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Chapter 1


	A Deadly Possession


	The night is darker than usual on a Los Angeles suburban street. On the porch of a white and green house in the middle of the block, a Native American shaman in his 30s, wearing a brown-collared shirt and brown pants, is holding a black leather bag and talking to a man. He is a thin, white male wearing black slacks and a white t-shirt, with salt and pepper short hair and a concerned look on his face.


	“I don’t know what to do anymore,” the older man says.” We have brought in 3 priests to try and help. Whatever has a hold of my daughter killed all 3 of them. Now, all of the churches are scared to get involved. We had to tie her to her bed. She has gotten very violent and aggressive, even stabbing a girl in her class with a pencil. She took a steak knife and cut her cat's head off, then tried to slit her own wrists. She was laughing in some deep maniacal tone that I had never heard before. At night, we hear loud growling coming from her room that doesn’t sound human or animal. It sounds …inhuman. Scares the shit out of me.”


	The shaman acknowledges the man’s plea for help, then says “She is fighting against what has attached itself to her, but it is too strong and is overpowering her. I can sense it from here. This entity wants to kill her, one way or another. It wants her soul.”


	”Why?” the older man asks. “She’s just a little, innocent girl who never hurt anyone before,” he blurts.


	“It is some kind of demonic presence, and demons don’t care about race, creed, appearance, or way of being. Their focus is to cause chaos and turmoil amongst the living, no matter who or how old or young they are. Their endgame is death. Taking souls to their hell gives them more power to destroy more souls.”


	“Is there anything that you can do for my daughter?


	“I’ll try to help her; I must examine her place of rest.” “Of course, come inside.”


	He turns and opens the front door and leads the shaman inside the house. It is a comfortable house with all the lights on, clean and neat. There is a living room on the right and a dining room on the left that leads to a kitchen that is connected by a hallway. As soon as the shaman walks in, the lights in the house start flickering on and off. “That light has done that every time we brought a priest in this house to help Emily, “the man says as they make their way through the hallway, and up the steps to the second floor.


	When they get to the stairs and start to ascend, the strength of the demonic power increases. It is clearly trying to weaken the shaman’s spirit, flooding his mind with scenes of fatal car accidents, tornadoes ripping apart homes and smashing people against buildings. The mirage then changes. He is trapped in a black cage that is radiating. Around them, there are dead bodies hanging from ceiling hooks and chains, some missing limbs and some missing all of their genitals. It is dark and the only light is some kind of red luminescent glow that’s coming from some unknown place.


	He looks to his right and sees a pack of small animals that resemble reptiles mixed with cats. As he focuses, he sees that these little animals are feasting on a pile of dead and partially decayed bodies. One of the animals stops eating and strains, making feces splatter and creating a small pile on the ash dirt floor. Behind him comes the sound of chains rattling. When he returns to his path, a huge monster with a grotesque snout and sharp teeth is two inches from his face, breathing heavily. The monster snaps its jaws at his face.


	Suddenly, the shaman is returned to the staircase, following behind the older gentleman with white hair. They ascend to the second-floor hallway, then the older man points down the hall to his right. “Her room is the last one on the left,” he says.


	The Native American takes a step towards the room, then suddenly feels sick. This time he feels something pushing him away from the room. He takes a step back, then regains his footing.


	“Are you okay?” the older man asks. ” Yes. I’m good”


	Unexpectedly, a loud ear-piercing growl comes out of the girl’s room. They both quickly turn to look down the hall at the room, as if they were expecting to see the door open and a monster step out of it. Steeling himself against any surprises, the shaman walks down the hallway to the room. He grabs the doorknob and then takes a deep breath. Not knowing what he will see on the other side of this door is what gives him a sudden brief bout of fear, but he quickly recovers, determined to help this family overcome whatever evil has taken over their daughter.


	He opens the door and sees a little girl with long black hair and pale skin lying on her bed thrashing about, her arms and legs tied to the bedposts with rope. There are crosses hung up all over the room with the exception of some that fell to the floor or were knocked off by the evilentity that lurks within the room.


	He takes two steps into the room then, suddenly, the door slams shut behind him and all of the crosses on the wall start slowly turning upside down. He goes into his black leather bag and pulls out a wooden instrument with a long handle and a metal ball that has small holes all around it on the top. He reaches into his bag with his other hand and takes out a rattle shaker then walks to the foot of the bed. He can now see that the little girl's face has an evil demonic bone structure protruding from it. Her eyes are fully black.


	Chanting in the language of his ancestors, he begins to shake the rattle. Emily starts laughing in a deep, demonic, otherworldly voice. “Get the fuck outta here, you piece of shit! I’ll rip your fucking insides out and feed you to the Sweegos in hell”. He ignores the voice and continues to walk around the room, shaking his rattle and chanting, then returns to the foot of the bed. The little girl looks at him with an evil smile, baring sharp fangs. “Your mother was a bitch and she still is a bitch … in hell Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha!”


	Waving the long instrument over the top of Emily’s head, he stops chanting. He suddenly whips the instrument through the air hard splashing the girl with A clear liquid, causing her to yell out in pain, making distorted, animalistic sounds that fill the air. The bed suddenly starts shaking uncontrollably. Then he says, “I command you to let her go now,” as he shakes the instrument at Emily again. The girl yells out in pain.


	Emily’s father and mother enter the room, concerned. They want to see if the shaman has suffered the same fate as the priests that came before him. They see the bed shaking and all of the crosses flying off the wall. The shaman dodges one that is coming straight for his head. The cross misses him, hitting the other wall across from it, then falls. Emily flails angrily at the shaman and pulls at her arms and leg, trying to get free from her restraints.


	“Let her go. Now” the shaman yells with authority.


	The bed stops shaking abruptly. Emily’s face is normal and human-looking again. She looks at the shaman.


	“Help me, help me! He's trying to take my soul with him to hell” Her voice is that of a normal, innocent 10-year-old. She turns toward her mother and father, calling for them. The mother, who is an older lady with a few extra pounds and short blonde hair, reaches out, “We’re here, sweetie”.


	The lights start flickering on and off again and the door slams shut behind Emily's parents. Their daughter starts gasping for air and can’t breathe, as if she is being choked or suffocated by someone or something. The shaman starts praying and chanting again.


	“What's happening to her” the mother yells frantically. After a few seconds, the girl lets out her last breath and is now lying on her bed, pale and lifeless. Her eyes and mouth remain wide open in the same pose as if still trying to gasp for air.


	“Lord Jesus,” the father says.


	“Oh My God! My Emily!” the mother screams out.


	She starts crying hysterically as her husband holds onto her to keep her from fainting and hitting the floor. The shaman drops his instrument and rattle on the floor, then drops to his knees. He looks up with a face full of terror and yells “NO!”


	 







Chapter 2


	The Birth of Wesley


	It is January 29th, a blistering cold winter in New York City.


	"Push! Push!" yells a doctor to a Hispanic woman giving birth to a baby boy. The woman is screaming in pain as the doctors try to extract her baby.


	“Okay, there's the head. Ma’am, on the count of three, I'm going to need you to push again, as hard as you can. One, two, three! Now, push!”. The woman strains, then pushes as hard as she can. “There you go, good job," the doctor says, encouragingly.


	As the baby slides out of the woman and into the doctor's hands, he is surprised to see the baby has no umbilical cord and is encased in a beige-colored shell of some sort. The shell resembles two small horns and two wings.


	"What is that around my baby? Oh my God'' whispers the young mother. They move the baby and put it on the table at the far end of the birthing room.


	The woman’s physician, Dr. Thompson says "We're going to have to cut into it" Another physician, DrWright enters in time to observe the birth.


	"Yes. The incision must be made with care. The shell seems to be attached to him. We don't want to cut into his skin", says Dr. Wright.


	"I've never seen anything like this before," "Neither have I"


	Dr. Wright selects a scalpel from a small tray to his left that has many different surgical instruments. He makes a horizontal incision across the belly of the casing. A strange black liquid begins to gush out of the incision and onto the table.


	"That's not his blood, "Dr. Thompson states.


	Dr. Wright continues to cut further and begins to pull the casing apart with both hands, slowly revealing the true skin of the baby moving inside of it. Dr. Wright peels the rest of the casing off of the baby and walks to a separate area to wash the blood and slime off the child.


	Unable to contain his curiosity, Dr. Thompson holds the shell together as it is around the baby. He can see that it is the shape of a baby with two horns on its head and two wings on its back.


	"Dr. Wright, come take a look at this"


	"What in God's name?" “Are those wings?”


	“I don't know. This is a first for me.”


	Dr. Wright walks over to the young mother and reassures her.


	“Your baby looks fine. We are running an APGAR test now to see if his heart is healthy and if he's breathing normally.”


	Dr. Thompson walks over to the table where two nurses are running the test on the baby. “How is the infant?”


	"His score is 10. He is 12 pounds 4 ounces and his heart rate and breathing are normal." “How can a baby be born without an umbilical cord"?


	"Could be one of those miracle babies people always talk about"


	"We know this is the first time this has ever been seen in the history of medical practice. “One for the history books, that’s for certain.”


	The nurse picks up the baby and takes it over to his mother. The woman cradles her newborn son in her arms, kisses him on the cheek and lays him on her chest, finally at ease.


	Out in the hall, Dr. Wright is talking to Dr. Thompson about the casing.


	"Thompson, I want that casing sterilized, wrapped and frozen for further examination"


	"You got it."


	A 5ft 7, built Hispanic man with a thick mustache turns the corner and walks down the hall towards Dr. Wright.


	Dr. Wright looks over his shoulder after hearing his name called. He acknowledges the approaching man and waits to see what he wants.


	"Is everything alright with my newborn son? You know, the baby you just delivered?" "Oh yes! He's fine and a perfectly healthy newborn boy. Congratulations, sir. We will monitor him for 48 hours to make sure that there are no problems and then you will be able to take him home.


	"That's great news, doctor. Thank you so much! "the father says, as he extends his hand.


	The doctor shakes his hand. "Your son is with your wife in room 102, down through those double doors, then, to the right"


	On the intercom, a muffled voice pages Dr. Wright.


	“Well, that's me. Never a dull moment around here. Nice meeting you and, congratulations"


	The young father walks down the hallway and through the double doors. He finds room 102 at the end of the hall, then opens the door and walks in. His wife is in bed with his son lying on her chest.


	"Chris!" the woman says in a tired voice. "How are you feeling, Marina?"


	"I feel like I just gave birth to an elephant. You wanna hold him?"


	“Of course!” He walks over to the bed and picks up his newborn child. "Chubby little thing, ain't you?" Chris says jokingly as he holds up his son and looks at him. When Chris locks eyes with his son, he gets sent into a hypnotic state and is transported to a gory battle between angels and horrific-looking monsters. He sees flames shooting through the background of a dark, red sky where bodies are impaled by giant wooden stakes that are sticking straight up from the ground. He sees an angel on his knees and a huge monster swinging a long, dark sword, cutting the angel’s head off, and causing blood to squirt out of the angel's neck. Chris returns to reality, but is off balance and stumbles, almost dropping his newborn son.


	"Are you ok?" Marina asks. “Let's get a doctor in here to look at you.” "No, I'm fine. Too much excitement, I guess".


	Dr. Wright is in the storage freezer that holds organs for transplants, along with other specimens to be studied. He walks to the back and opens a door that leads to another back freezer. As he walks in, he looks to the left and sees the wrapped casing sitting on a metal shelf. The doctor retrieves the casing and, securing it in a black bag, leaves the freezer area. He takes the elevator down to the parking structure that is underneath the hospital and gets into his brand new, silver BMW. Dr. Wright pulls out his cell phone and dials a number. The phone rings twice then a man with a deep voice answers.


	"Hello?"


	"Hello, Parker" answers Dr. Wright.


	“Well, well, well, it's the good ole doctor. It has been a long time"


	“Yes, it has, my friend. Listen, I came across something incredible during a routine birth today that I need you to examine further. I’ll need you to run some tests, and see what comes up. Who knows, we might become Nobel Prize winners for this one."


	"No Shit?" Parker says. “Sure. I'll check it out. When are you going to bring it in? "I'm on my way over to you now, if that's okay."


	“That's fine, I’m here in the office until about 1 am.


	Dr. Wright ends the call and then tosses the wrapped casing in the backseat. He reverses out of his parking spot, makes his way through the parking structure and out onto the street and drives towards the entrance to the freeway, just a few miles away.


	The wrapped casing suddenly starts moving slowly around in the backseat. The doctor puts on some rock and roll music as he drives. With the music on, he doesn't realize that the casing is slowly ripping through the wrapping. Checking his rearview mirror, he sees a horrific, scaly green monster with 3 horns protruding from his head. The creature bears its sharp teeth, similar to a crocodile and growls. The doctor jumps in his seat, then turns back in haste to look at the backseat, seeing nothing but the casing. He looks back at the mirror- again, nothing.


	“What the hell is wrong with me?” he says as he wipes his eyes, and refocuses on his driving.


	All the while, another entity is ripping through more of the wrapping that's around the casing. Dr. Wright makes a left a few blocks from the highway when the casing rips open the remaining wrap and stands up in the back seat to switch the incisions sealed. It has sharp fangs, glowing red eyes, two horns and two wings on its back. Dr. Wright looks in the rearview mirror once more and sees this small creature snarling at him from the backseat. It leaps onto the back of the doctor’s seat and grabs him by his head making inhuman sounds. The doctor swerves the car, hitting a trash can on the sidewalk.


	The creature comes from behind the right side of the seat and bites into the doctor's neck with its sharp fangs. The doctor yells out in pain.


	“Get the fuck off me."


	The creature rips a small chunk of flesh off of the side of his neck and then chews on it. The doctor punches the small creature propelling it into the backseat. He struggles to keep the car straight, blood pouring out of his neck. To stop the bleeding, Wright puts his hand on the wound, then looks in the rearview mirror, and sees the creature turn into a ball of black energy, then vanish before his eyes. Dr. Wright looks forward once again, but it is too late. His car is now going through a side barrier, and down into the bay. The front of his vehicle hits the water and the impact makes him fly forward, hitting the dashboard. Head bleeding knocked unconscious with gashes and blood leaking everywhere, the water fills the car and Dr. Wright sinks to a watery grave.


	







Chapter 3


	Hell


	Lucifer is on his throne of darkness. in his huge, underground, cavernous lair. In the distance, fire can be seen shooting up from small pits in the ashen ground. He has two black shiny horns on his head, glowing yellow eyes, and sharp, cerated fangs. His body is tall and muscular and his hands are elongated with black, sharp nails at his fingertips. Around his lair, a river of red liquid runs under stone and wooden bridges that connect from the outer edges to a huge stone platform that sits in the middle. Around his black throne, there are small reptilian, catlike creatures crawling around and munching on different body parts.


	Lucifer's main, and most powerful general, Sapheron, walks out of one of the passageways along the outer wall. He is grotesque looking, a muscular creature with a snout similar to that of a crocodile and reminiscent of a dragon. On his head, he has three black horns protruding - one on each side, and one in the middle. In addition to those, Sapheron has smaller black horns that are in between the three larger ones. On his back, he has two large fleshy brown wings and around his body are gold straps that wrap around him and join at a gold emblem on his chest that has an image of some kind of demonic creature. He crosses a stone bridge and gets onto the platform.


	Sapheron walks across, then looks up at Lucifer and says, "Master, the child has been born" in a sinister, inhuman voice.


	“Sapheron, after his 6th year of existence, you will bring him to me. Only then will I be able to transform him into my creation. Once he is in our grasp, the construction of my temple of passage will begin and any soul who refuses to build it will be slaughtered.


	“I'll make sure of it” Sapheron replies in an evil, excited manner. He will get an abundance of pleasure from seeing the souls of people being executed.


	“I've waited an eternity for my vengeance to finally have its way. With the power of the child combined with the most putrid souls in the dark pit, I will make him the ultimate beast. He can withstand the angel’s light and kill him. Once I have a piece of the child's flesh and the Orbulous We will commence our ascension and our attack. Heaven will fall to its knees and be under my control” Lucifer says.


	Two flames shoot up from both sides of Lucifer's throne, which looks like an ancient medieval black steel throne. It also bears the demon symbol that Sapheron has on his chest. “What is the status of the opened doors to the physical realm?” Lucifer asks.


	“We have deployed demons through every doorway on a quest to bring you every soul that they are able to take” Sapheron replies. “I’ve also come to tell you that the angels have defeated Goliath and killed Traka and Shoba. But, we have managed to capture one of their lieutenants, Raphael.”


	Lucifer gets up from his throne, then yells “Bring him to me at once” in an angry tone.


	Sapheron waves his hand over to a dark corridor that's across the bridge. Then, a group of four demon soldiers step out of the opening, holding the angel on both sides. They are pulling and pushing him forward with sharp spears that pierce the angel's skin every time they jab at him. These creatures are gruesome looking, with two small, curled black horns on their heads and reptilian green skin. The four monsters are wearing armor and have gecko lizard-like heads with big eyes and snake-like tongues that stick in and out of a mouth full of sharp teeth.


	The angel has shoulder-length blonde hair and is wearing a white shirt and white pants. He is bleeding from his mouth and his two purplish-white wings. The demon soldiers bring him across the stone bridge to the platform where Sapheron is. Lucifer walks across a short wooden bridge that connects the area of his throne to the large platform.``Well if it isn't one of the Light’s puny little servants” Lucifer says. Sapheron and all of the demon soldiers start laughing at the angel in a sarcastic way.


	“I am an angel of God and so were you, Lucifer. Your ego and jealousy are what got you banished from heaven” Raphael says. Lucifer walks up a few steps until he’s in Raphael's face.


	Then, he pulls back his arm and smacks the angel so hard that blood flies from his mouth and splashes on the stone floor.


	“Your God is shit, you pathetic, worthless light goer. Soon your leader angel will die and I will rule in heaven” Lucifer yells.


	Raphael looks at Lucifer with blood running from his mouth and utters “You will never rule in heaven.”


	One of the demon soldiers holding him elbows Raphael in his stomach hard, causing him to fall, but he is lifted again to his feet by the creatures who are having fun seeing the angel being hurt. Sapheron walks up to Raphael and says "Foolish choir boy! You think you can win against us, Angel? You have no power in hell and your piece of shit lord can't save you now, no matter how much you pray on it, you fucking idiot.


	All the demons laugh at the angel again in their distorted, dragon voices. ”Now you will bow to me” Lucifer blurts out.


	The two demons on the side of Raphael let go of him, then another demon that’s in back of him kicks him from behind, making him fall forward on his hands and knees.”Now, call him your master, little angel. Say it now or you will perish, fucker” Sapheron yells in his dark scratchy voice.


	Raphael hesitates and doesn't say anything. Sapheron kicks him in his face with his big foot of four, sharp talons that scratch the angel across his cheek. The angel falls backwards onto the platform floor, battered and bleeding.


	Sapheron walks up and grabs Raphael by the back of his neck and shoves his face forward towards Lucifer and says “Now say it, bitch! Say ‘Lucifer, you are my master.”


	“Ok, I'll say it” Raphael replies.


	Sapheron lets go of him, and then Raphael starts mumbling the words “My master, my master.” Then he yells out “My master is God in the heavens above”.


	Raphael gets up to his feet and charges at Lucifer. He runs quickly, then leaps in the air to jump-kick Lucifer in his face. Lucifer sidesteps out of the way and hammer-fist punches Raphael in mid-flight. sending him flying to the floor, hard. The angel is now weak and having trouble getting up from the floor. Lucifer walks over to the wounded angel, then reaches down and grabs one of the angel’s wings near his shoulder blade. He yanks on the wing and rips it out of the angel’s back, making the angel scream in agony. Raphael’s screams echo throughout the dark corridors of hell, where countless souls are being tortured.


	Lucifer tosses the wing across the red river and onto his throne where small feline reptilian creatures scurry over and start biting at it, ripping chunks off then swallowing it. Lucifer grabs Raphael by his neck and drags him to the edge of the platform.


	He lifts the angel in the air above him and says “So, you have some fire in you, huh, angel? Well now the fire has you” He then launches the angel down into the red river creating a big splash of redness. The angel comes back up to the surface of the red liquid, flailing his arms, splashing around and screaming in pain. After a couple of seconds, Raphael’s screams are silenced when the red liquid melts him away into nothingness. Lucifer, Sapheron, and the demon soldiers continue to laugh at the demise of the fallen angel.


	







Chapter 4


	Etzera, The Angel of Light


	The Angel of Light, Etzera, contrary to what humans believe, is the first angel who was created by the hands of God. Lucifer was the second. Etzera was the only angel made with lexical light, which is a light of goodness that no demon can ever survive. This light surrounds his whole body at all times. Lucifer was jealous that he was not created with the same powerful light and ultimately his jealousy turned to rage, making him turn against God and defy the laws of heaven. He grew sour and started convincing other angels to join him in his rise against God. Consequently, he and his secret army of angels were eventually banished from heaven forever.


	When Lucifer was thrown out of heaven, he fell into total darkness and created his own domain called Hell, an underworld of horror and fire, where his rage grew stronger. This rage turned him into a horrific monster along with his army of angels that fell with him. This Dark place called Hell also gave Lucifer unimaginable powers to create more monsters and different Grotesque beings to join his army. He vowed that in one way or another, he would make it back into heaven and make them all pay for banishing him.


	After God made earth and man, Lucifer discovered that he grows even stronger when collecting souls of God's creation, mortal man. He taught his army how to take the souls of the living and bring them to him. His dark powers opened up doorways to the physical world. He began sending in his creatures to work on creating chaos and harm amongst humans from the Astro realm, eventually wearing them down and killing them. With every soul Lucifer collects, he becomes stronger and able to destroy more of the earth that God has built, but this destruction wouldn't come without a fight.


	Etzera stands 6 six feet tall, with a muscular build and is long. golden hair that hangs down to his shoulders. He wears a bright white, sleeveless shirt that shows his muscular arms, along with white thin, cloth pants that cover his legs. On his back, he has a shiny silver sword inside of a gold sheath that is strapped onto his back with a thin brown leather thread. Since the start of Lucifer's soul collection, Etzera has led his army of angels in many victories against Lucifer's squadron of demons on a gory spiritual battlefield that earned the nickname “The Death Pit”.


	The Death Pit is a huge, open area that is gloomy and grey, with dark clouds that cover a red sky. Bodies of decaying angels and demons litter the cosmic floor - missing arms, legs, and heads. Some of the bodies also look like they have been eaten or ripped to shreds. The Death Pit has many portals that are open, leading to different places in the physical realm, as well as different dimensions of time and space. At any given time, a black, twirling cloud appears out of nowhere that looks like a small horizontal tornado. Lucifer's demons spill out of a dark cloudy portal and flood the battlefield, running and jumping into different portals to take the souls of the living to hell.


	At this moment, a doorway opens in the sky that shines a golden light. Etzera flies out of a large white portal, followed by an army of angels in their armor, their swords in hand. “They are already making their way through some of the portals,” one of the angels says.


	“Full-on assault!” Etzera yells.


	He flies to the front line of dragon creatures and burns right through them, disintegrating some of them with his light, as the other angels clash with the creatures in a bloody battle to save the living. A soldier angel swings his sword at a demon's head and decapitates it. Another demon grabs the angel's arm and bites down hard. It twists its large jaws and then rips the angel's arm off from the elbow down. The angel screams in pain as his lifeblood pours from his severed arm. Two more demons proceed to bite through the angel's belly and limbs tearing him to shreds.


	In another fight, a creature leaps at an angel to attack. The angel steps to the side, raises his shiny sword and swings his weapon downward, cutting the demon in half in mid-flight. The two halves hit the ground spilling out black ooze, and pieces of unknown demon organs. Not too far from there, toward the direction of the demon portal, an angel stabs a creature through its midsection killing it only to be grabbed by a drolf, a creature resembling a hybrid of a wolf and a dragon. It bites the angel from behind and rips out a large portion of the angel's flesh on the neck, exposing the severed jugular that starts squirting blood everywhere. The angel’s body falls to the ground and the demonic creature chews on the chunk of flesh, then swallows it.


	Etzera burns his way through the creature with his light as he flies past turning the drolf into black dust that crumbles to the ground. He continues on until he is halfway between both portals, then stops, landing in the middle of the battlefield. One of the demonic soldiers runs in from the left to attack Etzera with its claws but Etzera turns toward the creature and stands firm.


	He waits for the attack and doesn’t try to dodge it at all. When the demon’s arm hits Etzera’s light, its arm burns up into nothing, causing the creature to growl in pain and fall to the floor. The First Angel pulls out his sword of light and sticks the blade into the demon, killing it. Another demon attacks him from the right side, snarling as it swings a spear at Etzera’s head. He deflects the spear with his sword, then spins around and swipes it through the demon’s belly, spilling out its black guts. The monster lets out a petrifying growl, and then Etzera swings his sword across its neck, decapitating the monster and sending its head flying through the battlefield. The rest of its body falls to the ground leaking blackness.


	Another demon soldier starts charging in to attack Etzera with a long machete blade, but the First Angel anticipates the attack, and front flips over the demon. As he is coming down, he swings his sword down into another demon’s chest and abdomen, splitting open the creature. Leaving the demon dead before it hits the ground. Etzera instinctively evades the attack of his other attacker by blocking it with his sword, spinning out of the way and quickly chopping off the demon soldier’s arm. The demon lets out a petrifying growl, then with his other claw, it pulls out a sharp knife from its waist and swings it at the First Angel. Etzera bends backwards underneath the knife while kicking the demon in its belly, burning its demonic skin.


	When he gets up, he looks over and sees an angel being overtaken by a group of Lucifer's army. One of them jumps on the angel and takes him down to the ground. Etzera quickly flies over and stabs the demon through its neck, saving the angel. He then jumps up and spin kicks an approaching demon in its head, making it disintegrate. Etzera extends his hand and helps the other angel up from the ground.


	Suddenly a giant demon steps out from the demon cloud portal, accompanied by two of Lucifer's smaller lieutenants. The goliath demon is dark brown, twenty feet tall, solid muscle with two large curled black horns on its wolf-like head. Its eyes are big and glowing red, out of deep eye sockets at the top of its huge snout.


	One of the angels flies in from the right and heads in to attack the giant beast with his sword. The Goliath beast grabs the angel out of the air with one hand, then grabs the angel’s sword with the other and sends it flying onto the battleground. It pierces through the back of another angel who is struggling with three four-legged reptilian dog creatures that have horns on their heads and backs. The pack of hellhounds rip through the angel and tear him apart, limb from limb. The Goliath beast looks at the angel he has in his grip, then puts the angel's face up to the same level as its mouth. It opens its mouth wide and breathes out a red flame over the angel's face incinerating his head to a bony, black crisp, then tosses the angel's body and continues forward.


	The two lieutenants, who look like mini versions of Sapheron, also move forward and join the battle. The first lieutenant, Traka, grabs an angel and sticks its claws through his stomach and out his back, splashing out chunks of angel and blood, killing him. The other demon lieutenant, Shoba, swings an axe, decapitating an angel, then swings around and severs another angel’s leg at the knee. The angel falls over and gets ravaged by a group of Hellhounds that bite through him leaving a bloody carcass. Traka randomly throws a knife, catching an angel with the blade through the side of his head.


	The Goliath rushes forward then and is confronted by an angel with a shiny gold sword that bears the letter M on both sides of his blade. This angel runs up to the goliath and slices into its lower left leg. The monster swings its arm around to grab the angel, but he flies up over the creature’s enlarged hand and then lands on the ground again. The goliath swings to grab the angel again, this time the angel rolls out of the way and cuts the beast again on its leg. Before the angel can get out of the way, he gets kicked hard by the large monster's feet, sending him flying across the battlefield.


	The angel sees a pack of creatures in front of him before he hits the ground, so he rolls into the group of demons knocking them all down like a bowling ball hitting pins. The Goliath grabs a fighting angel, bending his body the opposite way until he breaks his back, then rips his torso from his waist and throws the two halves into the air. As the sound of screams and growls fills the air the Goliath monster notices Etzera in the distance, stabbing and killing a demon soldier.


	The First Angel turns, only to see this massive creature running towards him with a large black baton in its hand. It swings the baton down at Etzera, who lifts his sword and blocks the attack but is knocked down by the force of the strike. The monster swings the baton down again to smash Etzera to the ground. The angel rolls out of the way and the baton hits the ground, allowing him time to get back up to his feet quickly. He looks up and sees the goliath opening its mouth wide. Red fire shoots out of its mouth, directly at Etzera, but the Angel of Light backflips out of the way, dodging the hot flame. The flame, unfortunately, catches three other angels instead and turns them to ash. Etzera sees his fellow angels burn, determined to see the end of the goliath. He flies directly into the goliath monster’s chest, burning a hole through it and bursting out through its back, leaving a large hole in the creature’s body. The goliath lets out a loud howl, then falls to the ground on top of a bunch of demon soldiers, and Angels killing them instantly.


	Etzera looks over and sees the two lieutenants killing off angels in the distance, and circles around. Shoba sees the goliath lying on the ground, dead.


	“Traka, the goliath is dead. We must kill the Angel of Light.” Shoba looks around but doesn’t see the First Angel anywhere.


	“Where is he?” Traka asks as they both look around the battlefield with their weapons drawn.


	“Are you searching for me?”


	Shoba looks up and is greeted by Etzera’s blade, thrusting down through the top of his head and out through his jaw. Traka pulls an ancient medieval-looking crossbow from his waist and shoots an arrow at Etzera. The Angel of Light moves aside and swings his sword cutting the arrow in half before it can reach him. Etzera waves his finger back and forth through the air and forth gesturing to Traka that he cant hurt him with his dark, evil tricks.


	The angel swoops down and lands back on the ground. Traka drops the crossbow and pulls out the sword from his sheath, then charges toward the angel, swinging his sword in a series of brutal strikes. Etzera blocks the first swing, ducks under the next, and sidesteps a third. He then leaps and jump kicks Traka in his side, burning a patch of his armor and skin that flakes off in embers.


	Traka falls to the ground and snarls. Then Etzera grabs Traka by his throat, causing his head to disintegrate from the neck up. Suddenly, all of the demons that are left start retreating back into the black swirling cloud portal. Some of the angels start flying into portals to the physical realm to catch the demons who made it through. After the last of the demons leave, the portal to hell vanishes, and the angels roar victoriously! They turn to look at The First Angel, then hold their weapons up in the air above them and chant his name repeatedly.


	“Etzera, Etzera!”


	Giving him his praise and respect as their fierce leader who has never lost a battle Etzera acknowledges them gratefully for their bravery and sacrifice against their foes. .


	







Chapter 5


	A Cold Birthday


	Wesley is sitting in a wooden chair at a wooden table, wearing a happy birthday cone hat, drawing. He is in a 2 bedroom, 1 bathroom apartment that his mother and father are renting on the upper west side of New York City. His father, Chris, is sitting on a sofa in the living room, watching the news. The living room is medium size and has dark, hardwood floors that are shiny. There are pictures of Wesley as a baby with his mother and father that are hung up around the room, above the sofa's seats, on off-white walls.


	From the television screen in the middle of the large black entertainment system, a Hispanic reporter is standing in front of houses that have been reduced to pieces of rubble.


	"A massive five-mile wide tornado had just torn its way across the state of Oklahoma, killing over a thousand people, and causing an estimated one hundred twenty-five Billion dollars in damages, making it the deadliest and most devastating tornado to ever hit the United States.


	A picture of a small Asian girl with pigtails appears on the screen. The reporter continues with the details.


	“Six-year-old Yang Ling, who was sucked up into the vortex, along with her mother and father, has not been found yet. Authorities are still searching for her body. Unfortunately, the mother and father did not survive the devastating twister. Officials say the bodies of her mother and father were found three hundred yards away from each other in separate directions stripped of their clothing from the force of the wind. All of the missing people have been accounted for except the little Yang Ling.”


	“Survivors from different townships across the state say they had little to no warning before the tornado struck their neighborhoods. Weather meteorologists are reporting that this is the only tornado in history to surpass the F5 ranking. They are calling it an F7, because of the gigantic path of destruction left behind. As you can see, houses are nothing but splinters now and most of them have been removed completely from their foundation, swept away into the next county.”


	Chris picks up the remote control and switches the channel to the subway series baseball game between the Yankees and the Mets. Wesley's mother Marina is in the kitchen, cooking some white rice, beans, and fried pork chops for dinner.


	"Dinners almost ready" she calls.


	“Smells really good,” Wes calls back from the dining room, where he is drawing.


	Marina leaves the kitchen and enters the dining room to set the table. She sees her son doodling and asks, "What are you drawing?"


	“Just some things I think and dream about sometimes,” Wes responds. She walks over to her son and asks, “Can I see what your drawing?”


	She picks up the first picture and sees the drawing of an angel that is surrounded by light, with a sword in his hand and two large wings on his back.


	"Wow this looks cool," she comments.


	She picks up the next drawing. In this drawing there's a big monster with three big, black horns on his head, wearing gold straps around his body. The monster is cutting off an angel’s head with a large sword, with blood everywhere in red crayon. His mother’s face goes from


	smiling too seriously.


	She picks up the next drawing and sees a house with a family of a man, a woman, a little boy, and a small brown dog standing on green grass. Curious to see what else her son has drawn, she picks up the next drawing. It is of the same monster standing on the ground next to long spikes that have the woman, man, child and dog impaled. Above the monster in the picture are letters in red crayon that read "Die motherfucker. Now you’re coming to hell with me ha ha ha ha".


	“What is this mess? These are bad words, Wesley!" she blurts out. “I don't ever want to see you drawing these kinds of things again! Go wash your hands and get ready for dinner.”


	Wesley gets up from the dining room table and walks down the hallway to enter the bathroom. Marina takes the drawings into the living room and drops them into Chris's lap.


	“Look at the shit your son is drawing!” she says.


	Chris picks up the drawing with the impaled family. “What the hell! Where is he getting this shit from?”


	“I don't know. He says he draws what he thinks and dreams about. I've already talked to him about it.”


	“It's probably those damn kids he goes to school with,” Chris says, shaking his head. “He’s hanging out with them and they are saying these words around him.”


	Chris takes a sip from his can of Budweiser on the small table next to his seat, then cheers loudly for the Yankees who just scored a home run.


	Marina sighs. “Well, dinner’s ready.”


	She leaves the living room and goes back across the hall into the kitchen. Before she gets to the kitchen, she notices a shadow that flickers by fast. She ignores it and blames it on her being tired.


	As she enters the kitchen, she feels a coldness in the air that she can’t explain. She opens a cabinet, pulls out three plates from the middle shelf, and then closes the cabinet. She turns around and puts the plates on the counter next to the stove. When she starts serving the food on the plates, a cabinet door opens. A plate flies out and shatters on the floor behind her, making a loud crashing sound. Marina turns around and sees the cabinet open and the broken plate pieces everywhere. She knows she closed the cabinet doors and all the plates were placed correctly in the cabinet and can't find a rational explanation for the occurrence.


	Chris comes into the kitchen. “What was that? Oh, you dropped a plate.”


	“I didn't drop anything. I took some plates out of the cabinet and closed it. When I turned around, the cabinet opened and a plate came out and fell to the floor.”


	“That's weird. Maybe it was the Ghost of Christmas Past.”


	“Yeah, right,” Marina replies. Then, she grabs a broom that's near the trash can. “Nobody walks in here barefoot or with just socks on.”


	Chris opens the cabinet door and then closes it to see if it will open again by itself. The cabinet closes and stays shut. He shrugs. “Anyways, I'm ready to eat.


	Suddenly, all the lights in the apartment start flickering on and off for a few seconds, then stop. “Great. Now what? Are we going to have electrical problems? Gotta be kidding me! Not after all of the maintenance fees we pay here a month! Why is it so cold here?” Chris says. “I don't know,” Marina replies. “The heater’s been on for a while now.


	In the dining room, Wesley is sitting at the table waiting for dinner. He hears an animalistic hiss, then a snarl sound that comes from behind him in the hallway. He turns around and his eyes open wide, full of terror and fear. He sees a big monster that has three horns on his head, a menacing snout with sharp teeth, wearing some kind of gold straps around his body.


	The monster lifts up his muscular arm and points at Wesley with a big scaly green finger that has a sharp black nail at the tip. The monster puts its arm down and lifts his other arm which is holding up a bloody severed head by its hair.


	Wes sees the head dripping blood out of its neck and gets so frightened that he screams out loud. “Mom! Dad!”


	His mother and father run into the dining room and see their son crying. “What's wrong?” his mother asks.


	Wes points to the corner. “It was right there.” “What was right there?” his father asks.


	“It was the big scary monster from my dreams and he had someone’s head in his hand. Chris and Marina look at each other for a second.


	Chris tries to soothe Wes. “Well, there's nothing there, son. Maybe God took it away.”


	Chris sits down at the table and Marina walks back into the kitchen to finish serving the plates. She comes back out with two plates full of food and puts one plate down where Chris is sitting at the head of the table and the other in front of Wesley. She goes back into the kitchen, grabs her plate, and then comes back to the dining room table.


	“So, how does it feel to be 6 years old?” Chris asks his son. “It’s okay,” Wes responds.


	“Good. Now do you wanna tell me about this?” Chris says as he holds up the picture his son drew of the dead family and the monster.


	“Chris, it's his birthday,” Marina says.


	“No. He's my son and I want to know where this is coming from.” Chris looks over at Wesley. “Where are you getting this from, son?”


	“It was in a dream that I had, Dad. I just drew them,” Wesley answers. “Who is this monster that's saying the bad words?” his father asks.


	“His name is Sapheron and he said that he was taking the family to his home,” Wes answers.


	“Oh, really? And where is his home?” Marina asks.


	“He said it's a secret and that he wants me to go with him to where he lives, but I told him I'm scared and I don't want to go with him.”


	“Sapheron, huh?” Chris blurts out “It's just your dream, son. He's not real. God is real and that's what you have to believe in.”


	They finish eating their food.


	“Who's ready for dessert?” Marina asks.


	“I am!” Wes yells with no hesitation. Marina and Chris take the plates into the kitchen.


	While Wesley is waiting for his mother to come back with dessert, he hears whispers coming from the hallway. He gets up from the table and walks over to the hallway and sees an older woman in a beige, dirty dress holding the hand of a little girl who has blonde hair and has on a red dress. Both of them have blood pouring from wounds on the top of their heads. Wes closes his eyes. “It's just a dream, it's just a dream. It isn't real.” After a couple of seconds, he opens his eyes again and sees nothing but the hallway. The blood-soaked woman and girl are gone.


	He walks back to the dining room table, sits back down in his seat and waits for dessert.


	His mother and father come out of the kitchen holding a big strawberry birthday cake as they sing happy birthday to their son. Marina sits the cake in front of Wesley.


	“Now, make a wish and blow out the candles.”


	The six-year-old pauses and thinks for a second, then looks at the hallway again. He turns back to the cake and blows out all 6 candles. His mother and father start clapping and cheering for him.


	“The big six,” his father Chris says proudly.


	Marina starts cutting the cake and serves Wes and Chris a piece on a smaller glass plate.


	Wes tears through his piece, finishing fast.


	“Time for you to take a bath and get ready for bed, young man,” Marina says. “There's school tomorrow” Chris adds as he takes another bite of the cake.


	“I hate school,” Wes says in a quiet voice.


	“School is very important. You need school to make it, to be successful in life. Listen to your mother and get ready for bed,” his dad replies.


	Wes gets up from the table and then goes down the hallway to the bathroom. He suddenly feels as if he were outside in the cold with only a t-shirt on.


	“It's cold in here,” he says as he opens the door to the bathroom and walks in.


	Chris walks into the kitchen and takes another look at the picture that his son drew. “Sapheron, huh?”He crumbles up the picture and tosses it into the kitchen trash can.


	While Wes is in the bathtub, playing with his Superman action figures in the soapy bubble bath water, the lights start flickering on and off. As Wes continues washing up and playing with his toys, he is unaware that there are four dead people standing in the bathroom with him on the other side of the shower curtain, two men and two women. They are badly decomposed and missing pieces of their faces and bodies, exposing some skull and bone. One man is wearing dirty fatigues that are caked with mud and have the back of his head blown out, with pieces of his skull hanging and dripping blood. The other man is wearing a green t-shirt and blue jeans. He has blood pouring out of his mouth and his complexion is as white as a ghost.


	Both women are pale and have long hair with patches of it missing from the decay and decomposition. They are dressed in dingy Victorian dresses with black-heeled boots. One of the women has her throat slashed and is continuously bleeding from her wound. The other woman has a knife stuck in the side of her head and blood running down her partly decomposed face.


	Wes hears whispering voices again, this time in the bathroom with him. He tries to make out what they are saying but only manages to catch four words they say: “THE DOOR IS OPEN.”


	He then hears more whispering. “HE'S COMING TO TAKE YOU WITH HIM TONIGHT.”


	Wes immediately pulls back the curtain and sees no one, just the sink, the toilet and the door. His mother walks in and sees Wes's face, full of concern.


	“What's wrong?'' she asks.


	“Nothing, mom. I’m almost done in the bath,” Wes answers.


	“It is freezing in this bathroom,” his mother says as she sticks her finger in the water to see if it's hot or cold. She feels that the water is hot, then says “I don't understand this. Oh well, make sure you scrub yourself well.” She walks back out of the bathroom and into the living room where Chris is and sits down on the sofa next to him.


	“You know, it is freezing in that bathroom right now. It gave me the chills when I walked in there.”


	“Maybe it's a draft coming in from somewhere. It is the end of January,” Chris replies. “Yes but it has never gotten this cold before, especially with the heat on,” Marina says.


	“Yes, it does feel colder here than usual,” Chris says, then gets up and walks over to the heater vent and puts his arm over it. “Well, the heat is working fine, I feel it hitting my arm.”


	“That's really strange,” Marina responds.


	Wes gets out of the tub and wraps a towel over his body. He is shaking from the cold.


	Suddenly, he hears more whispering, but this time he can't make out any words at all. He leaves the bathroom and goes into his room. It is medium-sized, with two small windows, a wooden dresser drawer on the left wall and a racecar bed on the right. He finishes drying off with the towel, then pulls out the top dresser drawer and takes out a pair of Batman briefs. He puts them on and takes out a pair of Batman pajamas. As he is putting his Batman shirt on, a dark shadow appears behind him. It stands there watching Wes’s every move as if it is waiting for the right moment to do something to the child.


	Wes gets his shirt on and shuts off the light. He climbs into his car bed. gets under the


	covers then falls asleep. He starts dreaming of being in heaven with angels flying all around. He can see people in the distance, laughing with each other and having a good time. He then sees an angel surrounded by a golden bright light, with a sword in his hand. In his dream, the angel starts to fade away and the scenery switches to fires shooting up from a dirt floor. He now can see horrific-looking creatures with protruding horns on their heads and bodies, deformed faces, sharp fangs and claws for hands. He is now in front of a black cage that has a man standing in it. This man looks familiar to Wes, as the man has the same face as him, just older. Maybe it's a relative that he doesn't know about or maybe it could just be someone who resembles him and his father.


	He walks over to the cage. The man in the cage looks at 6-year-old Wes, then says “Hey you and me are the same and you’re going to end up in here if you're not careful. They are going to try to trick you, so don't trust them at all.”


	Wes looks to his right only to see the monster he saw earlier, his face snarling. The monster snaps its jaws at Wesley, causing him to wake right up out of his dream and take a deep breath. It’s as if all the air had been knocked out of him! He looks at his Superman clock on the wall that says three AM, then turns on his other side and tries to fall back to sleep. Before he can close his eyes, he notices a dark swirling cloud, mixed with purple light, starting to form in the middle of his room. It continues to grow bigger and bigger until it is eight feet tall and six feet wide.


	Wes gets up out of bed and walks over to the dark cloud, fascinated by its radiating purple energy. He waves his hand through it, then says “This is cool.”


	Suddenly Wes hears an inhuman hiss, followed by a petrifying growl behind him. The six-year-old turns around and, for a split second, sees a huge shadow man with glowing red eyes


	standing in the corner looking at him. The shadow rushes and charges at Wes so fast that it causes him to back up in fear and fall into the black and purple cloud, vanishing from his room.


	







CHAPTER 6


	The Other Side


	Wes falls on his back, hitting a pile of rubble, then starts rolling down the side of it. As he is rolling down, his pajama shirt gets caught on something, stopping his movement entirely. He is dangling in the air. Wes looks ahead and sees a red sky and dark clouds overlooking a huge city. It is very dark and runs down, with a tall building in the center that emits a bright light out of the apex. Looking up to see what his pajama shirt has been snagged on, young Wes realizes it’s not a piece of the rubble he is caught on. It is a human hand that has him grabbed by the back of his collar!


	The hand and arm are missing pieces of flesh and are decomposed, grey with nails that are dirty or missing on some of the fingers. The arm starts pulling him upward to the small opening where it is sticking out. When he gets to the opening, he sees a horrific-looking man who is snarling with one of his eyes hanging out of its socket, along with rotted teeth in his mouth. Wes is terrified and tries to break free, but cannot break the grip. The man tries to pull Wes into the crack in the pile aggressively, but he grabs onto a piece of concrete slab and holds on for dear life.


	Wes turns his head to the right and sees a brick near him that is lying in between two pieces of bent and dented pieces of steel. He reaches over and grabs it, then is yanked a few more inches into the crack. Before the gruesome-looking man can pull Wes through the hole, he throws the brick into the crack hitting the man in the head and knocking off a piece of the rotted flesh on his forehead. The hand releases its grip on his pajama shirt, letting him fall down. He hits his side hard on the rubble, sending him rolling a few more feet until he hits the dirt ground.

OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





OEBPS/Images/image3.png





OEBPS/Images/image2.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/525640-dangel-lores.jpg
WESLEY JUSINO





