks David through the steps to turn on his demon armor.
 
   David tries repeatedly but fails every time. He gets frustrated because it came so easy to Alfonzo. He screams and makes all the wildlife run away from them.
 
   Alfonzo just shakes her head at David.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 51
 
   King Dimitri sits at the top of a U-shaped table eating his breakfast. Gireten, his wife and long time love, is sitting next to him, enjoying her breakfast also. Both are terrified from the horror that they awoke to. Knowing that they cannot trust anyone leaves a wicked taste in their mouths. Bite after bite becomes harder to swallow due to the circumstances of this morning.
 
   “My lord, all is accounted for,” Frickle, one of the king’s advisors, whispers in the king’s ear.
 
   “Good. How many are dead?”
 
   “Everyone but me and Gardly. We did not sleep here in the castle last night. The only other news is that Devan’s men caught the man behind the murders.” 
 
   “Who is it?” The king takes another bite of his breakfast appearing to keep calm.
 
   “It was a group of your own men, my lord. They were outside of your bedroom waiting for the right time to kill you and your spouse. Devan’s men were doing their rounds when they came upon them. My lord, it is because of Devan’s men that you and your spouse are still alive,” Frickle replies as he glances out of the corner of his eye at some people entering the room.
 
   Devan’s men enter the room with Devan in the middle of all of them. His men secure the room by stretching out around its outer perimeter. Each one nods at the other and keeps a close eye on everyone else. Devan walks into the center of the table. Facing the king and queen, Devan puts his hand out in a friendly jester, and the room becomes quiet as Devan speaks loud enough so everyone can hear.
 
   “Your majesty, did you know that your men were out to kill you and your spouse? Did you even suspect anyone on your royal council of wanting to kill you?” 
 
   Devan pauses for a second look around the room. The people are in total shock.
 
   “Ah, I see, you haven’t made up your mind about all of this. I ask; what kind of king are you when you sit around waiting for someone to kill you? Even if it was in the middle of the night. How long ago did you let your guard down? When did the feared lion become a sloth?”
 
   “Devan! That is enough out of you! Ever since you took over for Donald you have become a pain in my rear.” The king waits for a comeback, but Devan says nothing. 
 
   “I am wondering if you were the one that really killed all of my men last night. Then blamed it on someone else to appear like the hero.”
 
   Devan laughs at the king, “I knew that you would say that, and that is why I am standing before you. My men did not kill your men because they wanted to. They killed them because they were ordered to protect you and your spouse. My men followed my orders to the end with no exceptions. They do whatever I say whenever I say. I told them to protect you at all cost, including if they had to die. You are no good to your people if you are dead. Your people need you. They need a grand leader. If you are dead, then chaos will dominate for many years to come. I want you to be celebrated. I want you to be even greater than your father was before you. You can be so much more, if only you wish to be. The choice is up to you.”
 
   The king was in total shock at Devan’s reply to him. He had no idea that Devan thought so highly of him. All this time, the king thought that Devan was completely against him. Now the truth comes to the surface.
 
   “Will you help me to be a better king to my people? Will you always watch my back? If I fall, will you take my place and carry out my wishes for my kingdom?”
 
   Devan turns and walks away from the king. When he reaches the end of the table, Devan turns around, “Yes.” 
 
   He then nods to his men to exit the room. King Dimitri is left wondering about Devan’s answer.
 
   As night awakes to the sun’s tender sleep, Devan stands before his dark altar deciding on what to do with the king. Should he kill him? Should he replace him with someone else? Should he take the king’s place by shape-shifting? Pondering over many unanswered questions that are flying around in his head, Devan stands completely still and gazes into an empty onyx bowl, letting his thoughts race through his head.
 
   Like lighting striking a person to the ground for evil intentions, it comes clear to him. Lifting the glass cage that Donald called his worm farm, Devan throws it to the floor. Dirt, glass, and worms spread across the floor like a broken watermelon. With an open hand raised palm up, Devan uses his powers to lift the worms out of the dirt and into the onyx bowl. Holding his hand over the bowl, he cuts it with a black knife. Blood drips from the opening and into the bowl, covering the worms as Devan begins the incantation.
 
   “Blood of our father, master of all demons, hear me. Grant me this request. Use my blood and change these harmless worms into controlling, flesh-eating parasites. Make them poisonous to humans and give them the life they deserve. Hear my request my father.”
 
   The blood soaks into the worms like water into the dry desert sand. The mouths on the worms open to reveal shark-like teeth. Their bodies change to resemble a porcupine’s quills. Screeching noises fill the air as the worms turn on themselves. Out of thirty-three worms, only two are left. Devan uses his powers to put each of the worms into their own jar.
 
   “My little pets are just evil. I bet that you can’t wait to see who your new host is going to be.”
 
   Fetching two bags, Devan laughs to himself about what is about to happen. Devan puts each jar in a bag and ties the top close. 
 
   “They will never know what hit them.”
 
   Two guards stand watch outside of the king and queen’s bedroom. They were ordered not to let anyone pass. These two guards are the only people in a dead end hallway. They stare forward, watching for anyone.
 
   The guard on the left draws his sword and turns to face the guard on the right. The left guard’s face contorts with anger. The right guard pulls out his sword hoping he will not need to defend himself against his partner. The left guard screams at the top of his lungs and charges the right guard. They fight back and forth in a dance of death. Neither guard knows who will be victorious. The duel lasts only for seconds, but it seem like minutes are melting away. A loud clang and the sound of raw meat being cut with a large knife fills the air. The right guard is victorious.
 
   “Bravo, my dear boy, bravo. I am going to tell you what you have won, a one way ticket to hell.” 
 
   Devan appears out of nowhere to pick up the dead guard’s sword. He shoves the bloody blade into the other guard’s chest.
 
   Devan takes up the second guard’s sword. He uses it to draw a circle with a six-pointed star within it. Writing words inside and outside of the circle, Devan begins to chant, he cuts off the heads of the guards and places one head in the center of each triangle. He pries open the eyes so that they are looking at each other.
 
   “Close this door so when I walk through no other person may. Protect this room so no human may hear any sound that comes out of this room. With the blood from these two guards, I command thee,” Devan splashes the guards’ blood on the door and enters.
 
   The king and queen are asleep in their bedroom. Devan walks into the middle of the bedroom, using his powers to push everything to the outer walls and clear the center of the bedroom. Now a clear path stands between him and the king and queen’s bed. From beneath his robe, Devan pulls out a tiny bag that has a rope to tie it shut. Devan unties the knot and turns the bag upside down. Black stones drop one by one to the floor. Devan recites numbers in multiples of two. Each stone drops with the same number corresponding with a clock face.
 
   Devan clears his throat, “My lord, wake up. Your guards outside your door are dead. Are you and your wife okay?”
 
   As in a deep trance, the king answers back, “I’m okay.”
 
   He shakes his wife to wake her up. The queen sits up to see what is going on.
 
   “Are you okay my sweet?” 
 
   “I’m fine. What is all of the commotion?” 
 
   The queen looks around the room and sees a dark figure at the other end of the bedroom.
 
   “I had a terrible feeling about this night. So I sent my guards out on patrol of the castle. One of my men was sick, so I came out to help. When I arrived at your hallway, I was too late. Your men were already dead. I was hoping that your men hurt the culprits enough that did this enough to make them die somewhere else, but I could not tell from the amount of blood on the floor. Upon entering your room, I looked around to make sure no one else was in here. I pushed all of your furniture to the outer walls so there would be no place to hide.” 
 
   “So where do we go from here Devan?” the king asks.
 
   “My lord, I want to offer my services to you and your queen. As you already know, I am one of the greatest wizards that this kingdom has ever known. If it pleases you, I want to put a protection spell over you both. This spell will protect you from whomever or whatever wants to harm you, my lord.”
 
   “And to what do you get out of all of this?” the queen speaks up.
 
   “The satisfaction that my king and queen are protected and safe from harm. That is all I wish to know. Do you wish to have me perform this spell?” 
 
   The king and queen look at each other to decide on this offer before them. They both know what the other is thinking. In unison, they say, yes.
 
   An evil grin crosses Devan’s face. Walking away from the bed, Devan is overjoyed at the outcome of these night’s events. He stops outside of the invisible clock–like circle. He points to the bed.
 
   “Come here.”
 
   The bed slides across the floor and straight into the center of the invisible circle. The king and queen are startled by what is happening. Devan recites a couple of words from a forgotten language.
 
   “My brothers and sisters, give me the strength to open a portal to hell.” 
 
   The onyx stones begin to glow and red lines connect them together. A small circle is created around the bed in the center of the clock face. Then two triangles form to make a six-pointed star by connecting opposite numbers, sealing the small circle in the middle. Finally, a large circle forms around everything, connecting the onyx stones together, and sealing up the symbol for the spell.
 
   “I call to you, my master. Hear me and grant me strength over the lessor demons that I may control them.” 
 
   Devan takes out the jar of worms and smashes it on the bed making the worms drop to the floor. 
 
   “Here are the two vessels for these small children of hell.”
 
   Two jet-black hands rise through the floor and grab the worms. They descend back into the clock face symbol. The cries of hurt animals fill the room. Sitting still in their bed too afraid to do anything, the king and queen look on.
 
   “Now, combine the demons with these human hosts.”
 
   Hands with long black arms reach up from the symbol. They grab the bed as the king and queen scream in terror. An eye appears on each of the six triangles. The stench of burnt flesh consumes the fresh air as a crimson glow fills the room. The bed disappears into the symbol with the king and queen holding on tightly. The sound of wood being torn apart like ripping fabric come from the symbol. Screams from the king and queen’s mouths sweeten the air for Devan. Devan knows what is happening to them. He has seen his master performing the same spell on other humans. Devan learned to use this spell long before the Great War. It is a sweet memory.
 
   The bodies of the king and queen emerge from the symbol. Steam pours off their skin like a raging river. Their bodies are limp and motionless. Unsure if the spell worked, Devan waits for an answer.
 
   “King, queen, my servants, awake and stand before your master.”
 
   Fingers begin to twitch. Heads begin to move robotically. Their chests jump in the air like electrical surges are ramping through them. First the king sits up then the queen. Both bodies adjust to the new souls within and try to speak.
 
   “M-M-Mas-Mast-Mast-er…” the king and queen repeat over and over as they bob back and forth with arms and legs twitching.
 
   “Good. On to the fun stuff!” Devan smiles.
 
   The eyes close on each of the triangles. The crimson glow darkens. The symbol fades away and the room becomes quiet once more.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 52
 
   David is still searching within his soul for the fire that allows him transform into his demon armor. Looking back into his past, David finds only pain and heartache. The memories that fill his head make his heart want to shatter. His brothers, sisters, parents… all of his family… are dead. Gripping his chest, David feels his heart stop and want to explode. David falls to his knees as tears rain out of his eyes.
 
   Alfonzo rushes to comfort him, “Are you okay?”
 
   “I just thought about my family and how I am the last of them. I have no one. I am the last,” David lets the tears fall.
 
   “You have me, always and forever more. Besides, I think that we are one of a kind.”
 
   “I cannot feel my fire within my soul. I just see darkness all around me, always closing in on me. No matter how hard I try I cannot escape the shadows that plague me. It feels like death is all around me and around the ones I love dearly. In the end, I just want to feel the warmth of a home again.”
 
   David hugs himself to comfort himself. Alfonzo puts her arms around David. She holds on to him for a couple of minutes with no words exchange between them. Their two hearts beat as one. The thoughts of each intertwine intoxicating them. David hears a man's name he thought was a myth. Alfonzo begins to have strange feelings she has never felt before. She searches her past to find a feeling similar but find nothing. Then it hits her.
 
   “There is a person that can help the both of us. This person can always make me happy whenever I’m down. He has lots of answers to many questions. This person is like no other.” 
 
   Alfonzo pulls away to sit in front of David.
 
   “I am going to take you to meet my father. He has always told me the truth, no matter the problem. He has always been there for me. You will find that he is a very honest person. He has helped me with so many questions throughout the years. I cannot believe the knowledge he has gained throughout the years. Some people believe that he is a god. He is not. He is my father and nothing more than that. My father can help you find the fire you have lost.”
 
   Alfonzo stands up and pulls David close. They stare deep into each other’s eyes. 
 
   “I will be honored to meet your father, and I hope that he will like me also. But you haven’t told me what you felt before, during and after your transformation.” 
 
   David pulls Alfonzo close to him, “Tell me, please. Please help me.”
 
   “Its hate, love, pain, joyful bliss, sorrow, all mixed into one. For some, it’s only one or two. For others, multiple of feelings are stored deep inside. Each person, demon, and angel is different in how they evolve to a higher level. In the end, it’s all up to you.” 
 
   “I think that I am going to let this brew in my head for a little while. It is starting to get dark out. I better get home and get some rest.” 
 
   “You better get some rest because we leave tomorrow. It is a day’s flight from here. There is no turning back now. You have committed to your decision, and I am making you stick to it all the way,” Alfonzo turns back into a phoenix and hovers in front of David.
 
   “Okay, take me home. Take me to hell.” 
 
   David turns around and walks away from Alfonzo. She flies off into the opposite direction.
 
   Darkness has fallen when David reaches his apartment. The trip back took longer than expected. Zaria is up pacing back and forth, as David walks through the door. Her cheeks are wet with tears from the worrying. David closes the door and turns around to find Zaria leaping into his arms. He should feel love but only a heavy heart hangs within David’s chest.
 
   “I thought that you left for good this time. When it became dark outside, I feared that the worst had happened. I thought that you were dead or didn’t love me anymore and left for good. I am so happy that you are home safe. Please don’t do this to me again. I cannot take the heartache anymore. Please tell me that you love me and care for me.” Zaria holds a little bit tighter, “I love you.” 
 
   “Shhh, please don’t cry. You are making this harder to say something important. I found out more about my past and myself. I don’t know how to explain it to you just yet. I am still gathering up all of the pieces. My past is a huge broken puzzle. Everyday a new piece of the puzzle is shown to me for figure out where it fits in to my past. I want you to trust me. Do you trust me?”
 
   Zaria nods her head.
 
   “I have to go away for a couple of days again, but I will be back sooner than you think. Don’t you worry or cry because I love you so much. I have to meet a notable person. A being that is old, wise, and powerful.”
 
   “Who?” Zaria asks as her eyes begin to tear up.
 
   “I don’t know his name.”
 
   “Please don’t leave me here all by myself again. I am lost without you by my side. We are a team! Remember? We work together, not solo.” 
 
   Zaria backs away from David, “You cannot leave. I forbid it.”
 
   “I must. I have to find out more. I just cannot sit here and not do anything. I must seek out the answer before it is too late. I need to know or my life will be worth nothing.”
 
   “Stay with me tomorrow. You will see that all will be better. I can make you happy. Please stay with me.”
 
   David looks deep into Zaria’s eyes. He knows what he is about to say and it makes his heart heavier
 
   “I am leaving tomorrow morning. I will be back in three days… No more… No less… Please don’t be mad. Please just let me get some rest. I have a long day ahead of me tomorrow.” 
 
   David goes to lie down on the bed as his heart sinks through the floor. Zaria sits down in the living room chair and cries in disbelief. She cries herself to sleep as she thinks that David is only using her.
 
   Alfonzo sits on the balcony railing, cloaked, she watches everything that has just happened. 
 
   ‘That is very good, David.’ 
 
   Alfonzo sleeps there the rest of the night.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 53
 
   Devan stands in front of a large mirror located in the king and queen’s bedroom. He has wanted to do this for so long that his blood aches with excitement. He watched his master cast this spell a long time ago that allows demons or angels to travel across space and time to consult the thread weavers. Only a few djinn or angels ever made the journey to them. They are but a fairy tale for demons and angels. The trip through is just as dangerous as the trip back. Devan only witnessed one djinn make it back and that was his master.
 
   The mirror is six feet by eight feet. It was the perfect shape for a gateway to a forbidden land.
 
   Devan gets started finger painting seven circles in an H-shape with his blood. One circle per corner, one dead center of the mirror, and the last two circles are perpendicular and parallel to the center and corners. Within each of the circles, Devan draws two squares to make an eight-pointed star.
 
   The final step is at hand; Devan takes a deep breath as he holds his bloody hand above the center circle. His heart races with every thought that crosses his mind. Devan begins the spell to open the passageway to the Ladies of Time. As he speaks, the mirror becomes onyx, resembling an ancient wizard’s mirror. Hairline cracks spider out from the center circle and stretch to the outer edges. Blood leaks from the cracks as Devan hears a child’s laughter from within the mirror. The laughter changes into a cry. Silence fills the air as hands reach out from the mirror to grab at Devan. He knows what he needs to do next, but he is too frightened. Devan has second thoughts about what he created. He remembers what his master told him just before walking through his mirror. 
 
   “This shall be the largest step that I shall ever take.” 
 
   Devan puts his foot out in front of himself. Leaning forward, his foot slides into the mirror like it is water. His hand feels the warmth encasing his arm. Stepping fully into the mirror, Devan finds himself transported to the front steps of an old church. He turns around and sees a floating black void in the shape of the mirror. Remembering what his master did, Devan takes off his robe and lays it through the floating void as a marker. He turns around and runs into a young woman. They collide with a thud. The impact of the collision knocks them both to the ground. Devan falls towards the gateway while the young woman falls towards the church. Devan puts one hand out to slow himself down. His hand grinds against the black gravel surface making him cringe. When he finally stops, Devan’s hand is floating in nothingness while his forearms lie on the cool earth. Feeling the nothingness around his hand, Devan quickly pulls his hand back. Devan backs away from the edge without looking backwards. Slowly standing up, Devan begins to look around at his surroundings, and making sure that he is on solid ground.
 
   Devan stands on a floating island with a crumbing church-like building in front of him. The building is a mix between Gothic church and Neoclassical architecture with shattered statues lining the entranceway. Each statue is of a different person. Some are in large pieces while others are piles of pebbles. Devan gazes upon a statue of a lovely woman with her hands reaching for something. He looks in the opposite direction of the statue to find only an empty place. Puzzled to what is in front of him, Devan turns to the young woman beside him.
 
   “What is this place?” 
 
   “You should always properly introduce yourself first when meeting a new person. My name is Pandora. What is yours?” 
 
   “Sorry, I am called Devan. Now tell me what is this place,” Devan is beginning to get annoyed with this little girl standing beside him.
 
   “This is the home of the three Ladies of Time. They made this their workshop and home after the Great War and after God banished this place of joy to the dark void you see now. Besides God, only the three ladies of time have full control over this forgotten void. Whatever their wishes are is what this place becomes. Me, personally, I have come to call them all mom.”
 
   “Why are these two statues so different but so similar?” 
 
   “The woman is Elijah, and she was the wife of Lucifer. They were the first to ever be married by God. He performed the ceremony himself. He built this impressive church to honor the newly weds and the choice that they had made to honored God. But that honor was short lived and this is only a small bit of what happened when it was broken.” 
 
   Pandora points to the pile of pebbles lying before them, “This is all that is left of Lucifer’s statue.”
 
   Devan bows his head in a respectful moment of silence. Pandora cocks her head to the side and wonders about the connection between Devan and Lucifer. Rocking back and forth and swinging her hands through the air, Pandora begins to get impatient.
 
   “Show me these ladies, child,” Devan heads towards the front steps of the church. Pandora skips up as she follows Devan.
 
   Devan approaches the aftermath of a horror scene. There are claw marks everywhere the eye can see. Some are as deep as six inches. A couple of columns are knocked out from the side of the front entrance, and it looks as if a large beast were thrown through the columns. One of the front doors is boarded up to help conceal the large hole. The other front door is covered with scorch marks.
 
   “Don’t ask don’t tell mother always says,” Pandora skips pass Devan to open the door. “I invite you to my small, humble abode.”
 
   Devan walks through the open door and passes Pandora to walk in. There are eight pillars set in an octagon shape with three stone bowls per pillar. One bowl is stacked on the floor, second at chest height, and the third just overhead. A fire is burning in each stone bowl to light the entryway. On the floor is a broken sundial that was aligned with the domed glass roof. Devan stands in front of the broken sundial trying to choose which of the three doors to walk through.
 
   “Over here, silly. Right this way to mother and other grand surprises.” 
 
   Pandora skips off to the door on the right. Passing through Devan begins to wonder if this little girl is taking him straight into a trap. Seeing more of the same pillars with stone bowls, Devan finds statues of different people unknown to him in between the pillars. Some are just weathered, but others are destroyed, lying in large to small pieces with their faces scratched out. Devan stops at to pay his respects at three statues after he figures out who they were. 
 
   “Did you know who these people were?” Pandora asks as she cocks her head to one side.
 
   “I knew them from another life… a time before you were even thought of. A time when my master was just as great as God Himself, now take me to the three Ladies of Time, little girl.”
 
   As Pandora smiles and skips away from Devan, she stops at the door at the end of the hallway, giggles at Devan, and then skips through the doorway leaving Devan alone.
 
   ‘This child is really pissing me off.’ 
 
   Off in the distance, he faintly hears Pandora talking to a couple of women. Could he be this close? Is it all ending or beginning to get better?
 
   Devan watches a hand poke out from behind the open door that Pandora disappeared through. A finger moves to beckon him. Devan follows the finger, not knowing what will be waiting for him on the other side of the door.
 
   As Devan gets closer to the door, three distinctive voices talk to Pandora. One voice already hates him, one welcomes him, and one doesn’t care. When all three speak to Pandora, the dominant voice becomes harder to filter out.
 
   As Devan reaches the doorway, a forceful light blinds him, making it hard to see into the room right in front of him. Devan puts one hand up to shield his eyes. Then a familiar touch grabs his other hand. 
 
   “This way.” 
 
   He allows himself to be led into the light that has blinded him.
 
   Devan’s eyes slowly adjust to the brightness of the surroundings. Before Devan could speak the girl in front of him does.
 
   “What you see before you are threads of all that are to be, are, or have been. The sewing looms before you are weaving people’s lives together, creating a master tapestry to tell one the greatest stories of all. Life,” Pandora says.
 
   “What about the Gods, Angels, and Djinns? Where do they mix into all of this?” Devan asks.
 
   “Only one or three can touch the threads without getting hurt. The people that stand before you are lost souls that found refuge here with Mother. She only takes in the ones that she feels for.” 
 
   “And what about the souls she doesn’t feel for? What happens to them?” Devan notices a large wall that sections off the room he stands in right now from what appears to be another room.
 
   “I don’t know. Mother never tells me,” Pandora motions Devan to follow her.
 
   They walk to the large wall. Devan watches Pandora walk right through the wall. Devan stops. Pandora’s hand pops back through the wall and waits for Devan’s hand. Devan puts his hand in Pandora’s and waits a couple of seconds. She yanks on his hand making him stumble forward into the large wall. He slides through the wall and appears on the other side, unharmed. An altar sits before him with a half woman, half spider, creature tending to gold, silver, and black threads. The spider woman’s back is turned towards Pandora and Devan, but two eyes stare straight at Devan.
 
   A voice radiates from the creature and fills the room with a godlike presence. 
 
   “So, you are the traveler that has come from the forbidden realm of man. What makes you so special to come to our kingdom? Don’t you know that this place is forbidden to all humans? Only forgotten souls may help with the weaving of the threads of all life and you, sir, are not one of those.”
 
   “I am a forgotten soul, but not by God. True, I am a traveler, but by my own doing and not by someone else’s choice. I seek answers to questions that may not have answers but may become deeper questions themselves.” Devan takes a step forward.
 
   “Answers to questions that may not have answers at all but only questions? One other being came here a long time ago wanting the same thing, but he looked different than you. Are you that same person?”
 
   “I am not, but I do know of the who you speak of. He is my master, and this is how I was able to open the gate to this realm. I am his apprentice.”
 
   “Interesting, your master is a very wise and powerful soul that was one of God’s first creations.” 
 
   Then another woman’s voice speaks up. “But he had too much pride for himself.”
 
   The three ladies speak in unison, “So we kicked him out and banished him from our kingdom.”
 
   The third lady speaks with hate in her voice, “I have but only one test for you. It is to read a mirror. One side is for you, and the other side is for someone else. Your future depends on which side you can read. Choose your fate.”
 
   A mirror rises up out of the floor in front of Devan. It floats in front of him. Devan touches the glass. The mirror rotates around on invisible axes from top to bottom. One side has words placed here and there while the other side has a language that Devan cannot read. The spider woman smiles as Devan reads the bits and pieces he can. He tries to get enough information off the encrypted mirror to find out the answer to the question burning up his soul.
 
   “It says here a hybrid soul and a pieced soul shall do battle until one is gone.” 
 
   Devan stops reading and glares into the spider woman’s front four eyes and wonders which one of the two souls he is.
 
   “As it is foretold by God, you are the pieced together soul that is intended to do battle with the hybrid until one is gone,” the lady of the future laughs at Devan.
 
   “Why do you laugh at me? I will win this battle. I will destroy this hybrid soul with my bare hands.” 
 
   Devan walks around the altar and faces the spider woman. The spider woman continues to laugh at Devan. Devan begins to chant a crushing death spell but is cut off by the spider woman interruption.
 
   “Your powers are nothing in our realm. We control this realm and everything in it. If we wanted it to rain, it would rain. If we wanted you dead the moment that portal opened, you would be dead. But it is not our job to kill you so you shall live for now. Be gone before we change our mind!” 
 
   Devan knows that he must bow out. This is not his fight. His fight is with the hybrid soul, and he thinks he knows who it is. Devan asks Pandora to show him the way out. Pandora leads the way as Devan tries to remember everything that he saw on the mirror.
 
   “Here is your door way, sir,” Pandora bows.
 
   “Thank you for all that you have done,” Devan does not look back at Pandora to see her reaction as he steps into the portal. 
 
   Pandora skips away to search for her missing box.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 54
 
   David wakes to a silent apartment as he rolls out of bed. Walking into the living room, he finds himself all alone. 
 
   ‘Where is she? Where’s Zaria? Wait, what time is it?’
 
   A knock on the front door pierces the air like a needle through the skin. It surprises David. He has a bad feeling about who is on the other side. Approaching the front door with caution, David opens the lock and slowly opens the front door. The person on the other side thrusts the door open, knocking David backwards. Alfonzo shrieks as she jumps into the room. This petrifies David making him scream in return. After a couple of seconds, he realizes who is standing in front of him.
 
   “What the hell!” David picks himself up off the floor. 
 
   “You should have seen your face!” Alfonzo laughs harder as she points at David while trying to keep a straight face and tone, “Are you ready?”
 
   “Does it look like I am ready?” David stands there still in his clothes from the night before. “I have to change and then get something to eat. Then, I’ll be ready.”
 
   “Why are you still standing around? I let you sleep an extra hour or so just to make sure that you were well rested for this trip.” 
 
   Alfonzo walks into the kitchen and snoops around for something to eat. She finds an apple, picks it up, and inspects it.
 
   “What are you looking for? Worms?” 
 
   “Why, yes, how did you ever know?” 
 
   Alfonzo smiles back at David. She holds the apple in one hand and uses her demon armor to cut the apple in half. Holding an apple half in each hand, Alfonzo creates a flame to cook each of the halves. She sears the cut open side until it is slightly burnt. Blowing out the flames around the apple halves, she lets them sizzle in her hands.
 
   “I find that when one cooks an apple, the apple becomes sweeter to the taste.” 
 
   Alfonzo offers an apple half to David as she bites into one half, “Mmmmm, exceptionally breath-taking.”
 
   David accepts Alfonzo's offer and tastes the sweet charbroiled apple. The juices run out of the corners of David's mouth, onto his neck, and stop at his shirt.
 
   “Dear God, this is good.” 
 
   “No, dear Alfonzo,” Alfonzo smiles at David.
 
   David finishes his apple and gets something to drink before getting ready. 
 
   David thinks to himself, ‘Where’s Zaria?’
 
   Alfonzo sits silently in the living room sipping on some water as David walks into the living room. He stands fully dressed in front of her.
 
   “Before you ask, she left before the sun came up,” Alfonzo completely ignores the fact Zaria is nowhere in sight. David is in shock that Zaria is gone.
 
   “Where did she go? What is she doing? We were going to take the day off and let someone else take care of the fruit stand today.” 
 
   Alfonzo stands up, walks over to the window, pushes it open, and then turns to face David. She transforms into a phoenix and hovers in the air by using the heat off of her flaming wings to keep herself afloat.
 
   Speaking to David in his head, ‘Are you ready to go home?’
 
   David nods. He transforms into a dark blue phoenix then flies out the window. 
 
   “Catch me if you can!”
 
   Alfonzo laughs at David and bursts outside to catch up with him. 
 
   ‘You’re going the wrong way silly.’ 
 
   She darts to the right making David feel foolish.
 
   A couple of minutes later, David catches up to Alfonzo and acts as if nothing were wrong. Alfonzo laughs. 
 
   “Today we are going to take the back way. Only a handful of people know about this back way into Eden-Hell. My father jokes around about this way because it is cold and frozen over. I take it when I’m in a hurry.”
 
   “I never knew that there was a back way into Eden or Hell.”
 
   “Well, there is. When we get close to the entrance, you must fly as I fly or you will never find your way out. The path changes as you fly and if you do not use the right path then you will be trapped within the labyrinth,” Alfonzo glides smoothly through the air and enjoys the wind tickling her feathers.
 
   They fly over jungles, cities, rivers, deserts, and snowy land for a half of a day. Everything was a color of white as far as the eye can see. The only difference was the elevation of the land covered in white. The hills with houses quickly changed into mountains with no houses in sight. The temperature dropped to below freezing. Bitter winds whipped the snow around the cliffs. Neither Alfonzo nor David could tell where the ground starts and where the mountains collide from their high elevation.
 
   “We are now at the beginning of the entrance. Now you will see why nobody has made it out of Hell on foot,” Alfonzo speaks while banking to the right then back again as she bobs and weaves through the mountains.
 
   “Because it is impossible to make it through here if you don’t have a set of wings!” David laughs a little. “Will this insanity ever end?”
 
   “Yes, but the path ahead only gets worse.” 
 
   Alfonzo dives under an ice bridge that connects two mountains together, “We are halfway to Eden. I made this bridge by breaking through an ice wall made by storms over time.”
 
   David wonders what is ahead of them and if it will be good or bad. He follows Alfonzo into a cave located halfway up the side of a mountain. The fiery glow of their wings reflects off the icy walls and illuminates the path ahead. The colors of red and blue flames dance in harmony on the walls as they fly through the maze of caves. After ten minutes in the maze, they emerge to find themselves soaring above a huge open snow covered field enclosed by icy mountains.
 
   “How did you know what path to take?” 
 
   “I used my claws to mark the ice with arrows to lead me but after a while they melted due to my body heat. I memorized the correct path to take. Now I can do it with my eyes closed,” Alfonzo looks around on the ground for something.
 
   David sees the next cave and begins his descent towards the caves opening. He sees a large snow mound twenty-five yards in front of the cave’s opening. As David gets closer to the snow mound, the wind blows and some of the snow shifts to reveal long, thin silver spikes. The silver spikes blend with the snow, making it very hard for David to see them.
 
   Alfonzo flies higher than David has a better view of the overall area. Little beams of light reflect off the ground, and get Alfonzo's attention.
 
   The wind blows again, this time across the front of the mound, and reveals more of the monster that lies within. Its eyes and nose are visible now. The monster cracks its eyes open to see if it is light or dark. With a snort, the monster blows the snow away from its mouth. After breathing the air in, the monster catches a whiff of different smelling air and ponders why the air smell burnt.
 
   Overhead and slowly descending, Alfonzo watches the snow move without any wind blowing it. 
 
   ‘Shimmers in the snow? Blowing snow with no wind? Where have I seen this before?’
 
   Alfonzo flies closer to get a better look at the front of the mound. Shimmers disappear into silver spikes outlining different shapes of the snow mound. Two small slits are open in two large ovals. The slits in the ovals are pointed straight at David. The snow mound shivers with anticipation. More silver spikes show with each shiver revealing the monster beneath.
 
   Alfonzo thinks back to the first time that she went through this section of the exit. 
 
   'What did father say? I usually fly through here so fast that I don’t bother anything but the wind. What did he say?'
 
   The snow on the mound falls to reveal a pair of front feet. Upon seeing these front feet, Alfonzo remembers.
 
   As David turns to stare at the snow mound, he only sees two giant paws coming straight at him with claws extended. With a thunderous thud, David is pinned against the icy walls of the cavern with a giant beast staring him deep in the eyes. The beast sniffs the air to confirm what it suspected before showing itself.
 
   “You are not the flame red phoenix, but you are a phoenix, nonetheless. You smell different, and your coloring is darker as if you’re of a different race. I have but only one question to ask you before I destroy you.” 
 
   The giant beast puts its face inches away from David’s head. David’s head is only a tenth of the size of the giant beast’s, a beach ball to a walnut.
 
   “Where is Alfonzo?”
 
   A gust of wind hits the beast’s back. Then it feels three points of pressure; two on its back, and one on its forehead pulling it back. Alfonzo stares the beast in the face with full demon armor covering her body. The beast snarls at Alfonzo as she laughs back at it.
 
   “Ask and ye shall receive. Knock and I shall kick the door wide open.” Alfonzo smiles, “Haven’t seen you in a while. How have you been?” 
 
   Alfonzo let goes of the giant beast’s head and flips backwards to land behind it. “Oh, Stytch, come on. Smile for once. It’s not my fault that you’re stuck here until the days of judgment. Remember, I like you and your masters. You’re like an old family friend that I grew up with and never want to lose.”
 
   Stytch drops David to concentrate only on Alfonzo. As Stytch turns around to face her, Stytch spikes shift from pointing up to laying down, interlocking them to make armor. Stytch lets out a giant roar blowing everything around Alfonzo as she holds her ground. Stytch snorts in annoyance.
 
   “Look, I am sorry for the last time that we met. I didn’t know that there was that snow pile up above you on the side of the mountain. I really didn’t know that it was going to fall on you,” Alfonzo says as Stytch advances.
 
   Alfonzo signals David to get into the cave. David transforms into a human and retreats into the cave. She takes her eyes off of Stytch for a spilt second. She feels a blast of wind hit her in the chest. Looking back Alfonzo sees two paws with claws out. The force of a runaway train collides with her. The force of the impact pushes Alfonzo into the ground making her level with the topsoil.
 
   Alfonzo laughs as Stytch pounds her repeatedly into the ground driving her further down. Stytch gets mad as Alfonzo laughs harder and louder with each pounce.
 
   “Why are you laughing at me, demon?” Stytch screams. 
 
   “Because you cannot harm me. I am half djinn and you cannot break djinn armor, silly animal.” 
 
   Alfonzo catching one of Stytch’s paws, then kicking Stytch in the chest with both feet, making Stytch fly backwards into the air with legs kicking. Flipping 315 degrees, Stytch lands on its feet and digs its claws into the side of the mountain. Snow shifts and ice breaks due to the warmth of heated winds.
 
   Alfonzo stands up from the hole in the ground, “Now do not talk too loudly or you just might regret it.”
 
   Stytch screams at the top of its lungs. “I will do no such thing, Halfling! I shall speak in whatever tone I choose!”
 
   “Don’t say I didn’t warn you,” Alfonzo points behind Stytch at the snow. Stytch looks over its shoulder at where Alfonzo is pointing. An avalanche is beginning to form above Stytch.
 
   “Oh no, not again,” Stytch says as time slows down as the snow inches closer.
 
   Alfonzo blows a flame covered kiss and waves good-bye to Stytch as she disappears into the cave to meet up with David. A thunderous boom fills the air and snow flies into the cave. A little flame floats through the air and stops above Stytch’s place in the snow. Alfonzo snaps her fingers while in the cave. The little flame becomes an expositive ball of oxygen-enriched fire that burns all of the snow away from Stytch, leaving it in a daze.
 
   “I thought that you hated it,” David says.
 
   “Dear, no, it just thinks I do. A small misunderstanding, I am hoping that one day Stytch will learn to trust me.” 
 
   Alfonzo starts to walk away from David as he is left to wonder what is next. As Alfonzo and David approach the front step of the Castle of the Forgotten, David is left to wonder what is behind the front door and what Alfonzo’s father is like.
 
   Once known is Castle of Joyful Heart, the castle was filled with love and caring for everyone to share, but now is now bursting with cries of pain echoing throughout the hallways. The rooms are filled with the souls of the damned being torched by demons. These demons know only pleasure. Their pleasure comes from the suffering of others, others like the damned, the forgotten, and the winners of the seven levels of hell. The only well kept rooms are the ones that Alfonzo and her father occupy. The rest is covered in blood by the damned souls hoping to escape this eternal torture.
 
   “Where do you normally find your father?”
 
   “He normally sits in the throne room watching for people to offer a contract they cannot refuse.” 
 
   The entryway is two stories tall with golden columns helping to support the ceiling with its glass dome. The glass dome has a partial transparent mural illustrating the seven days of creation. Each day has no picture of God or anyone else in them. The pictures are only of things and actions. Large stone flowerpots with fire consuming all contents within help to light the entryway. The light from the fire helps David see the path that Alfonzo leading him down.
 
   “Are you hungry? I am starving.” Alfonzo turns right, heading down a hallway with David following.
 
   “Yes, but what do you have to eat?” David questions Alfonzo because all he sees and hears are death and torture.
 
   Alfonzo turns left and walks straight into the kitchen. David sees a full staff of cooks, dishwashers, and food preps preparing a feast fit for a king. 
 
   The kitchen staff stops, bows to Alfonzo, and says in harmony, “Hello princess Alfonzo.” 
 
   David’s jaw drops at the word princess. Alfonzo looks back at David. 
 
   “Pick whatever you wish to eat but do not get too full because we have a dinner date with my father.”
 
   David nods his head and goes straight for the fruit. He sees many different types of fruit. Some he has never seen before, but one fruit that stands out is the star fruit.
 
   “Where did you get this?” 
 
   “From this cute little stand that sells the best tasting fruit in all of the earth,” Alfonzo replies smiling back at David.
 
   Alfonzo and David exchange no words, only flirtatious glimpses, as they eat. Alfonzo eyes follow every move David’s hands and lips make. She wishes that his hands were holding hers, his lips kissing her lips, and his hands caressing her hair. She would pull away just long enough to look into his eyes… those deep blue eyes.
 
   The kitchen staff continues to prepare for the grand feast that night. They try not to look at David or Alfonzo, but all the staff knows what is on Alfonzo's mind. The kitchen staff works as Alfonzo and David snack on the fruit of the world.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 55
 
   Devan stops midway through the portal. He realizes that he never got to ask the questions he wanted answered. They are answers that he needs to know before he can continue with his grand plan. Devan turns around to travel back through the portal. He finds himself standing in front of the same building. This time he will have his answer. Walking back through the hallway that Pandora lead him down, Devan notices that the sound he first heard is gone. The sewing needles have stopped. Devan walks into the sewing room and is surprised that it is vacant. With his back turned to the front wall, Devan feels eyes watching him.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 56
 
   One of the kitchen staff walks up to Alfonzo. 
 
   “Madam Alfonzo, your father requests your presence within the great hall.” 
 
   He bows and disappears back into the kitchen.
 
   David is still shocked to see all the kitchen staff bowing down to Alfonzo.
 
   “Do you want to leave to meet up with your father?” 
 
   “Nope,” Alfonzo takes another bite of her apple. “I am eating my fruit. He can wait. He always waits.”
 
   David gets nervous because he is a guest in a strange castle with strange beings.
 
   “Don’t worry, he does this kind of thing to me all of the time. He personally thinks that it is cute because he is the king down here.” 
 
   Alfonzo leans back in her chair and smiles at David. Fruit juices run out of one side of her mouth as she tilts her head to one side.
 
   David giggles, “How long do you usually give him before he begins to get mad?”
 
   A screaming man’s voice booms throughout the castle, “Alfonzo! You get in here at once.”
 
   “About that long. Hum, it sounds as if he is grumpy tonight. Maybe the torturing is not going well tonight. Sometimes people just don’t get into it as daddy gets into it. At times, he can be a difficult man to satisfy.” 
 
   David is astounded at what is coming out of Alfonzo’s mouth. 
 
   “Does he cheer up when he sees you?”
 
   “Every time," Alfonzo says with a smile as she stands up. "Daddy loves his little princess.” 
 
   David lets Alfonzo take the lead as he follows Alfonzo out of the kitchen. Entering into the great hall, Alfonzo and David can see Alfonzo's father waiting at the opposite end. He sits upon his throne eating an apple. Bite by bite, each piece slides into his mouth gracefully like a veteran ballerina dancing across the stage. Alfonzo waves at her father to get his attention. Alfonzo’s father smiles at them then vanishes into thin air leaving no dust disturbed by his actions.
 
   “Where did he go?”
 
   Quietly reappearing behind Alfonzo and David, he slowly puts his arms around them both, “Who’s the kid?”
 
   “Daddy, this is David Turner. David, this is my father, Lucifer.” 
 
   David is now standing next to one of the most dangerous people in all of existence. This person was so dangerous they named a sin after him. He was banished from heaven for that very reason. Lucifer was one person that David wanted not to meet. David was hoping that Alfonzo’s father was actually someone else.
 
   “David Turner. Why does that name ring a bell?” Lucifer thinks for a second then snaps his fingers. “I know; you’re the young man that lost his parents in that barn fire. I’m truly sad to hear, or you could say, that. But you must be a particularly special person if you have made it this far in life. I mean that you are standing next to my daughter… my little princess… is the best part of all. She hasn’t eaten you yet. Usually she has tortured her victim by now then started to feast on their cooking corpse as a light snack.”
 
   “Daddy, stop it. You’re not scaring him at all,” Alfonzo pushes her father away from her and David. 
 
   Lucifer smiles at Alfonzo and walks away from them with his back to them, “Did you know that a djinn will show his true colors or being by what harsh experience they have had or will have done to them?”
 
   “Daddy, you’d better not do what I think that you are about to do.” 
 
   “You did want me to help young David out, right?” Lucifer points at David. “Wasn’t it the point of bringing him was to help him solve a problem he has?”
 
   “Yes, but not this way, Daddy.” 
 
   “In what way? How are you proposing to help me?” David steps forward as he joins in the conversation.
 
   “How about a friendly duel between two people of questionable powers?” Lucifer replies holding out his hand. “And, since you are my daughter’s guest, I promise not to cheat.”
 
   “A friendly match? No cheating?” 
 
   “Daddy, stop. You are not going to hurt him!”
 
   “Whoever said anything about hurting anybody? All I am suggesting is a friendly duel between two friends. No cheating of any sort. Just two buds, pals, old friends, having a fun quarrel between themselves,” Lucifer says as he dances around like a cage fighter getting ready for a fight.
 
   Alfonzo shakes her head at David to warn him. David looks back at her, questioning her intentions. She reaches for David as he smiles back at her. David quickly spins his head towards Lucifer. 
 
   “Let’s do this. I want this.”
 
   Alfonzo’s hand swiftly drops as a feeling of despair comes over her.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 57
 
    “It was already written, broken soul, that you would return for a second time. You are too easily controlled by fate.” 
 
   The three ladies do not show themselves to Devan. He looks around to pinpoint their location.
 
   “If you knew that I would be back, why not tell me the answer that I seek so this would not happen?” 
 
   “Because it is not up to us to write history. It is only up to us to make sure that it does happen.” 
 
   “Then answer my question. Who is this hybrid soul? What is their name? Where can I find them?”
 
   “You should pick only one question to ask. Then ask only that question. Choose quickly before your time runs out.” 
 
   “Their name, what is their name?” 
 
   The ladies whisper in Devan’s ear as they stand behind him, “The one that you seek is named David Turner. David is the hybrid soul that will bring you to your knees crying begging for mercy. Now leave before your time runs out.”
 
   Devan bows and leaves without looking back at the ladies.
 
   He walks back through the portal knowing what he has to do next.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 58
 
    “First the rules. First person to say no more loses. After that, the only thing that you are limited by is your imagination. That means if you can think of it you can do it.” Lucifer comes closer to David to stand toe to toe, “Fair enough?”
 
   “My imagination, only my imagination…” 
 
   “Only your imagination.” 
 
   “Fair enough. When do we start?” 
 
   Lucifer smiles and punches David in the chest, knocking him back a couple of feet. David rubs his chest and gives Lucifer an okay you got me look. Lucifer smiles back at David and notice him charging at him. David welcomes Lucifer invite and runs full speed into Lucifer. A loud thud echoes throughout the great hall. David collides with Lucifer's body then hits the floor with all of the momentum that he used to hit Lucifer with.
 
   “Now why didn’t you knock me over? Is it because I thought of myself as one of the hardest substances known to man? Maybe.” 
 
   Lucifer walks over to David and puts out a hand to help him up. David takes the hand and feels a little bit sheepish. Coming to his feet, David quickly realizes that this is a different kind of fight. 
 
   “Or maybe you’re not what I think that you are.”
 
   “What do you think that I am?”
 
   “I might be wrong, or I might be dead on. I think that you are one very rare individual, so rare that you could be a god or just a human posing as a god. In the end, it’s not what I think but what you believe. Your belief is what makes you; what molds you. It is the foundation of you. A mind is the most powerful weapon that an individual, an angel, or even a djinn can weld.” 
 
   Lucifer puts his hands on David’s shoulders, “I can show you the universe, but until you believe in yourself, I cannot help you.”
 
   David nods his head.
 
   “Lets start again shall we. This time I want you to hit me in my nose.”
 
   Lucifer backs away from David as he makes both hands into a fist. Lucifer waves David on. Charging Lucifer with everything he’s got, David swings straight at Lucifer's chest. As Lucifer slides out of the way, he taps David on his nose. David immediately spins around to hit Lucifer again but this time in the head. Lucifer dodges and taps David’s nose again. This only makes David more frustrated. With every punch or kick that David throws, Lucifer dodges and continues to tap his nose.
 
   “Quit treating me like a dog, damn it!” 
 
   “Stop thinking with your fist!” 
 
   “What the hell do you want me to do?” David waving his arms around like a flag thrashing in the wind.
 
   “First, stop screaming at me. Second, I need you to quiet yourself before I can speak to you. Then I will help you to free your mind from your flesh.” Lucifer waits for David to calm down before proceeding to the next level. 
 
   “Are you ready to begin?”
 
   “Yes,” David says after he takes a deep relaxing breath.
 
   “I want you to let go of everything that has just happened in the last couple of minutes. Let go of frustration and hate that you were just feeling. I want you to picture anything in your mind and then tell me about it. Tell me what you see.”
 
   David stands still as he lets his mind drift. After a couple of minutes, his hand twitches and makes a fist. 
 
   “When I was a little boy, it poured down rain so strong one afternoon that it looked as if God was trying to flood the world once more. On that day all I wanted was to go outside and play. My father told me no and then said good things come to these that wait. But I told him that I didn’t care. I didn’t want to wait. I told him that I wanted him to make it stop raining. He replied I am sorry David, but I cannot control the rain because I am not God or mother earth.”
 
   A cloud begins to form over David’s head as he keeps his eyes shut. The cloud grows and gets darker as David continues to talk. Lucifer backs up and smiles, this is what Lucifer has been waiting for after thousands of years, waiting for someone to spar with. An individual with slumbering powers, lying dormant for centuries, hidden within a flesh body.
 
   David’s eyes open and stare straight at Lucifer, “I control the weather now. I tell it what to do and how to do it.”
 
   Stepping closer to Lucifer, David eyes glow gold with an angry look to his face.
 
   “Come to daddy, hit me with everything you got, baby god.”
 
   A thunderous cloud fills the room as flashes of lightning flicker across the sky. Stray strands of lightning bounce across the marble floor. Some of the strands pass inches from David’s face. The lightning only intensifies the evil look on David’s face.
 
   Alfonzo is shocked at what lies hidden within David. In all of the training that David and her has done. Nothing of this magnitude has ever happened. She is in awe of the power that has awakened within David and is presenting itself to Lucifer.
 
   “Bow down to your new god, djinn. Bow and surrender or your new god shall choose your punishment. Bow down to your new god standing before you,” David says as his power explodes throughout the room.
 
   “Make me, O fallen, forgotten god of the past. I am nobody’s servant. I didn’t bow down to Adam when God commanded, and I will not bow down to you.” 
 
   Lucifer knows now the fight he has on his hands is the one that he has been waiting for. 
 
   David catches a bolt of lightning and holds it like a javelin. He takes aim at Lucifer's nose as he releases the bolt of lightning and grabs another with the opposite hand to repeat the process again. Lucifer dodges bolt after bolt. Each bolt gets closer every time David throws a new one at Lucifer’s head. With bolts of lightning flying around David and Lucifer, both find it hard not to be hit by a stray bolt. 
 
   David grabs two bolts out of the air. He uses one of the bolts as a bow and the other as an arrow. In a spilt second, he takes aim at Lucifer’s nose thinking about all of the times that he was tapped on the nose by Lucifer. A million possibilities race through David’s head as he closes his eyes. David lets his heart choose the direction of the arrow. As his hand releases the arrow, Lucifer pulses for a spilt second and gazes straight at the arrow of lightning pointed at him. The lightning hardens into a stronger, straighter arrow. David releases the arrow as Lucifer smiles back at David because they are only ten feet apart. The arrow that is meant for Lucifer glides through the air as if a string were drawing it along. Right before the arrow touches Lucifer’s nose, he disappears before David’s eyes. The arrow flies on to hit the wall leaving a burnt mark from floor to ceiling.
 
   David stops to looks around to find where Lucifer disappeared to. The storm and lightning become still and David focuses on Lucifer’s location. David’s breathing is the only sound in the room. A hand holding a coin appears in front of David’s face. The hand flips the coin around making it dance along its fingers. Then Lucifer’s voice speaks up out of the silence.
 
   “This coin is unique. It is called the Coin of Sorrows, and it is a reminder of a time gone by. The Coin of Sorrows has an awful history that scares most people. There once was a set of women that were sailors’ wives that waited for their husbands to come home. They would sing in unison every night, hoping that their voices would carry out over the seas and bring their husbands back home. But their voices were not enough to bring their husbands home. I appeared one night to help change all of that. I offered a solution to their problem. I increased the volume of their voices a hundred fold. The only problem now was that each time they sung they would lure in any ship to their unforgiving shores. They only had one dock, and it was too small for all the large ships tricked by their song. Sharp rocks that shimmered at night covered the rest of the shore. Every ship that tried to land was lost, and no ship was that of their husbands. Their ships were lost long before they made the deal. Now each one of these women is damned to sing their song of sorrow whenever summoned by particular objects. I only made a couple coins, but nonetheless, they are a sight to be seen. Now let’s set the mood.” 
 
   With that remark, the room begins to change into a cave with stalagmites and stalactites all around.
 
   “Is this just another one of your tricks, djinn?” David yells as he looks around for Lucifer, but he is nowhere to be found.
 
   Off in the distance, a shadow appears out of the darkness. It begins to wave back and forth, inching closer to David. David looks around and sees more of these shadows starting to surround him.
 
   Lucifer appears behind David and whisper in his ears, “Heads you hear the song forwards and tails you hear the song backwards. Either way you lose. Oh, and one last thing, their new name is the Sirens.”
 
   Lucifer flips the coin into the air and waits for it to hit the ground. The sirens grow closer forming a circle around David. As the coin drops to the floor, the sirens are within fifteen feet of David. The coin lands on the floor of the cave and Lucifer shouts out.
 
   “Heads!”
 
   The Sirens start with a lower tone and quickly build into a deafening singing. David shields his ears and tries to concentrate on anything else. A fog forms throughout the cave. The sirens dance around and sing their song of sorrow. David’s body shakes due to the sound waves given off by the Sirens. His very bones shake with each note. David remembers what he was doing. A black cloud forms above David’s body and lightning flashing within it.
 
   David screams, “Shut up!” 
 
   He makes himself a lighting rod to catch and direct all the lighting around himself then pushes it away from him and directs it straight at the Sirens. Each one of the Sirens is electrocuted and killed within seconds as the lightning consumes them.
 
   Now, all is quite, and Lucifer is shocked by the outcome.
 
   David collapses to the floor as he catches his breath.
 
   Lucifer walks up to David, “Very good, my dear boy, but there is just one last test for you then you are free to go.”
 
   “No, screw you, old man: I am done.” 
 
   David stands up and looks around for Alfonzo. But she is nowhere to be found. 
 
   “What did you do with her, Lucifer? I thought that you could never hurt one of your own?”
 
   “She is safe, for now, but only if you can stop me!” Lucifer replies as he throws a cloak over David’s head as he runs by him.
 
   Everything goes black, and David feels a cool wind at his feet. Whipping off the cloak, David finds himself transported to the base of Mayan temple with Lucifer and Alfonzo at the top. Lucifer stands behind an altar holding Alfonzo down with one hand and a knife in the other hand ready to sacrifice her. One hundred steps lay in front of David before he can reach Alfonzo.
 
   Alfonzo is startled by her father’s actions and is frightened to what he may do next. 
 
   “David help me!”
 
   David races up the steps with all of his strength. Each step becomes a struggle as his body wants to stop, but his heart and mind keeps going on. A flame begins to grow within his soul. All of the pain that he felt over the last couple of years quickly burns away as it fuels the fire within him. His body feels alive with each step taken. The flame becomes a raging fire that no man could ever put out. David leaps into the air and transforms into his demon armor with wings. Dark liquid, black diamond armor with golden blue demonic marking covers David’s body completely. He stands eight feet tall with wings spanning sixteen feet wide and in the size and shape of a young dragon’s. David’s hands and feet become ape-like with demonic razor sharp claws. His eyes glow crimson with hatred and love combined into one. Appearing instantly between Lucifer and Alfonzo, David lands on the altar and uses his clawed feet to dig into the altar. David puts himself within harms way. Grabbing Lucifer’s hand with the knife, he uses his other hand to grab Lucifer’s neck and slowly squeezes.
 
   “Let. Her. Go.”
 
   Lucifer sheaths the knife and backs up to let David come down off the altar. David drops down, standing between Lucifer and Alfonzo. Alfonzo slowly stands up and puts distance between her and her father unsure of what to expect next. David readies himself for anything.
 
   “I now stand in front of a djinn that has been hidden for a very long time.” 
 
   Lucifer presents his arms to David for a big hug, “David, my boy, come to welcoming arms. You are one of the extremely few true Djinns left. You have nothing to fear from me anymore. The whole I’m going to hurt my only daughter was but a last attempt to bring out the djinn within your soul.” 
 
   Lucifer looks at his daughter. 
 
   “And I am truly sorry for that. I never wanted to do it, but I had to help David because you wanted it so badly.”
 
   David looks back at Alfonzo to confirm that it is okay, and she gives a nod that it is. David transforms back into his human form and welcomes Lucifer’s hug. As David hugs Lucifer, he feels that Lucifer is hiding something from him.
 
   “Are you forgetting something?” David asks.
 
   “Like what?” 
 
   “I don’t know.” 
 
   “Well, I am. No more, I want no more.” Lucifer releases David, “Just this.”
 
   Lucifer unsheathes the knife and cuts David across the chest. David staggers back against the altar and puts his hand to his chest to help stop the blood.
 
   “Let this scar be the only scar that you ever receive from anyone ever again. Let this be a reminder to never let your guard down,” Lucifer says as Alfonzo rushes to David’s side.
 
   David pulls his hand away to look at the blood and the bloody opening the knife created. He begins to laugh as he watches the knife wound healing rapidly. Looking up at Lucifer to see his reaction, David continues to laugh.
 
   “What the hell are you? You’re not of the djinn race. Djinns cannot heal themselves like that.” 
 
   Lucifer backs away from David.
 
   “I thought that you knew what I was. I thought that I could count on you, Lucifer the Almighty, to tell me what the hell I am, but now I am back to square one, again.” 
 
   David watches his blood absorb into his skin as he feels fearless and invincible now.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 59
 
   Devan sits in his study knowing what he must do next but wonders how to accomplish it. Hundreds of thoughts race through his mind like a busy beehive.
 
   “I must find out what I am up against. Only then I will know how to destroy it,” Devan talks to himself. He paces back and forth.
 
   “I must test the waters and send out a welcoming party for the hybrid soul. But I cannot kill him too fast because then people will not have a hero to look up to that I can crush in the end.”
 
   Stopping in mid step, Devan knows what to send after David. His indestructible little army that already welcomed many villages in the surrounding area to his stream of terror.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 60
 
    “I am starved after a little fight or workout like that. I think we really need to relax after what just happened.” 
 
   Lucifer snaps his fingers and David, Alfonzo, and he is all transported to the dining room.
 
   Alfonzo goes straight to her usual seat next to the head of the table. Lucifer strolls up to the seat at the head of the table and slides right into his spot. Alfonzo pats on the chair right next to her to signal to David to sit next to her. David looks to the seat next to Alfonzo and then the seat next to Lucifer that is across from Alfonzo. With that look, David sits next to Alfonzo, and thanks both Lucifer and Alfonzo for inviting him to dinner.
 
   “What are we having?” David takes a sip of water from his goblet.
 
   “You know, there is a funny thing, David, that you are overlooking at this moment.”
 
   “What are you talking about?” David asks as he peers at Alfonzo, who is trying not to laugh.
 
   “There’s ice water in hell! And you’re drinking it right now!” Lucifer almost falls out of his chair from laughing too hard. “I’m sorry, I couldn’t resist myself. It was just too funny. It’s always just too funny.”
 
   Lucifer picks up a tiny bell off of the table and says, “Ladies and gentlemen, dinner is served.” 
 
   As the bell rings, the kitchen staff comes running carrying plates, silverware, and pitchers of water for the three to eat.
 
   A feast fit for a king is placed in front of David. The selection of food overwhelms David, but his eyes see a piece of fruit he recognizes. David reaches for the fruit that he saw earlier in the kitchen. Next, he reaches for a rack of lamb cooked to perfection. Alfonzo digs right in, finally herself in her own home. Lucifer smiles at David as he eats seasoned steak, savoring every bite.
 
   David stops eating to ask Lucifer a question.
 
   “How long have you been in this castle?”
 
   “Well,” Lucifer says with this mouth full with food and then his clears his throat to continue, “Ever since the Great War that God tried to cover up with the great flood of the earth. You know about Noah with his great ark and all. That was so long ago. There was lots of stuff going on back then. Stuff that would make your head spin or just explode, which I have actually saw. A cool and interesting sight I tell you. You can see lots of things if you stay down here long enough.”
 
   “Dad, tell David about the beginning. Tell him about the times before Noah and the great flood. Tell him about the time before time. Help him to understand. Help him to see the missing pieces of the great puzzle that you and I know of. Tell him please.”
 
   “Okay, I will, but only because you are my shining star.” 
 
   Lucifer takes a drink before starting. 
 
   “Before everything was created before you, me, or anything else was a thought in God’s head, God floated in a lifeless void with nothing but himself to entertain himself. Then he created me. I was to help him create the universe and everything that you see before you today, and some of the stuff that you don’t see. I was his shadow, his clone, his doppelganger that could do just about everything that he could do, but God left out a couple of things just in case he had to destroy me. I enjoyed looking like him until the day I realized that he wanted to harm everyone that I hold dear to me. That was the day I started to change my appearance, and I have evolved into what you see before you. Lots of people have no idea that I helped him with the seven days of creation. I even helped him with the creation of the Angels and the Heavens. It was his idea to make the Angels not have free will at first. He added that later when he decided to come after my family. What I didn’t help him with was the creation of Hell or what you have also come to know as Eden. I had to take over Eden in order to survive because God decided to flood the world to cover up the Great War that has his blood and name written all over it. This war started because God wanted to rewrite his master plan. Everything and everyone were doing well in the time before the Great War. People were taking Angels and Djinns for husbands and wives. That action created a whole new race that not even I could foresee. Halflings, they were called. Half Angel or Djinn and half human; they would have some of the powers that the higher races would have, but not without some side effects. These side effects are what made them, unique. But God started to hate these new creations and decided to do away with them. I was the first to stand up to him. I pleaded with him, but he could not allow this new race to survive any longer. So I plotted against God. I wanted to overthrow him in the worst way. He was a friend that became my worst enemy. I never wanted to hurt anyone, but God had to be stopped. I organized an army against God, and we went to battle hoping to win and set things straight. But the turning point was my failure. I tried to create a weapon that could give me the lost pieces of the puzzle and even the playing field between God and me. In the end, I killed many humans, Angels, Djinns, and even Halflings in the process of creating this weapon. Even some of my generals were caught in the midst of all of this. They were my elite, my most trusted and loyal generals that dominated all who would challenge them. Each one had a different specialty, and each was unique. It was a dark day when I lost them.” 
 
   Lucifer takes another drink, “In the end, I lost… no… we lost… everything. Hell is my new home and home to everybody that rose against God.” 
 
   “Tell him where gold, silver, and platinum come from.” Alfonzo butts in.
 
   “Gold is from all the dead Angels that died in the Great War. It is the blood they have shed fighting against my army and me. Silver is the Halflings’ blood, and platinum is Djinn’s blood. So many lives were lost, and God even used my weapon against us to win the war,” Lucifer goes silent for a couple of minutes.
 
   “I never knew. I am sorry for all of your losses.” David pauses for a second being unsure if he should ask the next question, but something tells him he needs to, “Whatever happened to Alfonzo’s mother? Your wife.”
 
   “She sided with God, but I think it was because she had a job to do, a job God assigned to her in order to pull us apart. She never had to do this job before when we were married. She just had to be a wife and a mother to our two children. One child I can never see again. I had to curse or bless Alfonzo because there was no way that I was going to let God take both of my children away from me. God and I have a love… hate relationship. Sometimes I still love him, but sometimes I still want to kill him. As for Alfonzo’s mother, she is doing well for herself, and I wish her the best with all my love.”
 
   A silence fills the room as all three reflect on the happy times spent with loved ones. David and Lucifer are both almost done with their plates of food while Alfonzo is only hitting the halfway point. Lucifer clears his throat.
 
   “David, I have been around for a long time, and I have seen many things. I have seen towns turn into countries while other counties were beginning to crumble. I have seen great men rise to power only to become worse than some of my most favorite demons. When a person comes into power they have a choice of what to do with it. They can become greedy and corrupt with it. Harming everyone that they love to the point that they loose everything. A good hearted man does none of these things. A good hearted man does the complete opposite of this and succeeds in life helping to change the very heart of the world. The use of power is not to abuse it but to cherish it and use it to help others. Just because I am Lucifer and people have come to know me as Satan, the prince of darkness, does not mean that I am a bad man. I am a Djinn, I have free will just like every human on earth, and I choose to use it every day I am alive.” 
 
   Lucifer stops talking and goes back to eating the rest of his dinner.
 
   Alfonzo smiles at David as she enjoys her food. David takes in all of what Lucifer has said and then thinks about all of the countries that have fallen to crime and corruption. Complete civilizations have fallen and disappeared in a blink of an eye. He thinks about the Mayan race and how it has always been a mystery about what happened to them so long ago. He also thinks about the Romans, the reign of Genghis Khan, and even the great Caesar. All of them had fallen in a blink of an eye. 
 
   “Are you referring to God and how he may or may not be a good hearted man? Or are you wishing that you personally had done something different in the past to be the good-hearted man that you talk so fondly about? My apologies for making you mad if I am butting my head into a place where it does not belong,” David wiggles his toes into shark-filled waters by asking these questions.
 
   “No, you are not making me mad at all. It has been a long time since I have had such a wonderful and deep conversation with another person. It just brings good memories.” 
 
   Lucifer stops to think for a second. 
 
   “The answers to your questions are that I want you to decide for yourself then wait and see how everything plays out.”
 
   Lucifer leans back in his chair and takes a drink of his cool water.
 
   Alfonzo is finishing up as David is left to wonder what the answers are. One thing that Lucifer and Alfonzo still have left to answer is where does the cool water come from.
 
   “I know what you are going to ask by the look on your face. You’re wondering where does all this cool water come from?” Alfonzo gets up from the table, “Follow me if you are dying to know.”
 
   David rises and glances over at Lucifer to see if he is following Alfonzo's lead. Lucifer smiles and follows Alfonzo, right behind David. Lucifer knows where and what they are about to see. He has seen it thousands of times, and it never gets old.
 
   Alfonzo dances up to a pair of double doors that as old as time itself. She pauses for a second to think back on all of the great times that her and her father shared. But the times are changing with what has been happening in the last couple of years. These memories are but a dying candle. She puts on a smile for David.
 
   “What is behind these doors is a mystery to many people, Djinns, and even Angels. This room was forgotten long ago by many, but was not forgotten by my father because this is where he and God would go to have their private talks with one another. Behind these doors is the beginning of all creation on earth, and this is why it has been forgotten.”
 
   “Sweetie, would you just open up the door, and let him be wowed by the room itself?” 
 
   Alfonzo smiles and opens both doors at the same time to reveal a larger than life room.
 
   It is an indoor garden with massive statues in each of the corners. Each one of the statues is an elemental titan. It holds a globe over its head, which contains one of the four basic elements… fire, wind, water, and earth. Two spouts on each globe pour into two separate pools, allowing the elements to mix together. Four pools, each pool is located and stretches between the titans. The corners of an X start from the corners of the room and connect to a platform in the shape of an O with the center open to the lower pool. The platform is raised six feet above the floor of the entranceway. Steps float in the air to lead people to the platform. Located in the middle of the O is a tree with different colored and shaped leaves similar to a multiple of trees that blanket the earth. He sees strange fruit hanging from the mysterious tree. The fruit is the sized of a peach and the color of a granny smith apple. David reaches out his hand to take one, but quickly pulls it back. Alfonzo smiles and giggles a little bit.
 
   “Its okay,” Alfonzo plucks one off the tree and holds it out to David. “You can take one. This fruit tastes like no other fruit known to humans.”
 
   David takes the fruit from Alfonzo and bites into it. A surge of lightning races through his veins as David chews the mystery fruit. His pupils dilate fully as a sense of enlightenment rains over him like a flash thunderstorm hitting a desert. Thoughts of the creation of the earth and the beginning of time and space, creation of humanity, the Garden of Eden, and the first marriage between Lucifer and Elijah. The feeling starts to wear off as David swallows the fruit.
 
   “I’m sorry that the feeling does not last longer. It was the best that I could do with what I had.” 
 
   Lucifer looks over at the tree. 
 
   “You see, this is not the Tree of Knowledge or the Tree of Life. It is a mix of both. I had seeds from both I tried to grow, but I could not. Even though we stand in the birth place of the trees.”
 
   “You see the pools that line the outer walls of this room? These pools feed into the center pool that holds the new tree. Alfonzo took one of each of the seeds and put them in the same hole. She watched over them for years and talked to them every day for the longest time. Then one day she came running into my throne room, screaming that there was a leaf sprouting out of the pool. It took another thousand years to grow the tree to this size. We now call this the Tree of Love because that is what Alfonzo gave it to grow. It has a little bit of both knowledge and life within it, but it is not enough to make you a god overnight, just enough for upkeep.”
 
   “So what happened to the other two trees?” 
 
   “God took them up to Heaven after the Great War. A couple of apples dropped off of the Tree of Knowledge, and a couple of peach dropped off the Tree of Life. That is where we got the seeds,” Alfonzo says after as she takes a bite from a piece of fruit and chews it.
 
   Lucifer picks himself a fruit, “I like to call this fruit a papple, the fruit of the damned.”
 
   “Who are the titans that hold up the globes that feed the pools?” 
 
   “Anchiale is the titan of fire. Oceanus is the titan of water. Astraeus is the titan of winds. Hecate is the titan of ghost, witchcraft, and necromancy. All these titans have dreamt to return to the surface of the earth, but they remain in slumber,” Alfonzo replies before Lucifer can.
 
   “I think that is enough for now. I think that you two need to get some sleep before you two leave,” Lucifer walks to the door to see them out.
 
   On the way to the guestroom, David hears more moans and screams on the way there.
 
   “I hate to ask but what are those noises that come from all these rooms?” David asks Lucifer.
 
   “Those are the moans and screams of child rapists, molesters, and killers. God says that he has a unique place for everyone up in Heaven. Well, I have a specific place for people that harm children. I personally torture each one of them. Once I’m done or tired of them I give them the choice to leave. Most of them take it. I laugh every time that one of them chooses it because I know just what is waiting for them.” 
 
   Lucifer smiles and turns the guestroom's door handle. 
 
   “Don’t worry, David, this room is soundproof so you will have a great night sleep.”
 
   As the guestroom door opens a smell of chocolate fills the air. The smell reminds David of when his mother would make homemade chocolate in the kitchen when he was a child. Tears try to surface but he holds them back.
 
   The guestroom is filled with only the finest amenities that humanity could wish for. The bed is larger than life in its elegant decoration and tasteful in its size. Windows on the far side of the room overlook a place David has seen before but cannot place it. A single chair sets next to a fireplace with a bookshelf that has the works of Lucifer’s favorite authors. An elaborate door in the right corner is closed with an unknown room hidden within. The wall covering look as if they are handmade, and the beams that hold up the ceiling are all hand carved with cherubs dancing about.
 
   “I hope that this room is going to be okay with you,” Lucifer walks around straightening up as he goes.
 
   “Yes, this will be good.” 
 
   “I hope that you have a good sleep. I am sleepy; I am going to bed. Goodnight.” 
 
   Alfonzo pretends to yawn as she walks out of the room. Lucifer and David wonder what she is up to.
 
   “Is there anything else that I could do for you?” Lucifer asks David. “Anything all?”
 
   “No, no, I’m fine.”
 
   David knows that deep down inside that he is not.
 
   “Okay. Breakfast is at seven am, sharp. See you then,” Lucifer starts to walk out of the room.
 
   “Wait. I still have no clue as to what or who I am. Can you…” 
 
   “Don’t worry. I am going to figure it out,” Lucifer turns to leave and he closes the door behind him.
 
   David stands in the bedroom, alone for the first time in a long time. The fireplace sits there, empty as if it wants him to start a fire within it. His head cocks to the side. 
 
   ‘Where’s the firewood?’ 
 
   He sees nothing to burn or even a box that could keep wood inside. 
 
   “How the hell am I supposed to light this fireplace? Where is the firewood? Is this a joke?”
 
   “You use your powers silly.”
 
   Alfonzo emerges behind David startling him. She stands with a red robe on that goes down to her feet with her hair pulled back in a ribbon with a skull on top.
 
   “Where did you come from?”
 
   “The front bedroom door right over there.”
 
   “I thought that you came through that door in the corner of the room. Wait, where does that door go to?” David looks at Alfonzo then at the door in the corner.
 
   “Silly, that door is your bathroom.” 
 
   Alfonzo walks over, opens up the door, and to show David. He looks in to see a jaw-dropping bathroom hidden behind the door. David is speechless, and Alfonzo is impressed with what her father has done with the place.
 
   “Wow, my father really cleaned this place up. This was a crap hole about a month ago. There were bodies lying all around over there and over there. Right here was a pentagram on the floor that matched the one on the ceiling. Hummm, those were the good old days, just my father and me torturing the hell out of those child molesters. Sometimes I wish that I could still do those things with him. That is the real father and daughter bonding at its finest.” 
 
   Devilish smile comes to Alfonzo’s face. 
 
   “The best part of it all was that I got to bathe in their blood. You have no idea what human blood does to a demon’s armor. Sexy.” 
 
   “What! Human blood? Torture? Bathing in blood? What the …” David leans back on the sink but quickly leaps away from the sink; only to fall into Alfonzo’s arms.
 
   “If I thought that it was this easy to get you in my arms, I would have done this earlier.” 
 
   One of her hands slowly runs down David’s back as it heads for it target.
 
   David pulls away, “Stop that, you know that I am already with someone. I will stay faithful to her.” 
 
   David turns around to face the mirror and put his back to Alfonzo.
 
   Alfonzo glides over to David and runs her hands up David’s back and starts to massage his neck. 
 
   “Oh, come on. You know that I will not stand by and watch you throw your life away with that little human. You belong with me. We belong together, forever. We are as one. I feel your pain as you are with her in bed thinking about me. You think that I don’t feel your pain, but I do. I have felt everything since that day we joined. You need me as much I need you.”
 
   “You know nothing. You feel nothing.” 
 
   David pushes Alfonzo’s hands off of him and walks away from her. She comes behind him and knocks David onto the bed. Climbing on top of him, she forces his arms down, and stares at him face to face. David struggles to get up. Alfonzo laughs.
 
   “The big bad David is now held down by a little girl. Aww, isn’t this cute? A little girl is stronger than a big bad David,” Alfonzo laughs harder as she mocks him.
 
   ‘Cute, she thinks this is cute. Hell, no, this is not cute.’
 
   A flame in the fireplace grows out of nowhere as David feels the flame within grow to a raging fire to fuel him with incredible strength.
 
   Alfonzo laughs a little harder at David as he fights back but quiets down as he begins to win. Then, in a flicker of a flame, Alfonzo has her back firmly press against the bed with David over her grinning back at her.
 
   “The big bad Alfonzo is held down by big bad David. Aww, isn’t this cute? A man is stronger than a Halfling.”
 
   “It’s about damn time that you finally grew a pair. I have been waiting for you to grow a pair for a long time. So, what are you going to do?” 
 
   Alfonzo decides to throw a couple of more logs on the flame within David’s chest and see what will happen.
 
   “You think that people like being pushed around? I’ll tell you this, little miss Alfonzo. People hate being pushed around by other people, including Halflings like you. You see, people have a belief that they should be treated fairly and with some respect. This might not change anything in your world, but it does affect mine.”
 
   “You think that I live in a small world? I’ve been around the world a couple of times or more. I’ve seen and heard lots of things, things that would scare the most brave of men or women. Some things would even make the dead turn over in their graves if it were ever spoken of, but some things shall never be spoken again by anyone. There are secrets in the world that will never be revealed to humans, Djinns, or even Angels, secrets that only God and my father know. These secrets will never be disclosed because they are so dangerous to the existence of life. There is more to life than just what he can see with his eyes."
 
   “Tell me something that you can say without getting into too much trouble. Something good, something with heart, something that would stir up some talking around the world. Please tell me something that will shock me.” 
 
   David is now face to face with Alfonzo. His lips are inches away from Alfonzo’s lips.
 
   “World peace is possible. Everyone that thinks otherwise is wrong. It has been possible for the last five thousand years, but the humans lie to themselves and think that it is not possible. My father was on his balcony looking over the earth when it occurred to him. World peace is possible, and it has been overlooked too long. The people of the world have been programmed into thinking that it cannot be possible because the few that want to control the world allow the masses to fight with each other. You see my father has become a kinder person because he was the first one to lead a war against God. He was the first military leader to turn pacifist because he watched friends, family, and even his generals and troops die before his eyes. His conscious emerged and realized that God left something out of him on purpose. When God made him something was missing. Something important, and something very important that my father doesn’t know about. When he realized this, my father knew that he had to level the playing field by creating a weapon that would work against God. There is an ancient place in England called Stonehenge. This place is where my father created the Philosopher Stone when he was planning to over throw God. He told me that his reason for doing this was because God got to big for his own head. God told him before everything else was made that they needed to keep a level head when we create everything and not to let this power go to our heads. That was the downfall of everything. The Great War was the bloodiest battle in the history of the world. Angels and Djinns fell. Halflings got hit the hardest because they were number one on God’s hit list. My father’s brother protected my brother and me from the many Angels that came to kill us because God felt that we were abominations. I lost my brother to God, and my parents lost their marriage because of God. My father had to make a choice to lose his other child or curse her for the rest of her life so he could see her. When I got to meet God face to face in heaven after the Great War was over, I spat in his face and then punched him in his jaw. I told him, thank you for breaking up my family and ruining my life. Then I walked away from him. I have never seen him since that day.”
 
   “Are you one of the first or last of your race?” 
 
   “My brother and I are the first of the Halflings. I have no clue how many lived after God condemned my race to genocide. All I know is my father almost lost his brother to one of God’s blessed Angels.”
 
   


  
 



Chapter 61
 
   Across on the other side of the castle in his private bedroom, Lucifer stands on his balcony just like that night he thought about world peace and thinks about what happened in the last couple hours.
 
   “So, God, is this the hybrid soul that you spoke of on the mirror in the Ladies of Time home? If it is, then what does my daughter have to do with this hybrid soul? Why is this soul in my castle right now? And where is the broken soul that is to battle to the end?” 
 
   Lucifer looks down at the harpies feeding on some of the damned molesters he has thrown down to them for food. 
 
   “You and I know that this is the beginning of the end for everyone and everything. You wanted this all along, and now you have it. I hope that you are truly happy. You created everything, and now it’s going to be destroyed by one soul that has no clue what it truly is.”
 
   A hooded, shadowy figure comes out of the corner of the balcony and stands seven feet away from Lucifer. Lucifer doesn’t look at the figure because he knows who it is and why they’re here.
 
   “I know that I did that to you. I am sorry for your hurt. But don’t tell him that I know. The strange news will only make Alfonzo's life difficult in the long run. I love her too much to ruin her life any more than I have already ruined it. Can you do that little for me?” Lucifer asks.
 
   “Yes, but you owe me now for this, and I will remember.” The figure disappears into a dark void.
 
   Lucifer turns his back to Eden to gaze into his room as he searches for answers to questions to the unknown. He remembers when his family was together and everything was excellent in the world. It was a time of happiness.
 
   God started to change when Lucifer and Elijah were married and started to bear children. Halflings is what these children became. These births would change God’s perspective on the existence of humans, Djinns, and Angels. The intermixing of races challenged God’s vision of a perfect world. God envisioned a world where all races would exist happily together but never the intermixing of any races. The day that God held Alfonzo within his arms and gazed into her big golden eyes, was the day God knew that things were going to change. God was on edge when Elijah gave birth to a boy. Lucifer was a proud father again and his name was Merlin. Lucifer had huge plans for Merlin, and God would have no part in it. After Merlin’s birth, many Halflings were born into loving families. Some of the Halflings were Human/Djinn, or Human/Angel, or Angel/Djinn, but God saw these new races as an abomination to his perfect world. Over half of the world was Halflings. His great race of humans was starting to become the minority. Few human families were pure. These human families would be chosen to continue the humanity without Djinns or Angels to intermix with. God had a plan and started to carry it out when Lucifer was raising his army to put an end to God's tyranny. Lucifer had no idea about God’s plan, but God had a funny feeling about to what Lucifer was planning for him because of Merlin birth. After the Great War, God flooded the earth to cover up the blood of the war, but many clues were left that God didn’t account for.
 
   “If you think that I will not find a way to kill you, then just wait and see. If one hair is harmed on my baby’s head." 
 
   Lucifer pauses, "Wait and see a father come right into Heaven and kill you because you decide to predict the beginning of the end.”
 
   Lucifer lies down, closes his eyes, and drifts off to sleep.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 62
 
   Devan looks out the window straight at the stars thinking about his men. He closes his eyes and searches for his special men.
 
   The Leader stops and turns towards the direction that Devan is standing.
 
   ‘Yes my master. What can I do for you?’
 
   “I need you and your men to travel west to hunt down a person. His name is David Turner. Bring me his head and heart so I may keep them as a trophy. If you and your men succeed at this, I will make you generals.”
 
   Knowing that if they can do what he commands, he will proceed on with his plan and revving up the timetable.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 63
 
    “I am sorry, but I cannot stop,” Alfonzo continues to cry for all that died that day of the Great War.
 
   “Its okay. You cry until you cannot cry anymore, and if need be, I’ll cry for you,” David says while holding Alfonzo in his arms.
 
   David snaps his fingers and the fireplace ignites. 
 
   'I will protect you with everything I got. If I need to become stronger, then I will.'
 
   Alfonzo falls asleep in David’s arms as he watches over her. They don’t move all night long, keeping each other warm and close.
 
   As morning appears, David awakes first. He walks over to his window to look upon the house that he did not first realize whose home it was. David steps back realizing that the house is his family's home from when he was a little boy. The home looks as if it had been frozen in time. A single tear runs down his face.
 
   Alfonzo uses a finger to wipe David’s tear away.
 
   “I didn’t hear you get up.” 
 
   “I didn’t want to scare you.” 
 
   “I’ve been waiting to see this house again.” 
 
   “The windows are designed to cater to your hearts desire,” Alfonzo puts her hand on David’s chest.
 
   “My heart yearns for my family. My heart wishes to see my parents once more.” 
 
   “Maybe they’re up in Heaven. If you want, I can take you there.” 
 
   Alfonzo turns David around to look into his eyes.
 
   David is silent for a couple of minutes then asks.
 
   “Does it ever rain in Heaven?” 
 
   “Yes, but only when God cries.” 
 
   “God cries?!” 
 
   “Yes, he does. He cries over someone very close. I think it’s his brother. Only a few people know who his brother is. My parents know who he is, but my mother will not say. My father has promised God to never say his name."
 
   “Will I get to meet God?” David asks.
 
   “I have meet him only once. He is a private man that likes to sit in the shadows and watch. If you do see him, then you might be someone important too.” 
 
   Alfonzo transforms into a phoenix and hovers in front of David, waiting for him to transform.
 
   “I hope I may meet God so I can ask him about his brother,” David says as he transforms and hovers next to Alfonzo.
 
   “I hope you do.”
 
   Alfonzo and David fly off, heading towards Heaven.
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