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Thank you, everyone for supporting me as I travel this world. With you by my side, I can do anything, be anything! Thank you, Billy for your love gave me hope and desire. Thank you!
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Chapter 1
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The gates of Hell were now closed and Emily found herself in a new position. She was now trapped in Hell and it wasn’t looking good for her. The only way in or out was closed and locked.

It wasn’t going to be easy but saving the world was more important to Emily than her comfort. She hadn’t thought all of this through but there hadn’t been time to think that far into this. Enough evil had already seeped into her world. She had faith in her family to take care of it but leaving those gates open would have been too much for anyone, even her. Now she was stuck. Seeing the demons below her terrified her, but she couldn’t let them know. She had to put on a brave face and move forward. The gates were sealed so going through the demons was her only choice. Emily found herself dangling from the ceiling where the gates used to be. They disappeared as the final seal took place. Now it was just solid rock. The stairs that lead to the gates were crumbling. She looked down and saw the demons. They hadn’t recognized her yet but she knew they would in time. She was popular down there.

As Emily slowly descended, she made subtle changes to her appearance. Her hair was a little darker, as well as her skin. And her blue eyes changed to Hazel. When her feet touched the dirt-covered ground, she looked at the others. 

“What happened?” a man asked as he looked at the ceiling.

Emily looked at him, then at the ceiling where the gates had been.

“Are you talking to me?”

“Well, yeah, you’re the last one who reached the gates before they disappeared. What do you think happened?”

“I don’t know. Is there another way out?”

“I don’t think so. I was so close. I heard the gates were opening but I came too late.”

The room began to empty as angry demons and Hell-sent people yelled. Emily followed the crowd acting like she was upset too. She needed to come up with a new plan but she couldn’t do anything with so many eyes on her. She looked around as she took the rear of the crowd. She felt like she was in a cave with tunnels scattered everywhere. Some tunnels were hotter than others so she remained in the vein that connected all of them. The crowd thinned down as they passed the tunnels. She wondered where everyone was going but didn’t want to ask. The man she first met stayed close by her. She wondered about that too.

“So where you from?”

“Pennsylvania.” She didn’t see any harm in telling him that much.

“Not during your life. I meant down here. The tunnel leading to my area is coming up. Where’s yours?”

“Oh, yeah. I hadn’t been here long enough to be assigned. I kind of got pushed around and ended up here,” she lied.

“Oh, I know how that is. It was like that when I arrived. I was in the Dead Zone for what seemed like years. Finally, I was deemed worthy enough to be placed down here. The torture I received was humbling, I can tell you that.”

“What do you mean?” She stopped. 

“I always had this picture of what Hell was supposed to be. I was a bad-ass growing up and I thought it would be great here. I tortured animals, beat up the neighbor’s kid, and told lies. Of course, I died of an overdose and ended up going to the Judgment Chambers to learn my fate. I was told due to my actions, Hell was going to be my new home. Of course, I was happy, being the bad-ass that I was.” He looked down for a bit. “Then I was tossed into the Dead Zone and waited. Before I knew it, I was getting the same torture I had passed out for years. I learned what it was like and I really didn’t like it. But it was too late for redemption for me. When I was finally given my assignment and learned where I was going to spend my eternity, I was relieved. But it hasn’t been the same for me since I’ve arrived.”

“So you actually feel bad for what you did with your life?”

“Well, yeah. Don’t you?”

“I guess. I don’t want to talk about it though.”

“That bad, huh?”

“Yeah.” It was her turn to look down. She wasn’t sure if this man was being honest with her. She didn’t want to use her powers knowing she’d radiate a glow. She’d be found out too quickly that way. And she needed to lay low for as long as she could. Once she was alone, then she could figure something out.

“By the way, my name’s  Tony.”

“Em—,” she began to say. But she knew she couldn’t use her real name. “Emma.” She wasn’t sure but that name meant something to her. She hid her reaction from hearing the name being said outloud.

“Great. I’ll chat with you later. I’m going to head back to my quarters. Since we’re not getting out, I’ll bet you its back to our every-day schedule.” He left her standing there alone. She wasn’t sure if this man was trusting knowing where she was. He was almost too nice and felt annoyed by that. She was going to have to stay on her guard.

Emily was truly alone so she closed her eyes and tried to transport back to the castle. When she opened her eyes, she was in a different room, but she wasn’t at the castle. “Just great.”

“Who’s there!”

Well, she wasn’t alone anymore. As Emily looked around the room for the person behind the voice, she got a good look at the room. It was made of some kind of metal and it held in the heat. Sweat formed on her forehead which was something she had noticed didn’t happen to the others. It was hot, but no one was sweating. That meant trouble for her. She used enough magic to keep herself cool. It seemed to do the trick.

Emily turned a corner around a large metal box sitting on the rock-based floor. She bumped into a demon. “Who are you?”

“Emma.”

“Are you scheduled to come in today?”

“For what?”

“That means no. Are you lost?”

“I guess so. I don’t know where I am. I think the gates kind of messed everything up.”

“You guess? You don’t know the half of it. Everything has gone plumb crazy down here ever since that gate started to open. Yeah, some of the good soldiers got out but now there’s no order down here. Some people have gone nice. I hate nice.” His eyes were made of fire that seemed to move as she looked into them. A single horn had grown from the top of his head and it was broke at the tip.  Emily tried to read him. He wasn’t always a demon but that was all she could get from him. “All right. Tell me where you were supposed to be and I will help you get there.”

“I thought you didn’t like nice?”

“It’s not being nice wanting you out of my hair. Now, where are you supposed to be?”

Emily didn’t know how to answer. She just stood there. She didn’t even know why her mind wasn’t working properly.

“You don’t want to tell me? Fine. Just leave then.” He waved his hand and Emily was thrown out of the room. Her back hit the wall just outside the room. She was right where she started, the same room where the gates were. Her powers took her there for a reason so that meant something to her. Since she was alone in the room, she walked to the center and sat down on her knees. She checked the doorway—no one there. Emily closed her eyes and scanned that room from the place she sat. Something wasn’t right. All she could see was her hanging from the gates, sealing them. She opened her eyes. Again, she checked to make sure she was alone. No one was at the doorway so she stood up. She looked up at where the gates had been. The partial stairs that lead to the gates were still crumbling. Only five steps remained. At this rate, they would be gone by the end of the day. Well, the end of her normal day on the surface. She wasn’t even sure if time was the same down here. Hell was not what she thought it would be. She imagined dangers lurking in every corner. Again, something wasn’t right.

Emily wanted to investigate but if she was right and she fixed everything, then it meant everything would return to normal and she would be in danger. Was she willing to face those dangers right now? As much as she wanted to be home, she knew something had to be done—dangerous or not. She hadn’t run away before, she isn’t going to start now. 

Emily looked up at the ceiling as she took the five steps upward. She reached for the ceiling with her right hand. The rest of her body followed. Well, at least the levitation power was still working. When she reached the ceiling, Emily touched the stone where the gate once was. It was still there, she could feel it. The evil that it was holding was shocking. With that much power, a new hole could be torn through. Emily tapped into her angelic powers. As her body began to glow, she looked down. She could see the evil being sucked up. The gate was consuming evil. This was why everyone was acting differently than she imagined they would. She couldn’t leave this alone, no matter how much she wanted the evil to be gone. It wasn’t going to work.

Again, she checked to make sure she was alone. She placed both hands on the rock—palms touching the rock. As the heat began to build around her hands, she pushed her magic to full throttle and attempted to fix the gate. She didn’t want the gate to return but she did her best to mend it. Maybe having the gate there, was what was keeping it from blowing. The way she had sealed it must have made the wrong kind of barrier. That was her fault and she wasn’t about to leave it remain.

First things first—Emily had to place a new kind of block. As one hand remained on the rock, she used the other hand to perform a new kind of magic. She placed an invisible field, a form of a blockade to stop the evil from getting sucked out of Hell. It didn’t touch the ceiling, only a couple feet below it. She checked to make sure it was working before she turned to the gate. It was—the evil was bouncing back into the dome-shaped room.

Now she had to remove the extra evil from the gate. The only way it was going to work was if it flowed through her. She has had evil run through her veins before but this much would probably do more damage than she wanted but she didn’t have a choice. She removed her hand. The block was still working. Emily lowered herself to check on a few things. As she passed through the barrier, she could feel the evil in the air. It was more powerful than she first thought it would be. She hated that feeling. This was going to be harder than she thought.

Emily raised her hands, fingers spread apart, palms out. She began to chant in Latin. “Redi hoc malum a quo factum est. Fiat ei sicut aer in pulmone influunt.” In English, she said “return this evil from where it came. Let it flow like air to lungs.” She repeated the spell three times to let it sink in. Once the spell was set, Emily closed her eyes and felt the evil flow away from the room. This much concentrated-evil meant she didn’t have much time before the demons and sent-to-hell-humans would be on her tail so she had to hurry with the rest of her work. Then she had to come up with a new plan. Otherwise, she wasn’t going to survive in Hell. In order to leave, she was going to have to survive it, at least.

She ran to the doorway and checked to make sure she was alone. She didn’t see anyone so she returned to the ceiling. Emily placed both of her hands on the area where the gate was supposed to be. The stone had turned cold. That was odd but she wasn’t as concerned about it. She just needed to create a new door. It just needed to remain locked so it wouldn’t open again. If that meant she couldn’t leave, she would accept it as long as others couldn’t leave either.

Emily closed her eyes. She could feel the glow consume her. She imagined what the gate would look like and made it so. She opened her eyes. The gate was back. It wasn’t the same gate; this one was made of a wood that couldn’t be penetrated. She placed locks on it that had no keys to open. Feeling confident, Emily lowered from the ceiling. When her feet touched the ground, she noticed she had company. 

“Were you trying to open the gates?” Tony asked her.

“Yeah. They aren’t budging.”

“Wow, you really want out of here. Don’t you?”

“Of course, I do. Don’t you?”

He didn’t answer. As Emily stood there, she tried seeing him as he truly was. Some of her powers were still off so she didn’t know if what she was seeing was him or something else. He was appearing as a good person. A soft beam of white light bounced off of him. Something was still wrong. She could feel it. She had learned over the years to trust her feelings, whether she understood them or not.

“Listen, it was brought to the boss’ attention that some people got down here without going through the proper channels and I was told to come to fetch you. I’m sorry but you gotta come.”

“No, that’s fine.” As she followed him out of the room, she looked up at the gate. She wanted to make sure it was holding. She couldn’t see the force field below it but she was confident it was working. It would just take time before all of that evil was back where it belonged. Then she knew she’d be in trouble. 

“So does the boss really have horns and a tail?” Emily was trying to be funny. She never felt so nervous before.

“Actually, no. You’re thinking of Satan, and I don’t think he even does. No, our boss is a lower demon. He won the seat. He cheated if you ask me.”

“Oh. Why do you say that?”

“If you saw him standing next to the guy, you wouldn’t have to ask.” Tony laughed. “Actually, I’m being serious. I think the wrong demon won but who am I? I’m not even a demon and they’re the ones who run the place.”

“I understand. So what’s going to happen?”

“Well, since the boss doesn’t know who you are, he’s going to ask you questions and find out where you came from. Then he’ll figure out what to do with you.”

“Has he ever kicked anyone out?”

“That’s funny. But no, I don’t think he has. I honestly don’t think he’s got that power, but he could just be holding onto it.”

A couple turns down different paths and tunnels, and Emily found herself in a different kind of place. The heat was even more intense. It was dark. Flames shot out of rocky surfaces, giving an eerie red glow with yellow highlights. Pull yourself together, she told herself.

Before she knew it, Emily was standing before a man sitting in a tall chair made of bones. She looked at him and thought maybe she didn’t have anything to worry about. The demon was small and looked weak. And then she saw two very large demons standing behind the chair. Those were his bodyguards, she knew it. She did have to worry about them. She could read them. Even with Hell being a little off, they were filled with enough power to send her packing. Since she was off as well, she wasn’t going to be able to take them both. And she knew it. Emily hated feeling vulnerable like this.

“Your name is Emma?”

“Yes, it’s Emma Petersburg.” She almost did it again—telling them who she was. Luckily, she was able to change the end of the last name before he caught on.

A book appeared in the boss’ hands. He opened it up and looked at the words on the page—a list of names who were being sent to him. “Petersburg, Amy. Petersburg, Bill. Petersburg, Cameron. Petersburg, Doug. No Emma. That is strange.”

“So if I wasn’t meant to be here, do you just send me back up?”

Before the boss could answer, Tony spoke up. “Maybe with the gates opening up, they didn’t have time to put her name on the list, Boss.”

“That is true. I’ve seen this happen before. Tell me, what did you do in your life?”

Emily thought of a few things.

“Come on, I don’t have all day. I do have things to do.”

“Well, I don’t know. I did a lot of things. I’m trying to think of things that would’ve brought me here.” She was staling.

Then Tony spoke up again. “Use the fountain. It never lies.”

“Good idea, Tony.”

The boss snapped his fingers and the three of them were in another room—Emily, Tony, and the boss.

Emily was even more nervous. The butterflies in her stomach danced around, fighting against the edges of her stomach, trying to get out. That’s what it felt like, anyway. “All right, I stole some cars and took them out on a joy ride,” she blurted out.

“It’s too late; we’re already in the room. Now, come over here,” the boss said. Emily turned to face him and noticed a large waterfall type of fountain. “Climb into this and give me your hand.”

Emily inched toward him. The closer she was to the fountain, the more she realized how beautiful it was. The base was covered in crystals. It climbed up to a second base that formed a cup. This was made of gold. The water fell from an invisible force about twenty feet into the air. It flowed down, crashing into the golden cup. It did not splatter which was amazing. As Emily stared into the waterfall, she was put into a trance, losing herself. Tony helped her into the fountain and placed her hand into the boss’ hand. Emily sat down; the waterfall consumed her cascading over her. She could hear Tabetha and Samantha. She looked up and saw them crying.

“So your name isn’t Emma Petersburg, is it?”

She shook her head.

“And you haven’t died, have you?”

She shook her head.

“You are responsible for the gates closing, aren’t you?” His voice was higher.

She nodded her head.

“You could have escaped but you resealed the gates. Why?”

Emily opened her eyes and looked at the boss but it wasn’t the boss. It was Tony. Tony was the boss. How did he know who she really was? How was he able to fool her like that? Even with her powers acting up, she still could have used her basic powers to learn his true identity but she couldn’t read him. She couldn’t see his truth.“Ever since I was here, I noticed something was wrong. And then I noticed the evil was getting sucked out. It was going to burst through and I had to stop that from happening,” she finally said.

“You should have left it alone. Now you’re trapped down here with us and we’re going to destroy you.”

“Not if I have anything to do with it.” She was beginning to feel like herself. And she knew why. She could hear her family talking, saying prayers. She closed her eyes and took in their words. The feeling of love took hold of her. She could feel herself grow stronger. When she opened her eyes, they were pure white. A burst of white light shot out of her, in pure energy. It was so strong that it broke the fountain, throwing pieces of gold and crystal into the air. The water disappeared. It was like the fountain itself had given the water its power. Emily looked at Tony and the little demon. The demon took off running out of the room, saving himself.

Emily stepped towards Tony. She smiled and disappeared.

***
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Chapter 2
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If Emily was anything, she was now a fugitive. Something she never thought she’d ever be. But she’d rather be that, than dead. At least she had time to find a way home if she was alive. And getting back to her family so she could continue fighting the good fight was all she wanted. This was her destiny for some reason. She was meant to be here and she was going to find out what that was. But she’d have to be sneaky to do it. And since Tony knew who she was, she decided to change back to her original appearance. She missed how she looked.

Emily couldn’t believe Tony fooled her. She knew something was off about him but she had no idea it was that big. Were her powers that off? She found herself a small crack in the wall and squeezed inside. It was a tight fit but she felt safe there for the time being. She closed herself in so no one could peek inside and see her. She needed to figure things out and had to have the time to do it in. At least some of her powers were working right. She didn’t know what she’d do if none of them worked at all. She counted what blessings she did have.

Emily closed her eyes and magically examined herself. She was looking for anything out of the ordinary. Well, more than usual. Knowing a few things before she was trapped in Hell, she was able to compare now versus then. Everything seemed to be the same, except for a few extra powers that she hadn’t had before but she couldn’t access them with everything not working properly. Emily was growing into her new self but that couldn’t be what was blocking her. There had to be something else in the works here.

She took in a long silent sigh as she placed a hand on the rocky wall in front of her. She was cramped. Emily decided to open the cavity a little more to allow herself more room. If this was going to be her home until she found a way out, it was going to be more comfortable. Emily moved slowly and quietly so it wouldn’t arouse suspicion. Using her mind, she opened the area and added a couple things. A small room with a bed appeared right where she was standing. No doors, no windows; it was still a place to hide when she needed it. But she couldn’t keep hiding. That wasn’t who she was.

Emily collected herself and made her move. She opened up her mind and tried to escape Hell. She bounced back and ended up in the metal room.

“What is it about this room?” Emily asked as she stood up. She waited for the man to come to find her and kick her back out. He never came.

Emily scanned the room. She was determined to find out the room’s purpose. She couldn’t find anything about the room. Something was still blocking her so she had to do this the old fashioned way. Emily turned up her powers to look for the block but couldn’t find anything, and then physically began searching. No one was trying to find her yet so she had time to look in the metal room for the answers she was looking for. That made her more uneasy. Why weren’t they looking for her? Was she where they wanted her? If that was the case, Emily knew she had to hurry, more now than ever.

Emily walked forward, taking short strides. She looked left, then right—all metal. It was different types of metals, she began to notice. Some Steal, some Aluminum, a little Copper—all metal. She felt that was odd. She was in Hell, and there’s a room made of metal. Was this the first stop before someone entered Hell? It made sense; maybe the entrance could be made into a one-time exit. She was grasping at straws.

A large box was straight ahead of her so she stopped to look at it. When she touched it, she was zapped. There was a noise. She listened carefully and learned that someone, or something, was inside the box. She could hear talking. The harder she listened, the more she could hear. It was in repetition. 

“You are evil. You hate being nice. Do not help anyone.” There were more orders but that was all she could make out. As Emily thought it over, she remembered the man saying he hated nice. Was he being turned into something he wasn’t? Was this how Hell worked? If this was how Hell turned good people into bad, were there others? Emily knew Hell didn’t play by the rules but to steal people? That was below low. She couldn’t believe it. She always thought people had a choice—free will, and all. Maybe Hell didn’t play by those rules. That meant she was fighting a war that was bigger than she thought. She had to stop it now. Maybe, this was the reason she had to be there.

So many things rolled around inside Emily’s head. She thought it was hard before, but knowing what she did now meant it was only the tip of the iceberg and what was waiting for her when she returned home was going to be even harder than ever before. The aliens were nothing compared to what she was walking into. Maybe that was why she had to become the Great Witch.

Emily touched the box again. It still zapped her. She closed her eyes and placed her hands just inches away from the metal casing. She could feel the energy coming off of it. It was like a prison inside of a prison, trapped in another prison. That could change anyone by itself. To free the man, she had to turn the machine off. Emily pulled the energy away from the box. She absorbed what she could. She felt her skin burning. As she stood there with her hands in place, she released the energy from her body. The electricity bounced on all the metal surfaces. She got zapped again. Okay, so this is the reason for the room to be made of metal—it meant he couldn’t escape. There had to be another way.

He wasn’t always in the box, she knew that because she met him and he tossed her out. So that meant there was a timer or something. She could wait until he was permitted to leave and then do something then. She thought she would try that and explore the room a little more as she waited. As she walked around, she discovered more boxes like the first one. One had the door open so maybe someone was walking around. She scanned the room. This time, she looked for something more specific. Nothing. Did that mean she was alone or was she still being blocked? She had to know what was blocking her powers so she continued to search.
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