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Chapter 1
The Beginning....


 

I close my eyes and remember when it first happened.  When
I first realized what my teacher was telling me all these years,
and how it all finally clicked in my head.  My teacher has
many names: Lucifer, Satan, Beelzebub, Belial, Devil and on and on
it goes.  I call him my teacher and friend.  He came to
me at my time of need when I was a child.  I cried out to God
for help for many years with no answer.  I was twelve when
Lucifer answered my call.  He showed me how to be strong and
to not fear anyone.  He told me of the war that was ongoing
with God, the reason for his banishment and the reason why God
really doesn't interfere with man.  He created us in His
image.  Not just in his likeness but his image: That of a God,
a creator and destroyer.  He gave us the earth to have
dominion and evolve into that of power.  He feared us when He
saw how strong man can be and decided to turn His back on His
creation.  He did not want us to progress or evolve anymore.
 He left us and abandoned us to hate and kill each other as
Gods can do.  

 

The original war was that of jealousy of the human race.
 For He loved another creation more than his Angels so some
Angels had revolted.  The Angels were slaves to God and many
began fighting for freedom.  There were many that stayed loyal
and fought for God.  There are many that still do.  When
Lucifer saw what God had intended for man he decided to set us free
by giving us the power of knowledge.  This sped up our
evolution to becoming the Gods our race would one day become.
 God's army won that first of many fights but Lucifer won that
one.  I would be the first to benefit from Lucifer’s gift of
knowledge.  

 

As I child I had done things with my mind I could not control. I
sometimes yelled in anger and broken windows, I had wished people
would fall and they did.  I couldn't always do it, most of the
times it wouldn't happen, but I knew when it would work.  I
felt a click of some sort in my head.  Lucifer came to me at
twelve when I was feeling scared of my step dad.  He answered
my call for help and taught me everything.  Told me how I can
make things right in this world and for everyone.  He took me
to purgatory and showed me how God abandoned so many of His true
believers and condemned them to solitude.  It angered me to
see how He could be so cruel.   He showed me how to be strong
and smart.  I would use it soon.  It had clicked in my
head what good I could do for everyone.  

 

I used that new strength and knowledge to kill my step dad.
 He was physically abusive to my mom and me but worse; he was
sexually abusive to my sister.  No one knows I did it because
there’s no way they could prove I did it.  He burst into
flames while swimming at the beach.  I wanted him to die a
horrible death to make up for the pain he caused my family and me.
 He would take my sister and me to the beach and go swimming
during the summer.  He would buy us ice cream and say he was
being nice to us.  He would be nice to us so my sister would
be "nice" to him later.  She was nine years old.  He had
been "nice" to her since she was six.  

 

We got to the beach and he rubbed sun tan lotion on my sister.
 I could have killed him right there but waited because I
didn't want to hurt my sister on accident.  I wanted him to
really suffer for what he was doing to my family.  After he
was done feeling up my sister he told me to watch her because he
was going to swim.  I waited till he got in deep enough where
he couldn't stand anymore.  Where he had to tread water.
 I closed my eyes and thought of him burning.  As I began
to think about this imagery I did something else with my mind.
 Something taught to me by my teacher that I had done before
in the past without control.  This time I had the control.
 My step dad soon burst into flames.  One minute he was
swimming out toward deeper water, the next he was screaming in
agony.  People turned to see him and to try and help.  I
let the water extinguish the flames on his body.  He started
to drown but the lifeguard was able to save him.  Once he was
safely back on land I made him burst into flames again.  His
screaming was loud as he rolled around the sand.  The
lifeguard dropped him out of normal reflex and backed away.
 No one could believe what he or she was seeing.  A grown
man was on fire that had essentially no clothes.  He had just
been pulled out of the ocean with charred skin and had caught fire
again.  I let him burn screaming for a few seconds then
stopped the flames.  His screams continued to get louder and
weaker.  A lot of his skin had melted and on his legs his feet
were missing.  Completely burned off.  I left his face
alone on purpose.  I walked up to the front of the crowd to
see him better.  I stared at his eyes as he screamed and made
him see me.  I told him it was I through my eyes.  I
could read his mind and saw he understood. I showed him an image of
his hands catching on fire.  He looked down in terror to his
hands and I had them burst into flame.  His screams were music
to my ears.  I told him over and over in his head that he
would never hurt anyone ever again.  I had the flames spread
up his body and slowly cover his body.  The crowd of
spectators screamed, they shouted, the poured water and sand over
him but nothing would put the flames out.  I controlled the
flames and I was making it burn slow.  He was dying painfully,
his skin was charring and his screams started to weaken.  I
turned my back to him and walked away when I knew he was dead for
sure.  I grabbed my sister and told her she would never have
to worry about him again.  She cried so I took away her pain
away as well as the memories.  I restored her youthfulness and
made her the nine year old she would have been had our step dad
never touched her.  

 

Lucifer came around more often.  He helped to teach me and
show me what I was capable of and what I could soon be capable of.
 He became the father I never had but deserved.  I healed
those that couldn't walk, couldn't talk, couldn't move, couldn't
hear or see.  I made the dumb smart and helped those that I
could.  I did small things for people as a young child.
 As a young adult I made more trips to purgatory and visited
those that were suffering from loneliness. They needed help the
most as they were abandoned.  They were left for dead and
abandoned by the God they either did not know existed, denied and
even loved.  Their stories hurt and pained me.  I rallied
them together so they would not be alone in their own personal
hells.  That is when the first fight in the war truly started.
 God sent his Angels to stop me and to separate the lost souls
again to an eternity of solitude.  I wouldn't let it happen.
   

 

I am Damien Caldwell, and this is the day that I declared war on
Heaven and my Creator.










Chapter 2
Freedom


 

The Angels descended upon us.  There were just three of
them.  I admit I was impressed by their appearance and
physique.  Aside from my teacher, I had never seen another
Angel.  

 

They were all approximately the same height at just over six
feet.  They appeared to be very strong with a twenty-foot
wingspan and long brown hair.  They stood between those that I
had gathered from purgatory and me.  

 

"Damien." the first Angel said.  "I am Lucian. You don't
understand what you are doing.  These lost souls must remain
in purgatory until it is their time.  You must send them
back."  He then peered over my shoulder to see my teacher and
sneered a bit.

"I can't send them back." I replied.  "I won't.  It's
not fair."

"I know you see him as a good person," Lucian said pointing at
my teacher. "But believe us when I say Lucifer has caused more
trouble than any other.  He has corrupted your thinking."
 At this the other Angels nodded their heads in agreement but
otherwise remained silent. 

"Purgatory is essential for these people.  It is God's
will.  And it must not be broken."

I could see the souls of those behind the Angels shudder.
 To think they would be sent back to there own personal hells
of solitude.  They pleaded with me and it broke my heart. One
of the Angels turned to silence them and that is when I first
attacked.

 

"LEAVE THEM ALONE!" I yelled.  I directed all my anger at
the Angel to Lucians left.  He burst into flame.  He
screamed in agony and tried to fly but his wings had also caught
fire.  Lucian had a look of shock on his face but this quickly
settled to one of determination.  He reached behind him to
produce a large sword.  

 

I charged at him and he swung his sword cutting my left arm off
between my elbow and hand.  The blood flowed but I felt no
pain as I continued my charge.  I used my right hand and
punched Lucian upon his temple.  The hit caused him to drop
his sword and stumble.  The other Angel was about to leap at
me when I saw Lucifer step in and catch him by his throat.
 The look of shock on the Angel's face soon turned to one of
pain as Lucifer squeezed and an audible snap was heard.  The
Angel that was on fire lay on the ground screaming in agony.
 Lucifer leaped in the air and landed on his back drawing his
own sword.  He quickly decapitated the Angel freeing him from
his misery. Lucian, having recovered from my blow, jumped high
spreading his wings to escape.  

 

My heart was pounding and my teacher walked over to me handing
me his sword.  "That one must be decapitated.  He will
recover soon."  He pointed to the one whose neck he had
snapped.  He lay motionless but audible cracks were heard
coming from his neck.  "It is the only way." 

I walked over to the Angel and stood over him raising the sword.
 I did not hesitate to bring it down upon his neck severing
his head from his body.  The blood splattered all over me and
flowed from his body.  I went to hand the sword back to my
teacher but he shook his head no.  

"It is yours now.  You need it as a new battle has begun."
 He turned to face the crowd and in a booming voice yelled:
"He is Damien, he is your Savior.  Will you follow him!?"

A resounding cheer erupted from the crowd.   I stood,
covered in blood, looking at the crowd cheer for me. I had saved
them from years of solitude.  I knew they would follow me to
the ends of the universe if necessary.  

"There are other planes and worlds.  We will leave this
one.” he said.  He placed his hand on my shoulder and closed
his eyes.  A feeling of lightheadedness swept through me as we
found ourselves in a new place.  

"We will be safe here." Lucifer said.  He then addressed
the billions that we had freed.  "You are no longer in
solitude.  Mingle; rejoice in your newfound freedom.
 Tomorrow we fight to keep that freedom!" 

The response was amazing as cheers and hands went up in the air.
 They were grateful and would do anything we asked.  I
stood looking at our new surroundings.  It appeared massive
and dark yet there was light illuminating from several sources.
 The temperature was hot but not too bad.  Mountains were
in the distance, the air was dark and clear but no stars were
visible.  

 

"Where are we?" I asked.

"Another world.  God made many.  This one has died
off.  It is our world now, soon we will reclaim the one you
all call Earth.  Let me see your left arm.  It is
bleeding bad."

I had forgotten about this and as his mention I became
immediately lightheaded.  

"You can heal this.  Look at your arm and picture what you
want it to look like."

"I can't.  I'm getting dizzy."  

"No you are not. Look at your arm.  See what you want to
see.  Focus and you can accomplish anything."

 

I stared at my arm and focused.  It was hard and I felt the
perspiration flow from me.  The arm soon stopped bleeding.
 I closed my head and felt the click go off on my brain and
saw that I was healed.  A thin line traced where the arm had
been originally severed but other than that it was my left arm as
it always was.  I looked up in surprise and saw him smiling at
me.  "Let us feed the masses.  They need strength, they
need happiness and they need to see that they are loved and taken
care of."

 

We saw to our guests.  We made sure they were fed and
clothed. We saw that they rested well.  I know my actions
started another battle that Lucian would inform God of what has
happened.  That my actions wouldn't go without any other
action.  I got little sleep that night but I did sleep.
 

 

*****

 

What followed the next few months was that of repetition and
order.  School was in session for everyone including myself.
 We learned to fight as teams and individuals. We learned to
communicate. I shared my ability of telepathy with others so that
they can read and discuss and move to action without speaking to
one and other.  I made sure my thoughts were guarded from
theirs, as it is crucial that some level of secrecy remained.
 

 

While they were schooled as a group, I was schooled alone.
 My strength increased with each day.  My powers got
stronger.  I was able to do anything I wanted with just a
thought.  It was becoming instinctual.  I was also taught
on how to protect against making each one come thought from
happening in case it was done in anger.  He taught me how to
use my emotions for my strength and benefit and to rid of those
emotions that would weaken me.  My compassion for my army grew
strong as I read the tales of despair each went through.   My
anger towards God grew to an amazing level and soon I knew I would
have to strike.  

 

After a year of seclusion it was time to bring about our war to
the world to free them.  We would strike loudly and resolutely
and change the world for the better.  I would not be a God
that stood idly by as my people suffered.  I would be among
them and not watching from a distant parallel world.  I would
be loved not because I demanded it, but because I earned it.
 The day was set to be on one that man held as symbolic but in
reality meant nothing: December 25th.










Chapter 3
Sides


 

Month’s prior to our attack back on earth I had begun placing
divisions of my army in Rome.  The Vatican was our target for
a very simple reason: all eyes and ears would be focused on the
Pope on Christmas Eve.

 

The date had no significance other than the fact that it would
be heavily televised across the world.  The intention was
meant for good on Christmas, but God had allowed the meaning to
slip away from mankind.  I was hoping to restore its meaning
to my fellow men…to my fellow Gods.  

 

I admit I was nervous.  It was a scary thing I was about to
do.  I had already started a war with God but no one knows of
this yet.  There were no witnesses to the events in the earth
I grew up in.  The earth I hoped to restore and bring back to
its glory and rid of its poverty.  

 

Soon the time came, and before we knew it, Christmas Eve had
arrived.

 

|||||

 

It was 11 PM and the world was watching.  I took an army
with me to Rome and as the Pope made his way to mass we walked and
parted the crowds.  They didn't know they were parting for us
but did so under my control.  No security tried to stop us,
none even looked at us despite the fact that we were six thousand
strong parting the crowds of the Vatican and making our way to the
front.  

 

The Pope took notice of us and a look of alarm came to his
face.  The crowd continued to part for us, immune to the
chapter in history they would soon play.  Several of the
camera crews noticed and reported heavily on what they saw. 
The Pope and his convey of Bishops stopped and stood looking. 
I was in the lead with my mentor at my side.  When I was
twenty or so yards away I leapt into the air quickly followed by my
teacher.  We landed directly in front of the Pope with me
facing him. 

 

The crowd let out an audible gasp and some screams were
heard.  Yet they did not move in to attack.  This was
partly my doing but not much.  I held them back with the
tiniest of thoughts with the impulse to listen to what was going to
be said and with assurance that he would not be hurt.  

 

In a loud voice that I was amazed I could possess I
yelled.  "The God you worship has abandoned you all.  He
leaves you to your misery, wars, famine and does nothing."  I
pointed to the Pope, "He allows men like this to propose to know
the mind of God but he knows nothing!  The bible is nothing
but mans writing.  Those that wanted to manipulate and change
the future to one they wanted."  My army cheered loudly and
the crowd seemed to really notice them for the first time.
 They grew a bit nervous but stayed calm.  

 

"We are here to free you!  Free you from an unloving,
uncaring God.  I will take care of all of you!  I will
look after you and ensure your pains go away.  That your
hunger is satisfied and thirst quenched."  At this I jumped
high into the air and remained flying.  "Join me!" I yelled to
thunderous applause.  As I looked down I saw my teacher
smiling and looking up at me with genuine love, affection and
pride.  

 

It was at that moment out of the corner of my eye I saw someone
making his way quickly through the crowd.  He shoved his way
to the front with a gun in hand and shot at me.  I allowed the
bullet to pierce my head.  The crowd gasped as the blood flew
from my head.  I did not waver and remained in the air. 
He shot at me five more times emptying his clip.  Each bullet
found its mark.  I was shot in the chest, head and neck.
 

 

I made my way down, the blood flowing and turning my white
clothing a dark crimson red.  The blood pooled its way down my
legs and onto the floor.  I looked at the man who stood
staring at me now in fear.  He aimed his gun and pulled the
trigger again but nothing came out.  I raised him in the air
for the crowd to see.  He shrieked and screamed.  The
crowd stood and watched quietly.  The reporters who had talked
the entire time even remained quiet.  I engulfed him in flames
suspended in the air.  His screams were short lived as the
heat had quickly made ash out of his body.  

 

I turned around and let the crowd see how the blood stopped
flowing from my body.  The Pope turned to flee but was quickly
apprehended by Lucifer.  He shoved him in front of me and
forced him to his knees.  

"You shall stay here and bear witness to this glorious day." he
said to the Pope. 

"This is not a day of glory.  This is a day of sorrow." he
replied back.

Lucifer laughed at this and leaned over to his ear. "Look at
them all and see what is to be seen.  They wanted a true
savior.  One that can walk among them and they know hears
there calls of pain and suffering. One that not only hears but can
answer the calls of the people.  Look at them as they stand in
awe and are ready to fall to their knees in worship and
praise."

 

The Pope slowly moved his head to the side to see the people.
 What he saw brought tears to his eyes, as he could not deny
what Lucifer was saying. 

"This is not right." he whispered.

"Yes it is." Lucifer whispered back. "You to can be among
them."

The Pope raised his eyes to meet those of Lucifer and stood up
slowly.  The crowd stood watching this in silence.  The
Pope looked down at the crucifix that hung on his neck and slowly
removed it.  A grin rose on Lucifer’s face as the Pope
clutched the crucifix and looked down on it in the palm of his
hand.  The Pope looked from his hand to me and then to
Lucifer, with tears coming down his eyes he quickly he thrust the
crucifix and held it to Lucifer.

"Never! The power of Christ-" he was immediately struck down by
Lucifer’s hand who only laughed.  

"Foolish man.  You think your symbols hold any power over
anyone?"  Lucifer allowed his wings to spread large and wide
drawing another gasp from the spectators.  He drew a sword to
the Pope and grabbed him by his now bloodied head and lifted him up
for the crowd to see. "This man!" he yelled. "Has been telling you
how to live.  How to run your lives by what he deems fit from
a bible that is also made by man.  This here (he pointed to
me) is the true God.  It is his words you should listen to."
 Lucifer walked in a large circle holding displaying the
bloodied Pope to the crowd.  "Say goodbye to your false
prophet." he said at last.  

 

The Pope's eyes widened at this and Lucifer drew his sword and
plunged it to the chest of the Pope.  The sword exited the
Pope on the other side of his body along with a fine spray of red
blood.  Lucifer loosened his hold on the Pope's head and
allowed him to hold up in the air being held only by the sword.
 The Pope flailed and screamed, blood pouring out of his mouth
and nose.  His lower body was now completely soaked in his own
blood as his life quickly ran out of his body.  He then
lowered his sword and allowed the Pope to slide off of it to the
floor.  He then looked to the Bishops and Cardinals who all
stood closely by but remained motionless.  Now seemingly
noticed for the first time they quickly removed the crucifixes they
wore and fell to their knees.  This had a mass affect as the
crowd now quickly fell to their knees in unison.  The only
remaining people standing were my own army.  Lucifer looked at
me and smiled.  I smiled back and turned to face the
crowd. 

 

"I will take care of all of you.  Your pain is no more."
 

"Lies!" shouted a familiar voice.  

I quickly turned around to see who had spoken but saw no one in
the crowd.  My soldiers pointed up and as I looked up saw the
Angels that were flying down.  "He deceives you and consults
with Lucifer!" and as he mentioned my teacher he pointed to him.
 "He is a false God.  Do not worship him."  Said
Lucian.  I laughed at Lucian and his small army of twenty
angels he brought with him.  He and his angels flew down and
landed in the Vatican next to us all with swords in their
hands.

"You and your God are no match for us." I said.  "Join me.
 We can do great things for the people."

"It's not His will." he replied then with a booming voice he
addressed the crowd. "This man takes his advice from Lucifer the
fallen one.  Do you dare to worship at Lucifer's feet!?"
 

"The worship at MY feet!" I replied back.  "They are mine
to take care of.  Lucifer only did what was right and I will
see to it he is vindicated!"  I drew my sword out and raised
it.  "Your army is small and mine is mighty." At this my army
all stood drawing swords. "Yet I don't need them to vanquish you
and yours."

"We do not wish to fight but make no mistake we will."

"I will be the gracious one here as you are now a guest to my
world and allow you an opportunity to leave."

Lucian looked at his army of Angels and nodded.  They all
raised their swords in unison with him.  

"We have our orders." Lucian said.

 

I looked to my teacher and let him know that I would take care
of this with a simple head nod.  I looked to the skies and
willed it to rain and it did.  The rain-washed the blood from
my face and body.  

"Goodbye Lucian." I said.

"Goodbye Damien." he said.

And we charged at each other.  As I ran to him with my
sword drawn on my right hand I flung my left hand forward and sent
a pulse to the angels at his back knocking them all back and down.
 Lucian never broke stride but did spare a quick glance back
to see his army who was at his back now flung a hundred yards back
and in the air.  He leapt and opened his wings taking flight
about ten yards from me.  I jumped to meet him in the air with
my sword raised and swung.  He blocked the swing and with his
left hand attempted to punch me in my face.  I moved to my
left side and took hold of his right wing and snapped it with a
squeeze of my hand.  Lucian screamed and flapped hard to
loosen my grip but I only held on tighter and squeezed.  I
then swung my body to get behind him completely and plunged my
sword through his right wing cutting the tendon.  Again he
screamed and this time fell to the ground.  Lucian quickly
turned to his back and with a well-placed kick caught me in my
stomach.  This sent me falling back a few yards and as I
recovered and started my charge forward I felt the heat of pain on
my back.  Looking down I saw the tips of several swords
protruding from my chest and stomach.  His army had recovered
from the initial blow and was upon me stabbing.  I fell to my
knees but turned my body to an intense heat that caused the swords
in me to turn a bright orange in heat.  The angels screamed
behind me as the hands holding the swords burned and they quickly
let go.  I turned to face them and set them on fire.  I
removed the swords from my back and set to heal myself when Lucian
jumped up on my back and plunged his sword down my throat.
 The blood poured down my body and into my lungs causing me to
spit up blood. I growled loudly and audibly and my army immediately
went into action.  

 

Lucian removed his sword from my neck and raised it up and
plunged it into my back severing my spine.  I fell but my army
was upon him grabbing and stabbing.  Lucifer went to fend off
the remaining angels seemingly able to sever limb after limb with
every swing before moving on to the next one.  He did not
sever the heads but left them on the ground in pain bleeding.
 I gathered my composure and healed my neck first so that I
could talk.  My spine came next as it begun to heal and make
all the necessary connections that Lucian had severed.  I
stood up and turned around to see that Lucian had a look of stunned
surprise as he swung his sword wildly at my army of men that should
of died but did not.  He would stab them in the heart but they
did not fall or stop.  He would slice at the necks but no
blood spilled or heads fell.

"There already dead Lucian. You can't kill a man’s soul.
 These are the abandoned ones.  The ones left to suffer
alone."

My army continued to slice and stab wildly at Lucian cutting him
and stabbing him hundreds of times.  

"That’s enough." I said to my army.  "Dispose of the others
quickly.  Bring me their severed heads."  My army quickly
stopped and charged at the remaining angels that Lucifer had left
injured for them.  They quickly and hurriedly went about
stabbing and severing the heads.  The screams were loud and
painful.  Lucian watched helpless and cried out in agony.
 He grabbed for his sword that had fallen but could not grip
it any more.  His hands were covered in blood and held by mere
strands of tissue.  I walked slowly over to him seeing him
lying in a pool of blood.

 

"Have mercy on him!" shouted a woman's voice from the crowd.

"Please just finish him don't let him suffer." shouted
another.

"Ease his pain!" said another voice from the crowd.  These
were all followed by shouts of agreement.

 

"So you request, so it shall be done!" I said and quickly swept
my sword across his neck severing his head.  As this was done
a loud trumpet sounded.  The crowd of onlookers shrieked and
fell to their knees.  Lucifer looked up and snarled at the
approaching angels.  

 

"Destroy them now!" he yelled at me with a look of nervousness.
 










Chapter 4
End


 

Flying down from the heavens were three other angels.  

 

"Do it NOW!" yelled Lucifer whose eyes had grown wider.
 

 

I looked up at them again and flew up to meet them in the air.
 I engulfed all three in flames but it did nothing to break
their stride.  They continued to fly downwards towards me now
drawing their own swords.  The one in the lead's sword was
vast and large also covered in flames.  He raised it over his
head and swung down on me with an axe like downward swing, I
blocked it but the force of such a blow drove me straight back to
the earth.  I fell with a force that caused the earth under me
to buckle and crumble around me till I found I was seven feet
underground.  He stood at the foot of the hole the force had
created and the flames started to die around him.  My army
rushed at him but he merely deflected all the blows and touched
them upon the head with his free hand.  This caused them to
drop down to their knees.  I jumped out of the hole only to be
swatted back down by a blow from his right hand.  

 

"Damien.  Do you know who I am?" he said.

I stood up from the hole looking at him but not knowing.
 "No." I replied back.  

"You shall soon enough." he said again and walked away from the
pit I was in.  I jumped up and out of the pit to see him and
his angels laying waste to my army.  The one that had swatted
me down now turned his focus to Lucifer who seemed to cower at
him.

"My orders are clear this time.  You are not to be left to
live.  Your meddling is over with."  The other two angels
turned their focus to him and Lucifer drew his sword and charged at
them.  He managed to stab the angel to his left and remove his
blade before swinging around and striking the angel to his right in
the back.  They both seemingly did not feel the blows despite
the bleeding.  I threw my sword at the angel to Lucifer’s left
and struck him but again it seemed to do nothing.  They were
merely reaching for him and grabbing him to hold him down.
 The one that swatted me down walked over to him slowly.
 I stepped down hard and the earth cracked and shook violently
under my foot.  The earth split causing a gap between Lucifer
and the two angels and the one that was approaching.  He
turned to look at me with that of pity.  This angered me more
and I engulfed myself in fire and walked to him.  

 

I caused the rain to fall harder now.  I was angry and the
weather reflected the emotions I had felt.  Lightening began
to strike the ground at random spots.  I pinpointed my anger
on this angel who dared to strike me down.  It struck him over
and over.  He fell to his knees and looked up with
astonishment.  The next strike came and he raised his hand to
block it with his hand and then lunged at me sword drawn.  The
sword pierced my chest protruding through again and I caught him by
his throat.  He had a look of determination on his face and
twisted the sword to his right while inside me.  The pain was
great but I doubled my grip on his throat and with my free left
hand commanded the lightening to strike him again and again on his
back.  He started to fall to his knees when the other two
angels were on me grabbing me by my arms and threw me back.  I
was flung with such a force that I went through several Vatican
walls before I finally came to a stop.  

 

Outside I could hear screams and shouting and now gunshots.
 The crowd could stand still no more and has had enough.
 They were scattering and trying to escape the war that was
upon them.  As I got up and started to run out the Vatican I
saw Lucifer come flying at me as well with a look of anguish on his
face.  I caught him and realized it was just his head I had
caught.  There was no body.  I stopped and looked down on
his severed head and fell to my knees.  Tears began to flow
from my cheeks and my chest heaved up and down violently as the
sobs ripped through my body causing my body to twitch.  

 

I don't know how long I stood there crying but I know when I
stopped to look up and saw that the three angels stood looking down
on me.

"He deceived you." they all said at once.

"Do you know who we are?" they all said at once. I nodded that I
did not.  

"I am Michael" said the one that struck me down.  "To my
left is Azreal and to my right is Gabriel." he paused.  "You
know us now?"

"Yes.  He was not bad." I replied still cradling his head.
 

"He deceived and used you." said Michael.

"No. He taught me.  Opened my eyes!" I said in anger.

"He used your emotion and anger to manipulate you." he said.

"He freed me!" I yelled and stood up.  I looked up and the
ceiling came crashing down on the three of them.  They
separated so that they could avoid the collapsing ceiling and I
flew up out of the building from the hole I had created.  I
flew to where we fought and found my sword.  I willed it to me
and it was now in my hand.  I turned around and looked down to
see the crowd of people scattering and flailing like ants who’s
anthill had a rock thrown upon it.  They ran around aimlessly.
 Bursting through the various cathedrals of the Vatican came
the three angels of death to meet me.  

 

I quickly turned to my left to face off with Azrael.  He
had his sword and quickly raised it up as we neared and
simultaneously deflected my swing and sliced upwards cutting me
from my chin up to my face.  As I was flung upwards from the
blow Gabriel had turned to intercept me and with his sword pierced
my on my left side causing more pain.  I dropped my sword and
was starting to fall.  I recovered myself before I hit the
ground and engulfed the two in flames again.  I intensified
the heat as much as I could but the two continued to fly straight
towards me.  I intensified the heat more and then sent
lightening down to them.  They were both struck and swatted
down by the force. I smiled and looked for Michael when a voice
whispered in my ear as a blade was pressed against the back of my
neck: "Lay down your sword now."

"Never!" I yelled and turned around cutting my neck and swinging
my sword meaning to take his head.  The force of my turn
caused Michaels blade to cut me in a complete circle around my neck
but not sever it.  He had easily ducked the swing but kept his
sword in place.  He then pushed the blade deeper into my neck
causing my jugular to get cut open.  I fell again to the
ground clutching at my throat.  He stood over me and a look of
sorrow was on his face.

 

"I am sorry this has happened. I have my orders."  He
reached back and produced his horn and blew the trumpet again
loudly and from the heavens came a flood of angels.  "The time
of man is now over.  You have shown God how easily susceptibly
man is to turn his back on his true Creator."

"He left us!"

"He did no such thing.  He gave you free will to love Him
if you wanted to.  As a Father must do to His children he set
you free to solve your own problems. Your prayers are answered but
not in ways you may notice."

"There are so many poor out there1"

"Money has no meaning to God.  It is man that cares and
worries about money.  Even then he gives you opportunities to
earn it."

"People die of hunger all the time!  Drugs! Disease!
Children suffering!"

"All at the hands of man.  Man gave you free food with
dominion over the land, sea and air and all that dwell.  You
split it amongst yourselves and assigned monetary value to this.
 Not God. The time has come for me an to accept responsibility
for his actions." 

"Its His fault!" I rose up and again was struck down.
 Michael looked down on his sword and then me. A light glowed
behind him and a warmth surrounded me. "He will deal with you
personally." Michael said and walked away. 

"Who?" I replied but it was too late.  The light grew
brighter in my eyes and I squinted.  A voice boomed in my
head.  

I shall

"Who?"

Your creator.  Your true Father.  I will end the
pain you feel in your heart.  As that was said I felt
years of sadness leave me.  I felt years of pain flee from my
body.  I cried and wept openly.  

Your pain has ended but so to must your life.  You
doubted me and professed to take over my creation.  

"I'm sorry." I said. 

So am I. He said.

 

Michael had stood behind me the entire time.  After God had
apologized he swung his sword and decapitated my head.  My
soul now stood watching my physical head fall straight down and my
body collapse.  While I stood watching Michael placed his hand
on my shoulder and turned me around.  

"Goodbye." he said and placed his hand on my forehead and he
faded from my vision.  "it is done my Lord.  Damien no
longer exists physically or spiritually.  Lucifer's soul
continues to elude us.  We will find him Lord."

See to it that it is done.  

 

Michael nodded and walked off a few steps.  He turned to
look down at Damien's body one last time.  He then spread his
wings open and flew up to the heavens to continue his search for
Lucifer.

 

End… .
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Till Midnight (2010)
Thank you for downloading this eBook. This contains three short
stories that I have written. I hope that you will enjoy reading
these stories.

Each chapter is actually a different story. They are as
follows:

June's Room - Told from a child's perspective and explores a
child's fear of things that go bump in the night.

Smile - A story about a victim of life long bullying who finally
gets the last laugh in the most dark way possible.

12:34 - Its 12:34, time to make a wish. Yet you may want to
think twice before you make your wish.

Check back soon for more stories.



	


Rise
of the Zombie (2010)
Rise of the Zombie is a short story that takes place as a
scientist reminisces about his past life as a human and his
transformation into a zombie.

Comments are appreciated.
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