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	In the beginning Adonai created the heavens and the earth. The earth was unformed and void, darkness was on the face of the deep, and the Spirit of God hovered over the waters. (Genesis 1:1-2 CJB)

	Prelude

	It began like any other day, yet no day was. There was a complete absence of light and sound, the stillness was so absolute one could not conceive. Indeed, no one exists. Then, out of nothing, a voice spoke, “Let there be light.” The light was. Again, the voice spoke, and a universe came into being; hundreds of billions of galaxies are born and in His breath millions of planets form, while all the stars glorify His eternal radiance.

	Such glorious majesty was not to enjoy alone but to be shared by all. So, he creates a creature of beauty to cover His throne, and the whole universe encompass. This new creature walks upon the Holy mountain among the stones of fire. The first of its kind, called Son of the Morning, a cherub, he is glorious to behold as he lit the heavens. Multiple wings cover the universe with four curious faces; they enable him to see beyond space and time. Enjoying this, Adonai made more creatures of light and beauty to guard the heavens, though these are far different than his favorite cherub.

	~~~

	Hearing his name called, wings folded in against a well-muscled back, revealed as a man, the cherub turns to face the archangel. 

	Michael notes his chiseled chest, skin glows with health, and sculpted abdominal muscles give an impression of power. The image of perfection is lost, however, when he opens his mouth and begins to speak. 

	 “Drat, another hour and I’d had the pretty little miss, you know?” Moss-green eyes glitter with mischief, eyebrows waggle, lips curve in a smirk. “Her mate did not give her any attention, not until she did the unthinkable. Then he stood there like an idiot and didn’t say a word.” Lucifer chuckles, pleased with himself.

	 “What are you going to do Lucifer, talk all day? “ says the Archangel, an eyebrow raised. “If you’re fearful, I understand.”

	 “Fearful? Nonsense. I’ll see what He wants.” Like I have a choice, he mutters. “He’s just going to complain about what I did. But it’s not my fault she gave into temptation.”

	“An innocent with no worldly experience, how could she know?” Michael brows crash together in disapproval. “It’s not as if you didn’t entice her - deceived her saying she wouldn’t die.“

	Lucifer laughs in delight. “I know it’s so humorous. She did enjoy it, and she did not die; it was a lark she was stupid enough to agree with. Neither one knows physical from spiritual death.”

	Michael shook his head as he listened to Lucifer, and looked heavenward as though pleading, Why me?

	“If she had half a brain, she’d have known better,” he says. “This is one reason human destruction is inevitable.”

	“Why provoke him? Do you hate the humans so much, or are you jealous of the One to come?” He sighs deeply and, again, slowly shakes his head.

	“Jealous? Look at the man. I’m supposed to bow down to him, the supposed caretaker of the earth who can’t manage his own wife and home? Spare me please.” Muscles tense, he glares at Michael, challenging him to disagree with what he believes is right.

	“It’s time Lucifer. You’d best go, find out what He wants.” 

	Seeing Michael turn away, a tremor of fear hurtles across his mind like a tsunami. “What is it?“ Lucifer steps back, fearful for the first time. Heart hammering, he takes a shaky breath and pretends unconcern. “Well, I do want to get back to the little sweetheart.”

	Approaching Adonai’s throne room, Lucifer cannot imagine the questions He might ask, the answers he would need to give. He knew it could not be the bravado he’d shown Michael. Throat dry, fear like a silk sheet slid over him. He couldn’t breathe. Before he can grasp what’s happening, in a blink, he stands before Adonai, and looks up. Face pale with a film of sweat on his upper lip, rooted to the spot. Lucifer knows the worst-case scenario has come upon him and he trembles.

	~~~

	
You were in `Eden, the garden of God; covered with precious stones — carnelians, topaz, diamonds, beryl, onyx, … jewels were made of gold, prepared the day you were created. (Ezekiel 28:13 CJB)

	1_In Eternity

	L


	ong ago, the first Cherub, known as Son of the Dawn walks upon the stones of fire, gazes over Adonai’s holy mountain, and mutters to himself, “This pitiful space is all I have when the whole universe should be mine. Am I not the bringer of light, beautiful to behold?” Eyes gleam as pleasure like a warm blanket covers him. He gazes at the stars lighting the darkness. 

	“Those fools believe He created all of this in six days,” he says to the angels who follow him, those who also gaze into the universe filled with the galaxies, and planets, a veritable buffet of beauty. “He couldn’t have done it alone. Is it not made up of light, my lovely light?” Taking a deep breath, he gazes at the star clusters and says, “You cannot imagine what it was like as it came into being.” Lucifer smiles, arms spread wide to indicate the expansion as it took place. Faces brighten, mouths hang open, the angels’ eyes glow with excitement as they imagine what he’d seen.

	“All of space in chaos looked like an great explosion of fireworks, stretching away to infinity; it was powered by an irresistible force. Was it His?” He shrugs as if it is of no import. “I saw the clouds of gases come together, striking with such force in a crash of light.” His hands come together in a clap of such power its sound echoes across the vastness of space. He laughs in delight.

	 “Why did he create it as he did?” He knows the angels do not know and each shook its head. “He didn’t want to give me any credit,” he says, snarling. “My light came first! But did He notice? No. Instead, he takes all the credit for its creation.” He leans in, eyes wide and glowing with the telling of his story. 

	~~~

	“Is he for real?” an angel, off to the side, whispers to another who is listening, enraptured by the story.

	“Hush. Don’t say a thing,” he says. “Who knows what he would do with his power. To stay in his good graces. . .”

	“Why do you care if you’re in his good graces?” The angel interrupts. “He is not the creator and ruler of all.”

	Eyes wide, the other backs away. “He may be the next ruler of the universe. Do you know what he’d do if he heard?”

	“Like I care.” He says. As a dark shadow falls over him he looks up into a pair of eyes gleaming cruelly. His mouth is now dry, his heart nearly stops. “Lord, we were just talking. . .” He ceases speaking. Had he heard? What would he do? He cannot breathe.

	“What don’t you care about?” Lucifer asks, eyes narrow, cold and calculating. “Would you care to elucidate?”

	“No, my lord.” He licks his lips, and swallows. “I’ve work to do.” He hurries away, not daring to look back. 

	Disgusted, Lucifer watches as he disappears, then, turns to the other angel and glances at him from head to toe, and asks, “Do you care to hear the story?”

	“Why yes, my, my Lord. I surely would.” 

	“Do you wonder about the darkness before my light came into being?” The other angels all gather about, listening intently.

	“Yes, my Lord. Yes indeed,” stammers the angel, eager to please.

	 Shaking his head side to side, Lucifer says. “I’ve thought about how the first stars formed.” A smile spreads his lips. “It was almost magical.” Realizing a truth, he ceases to speak and turns away. 

	Magical. Humm. What if there were magical creatures upon the earth? He muses and leaves the angels.

	Faces downcast at the story’s end, for they’d hoped to hear more, but Lucifer’s lost in thought. “I should’ve destroyed the worthless glob of water long ago,” he grumbles. Repeatedly he had returned to the blue planet covered in water, watching it change. 

	One day he knew its purpose. “This is what He’s making of it.” Not if I can help it. Pleasure blooms within like deadly nightshade, as he imagines what he must do. Let’s see if Adonai will concede His rule to me. He snickers.

	It takes but a thought to be in Adonai’s presence and, in a blink, Lucifer stands before heaven’s ruler, but soon his courage flees as his gaze falls upon the king of glory. 

	“Lucifer, Son of the Dawn! I love what you’ve done. Isn’t it amazing what a little light shining in the dark will do?”

	“Thank you, Lord. What I came to ask was. . .” He stops speaking, seeing Adonai has turned away.

	Involved with his project, Adonai doesn’t seem to hear Lucifer. Suddenly, he looked up and says, “Do you see this world forming? Notice the deserts and seascapes, and those mountains rising! Splendid, are they not?” 

	Adonai continues, not waiting for an answer. “Come, look at the garden. What do you think of it?”

	Not answering, Lucifer asks, “What are those?” He points to some peculiar creatures in varied shapes and sizes; they roam about the landscape, on four legs.

	“I haven’t named them yet. I’ll make a mortal out of the earth’s dust. He and his mate will care for all the earth.” Adonai smiles at all He has in mind. 

	I suppose He can see it before Him like it’s a miracle or something, Lucifer sneers, yet feels a tremor of fear, and says, “Lord, I came to ask about creating, perhaps a place beyond here. I’ve some wonderful ideas.”

	“All your projects are terrific, Son of the Dawn. You’ve placed so much light in the darkness it’s glorious. Those worlds you see out far there, they will be for the One to come and build upon.” 

	Seeing Lucifer’s expression, Adonai says, “You seem disappointed. You know of my Son to be born and his purpose upon the earth, do you not?”

	Flushing in anger, Lucifer’s lips flatten. Why am I not The One? he snarls to himself. He’d be better off without him and his idiot plan. Eyes narrow with lips turn down. Silent a moment he asks, sarcasm laces his words, “What can he do I cannot?” 

	“You need to ask? You of all the celestials know His one purpose. One you’d not undertake were you willing and you’re not.” 

	Opening his mouth to speak again, cheeks flare with color, teeth clenched, a tightness in Lucifer’s chest, he’s unable hear Adonai’s thoughts: Lucifer’s distorted powers, vain imaginings, and jealousies, but says, “I’m asking you to have faith. Will you trust me?” 

	Yet, at Adonai’s words, his anger rose and he refuses to answer. Lucifer leaves for Andromeda Nine. Why should I trust Him? He created me first, before those foul creatures, and his precious son. 

	Pacing as he ruminates on imagined hurts. I am nothing to Him, no longer His beloved. Lucifer rubs his chest, as a sharp pain sears. He wipes away tears that threaten, angry at himself for having them. “I’ll show him. I was willing to work it out, but not now,” he says, scowling.

	“I will rise to the highest heavens. His power will be mine.” Lucifer’s elation swells as his imagination takes over. “My throne will be far above His. I will rule the universe!" 

	Once bright, his light now dims as dark clouds of hatred shadow him. Again, a sharp pain pierces him with absolute brutality as he plots his revenge. 

	 ~~~

	Adonai watches Lucifer stalk away, knowing an evil has grown in him and He considers, Perhaps one day. . . The thought is left unspoken for Adonai knows it is not to be. He also knows what must be and calls to his archangel, “The rebellion is soon to begin, Michael. We must prepare.

	 “I know your friend Andras follows Lucifer so warn him and the others too. Lucifer will make his move soon. The cherubs and seraphs must know what is coming.” He watches Michael leave on his way to carry out heaven’s defense and warn the heavenly hosts. 

	~~~

	Meanwhile, Lucifer paces seeing the nebulae burn and stars flare with his ruminating as his hands weave starlight to form the first black hole, pulling in the light of many stars. “My light will no longer shine in His heaven.” Then, he considers what to do if all does not go his way

	“I was the light bringer, but He must have another. So, I’m not good enough.” Lucifer’s eyes look upon the light he’s set in the heavens. “Hmph. Now I must work to have what should be mine.”

	Gnashing his teeth, Lucifer abandons the holy mountain to pursue his own ideas. If Adonai can create a universe, I can also. Envisioning worlds he will create, he dives into the black hole going to places unknown. Gone a long time, heaven relaxes, until several centuries later, Lucifer returns, to pursues once again heaven’s takeover. 

	~~~

	Adonai hears the rumors and decides, I must deal with Lucifer more directly. Hear him speak it. “Lucifer, come my adored one.”

	Hearing the voice of the Lord, Lucifer rolls his eyes yet answers. While all celestials have freewill, angel, seraph, or cherub, they all obey Adonai’s voice. Lucifer comes before the Lord of heaven.

	“What is it You desire?” He inquires, raising an eyebrow, sarcasm laces his words. “Have I offended you, Lord?” The corner of Lucifer’s mouth turns up, eyes cool and detached; he savors the moment.

	Adonai smiles. “Lucifer, you are so precious, set above in the heavens to cover my very throne. You once had all of heaven to enjoy.” His hands move out to indicate the universe. “Now I ask, what is it you desire?”

	 I had all of heaven. So that’s the way it is. “What I desire is to rule and insist before I take it by force you abdicate your throne!”

	“You think to take my throne to rule a universe! Lucifer, oh foolish one, you have much to learn.” Adonai walks away chuckling and to himself muses, And learn you will my lovely cherub. All in good time.

	~~~

	Lucifer and his powers of darkness, come together against the powers of heaven in an epic battle, wherein hate and indifference war against love and compassion. Lucifer’s angels, created in love, but distorted by evil, not strong enough, they’re easily defeated by heavens army of love and peace. 

	Adonai watches the conflict which seems mere seconds to some but it took place over eons in the heavens. Still, wearied of the clash of powers, He calls Michael to him. “Bring Lucifer to me,” he commands.

	~~~

	Lucifer’s torment with doubt began long before the war in heaven, and now he trembles as he awaits the Lord of Heaven. His pulse races as Adonai approaches, a thoughtful look upon his face yet, firm resolve. 

	To hide his trembling hands, while avoiding eye contact, he turns slightly away to shield himself from Adonai.

	“Lucifer,” Adonai rumbles, his voice like a thunderstorm. “How you have fallen Son of the Dawn! In seeking my power, you became my enemy. In wanting to replace Me, be more significant, higher among the stars, you have become less. You desire to rule and so you shall.”

	Lucifer’s head pops up in surprise, and he wonders, ‘Will he abdicate his throne to me?” But then he hears, “Only now you will be lower and can rule, at least for a time.” He pauses. “Upon the earth.”

	Hearing Adonai’s judgement, a strangled cry escapes his throat, “No,” Lucifer says. “Not the earth.” His voice breaks, his eyes wide in disbelief. 

	“The decision is made,” Adonai says.

	Unable to stand, Lucifer collapses to the floor, a fist to trembling lips. No, this cannot be. Bounding to his feet, his heart pounds as if it could burst from his chest. Nostrils flare, he takes a deep breath, and knows the decision cannot be altered, yet he pleads one last time. 

	“You are destroying me, Father in heaven.” He’ll change his mind. He must, he cries silently. “Did you not call me, your first born, your beloved?”

	Adonai’s eyes widen at his misbelief. “Lucifer, you are first created. Even those in the garden I created. The One to come is first born of My Spirit. This you could not accept nor comprehend.”

	Damn. Of course, how could I forget. His son to be born. Lucifer pleads again, “I’ll do whatever you ask to make things right. Please father.”

	“I’ve made it right. Your purpose you shall fulfill, like it or not, and you do not like it.” Lucifer does not hear Adonai’s last thoughts, Oh, Lucifer, how I love you.

	Looking at Adonai, away, and back again in disbelief. he knows the worst-case scenario has come upon him, and in his arrogance, anger rises. Obstinate to the end, Lucifer stands tall, nostrils flare, he says, voice in a snarl, “I would rather rule in hell, than serve in Your heaven.” 

	“And so, you shall.” Adonai says as Michael casts Lucifer to the earth with the mortals. A fiery chasm awaits his fallen and their evil powers with stones of fire for Lucifer to walk upon, only of a much different nature than those in heaven. 

	His throne below the heavens now upon the earth.

	Adonai declares, “Now he can seek another to devour.” Yet He knows this is merely the beginning of troubles on earth and within the universe.

	~~~

	 

	
Out of the ground Adonai, God, caused to grow every tree pleasing in appearance and good for food, this included the tree of life and the tree of the knowledge of good and evil. (Genesis 2:9 CJB)

	2_The Garden

	R


	egarding ways to create more havoc, Lucifer goes to the ones Adonai set upon the earth to watch over the mortals. He commands these angels to take women of the earth. “Fornicate. Do as you will while I am gone. You can manage without me. I need to attend to another matter.” Attend to them I shall. Let’s see how pleased Adonai will be now.

	Vanishing from the corridors of hell, Lucifer enters The Garden, a place of ripe beauty. He pushes aside the leaves, tearing limbs from trees, while muttering to himself. “I should’ve destroyed it.”

	His face tightening, anger surges as he stalks along, for all around is a symphony of pure delight, one enchantment after another. The tree boughs suspended above shelter all sorts of life, from the busy ant to the enchanting birds of every color. Leaves dance to an unheard melody, the whisper of songs in the wind. Tilting his head up, warm sunlight caresses his face. A brilliant golden shaft of light illumines the path before him. Shadow of leaves flutter amid the sunlight on the forest floor. Its beauty permeates his soul as he swallows the anger that swells and nearly feels joy.

	
Prowling farther on, he spies a creation. Oh my, he muses, And what is this lovely creature of rounded form and beauty? Hair flowing in waves of rich dark brown it reflects the golden light of the sun; each strand moves in the breeze, in contrast to her stillness. Eyes of deep river waters, sapphire blue in quiet serenity. Her sweet fragrance permeates the air. In that moment, the smile on her lips warms even his bitter heart.

	A pace off stands another not so softly formed, yet its own splendor is clear. His eyes, the blue-green of fresh dew glinting in the sunlight of leaves, thin lips, nose slender, and a prominent jaw curves. I see the strength of his neck in the sinewy cords of muscle that shape his muscular arms. Its thighs and calves are bold with a firm chest and abdomen.

	These are his special ones. Are there no others? Lucifer notes two unusual trees as he passes by and wanders on deeper into the greenery.

	In the trees, small furred creatures leap branch-to-branch. Then, startled by a sudden noise above, Lucifer looks up to see hundreds of small feathered creatures take flight. Their wings lift them into the air where they soar about. Moving through the cerulean sky in hues of brilliant color, full of dazzling sunlight. It sparkles like wind-dappled sea-water. Caught in the moment, Lucifer almost laughs with joy. Then he recalls his purpose and anger again surges.

	Returning to the two mortals near the center with the odd trees, each gives off a warm, glowing light. What is this peculiar light emanating forth? He considers this while observing the mortals, and sees another creature walk by, smooth and quiet. Its scales are colored olive green and cream. Hmm. It’s not one of the fiery winged seraphs, though it’s scaled, long and lean, he muses. 

	Watching, he notes the creature’s hand reaches to pluck the fruit from the tree, and wonders, why does it avoid those two trees? He comes closer.

	Seeing Lucifer, the creature asks, “Who are you? I’ve not seen you in the garden before, and would’ve, for I’ve noted your splendor.”

	While in the heavens and a cherub, Lucifer bore multiple wings of light which spread to cover the universe with glory, and varied faces with which to survey all within space and time. Now, no longer within heaven, he cannot appear as a cherub, so assumes a human form, much to his disgust, though it’s more practical. Not handsome yet charismatic, eyes are deep moss green. A firm jaw and sinewy muscles shape his broad chest, powerful arms and flat abdomen with well-defined thighs.

	“Tell me of yourself,” Lucifer says to distract him but also curious whether the creature knows of him. Did Adonai warn him of me? He ponders.

	“My dear fellow, I am a serpent. Lovely am I not?”

	Full of himself, isn’t he? Lucifer muses. “Indeed. Tell me lovely one, why avoid those two trees? You eat from all the others.”

	“Those two were told not to eat from them, so I avoid them as well. I’m not stupid, you know, not wanting to die, as He warned them.”

	Lucifer smiles. Not too bright either. “I’m a celestial spirit, of the heavens, who now resides on the earth.”

	The serpent, also curious, asks, “What is a celestial spirit?”

	“I could show you, if you will entertain me as your guest.”

	“What do you mean, entertain you as a guest?”

	“Come closer, if you’re brave enough.”

	Insulted at the slight, the serpent comes close to Lucifer. Then, in his spirit form, he slips inside the serpent’s body.

	“What have you done?” the serpent cries, frantic to cast him out. “This is most uncomfortable.” His voice is filled with panic.

	Lucifer also finds it odd but says, “Yes, I too find it most peculiar to be within you.” His intent is to calm the creature and nothing more.

	“How long will you stay? I’m not sure I like it?”

	“I’ll stay for a brief space, if you agree. My friend, I cannot remain without your consent.

	I’ve not had a friend before, whatever that may be. Excited, yet still he hesitates and asks, “What if the creator disapproves?”

	“Why would he disapprove of our sharing with one another?”

	Adonai said we should give of what we have, the serpent considers. Surely, He would not disapprove. And he nods in agreement.

	“Excellent. Now, if you would be so kind as to sleep for a bit, so I can do what a spirit does. You won’t get into any trouble.”

	“Well, if you’re certain.”

	“If you imagine I’d deceive you, you’re no friend of mine, and I should be on my way,” Lucifer says, in pretense of hurt feelings, and he makes as if to abandon the serpent.

	“My apologies. Do as you will,” the serpent says, his feelings hurt at the implied accusation. Lucifer uses his subtle skills to coax the serpent into a slumber for a spell.

	Within the serpent, who’s far shrewder than any Adonai created, Lucifer carefully considers. Some angels are gullible with compliments, and perhaps humans are as well. He approaches the woman. “What a lovely creature you are, well-formed and so delightful and pleasing to the eye.” His words caress, tongue darts out to lick his lips, and he smiles.

	Looking up to see who spoke, her cheeks pinked. A warmth spreads throughout her, and she smiles upon seeing its smooth scaled body and thin-lipped mouth. It’s the serpent. Yet he’s never spoken to me before. “How kind of you to say.” Her voice is soft and gentle.

	“How can I not take heed of such loveliness? While a mere serpent of the forest and far different, I still know beauty when I see it.”

	Her face flushes with pleasure again, for it’s been a long time since her mate said so. When Adonai first brought me to the man, he recognized me as one with him. She glows with happiness, then sighs. He’s not noticed me much since.

	Lucifer interrupts her thoughts, for they’ll not achieve his end. “What does a lovely woman do all day in this lush garden?” Coming closer, he glances at the forbidden tree not far away. Then his eyes travel over her slender form. He reaches, trailing a finger upon her arm. His power sends ripples of pleasure throughout her body.

	Nearby, her mate glances over, then seemingly he sees nothing amiss and turns away, his attention again on his own interests.

	Hand reaching, she takes a piece of fruit from a nearby tree and puts it to her lips, as she eyes the serpent. She bites into its tender flesh and flicks her tongue out to capture the juices from her full lips.

	Moving close, his arm brushes against her and he glances at one tree. “Did Adonai say not to eat from the trees?” he asked.

	A smile spreads her lips. “We may eat from any tree, except one.” Pointing to the tree Lucifer eyes she says, “Adonai told my mate, ‘You must not touch or eat of it, or you will die.’”

	Chuckling, he says, “He must have misheard; you won’t die! Adonai knows when you eat of it, you will see clearly, like the gods; then, you will know both good and evil.”

	Her eyes bright with intrigue, she gazes upon the one tree.

	 “I see you find the idea as tempting as you.” A sly grin spreads his lips, eyes gleam with mischief.

	Licking her lips, the woman looks at the tree again, leans in close, her eyes lustrous, and again her tongue peaks out to lick her lips.

	 “Yes,” he whispers in her ear and strokes her arm, then far lower. “It is desirable for wisdom. How grand for an intelligent woman as yourself, and so desirable.” He moves close to pour out upon her the poison of his wickedness, lust.

	His hand continues to stroke, moving around her waist and lower, increasing her sense of pleasure. “Imagine how it would feel to be all-knowing, and doing as you please,” he whispers, and feels the warmth of her breath. Before she knows it, the woman lies beside him, in the shadows under the trees, and she sighs in satisfaction.

	Her mate sees the serpent and the woman together under the trees, and comes to inquire. Pulling her to her feet, ignoring the serpent, at her side, her mate is silent for he does not comprehend what happened between the two of them.

	Seeing his concern, she says, “I did nothing wrong.” Yet she’s unable to look him in the eye and reaches to touch the forbidden tree. She glances at her mate, who still says nothing, yet she can almost hear his heart pound as his eyes darken. She asks, “What is it you imagine as you gaze so upon me?”

	Smiling at him, she says, “Nothing has happened.” Her hand reaches to take the fruit from the trees and places it between her lips. Eyes sparkling, she looks at him as her teeth sink into its flesh. Fragrant juices flood her mouth and seep from her lips. She chews and swallows, sighs in satisfaction. Almost as lovely as the pleasure the serpent kindly shared with me, she muses.

	 “It’s forbidden.” He stammers and glances about, expecting any moment to feel death. Although he does not know what death means.

	“So, you say, but I’ve eaten and am alive.” She plucks another fruit from the tree. “Come,” she says, placing the fruit in his hand, laughter in her eyes. “If I’m to die, should we not do so together?” Leaning her body close to him, she knows it excites his passion, and he dare not deny her.

	Yearning for the pleasure she instills. Fearful, he lifts the fruit to his lips and takes a bite. His eyes widen as the juice flows over his tongue and he chews, then swallows. “It’s amazing,” he says and gazes at his wife to pull her close. He feels her naked flesh, then looks up to see the serpent.

	Realizing she is naked and its eyes are upon her, the man moves to cover the woman from the serpent’s sight.

	“What are you doing?” she asks, eyes widening.

	“You are naked, and he was gazing upon your flesh.”

	“You are also naked, my husband, exposed.”

	“I’ll find something to conceal our bodies. Cover yourself. Perhaps hide within the trees.”

	The woman glances at the serpent, who continues to watch. She discerns his lust. Having this knowledge now, her face flushes red, and she turns to enter the trees and finds a place to hide herself.

	Soon her husband returns with leaves to weave together and make for themselves loin-coverings. “Here, wrap these woven leaves about you to cover yourself,” he says, his voice urgent.

	Wrapping the woven covering about her slight frame, a frown between her eyes. “It’s strange, these coverings, for we cannot feel the air move upon our skin,” she says. “I don’t believe I like it.”

	The man looks away, not knowing what to say, and thinks. Indeed, the freedom we enjoyed, even this the new knowledge has taken from us. Not wanting to cause discord, he remains silent for a space, until he hears Adonai Elohim moving through the garden in the day's wind.

	Ashen faced, the man breaks into a cold sweat, wipes his hands tearing the leaves. Grasping his mate’s hand with trembling lips, he says, “We must hide.” A pulse throbs in his neck as he shuts his eyes to blink away hot tears that threaten.

	“Husband, why are you so fearful? What is wrong?” Dropping the fruit, she’d been eating all sense of pleasure evaporates.

	“It is Lord Adonai. We must hide or he will know what we’ve done, and our punishment will be the death he promised.”

	Moving quickly, the two hide within the trees. “What is this death He speaks of? Is it painful?” she whispers.

	“Hush now,” her husband warns, and she grows silent.

	Adonai Elohim calls out, “Man, where are you and your wife?”

	Slowly, the man comes forth. “As you walked, I heard the sound in the garden.” His heart pounds, lips tremble. “I was afraid because I am naked, so I hid myself.”

	Sighing, with a small nod, knowing what they had done, Adonai pauses. Then, with a head shake, he approaches the man. The woman crouches in the shrubs. “Who told you of your nakedness? Have you eaten from the Tree of which I warned you not to eat?”

	What is it to die, and how will it feel? The man wonders within, as he looks upon the woman. It’s not my fault; it’s hers. “The woman You gave me, she gave me of the Tree, and I ate.”

	Adonai Elohim knew what he would say. He sighs and turns to the woman. “What did you do?”

	Nodding toward the serpent in the shadows of the trees, a smile on his lips, she says, “The serpent deceived me.” She muses, surely, Adonai would not make me to die, if the serpent’s guilty? Hope blossoms in her heart as she waits.

	To the woman, “You will birth children and suffer pain. Also, your desire will be for your husband, who will rule over you, like it or not.” A bitter smile curves her lips as she looks away. 

	Sounds familiar, Lucifer muses and snickers.

	 “He’ll rule over me?” she says, realizing what he’d said. But Adonai turns to her mate. With a blink of annoyance, at being ignored, she considers his words. He cares not for me either, she muses, and feels the hurt deep inside.

	 “You listened to your wife, and ate of the tree when you should have guided her to do what was right. In silence, you did nothing. Cursed will be your life and the ground you walk upon. Because I made you of dust, on the day you die, to dust will you return.”

	Got what he deserves. She looks at her mate with a satisfied smirk, then turns her head away.

	Turning to the serpent, from whence Lucifer has exited, He says, “Because you did this, I curse you. On your belly, you will eat dust all the days of your life. The humans and all others will despise and fear you.”

	The serpent’s eyes widen, its mouth slackens, as it sucks in a quick breath. Then gives a small yelp as the change takes place. His body jumps slightly, and he takes a step back, considers Lucifer within and his heart seems to stop. Then blood rushes in his ears as his heart pounds. Forgetting all else, the serpent is disoriented as his arms, legs, hands and feet vanish; it now lies coiled upon the ground. Its forked tongue flicks out not to taste the sweet fruit of the trees, but dry dust. “Now see what you have done?” silently it rages at Lucifer, who exited its body earlier. “I’m punished for your deed.”

	No longer lovely to behold, its black eyes are flat and deadly; it’s like staring into the abyss Lucifer notes. The serpent crosses the ground on its smooth, scaled belly. Powerful muscles propel it along as it disappears into the undergrowth of the surrounding garden forest.

	~~~

	
 

	Adonai asks, "What is this you have done?" The woman answers, "The serpent tricked me, so I ate." Adonai said to the serpent, "Because you have done this, you are cursed… (Genesis 3:13-14 CJB)

	3_Cast Out

	I


	n the previous episode, Lucifer tempts the woman in the garden. She lies with the serpent, then tempts her mate into sin, as well. Adonai casts them out into the wilderness of the earth.

	Lucifer chuckles, then slinks off into the shadows. Not so perfect now are his pet humans. Wonder what he’ll do? A smirk upon his face, he casts an enquiring eye toward heaven and waits to see.

	~~~

	Adonai makes tunics for the man and woman to clothe them after killing an animal. These humans I cannot trust, he muses. If they disobeyed once, they’ll do it again. To eat from the Tree of Life, they’ll live forever. They can no longer remain here.

	“Adrian, you and your wife must leave the Garden.” Adonai says, voice firm yet resolute, his eyes filled with sadness.

	Lucifer sees the man and woman, heads downcast, both weeping, brokenhearted and terrified as they leave. He takes a breath and closes his eyes. Lips trembling, Lucifer almost feels like weeping. Now I’m not the only one rejected and abandoned. A wave of peace and contentment wash over him, then Adonai says, “Lucifer, I see what you have done, and how pleased you are with yourself. However, you may not remain in the garden either.”

	Exiting the garden, his spirits no less dampened, East of the Garden, he watches as Adonai directs another cherub.

	“Here you will remain. Humans cannot return to the Tree of Life.” Giving the cherub a sword, it flashes around and about. Lucifer cannot look upon the sword of heaven, for it hurts his eyes, so he turns away.

	He does not want the humans either. I am satisfied with their misery. Grinning, he notices the man and his woman have not gone far; they lie near the gate, weeping for many days. Bored with the man’s self-recrimination, Lucifer turns toward the rising sun, leaving them. Traveling on, he sees only water; it seems to reach the borders of heaven.

	As he travels north of the Garden, he soon sees to a sea of clear water. Never allowed near it before, he now gazes in. Perhaps I can lead the man and the woman to these waters, he muses. We will see what happens in that situation. But his plans are short-lived.

	Michael appears, countenance stern. “Lucifer. What mischief do you devise this time to vex Adonai?” Not waiting for an answer, he says, “You know what happens if either enters these waters?”

	“I suppose you know.” Lucifer snarls. “He knew what the man would do. So, He doesn’t want them near the sea either. He always takes the fun out of everything.”

	“Adrian and Eva cannot go near the sea, else I would cleanse them of their sins. It is not yet time.”

	Damn His constraints. No one can have fun with him. “So, to the southern side of the Garden? Or has He forbidden them to go there, as well?”

	“The scent of the trees would make the man sad. He can only live where Adonai has sent him, to the Cave of Treasures below the garden of Eden.”

	“The Cave of Treasures, heaven’s treasure!” ﻿A grin splits his face as his green eyes sparkle in delight. “You say it’s below the Garden? Marvelous.” Not waiting, Lucifer leaves, Michael’s answer unheard, his mind on the stones Adonai had placed upon him: the ruby, topaz shining bright, diamonds and all the others in a fine workmanship of gold. His heart beat rapidly, he plunges ahead to claim what is his.

	Nodding his head as he hums to himself, a lightness in his chest as Lucifer rushes forward, eager now. Reality, however, differs greatly from what Lucifer imagines.

	~~~

	Adrian and Eva, having left the garden, stand at the gate and see the broad earth spread before them, covered with stones and sand. It’s a bleak landscape. Mountains rise in the distance, the ground before them barren. The couple tremble and fall to the ground, pain in their chests, unable to move, so overwhelmed. Eva lifts her eyes toward the Garden and sees a frightening cherub at the gate with a flaming sword flashing, so she cannot see past into the Garden.

	 “It’s a place of punishment!” Adrian cries. “It can never compare to the garden. See the ground, strewn with stones, no fruit trees, and nothing to eat.”

	“I’m sorry. I never imagined this would happen.”

	“We have no other choice.” His face filled with sorrow, he ignores his wife.

	“Yes, husband. But where do we go?” The man does not answer. He lies beyond the garden. The cherub with its flaming sword keeps him at a distance, and he bemoans his fate. “Why did I listen to her and eat the forbidden fruit?” he mutters and weeps, turning his face away from the woman.

	As the days pass. Eva hungers. Frustrated with her husband and his useless mourning, eyebrows drawn in, she demands. “How long will you lie there? He placed the serpent on the ground, not you. Adonai did not say you should spend your days weeping, but providing for your family.”

	Glaring, she turns her eyes away, muttering under her breath, “First he is silent as the serpent tempts me, and blames me when he ate the fruit I handed him. ‘The woman you gave me,’ he said to Adonai. You could have said no,” she cries. “Did you stop me? No. Now it’s my fault our being put out into the cold.”

	Unable to sleep and in a fury, Eva storms about. “I’m hungry and tired. When will you find us some food? Lazy miserable man.” Angry and frustrated, she would like to beat on him but stays her hand. Reaching a hand under the covering, Eva scratches. “See what we have? And it itches, this filthy animal skin.”

	Adrian weeps, is silent. Instead, he stares at the ground, unable to look at Eva. Whenever she tries to touch him, he flinches away. Clenching his teeth for he wants to yell at her, yet he refuses to speak or do anything to ensure her comfort.

	Falling down tears flow until her eyes are red and swollen. “Adrian, I wish we were still in the garden, too, but we’re not. He will not let us in either. You saw the cherub with the flaming sword. No doubt it would cut us to ribbons were we to return.” Lying beside her husband, she wraps an arm over him. “Adrian, I’m sorry. Yes, it was my fault. But I cannot change what was done. Please Adrian.” He lies still. Hungry, she rises to go in search of food.

	~~~

	Adonai shook his head as he gazes upon the man, so despondent. “Michael, go to the man and woman. Say, ‘Strengthen your heart. Go to the Cave of Treasures, and remain, for a time.’”

	~~~

	The archangel approaches. “Man cease this useless weeping. Arise. Go to the Cave of Treasures. There you will remain. It is to be your dwelling place until Adonai decides else wise.”

	Sitting up, a smile crosses his face, Adrian’s eyes brighten. “The Cave of Treasures?”

	“Come, I will show you, if you and your wife will follow me.”

	Adrian imagines the Cave of Treasures to be bright and beautiful and looks forward to it. “Let us go now.” He looks for the angel to lead him to the cave with its treasures.

	“No,” the archangel says. “We will await Eva’s return.”

	“Why?” Adrian cries. “She caused all my misery.”

	“We will await her return,” Michael says, disheartened by the man’s cruel response.

	Sometime later, Eva returns, sees the archangel and with trembling lips says, “What is this calamity the Lord has brought upon us? Has the archangel come to take our lives?”

	“Nay. The Lord gave us a place to live, so we do not have to wander the earth. The angel will show us to the Cave of Treasures upon the mountain.” The two follow the archangel.

	~~~

	Pushing from the forest of tall cedar trees, after walking what seems forever, Lucifer’s gaze meets a tall mountain. Its granite sides rise steeply upward, and he’s greeted by stones and boulders dotting the landscape. Stumbling over the cracks, he slips on the pebbled-covered ground. The few trees on the mountain are covered with bits of moss. Above, low-hanging clouds overshadow the mountain. He imagines the mist drenching him if he spent the night. Nearby, a waterfall pours down, almost hiding the opening to the cave of treasures.

	Coming closer, a rock shelf overhangs its opening. Ah, the cave wherein lies my treasure. Eyes glow as he rushes forward, and leans down to enter. His eyes, however, do not see glittering jewels and gold but a dank narrow place, lined with dull grey stone walls with tree roots growing through, and dead leaves tracked in by animals or blown in by the wind. Carefully he steps past animal scat, and clumps of fur, the floor nothing but sand and rock.

	“What is this?” He utters. “Where is my treasure?” Mouth trembles as realization hits. A hand to his chest, curls into a fist, his breath comes faster, chest rises and falls. He looks around in the cave, then toward the entrance, and back in disbelief. After gazing about for several moments, he gets to his feet, dusts himself off, and stumbles from the cave. “He would not trick me so. He cannot be this cruel.”

	A heaviness settles in his chest. Then, reminded of the words Michael spoke before he left, he muses. I wouldn’t listen. No. He knew I’d come and find disappointment. How he must hate me.

	~~~

	Sadness overshadows Adonai. He knew Lucifer had gone ahead, and he knew what he’d found. To Michael, he says, “Yes, you tried to warn him. Be not dismayed. He chose not to listen.” Adonai’s features soften. He chuckles. “I gave the man and woman the Cave of Treasures, not Lucifer. They will make it into a place of beauty, a home away from the garden.”

	Lucifer saw the humans following Michael toward the cave. Quietly, he slid into the shadows of the forest, slaps at a spider, swipes its web from his face. I’d love to see their look of despair at what He handed them. Lucifer chuckles. I’ve better things to do than waste my time watching the two. Not so precious now.

	~~~

	The smell of cedar in the crisp air refreshes, though neither knew the type of tree. Seeing a waterfall at the opening, Eva gasps in pleasure. “Fresh water to drink. And look, what is this?” her fingers reach to touch the earthy moss clinging to cold wet rock. Turning, she sees wild plants growing with green fruit upon them. Picking some, she places it on her lips, tasting the berries, chewing. “Eew.” She spit them out. “They’re bitter and disgusting. What else is there to eat?”

	Michael shakes his head and explains. “Soon the sun will ripen the berries. It will not be like the garden, but tasty and edible.”

	Following Adrian into the cave, they stare appalled. “What is this terrible place with little room to stand?” They’ve forgotten the lovely green outdoors. Again, Eva moans. “No lovely garden, no treasure, nothing but hard stone for a bed and dirt for a covering. Oh, Adrian. Our punishment is too much. We no longer would exist had Adonai taken our life.”

	Adrian takes her in his arms to comfort. “Together we’ll make it into a home and make it beautiful.”

	Michael knew they would find what was needful in time and left.

	~~~

	Lucifer ponders his next move - to rule the earth and create chaos. And so, Lucifer leaves the couple to their pitiful cave, devoid of the treasure he had expected. “He gave me all the earth and hell, of which I said I’d rather rule, so I shall. He’ll regret doing this to me.” A scowl on his handsome face, he turns from the cave.

	Upon falling from heaven, Lucifer lands near an enormous sea of salt water at the edge of a desert. The salt and sand scour his perfect skin, lips now dry and cracked after days as he wanders about; he’s ready for hell. The desert winds carry debris, as well as sand, to leave his eyes gritty and irritated, the air nowhere as pristine as heaven’s. And the humans are an equally miserable sort. Unhappy at this state of affairs, he allows no one near him.

	﻿In time, he ceases to lash out at those who come near. Yet wonders, How could Adonai have created such a world? He grumbles. It’s not like his lovely garden, which was a place of beauty. 

	Lost in memories, he imagines the balmy waters and lush plant life, a sea with white sand, not a dry desert. It was then Lucifer sojourned to the Garden, to enjoy its loveliness. Then returns to his place on earth, having created more than a little mischief. 

	~~~

	Untiring in his effort to rule on earth if not in heaven, he creates chaos wherever he goes. No longer a cherub, he is six feet of humanity disguised as the mortals he despises, yet he is so much more. Chest muscles strain against the fabric of his tunic. He is well aware of his appearance. Forearms and biceps taut and well-defined, he flexes them to see the eyes of women light. They do not seem to notice his full lips with a hint of cruelty, mirrored in his moss green eyes. Rather, the maidens stare as his abdomen ripples like snakes in water and many long for his attention.

	Taller than the desert men, these he scorn. And being seen as a human makes things easier for him on earth. He chafes at the shame of his lowered state. Still, being so tall means others must look up to him, which he finds pleasing. The arrogant desert men, like the women, are not tall, so he pleasures himself in seducing their women.

	Lucifer’s mind, pricked by the memory of the lush garden, recalls the first man and woman whom he tempted into disobeying and giving into lust. He sniggers, recalling. She was such fun, so it was almost worth this misery I now endure. Still, I will make Him pay for doing this to me, and he calls to his fallen ones.

	“See to the earth women, tempt them into a life of disobedience and debauchery. They’ll fall into sin easily, as did the one in the garden.” He tells how he tempted the woman. “Give them not pain but fleshly pleasures, so they want to indulge in lusts.” His fallen, delighted, eager to obey, they do as commanded.

	Lucifer encourages all kinds of depravity. “Tempt them also to indulge in idol worship. See to it the men bring their women into the temples to gratify their sexual excesses. They’ll enjoy the life, then bring in the sacrifices, which Adonai desires. There’s one kind I find appealing, however it’s not the kind He had in mind.” He chuckles to himself.

	Eager to obey, his fallen, no longer constrained by heaven’s rules, take earth women, and copulate with them; their offspring are giants, later known as the Nephilim. These creatures are cruel, yet to gain their approval, the people worship the giants.

	Soon other idols spring up, statues of gods and goddess’. “How does Adonai like the competition?” Lucifer sniggers. “Let him criticize me now,” and he scours the earth, prowling around like a lion, seeking to devour more souls, bringing them into hell.

	Lucifer wipes his eyes to dislodge the grit and looks at the desert women. Beauties with luxuriant dark hair and black eyes, he tempts them into sin as well. No wonder they tempt the fallen as much as the fallen tempt them, he muses. Tasty treats all, and fornicates with many. “Why not partake of these beauties?” He asks his commander. “Do you not find them delightful?”

	“I’ve had my time with them.” Andras shrugs. “You enjoy enough for both,” he says, then asks, “When do you return to hell?” I need a life of my own, and not take care of your ego, he muses.

	Lucifer chuckles. So, Andras sees me as taxing. “I’ve seen the one who desires you. Have you noticed her? She’s quite attractive.”

	Andras’ face flushes. “Yes, but the conflict they bring is almost worse than the war in heaven.” He walks away wondering why he ever followed Lucifer.

	~~~

	
No temptation has overtaken you that is uncommon to man. God is faithful, and he will not let you be tempted beyond what you could possibly endure… (1Corinthians 10:13)

	4_Earthbound

	L


	ooking up, Lucifer forgets all about Andras. His eyes land upon a beauty he’s not seen before. Walking toward her, he pretends not to notice, yet is aware of every curve of her lush body, creamy skin. Red-gold hair cascades over smooth shoulders to curve about her voluptuous breasts. Lucifer’s eyes gaze into hers, gleaming with lust, and he no longer pretends disinterest. He is very interested.

	Heart pounding, his breath short, drawn to her, he isn’t sure what to think. She is no earth woman, for none ever affect me so. He asks, “Who are you and whence came you to earth? Not heaven.” For he knew no such thing was possible.

	“No, my Lord. I am created from your passions and desires to instill lust in all who look upon me. I am Hell’s succubus, made for your intense delight and earth’s mortals.”

	Lucifer’s gaze explores every curve of her body and parts he only imagines. “What is your name, succubus?” Nostrils flare as he continues to look her over, swallowing saliva as it pools in his mouth.

	“Clio, my Lord,” she says. “Named for the Goddess of love and beauty. Or beauty and lust, for my work is to tempt mortals so their souls enter hell upon death.” She flicks her tongue over her lips.

	Approaching the woman to press himself against her, his hands glide over her smooth flesh. The back of his hand slides over her cheek. She flushes with pleasure at his touch. Lucifer puts his lips to hers and bites her lower lip, sucking on it. His carnal longings intensify.

	Clio deepens the kiss; her tongue penetrates his mouth and her tongue explores his mouth.

	Lucifer’s arms wrap, about to pull her closer, and she feels him harden in desire. They do not speak, as there is no need to express their mutual passion.

	Lucifer’s on fire, breath rapid and shallow as she runs her hands through his hair and down his back, then slips her hand under the fabric at his waistline, her fingers stroke. He nearly orgasms.

	Lucifer pulls her into the shadows with a grip possessive and demanding, and focuses on the intense sensations in his body. Pleasure intensifies as he anticipates their joining. Heart pounding, a shiver of delight washes over him, and Lucifer tears aside her gown, enters her. With a shudder of bliss, he releases his passion into her.

	Satiated, his hands continue to caress. “Tell me, woman of lust and beauty, what is it you desire?”

	“Why, only to serve you.” For now, anyway, she muses.

	“I desire you in hell,” he says and smiles down at her. “Enjoy yourself and your time with whomever, as you await my pleasure. I won’t be long.” He vanishes.

	~~~

	His consort in hell for centuries, Clio pleasures Lucifer as well as many others both, in hell and on the earth. Yet, she also plans for the time when her role changes. Unlike heaven, where nothing changes, change is a given in hell. And a succubus made for the dark Lord he cannot trust. Still, Lucifer spends his time on the earth as it suits him, so Clio has time to plan when he is absent, seeing to his other affairs and his commander.

	~~~

	“Andras, why so glum?” asks the dark lord. “There’s not enough to satisfy and make life interesting?”

	“My Lord, the hunters are fascinating and hunting dragons is exciting. Yet, I’ve not seen any, such as the one you seek.”

	“If you’re bored, Clio could help pass the time. She is quite a treat, and hungers for you. Yet, those earth women are a bother. We’ve had this talk many times over the centuries.”

	“I’ll give it some thought,” Andras says. 

	That’s as likely as his returning to heaven, Lucifer muses to himself, but says no more.

	Within days, Lucifer returns to hell and his charges. Lucifer’s fallen ones create havoc on earth, busy tempting the mortals. What to do with Andras? he wonders. He is not using the mortals for my agenda. This must cease. And he considers what to do. 

	“Clio,” he calls to her. “Come, my lovely one. I have work, which you shall enjoy.”

	Like a cat on the prowl, Clio slinks in, cups his chin in her hand and asks, “What do you desire, Lord.” Fingertips trails across his cheek and down his chest. A coy smile lifts her lips.

	She almost seems genuine, he muses. Her smile never reaches those eyes. Violet with thick long dark lashes, they gleam with lust from a perfect face, one devoid of emotion. 

	Red-gold hair falls in spiraling curls over her white shoulders, smooth as the rest of her. A gown of silk falls about her lush body, moving with each step, and each is with purpose. Gazing at Lucifer, she knows. Oh yes. He’d love to fornicate, but not today, she muses to herself.

	A Succubus and potent female Fae, Clio can bind a person and steal their soul. She’s a demon in female form who tempts men and women to engage in sex with her using any technique. And she’s especially creative. Yet Lucifer is immune to her lust, for the most part, after having her for so long.

	Unable to keep his eyes off her and her provocative allure, which still tantalizes him. He sighs, and says, “I know it’s difficult, but let’s stay on track? You know, Andras. Well, you don’t ‘know’ him - if you get my meaning? But you know who I mean.” 

	She nods, eager to hear of the tall handsome angel. I’ve had my eye on him for centuries. She considers his attributes and feels her lust, enjoying it for a moment. Hoping Lucifer will send her to him.

	“He’s not adapting. I need him to incite the mortals into sin.” 

	“So, you want me to do what?” Clio says.

	Lucifer shares his ideas with Clio.

	Meira had been an unwilling temple whore when Clio met her. After helping her escape the temple life, Clio provided her with a different, more creative profession, and left. Yet, to have contact with her, Clio must alter her appearance so the woman doesn’t recognize her. And so, she makes a few modest changes, hoping they will be enough.

	~~~

	Clio watches Meira. It’s been a long time, but she’s as lovely as ever, she muses. Lucky for her, having Andras to herself. Meira’s hair and eye color, differs, but otherwise they’re a lot alike. I remember her well; it will be a delight to entice her with my angel man. Clio watches Meira walk. Beautiful, but she doesn’t know how to make the most of her assets.

	Clio walks to the café where she saw Meira and enters. Walking to the table where Meira sits, she says, “Mind if I have a seat?” Then sits without waiting for an answer. 

	“If I say no?” then asks, “Do I know you?” sensing something familiar about the woman.

	Clio shakes her head. “No, I’m not from here.”

	Meira persists. “I’m sure we’ve met.”

	Clio says, “We’ve never met.” I need to distract her she thinks. “A friend of mine? Maybe you know him, Andras? He asked me about you and seems to think you might like him.” 

	Meira’s eyes widen. “No, but he sounds full of himself.” She reflects, He noticed me watching him? Oh dear.

	“Andras wants to meet you.” Clio slides closer, puts a hand on Meira’s shoulder, strokes her, and leans in close. “Perhaps it’s not a man you desire?” Her eyebrows raise, suggestive. 

	Meira shrugs her hand off. “Not interested.” Her eyebrows draw together. Irritated, she muses. She has a lot of nerve.

	“Andras seems to like you. Maybe you’d like to get to know him. He’s hard to miss: tall, dark, handsome and a man of means. Did I mention he’s well-built, if you know what I mean?” She winks. 

	Meira stands and scowls. “You’re crazy. I don’t know you or this Andras, so leave me be.” Striding to the door, steps firm, Meira opens it and walks outside. Searching the street in both directions, she wonders. Did he send her? Why would he not come himself? The street’s empty and she hurries off. 

	He must have seen me and thinks I’m interested! Meira mutters, anxiety rises. I’ve heard he’s one of the fallen. He looks no different from other men. Recalling when she first saw Andras, tall, dark and handsome, muscles ripple everywhere. Her heart skips a beat. Okay, Maybe he is different than most men. Why am I attracted to him? He’s nothing special.

	At home, Meira’s thoughts linger on Andras. I heard the fallen mate with earth women. Shaking her head, she tries to put it out of her mind, but is aware of her response, imagining him. Her hand drifts down her belly where she feels her own lust.

	~~~

	Clio watched Meira leave. Ah, she’s attracted to him, though she denies it. Why does Lucifer want Andras with her? Clio leaves the shop.

	Andras watches from the shadows, so neither of the women can see him, and wonders, Why is she here?

	An archangel until he joined Lucifer and was cast out of heaven. Now, I’m stuck here. Though she could spice things up. Still, I’ve work to do.

	After arriving on earth, Andras found work with the dragon slayers; it paid well and kept him away from Lucifer. He has me looking for that damn dragon. He puts the woman out of his mind to focus on the cherub he seeks. Too bad this one didn’t stay out of the rebellion.

	~~~

	To find the dragon, Andras puts word out with a warning, “It is more dangerous than most. When you see it, you’ll know what I mean, so be cautious, or it will slay you.”

	“Sure, but it’s only a dragon. How dangerous can it be?” They laugh at his concerns. “Look, we promise to let you know when we find it. We cannot hunt a dragon for fun though and ignore the money makers.”

	“I know. Some men have families and others are saving to buy land to raise a family. I understand,” Andras says, and agrees to pay for any financial losses while they hunt the dragon. 

	Several weeks pass before one brought news. “It was breathing fire and flashing lightning. I’ve ever seen anything so terrifying; it killed all of my companions. What the hell. It’s not an ordinary dragon.”

	“You guys, if you recall, I did warn you.”

	“I don’t know why the dragon let me live,” he says, mouth trembling as he recalls. “After I begged it for mercy. Said we were searching for, not hunting it. It chose not to eat me. I want nothing to do with those beasts.” Hurrying off, he soon quit dragon hunting.

	Andras laughs. I warned them. Ordinary dragons have a long tail, four legs, horns, barbs, and scaled bodies. He shakes his head, I couldn’t tell them it was a cherub; they’re different and they’d not believe me.

	While dragons are fire breathing lizard-like with wings and a long tail, Cherubs have more lethal attributes. Andras wasn’t sure what to expect. He’d often seen Lucifer as a cherub, in the heavens, but knew all things heavenly appear different on earth.

	Winged, dragons are found underground in caves. So, Andras went to find a cave and found himself a dragon. He’s shocked by what he sees. This is nothing like those I’ve seen before, he muses and watches the dragon as it turns into a cherub. 

	An icy shiver courses through Andras. His heart races, and quickly he backs into the shadows. No wonder he was terrified, he gasps, and steps back even farther, not wanting to be seen.

	This dragon had three sets of wings, four curious faces and eyes that let him gaze all about; its legs, unlike usual dragons with curved legs, his are straight. It gleams like polished brass. He’s so luminous, Andras ponders. Almost like heaven’s angels. Unable to mount a defense in his terror, he is frozen until the dragon speaks.

	“Ah fallen one.” A scent of brimstone touched its breath. “Fear not. Unless you came to slay me like the hunters you sent?” He considers, What does he want? Its snout curves into a smile. “In desiring to devour the one, he said a dragon hunter searched for me. So, I let him live. Generous, no?” 

	Andras watches the dragon, and hesitates. He offers a flash of a smile, feels like running. Then he finds his tongue and tries to be casual.

	“Indeed. I am a dragon hunter, in search of Lucifer’s friend Azrael, once a cherub.” Head tilts to the side, eyes narrow as he watches the dragon. “Don’t suppose you’ve seen it?” Taking a breath to calm his fear, Andras attempts a casual smile, and feels more confident. Yet he remains wary. 

	“I like your sense of humor, hunter, so will not eat you.” Chuckling deep in its throat, its inner flames stir, grey tendrils of smoke swirl into the air. “You say you’re Lucifer’s friend.” The dragon grumbles, and Andras feels a whisper of heated air flow past. “As if anyone could be his friend. It took him long enough, centuries. It’s not like I’m hard to find,” he rumbles deep in his throat.

	 “Why it took so long, I know not. Only now did he send me. So, I will let him know where you are.” Andras walks to a nearby hillside. To summon a demon, a fallen angel requires only a command. And Andras commands the demon, amused, to see the dragon’s eyes widen at the change in his voice.

	שד, להגיש בפני כמצוותי עבור לוציפר אלוהיך! It means ; Demon, submit to my command as to Lucifer, your god!”

	“I’m know no Hebrew,” he says. “So, use another’s voice.

	Shortly after, the demon Azrael rises from the earth and Andras’ lip curls. He does not like this one. “Tell Lucifer I found his dragon. It awaits his pleasure. Be gone.” The demon vanishes back into the earth on its way to report to Lucifer.

	“Awaits his pleasure,” the dragon rumbles, its eyes narrowed. “I’d eat him for leaving me here, if I were not a faithful friend,” he says as the angel returns. Andras feels a rush of heated fire blow past as the dragon breathes and he perceives its thoughts. This hunter, or fallen one, is most pleasing. Eyes widen in surprise, for its uncommon for him. The dragon, with an amused smile on its snout, informs, “I allow you to hear my thoughts. It’s easier than speaking.”

	Andras waits for Lucifer. As the two chat, Lucifer appears and notes the camaraderie between them. Relieved to find his dragon, yet jealous, he says, “You’ve outdone yourself. Is he not glorious!” His words flow into the air as his jealousy lessens. “Earth should never forget their splendor, so he remains safe from hunters like you. Long should he live.”

	Andras replies, “This dragon is your friend, a fine companion for you, my lord. It is a privilege to protect what is yours.”

	Lucifer notices its snicker. At the imagined slight, he turns his own rage on Andras. “Begone, before I reduce you to ash!” 

	Andras vanishes from Lucifer’s sight, not wanting to feel the heat of hell fire or smell its scent on his clothes.

	~~~

	
 

	 “I will speak of the Dragon

	its strength and its graceful form.

	Who can strip off its outer coat?

	Who can penetrate its coats of armor?

	Who dares open the doors of its mouth?

	ringed about with fearsome teeth?

	 

	Its snorting throws flashes of light;

	its eyes are like the rays of dawn.

	Flames stream from its mouth;

	lightning bolts shoot out.

	Smoke pours from its nostrils…

	a boiling pot over burning reeds.

	 

	Its breath sets coals ablaze and

	flames dart from its mouth…

	When it rises, the mighty terrified

	retreat before its thrashing.

	The sword has no effect 

	nor does the spear or javelin.

	 

	Iron it treats like straw

	and bronze like rotten wood…

	Nothing on earth equals it—

	T’was a creature without fear.

	It looks down on all the haughty;

	it is king over all who are proud.”  (Job 41:1-26)

	
So, God created humans in his own image;… male and female he created them. (Genesis 1:27 CJB)

	5_His Desire

	A


	ndras returns to Eridu, in the land of Sumer at the edge of a river plain. Eridu sits close to a marsh between sea and land with shifting waters and deep reed thickets. Heading for home, Andras sees the woman who watches him, her hair is pulled back to reveal a face other women no doubt envy. Arched eyebrows frame lovely almond eyes. Dark sweeping eyelashes brush her rosy cheeks as she looks down.

	When she smiles, white teeth flash between full lips, he imagines they taste like ripe berries. Andras licks his lips. Her sculpted figure had a small waist and full hips with long legs, not the sort to go on forever, but Andras could imagine them wrapped around him. He felt a tightening in his groin.

	Yes, she watches me, still the earth woman pretends not. Be bold he tells himself. Nervously, he strides forward, feels his heart thunder in his chest. Drawing near, her violet almond-shaped eyes flicker with silver fire. Skin creamy gold flawless. His anxiety is gone and Andras feels the heat rise within. How I’d love to trail my fingers over her soft skin and through that rich dark brown hair. He can feel his fingers twine as he pulls her head back to plunder those full red lips, his tongue penetrating, investigating.

	As he nears, he notes her face flush. Yet she does not flee. Cautiously she sees his approach, her own breath catching in her throat, and swallows at his tall, well-muscled form. The tunic he wears fits his sculpted form perfectly. It was easy to see he was a warrior. You don’t look like this without some serious workouts. Pulse pounding, she waits for him.

	I’ve seen men in training and always admired the way their corded muscles ripple when wielding a sword or lifting a shield, sweat glinting in the sunlight. Her heart sped up.

	Sauntering up to her, leaning against the building, casual, he asks, “Why is it, when I see you,” watching her lip curl at the corners into a smile, she moistens them with the tip of her tongue. “You seem interested in me.” Andras’ heart now races, breath shortens, his belly tightens. Were we alone in private, I’d drag her to bed. Damn, no woman has ever affected me so. “Yet you pretend otherwise,” he says. A smirk hides his nervousness. “It seems you enjoy watching me. Anything else you’d like to do?” 

	Her face flushes. “What… such arrogance.” Oh my, he’s lovely and bold. Yes, she muses, as she clears her throat. I’d love to take you to bed. The woman, now Clio, takes a step back, as if unsure, struggles not to laugh, and tries not to let him see the sparkle in her eyes. He is so yummy.

	Yet Andras is busy apologizing, trying not to offend. “It’s not my intent to make you uncomfortable.” He says and sees her flush. His gaze lingers on her lips. I want to kiss those lips, shove my tongue down her throat and tease until she says yes to whatever. Instead, he says, “I meant nothing by it, but you do seem interested.”

	She turns to leave, as though offended, and Andras reaches out to her. As their fingers briefly touch, Clio then set a spell of entrapment, binding him to Meira. Clio walks off, as if angry.

	I should have asked her to stay. His eyes follow as she walks away stride like a lioness stalking her prey, except she’s moving away from me. What fun she would be! His mouth suddenly dry, Get a grip, he chastises himself.

	Recalling his talk with the dragon. Why does she have this effect on me? Andras considers his friends, most are married, and speaks to the dragon hunters. “You have no idea how this woman made me feel.”

	Andras describes the one he believes is Meira. 

	“You’ve been bested by an enchantress.” They say and chuckle. “There’s plenty about, swaying their hips, enticing us men to make fools of ourselves. It’s amazing one’s not captured you yet.” 

	Sniggering, one of the men says, “Aye, the women talk about you. They find you husband material.” 

	Andras flushes. What would they think knowing my thoughts? I’ve been with more women than I can count, yet she has me feeling like a child.

	Seeing Andras’ embarrassment, one mistakes it for confusion. “You’re a good provider. Bring home fish from the sea and dragon flesh. Women like it. While they want looks, mind you, providing for a family is best. I’m not talking about the lovely young ones without good sense who tease.”

	All the men nod and another says, “We like to look.” He winks at Andras. “Easy on the eye.” He glances around. “Don’t tell my wife you hear!”

	To himself he thinks, If she knew about Clio and our time together, she’d kill me. He smiles as the others laugh and consider female’s qualities. 

	~~~

	Meanwhile, back in hell, since meeting and taking Meira’s place, Clio returns to Lucifer: “Meira’s away and I’ve assumed her image. I set an enchantment, so he desires her.”

	“I want him to give into his desires.” He says. “Remember how Uriah’s wife cheated with David? He got her pregnant? David wanted Uriah to bed his wife while he was on leave so he would believe the child his. A good soldier, Uriah refused. All it did was get him killed. Which reminds me, my lovely. Who’ve you made a fool for you, cheating on his wife?”

	“One of the dragon hunters agreed to spy for certain favors I’ve granted him. I’ve been able to keep an eye on Andras, knowing you’d be pleased.”

	“I assume he’s pleased, and doesn’t know he’s lost his soul.” Lucifer takes hold of Clio to show how pleased he is and pulls her into his arms. “You’re not leaving. Not this time.”

	Removing the gown, none too gently, his powerful arms wrap around her so she cannot get away. Suckling her breasts, he takes his time until his cravings are satisfied, then walks away.

	Rising from the floor where he’d taken her, Clio rages, To think I once found him desirable. Lucifer chuckles as she pulls her clothes back on. He sees her anger and reaches for her again.

	“I have other things to do,” she says, pulling away. “You’ve had your fun.”

	“All you have to do is pleasure me. Is that not what you said to me once?” He snarled. “You were made for hell and for what I desire. I desire you!” Ripping her gown down the front, he throws it to the floor, followed by Clio. Standing above her, powerful chest and arms ripple as Clio tries to scramble away, but he grabs her by the hair, twines it tightly around his fist, and pulls her face to him. “Pleasure me now, as you’d like to do, Andras. Yes, the way you imagine being with him.”

	Once finished, Lucifer shoves her to aside. “Now get dressed and get out. You’ve done marvelous work, and I wanted to show you my appreciation. Still, you don’t appreciate me anymore, do you?”

	 Clio rises, a sour tang in her mouth, a burning in her throat. Head bowed, she holds back the tears, and stills her trembling as nausea rises. Taking a deep breath, she stands and enters her wardrobe, picks out a new gown, while keeping a safe distance from Lucifer, watching him from the corner of her eye.

	“You were pleased to copulate with your master, as you once called me. Eager to please then, were you not?” His eyes narrow as he watches her.

	Hesitating, Clio recalls the first day and her words of passion. Turning, she looks over and walks to him. She speaks soft and low. “Yes, my Lord, I’m always pleased to serve you, in whatever way you desire.” Leaning in, she kisses Lucifer tenderly, then turns and leaves, determined to begin anew, for Clio is no idiot, and her plans must one day be fulfilled. She then leaves for Sumer to do as Lucifer commanded.

	Eyebrows raised in surprise ﻿with an incredulous stare, Lucifer’s fingers touch his lips as he watches her walk away. He is silent for a long time, not knowing what to think. He’s pleased she yielded and is going to carry out his command. But he wonders, What mischief does she contrive now?

	~~~

	“Andras, how nice to see you,” A flirtatious smile on Clio’s lips, dark lashes shadowy above violet eyes. Whenever I see him, he captivates me. How I’d love to be Meira.

	Andras’ face flushes, yet he remains silent. She knows her curves scream female and Clio sees the evidence of his lust. He desires me. Flashing a smile, she turns away and glances back. “Don’t be such a stranger.” She winks then smirks, seeing a glimmer of lust in his eyes.

	Taking a deep breath, Andras hadn’t realized he’d been holding. He stares as she walks away, hips swaying. Speechless, he blinks several times, mouth open, he wants to follow her, but remains where he is.

	Several days later, Clio appears again, wearing an outfit clinging snugly. She walks by Andras, not saying a word. 

	What the hell? It’s like she doesn’t even see me. He rages as his desire conflicts with self-doubts, to spring up like weeds. Have I misread her? Why do I care? He argues with himself. She’s an earth woman; they’re nothing but trouble, even Lucifer said so.

	Yet he can’t forget. Each time he imagines her, his breath grows short, and he forces himself to push away disturbing thoughts of her. Expecting to see her at every turn, Clio vanishes for a few days, which adds to the mystery. When she reappears, it’s as a shameless flirt. Andras feels a warm flush of desire until she ignores him again. 

	What is she doing? Angry and hurt by her games, he thinks, I’ll not have her play with me. Andras puts her out of his mind, except Clio has decided to ‘up the game,’ as she says.

	Clio again disappears, then reappears and bumps into him and says, “What a surprise to see you.” She looks at him, eyes twinkling merrily. 

	Andras wants to ignore her but cannot with the enchantment at work. “Surprise?” he says, wanting to leave, yet he moves closer, towers over her, and looks down into her violet eyes. His eyes are angry.

	“I must’ve had my mind elsewhere.” Seeing his anger, she says warmly. “I’d never ignore. a fine man like you intentionally.” Her hand lightly brushes his arm as she turns to leave. “I look forward to seeing you again, and perhaps a bit of fun.”

	Andras feels like in a dream: He’s with a woman, one who knew exactly what to do with a man. Astride him, her legs clasp him tight as she rises up, and he slips inside. Her muscles clamp onto him as she moves in rhythm, stroking. The powerful feelings she provokes, he cannot describe. Within moments, a powerful orgasm overtakes him. Startled out of his daydream or whatever it had been, he’s unable to speak. Her tongue moistens full red lips as she leans in. “What fun, eh?” Then winks and walks away.

	 Andras’ desire flames, breath grows short, heart thunders in his chest. This woman I must have. In the past, Andras had fornicated with earth women, as had all the fallen, until he felt it had taken over his life, and chose celibacy to feel more in control. It moved his attention away from fornicating and inward, allowing him to focus on his personal life. He enjoys what he’s accomplished. Now, his long-time refusal to have anything to do with earth women and sex suddenly vanishes.

	~~~

	Lucifer follows Clio’s antics. Pleased with the results. “At last Andras will be back to bedding earth women again, bringing them into hell, at least this one. He calls to Clio. “It’s time to return home before Meira returns and discovers the deception.” 

	I had him in my bed. She scowls, unaware of Lucifer’s thoughts: If Clio were to bed him it’d spoil my plans. What is she thinking? Revenge on me, doubtless. Truthfully, Clio wants the archangel for herself and has for centuries; it has nothing to do with Lucifer, who’d denies her request.

	~~~

	Andras eagerly looks forward to seeing the woman, and it isn’t long before Meira returns. Heart racing, he approaches, not knowing he’s been deceived, and this is the real Meira.

	 “Hello. It’s nice to see you.” He looks her up and down brazenly, his eyes glimmer with lust. Maybe I’ll invite her home. Give her a test run.

	Meira scowls at him. “Who are you?”

	“It’s Andras,” he says. A frown crosses his face, and he swallows. Scratching his bearded cheek. “We’ve met before.”

	He moves closer, hears a sharp intake of breath. Her eyes widen in fear, and Meira backs away, eyes flicker back and forth.

	“Andras. I don’t know you.” Hand out as if to ward him away. “Get away from me, or so help me, I’ll scream.”

	Confusion clouds Andras’s brain. “Have I offended you in some way? You seemed interested in me the last time we met.” The other day, you almost took me to your bed, he almost says, but does not.

	Scraping a hand through her hair, Meira tucks a loose strand behind an ear, her cheeks pink. “We’ve never met, and I’ve not been anywhere near here.”

	 “My apologies,” Andras stammers. “You look like a woman I met a week or so ago. I’m sorry.” His face is red, sweat runs down his back.

	Meira recalls the woman she’d met before going out of town. This must be a coincidence. “You say she looks like me? That’s odd. I met a woman a while back who resembled me.” Smiling to herself. This might be a way to get to know him, and asks, “I thought she looked familiar. You might think I’m a little crazy now, but would you like to join me for some tea, to make sense of this situation?”

	She’s inviting me to tea! Who drinks tea? What an odd woman. “If you’re sure. After all, we just met.” A grin slid across his face, eyes twinkling.

	He is a handsome one. And before he can change his mind, she says, “There’s a café down the street. It’s where I met this woman.” Together they walk to the café where Meira had first met Clio. “She walked up and sat at my table.” Nodding at the table, Andras follows her and together they sit and order tea.

	Andras realizes as he watches her. There’s so much life in her. How did I miss an obvious clue? Her eyes are green, not violet. The other must have been a demon. Then he knows. Clio!

	“I’d say the other is a demon, a favorite of Lucifer, hell’s ruler.”

	“You’re not serious?” He’s making a joke about it. “Are you fooling me?”

	“You know there are fallen angels. Why not demons?” he challenges. Why would she think I’m trying to fool her?

	“I’ve heard of fallen angels, but demons. Sure, people talk about demons but, most everyone knows they’re not real. I’m not even sure angels, fallen or not, are real.” 

	What can I say to convince her? “Angels are real, and demons are not so different. They’re powers Lucifer gave the fallen angels when he turned them to his evil ways.”

	 “Don’t tell me you believe this stuff?” Yet Meira’s intrigued by the idea as she says, “You do believe it, don’t you?” 

	 “How else do you explain the woman who spoke to you, who came to me looking exactly like you? She is a succubus. I’m familiar with Clio. Your eyes are green. Hers are violet. Didn’t you notice?” 

	“I suppose her eyes were unusual. But a demon?” She frowns as a sliver of fear snakes up her spine. “It’s crazy. I’m leaving.” She stands up and Andras thinks, No, don’t leave.

	“I’m one of the fallen.” He says, “You may not believe, but I can prove it.” He waits to see if her curiosity wins out. Still under Clio’s allure, Andras wants this woman more than any before. Say yes, he silently pleads, yet wonders, why do I give a damn if she stays or not?

	Meira sits back down but moves her chair farther away. I want to know him, but Is he even safe to be around? Sounds a lot of crazy to me. Her green eyes darken.

	Andras again recalls the other woman’s violet eyes. Clio used her power to attract me to Meira. What’s Lucifer up to?

	“How can you prove it? Do you have wings?” Meira asked.

	“Angels don’t have wings,” Andras says. “Cherubs do, like Lucifer, who was once a cherub. Adonai sent him to earth to rule in hell. His angels he locked up in hell, for the most part.”

	 “If you’re one of the fallen, how did you get out of lockup? It’s not as if your god would make a mistake, right?” 

	 “Let’s get out of here and I’ll show you,” he says, wondering, Will she follow? Standing, Andras walks to the door, then looks back. You’ll see I’m crazy for you, and one day you’ll go to bed with me.

	Meira looks away, lips tight. She clears her throat, draws a deep breath, and walks over, as if to follow. “I don’t know you well enough to go with you.” A frown mars her soft features. “Everything you’ve said sounds crazy.”

	“If you want proof, I know a safe place we can go, and I’ll prove it to you.”

	“We’ll see,” Meira says as she follows Andras out of the café. He tries to take her hand, but she pulls away and keeps a safe distance from him. 

	As they approach where Andras planned to take her, seeing the temple, Meira gasps. “There’s no way I’ll go inside that place.” Backing away. “I’m not going with you.”

	“We can get to the top another way, only if you’re okay with it.” He hesitates, unsure. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea.

	Hesitant but still curious, she says, “If we’re going, we’d better go before I lose my nerve.” As the words leave her mouth, Andras grasps her about the waist, without giving it a second thought, and transforms at the same time.

	Meira shrieks in surprise as he lifts her in his arms, and she doesn’t see him change, for he’s moving too fast. In a blink, they’re at the top of the temple, warm blue skies above, in the fresh air. Gasping to catch her breath as Andras sets her down, Meira gazes at him in wonder.

	“What are you?” Her words tumble over like leaves in the wind as she turns her eyes upon him: his skin, smooth bronze, white-gold hair spills over his broad shoulders to curl slightly. Lord, he’s tall, at least nine feet. His eyes gold and lustrous. He’s radiant, and so impossible. Her mind goes blank. Unbelieving, Meira is unable to grasp what stands before her. 

	Angels, as all celestials, are spirits who assume human form as needed. When cast to the earth, the fallen ones, now disguised as humans, move about between earth and hell. 

	In some situations, many know how to transform. All are capable of being a demon. Unless a person or angel has chosen the light, they become prey to the darkness. You cannot have one without the other.

	An angel might choose the light regardless of personal cost, whereas demons choose the dark in hope of comfort and ease. Angels are tough, for they have fought the war within themselves, and have a breath of flame. Their soul have touched the fires of hell and survived. Those who’ve battled and won, these angels move among the mortals, most are no longer tempted. Andras is one of the angels who lost the battle. Whatever he does, it is purposeful, though often evil.

	“You’re wrong about angels,” Andras says. As her eyes roll back, he catches her as she collapses at his feet.

	Meira had just met her first angel, and a fallen, one who has chosen the dark and regretted.

	~~~

	 

	
The angel of Adonai appeared to the woman and said to her, "Listen! You are barren, you haven't had a child, but you will conceive and bear a son. (Judges 13:3 CJB)

	6_Awakening

	A


	wakening in Andras’ arms, at first, confused, I look amazed at what my eyes behold. Then I remember what happened. I push away and get to my feet. “You are an angel.” Brushing a strand of hair out of my face I consider, I thought they all were crazy, believing in angels and demons. Look at him; he’s incredible. He was not only handsome, his face shone like a burning candle. I have to turn my eyes away. He’s so bright with eyes like flaming torches, and his arms and legs polished bronze. But the sound of his deep voice: it’s like a waterfall; the roaring fell upon my ears like gentle laughter and music. Feeling faint again, I think, I must be dreaming.

	He’s clothed in a loose tunic and pants with an ornate kimono robe over the top; it’s a watercolor-type wash of blue to gold and browns, from lighter to darker, top to bottom. I smile, for it reminds me of the desert at sunrise. His pants are dark brown, almost black.

	Slowly, the light emanating from him dims. I hesitate, then reached to touch his face to know he was real and not my imagination? He leans over, so I drop my hand to his firm broad chest, his arms, each in-turn I feel. His strong, rough hands, I imagine touching me, and blush at the thought. 

	My breath comes in quick gasps of wonder. “How is this possible?” I say and move away as he resumes his human form and clothing.

	“It’s a lot to take in,” he says, then muses, She’s brave to actually touch me.

	Tilting my head up, he’s so tall, I look into his eyes. When I open my mouth to speak, I have to take a moment to collect my thoughts. I feel crazy so I grip his hand. “Is there any way you can return to, you know, heaven?” and smile. “If you stay. It’s okay. An angel with me!” 

	Andras sees the sparkle and he smiles. “I am bound to Earth; though it’s more like hell,” he says. “No matter, you’ve had enough excitement. Let me take you home.” 

	 “I suppose it’s safe to show you where I live?” My lips spread across my face in a grin. “Unless you followed me and already know.” 

	 Andras’ eyebrows draw together. A pained look flits across his face and his lips curve down. He says, “Meira, don’t assume because I’m an angel. It’s safe. I am a fallen, and not one of us is trustworthy.” 

	As I open my lips to speak, a door slid open in the temple wall and two women walk out. One looks familiar. “Look who’s here. Meira. I knew we heard someone talking.” 

	The older one takes Andras’ arm and says to me, “You. Return inside where you belong.” She nods toward the door. “We’ll take care of this young male.” Her hand was still on his arm.

	 Andras removes her hand, and I know he wonders how they knew me? “It’s you who should leave,” he says. “We have no need of you.”

	As if on cue, she cries, “What is this deception?” Loud enough to be heard inside two men burst through the door as if they had been waiting to show themselves. The younger woman, fear on her face, cringes back. 

	The first woman nods at the men, then me. My heart races and I cannot defend myself from them. One grabs my arm, pushes me through the door. The other follows. The door closes behind us. Later, I would hear about what happened once I was inside with the two men.

	~~~

	I see her terror and her inability to respond to the threat. Held captive by the men, she vanished through the door, I thought. Except as the woman places her hand on my arm, I turn to see, Meira? “I thought they took you.” Now I am confused.

	Turning my head about and back, all I see is Meira. Frowning, I wonder, What is going on? I try to make sense of what happened. “We need to get out of here,” I say and turn towards Meira, then head for the ramp leading to the street. Except she surprises me as we pass the door. “As long as we are here, let’s have a look inside. I’ve heard a lot about the temple with the recent changes.” Laughing, she takes my arm and leads me inside “Come on, Andras. It’ll be fun.” 

	Fun, she says. My confusion must have been clear, for she says, “It’s nothing to worry about. I’ve been here before.” You could have knocked me over with a breath when she said what was in total contrast to her earlier reaction at coming to the temple. Like an idiot. I follow her, though I cannot see a damn thing. I’ve been in here too, so am familiar with the red light they use, which is hardly enough to see by. Smoke swirls in the corridor. “Are you sure we should be here?” I am shocked as she leads me this time through a doorway, into a room with a lounge.

	“Oh, look!” She walks over and drops onto a couch with a red velvet cover and plush red silk pillows. “Come sit with me.” She slides over. “Isn’t this exciting? I love this place.” 

	Seeing a gleam of mischief in her eyes, I feel playful too, and sit next to her, then I put an arm around her. This is more like it, I muse. She doesn’t seem to mind the temple now. I’ve heard it’s changed since I was here. I wanted a little fun, but did not expect this. She’s full of surprises.

	“No one cares,” she says, shifts her legs and turns toward me. Her slender hands drift low, fingers slide her gown up. Taking my unresisting hand, she places it between her legs, and moves her hips. I groan and harden.

	Seduction was what I did best, working for Lucifer, but she’s good too. I’m still not clear about her until I see into her eyes. She didn’t just look at me; she looks into me as if she knows my desires so, I pull her into my arms. With the kiss came the smooth touch of her body. I feel her tension. I also feel something is very wrong but, at this point, I wasn’t questioning. 

	Her eyes speak of her desire. So, I push her down onto the couch. She lies still, quivering while my hands move over her belly, down over her legs. Her breath hastens, and the intense rhythm of her heartbeat pulses like lightning as my hands slide up the silky flesh of her thighs.

	We look into each other’s eyes. Both are lost within the breathless paradise of what awaits us. I press my body against hers. Then, without her consent, for she’s offered herself, my hands pull her gown aside, grasp her hips, to pull her in against my hard muscular body; she is helpless in my powerful touch. Not that she cares. Indeed, she does not resist; her legs open and my fingers slide into the treasure. I feel her clench, her hips undulate, muscles seek to pull me in, and I want more.

	I take my hand away, toss off my robe, remove her dress. Quickly I penetrate and move within. Feeling her muscles clasp tightly, her passion surges. So, I plunge in harder and deeper, intensifying the pleasure. I stroke firmly and rub hard against her clit and feel it swell. Then her orgasm crests and with one last deliberate thrust, I feel it ripple around me, one pulse after another. I follow. It’s a whole body numbness. For a few seconds, there is nothing, then it’s everything, as I explode inside her.

	“I’ve desired so long,” I say, and cannot stop smiling. “When we first met, it was the demon, but now It’s you.” I turn to look at her, not recognizing her for what she is, but wanting more of her.

	“Stop talking, fallen one, and do what you’re good at,” she says. A smirk curves her lips as she reaches to touch and stroke me. Soon I am ready again. This woman knows what to do with a man, I muse. She throws a leg over me. Now astride, she rises to let me slip inside, muscles clasp as she strokes and rotates her hips, clenches and releases. The powerful feelings she provokes remind me of the vision I’d had earlier. I feel a mounting pressure inside and moan out loud. This feels so out-of-control. It’s mind-shattering, like a waterfall surging towards me yet creeping in from every part of my body until I’m desperate for it to stop. I want it to go on forever. Then, comes the release and it’s over and she’s left me vibrating, trembling and weak. “Damn.” Is all I can say.

	I think. If I didn’t know better; it was like coming to hell fire. Before I can say a word, hearing a scream, it’s one I had heard earlier and ignored, caught up in the lust. It sounds like Meira. I look and see the woman’s accurate image. “Acadia! What the hell?” I spring to my feet, pull my robe on to cover myself. “Why?” I say, dumbfounded. Then, not waiting for an answer, I leave, race down the hall, toward the screams. Fearful of what I’ll find.

	~~~

	The men drag me into the temple, to a room they used before with the whores. I’ve been here before. “Okay baby. Let’s get on with it,” one man says as the other looks me up and down, slams the door and turns the lock. “No one will disturb us.” He opens his pants, his engorged organ freed.

	“What are you doing?” I know what they’re doing, but try to gain time. I back up and wonder, where is Andras? Was this his plan? He wouldn’t do this; he’s an angel. 

	In a flash, I recall his words, ‘We’re fallen. None of us are trustworthy.’ Feeling my face pale, I know, He’s a fallen, one of the evil ones, so I try for the door, but the man blocks my way.

	“I’m not a temple whore!” I shriek in protest.

	“Oh, you’re a whore. I’ve had you before.” He strikes me across the face, pushes me down. His hand reaches and rips my dress off, then throws it on the floor. One hand holds my throat as he knees my legs apart. I try to pull my legs together, but it’s useless. He violently penetrates to take his pleasure and several minutes later, he backs off and says, “Len’s looking forward to a good time. I know you remember him.” He says and slaps my face none too gently as his partner approaches.

	“Oh, stars. You cannot.” Weeping and frantic, I try to get off the bed. “No. This isn’t right.” I remember both of them from when I was a temple whore long ago. I want no part of them, especially this one. Fear, like a lightning bolt, streaks through me. I still have the knife scar this one left me.

	He approaches. Raven black hair glistens in the dim light, his face with cold eyes intense above a sliver of a nose, his thin lips form a smile that never reaches his eyes. He looks at me and says, “I’ll take what I paid for. Then we’ll see what else we do.” His voice cold, he shoves me down. “Be a good little girl and we’ll both enjoy it, like you did before.” He whispers. I recall him and tremble.

	He slowly circles my nude body, shivering, nipples tight, my breath comes in quick gasps. “Now, tease me with your fantasy. You do have fantasies?” I hesitate and his hand snakes out to slap my face, sending me to the floor. “Now what does your fantasy compel you to do?” His partner giggles and masturbates as he watches us. “I hope you’re very creative. If not, I can be.” His hand strokes the knife at his belt.

	He pulls me to my feet, sets me back onto the bed. His hand flashes again, like a snake, slaps. “Don’t be so slow. You know what comes next. I’m ready to see how creative you are.” His crotch is firmly in my face as I reach to open his pants. His cock springs free. “Now fulfill my fantasy.” He says and shoves his hard organ at me. “You know the rules too. No biting. Now show how much you adore me, my whore.” Closing my eyes, I dredge up the memories and take him in my mouth.

	Surprised when she didn’t resist, he’s helpless once she twines her tongue around his hard organ; it swells in response and begins to throb and harden more. Sucking, she slowly circles, letting him gently out to almost escape, then sucks him in, teasing over and over. He’s unable to move as she works her magic and gasps in pleasure. “Oh, damn babe.” He wants to orgasm but holds back and allows her to work him.

	Before finishing, he shoves her away, pushes her legs apart and thrusts his hard organ inside, tearing her flesh as he slams in and out. Meira moans in pain, so he plunges in harder and deeper, intent on intensifying the pain. He strokes firmly, intimately, deeply, and rubs her hard to feel her clit swell and knows an orgasm peaks. With one deliberately cruel and painful thrust, she orgasms and he feels it ripple, one pulse after another.

	He trembles in an orgasm, then moves away. “Oh, I remember her. Let the priests know we’ll take this one. She knows what to do to pleasure a man.” 

	Embarrassed to have orgasmed in being raped, and terrified for I know the temple sells whores to men and they’re never seen again, not alive. I heard of bodies washed up at the edge of the marsh, and the things done to them. “Oh, please.”

	“Please. So, you did enjoy it. Well then, let me give you something special. We can start now.” 

	He pulls out his knife, and I recognize the handle, a snake carved into it. He strokes my face, then my breasts with it, gentle, yet menacing he moves over my belly, presses in. “You like?” Next he slides the knife lower, about to enter me with it.

	The other turns as Andras kicks in the door. “Oh no, not Andras,” I cry and pull back, frantic as he pulls out his knife. I cover myself, see Andras turn into an angel, sword in hand. He grabs the man, knocks him to the floor, shoves the other away from me, and kicks his knife to the side. His angelic sword is raised high. I feel relief knowing he’s come to my rescue.

	Reaching for the cover to shield myself and to staunch the bleeding, I watch the horror unfold. The first man scrambles up and tries to leave the room. Andras knocks him back; he falls down to the floor.

	“Did Lucifer send you?” Not waiting for an answer, he cleaves head from body. Blood sprays and runs in rivulets down the wall to pool on the carpet. I see Andras glance at the one white face, now covered in blood. Smile gone, green eyes stare sightless then dissolve into ash. I can tell he knows him. “He’ll be back in hell,” Andras says.

	The other gets to his feet and tries to flee, but he couldn’t get out the door. Andras takes hold of him and says, “Did you enjoy yourself? Was it worth your life?” He dispatched him, removing his head neatly. “Tell Lucifer, I sent you!” He snarls as the demon turns to ash as well. Andras picks up the other man’s knife and slides it into his belt.

	He sits beside me, and I cannot help but cringe. He says, “I’m sorry. It’s all my fault. Please forgive me.” He doesn’t want to frighten me more, so moves farther away, yet reaches to take my hand. I let him. “I did not know this would happen when I brought you to the temple.”

	I had watched in horror as he slew those men and was glad. Terrified those men were going to kill me, I didn’t know what to do. I’d seen the knife and his vile nature. He did me some serious damage knife last time with his knife. It’s one reason I cannot have children. Then when Andras entered, I thought he would rape me, too. 

	Nearby, the young woman trembles at what she’d seen. Andras turns to the one who’d tricked him. “I know you, Acadia.” He gets to his feet. “Did Lucifer send you for this?” His gaze fierce and deadly, he glares at her.

	Fearful, she stammers, “I was told to entice and to give you pleasure. Andras, you know it’s what I do for Lucifer.” Nodding at the young woman, “She’s a temple whore. Not a demon.” 

	Andras, human again, looks on in loathing, “You knew they planned to rape and even murder her? How does it profit you? Now you can return to hell.” She gasps as his sword cleaves her head, black curls tumble to the floor. And she became as dust. Andras says, “She is a succubus who works for Lucifer.” This I did not comprehend, being unfamiliar with hell and its ways.

	To the young woman, he asks, “Are you a demon, too?” She shakes her head no. Then see scorn in his eyes. “Have you learned anything?”

	Fearing for her life, she cries, “I’m a temple whore. I didn’t know they were going to rape the woman. Please, you must believe me.” 

	She hesitates, tries to explain. “Men and women often come here and we do whatever is asked of us. Some pretend fear at being raped. The priests let the men do as they will, even violence.”

	By now, I am calm and feel pity for the young girl, so say, “Andras, please. What she says is true.” I turn to her, “As a child, my mother sold me to the temple as a prostitute. A woman helped to free me. I can do this for you.”

	 “I’ll do whatever you require. I’m at your service.” Crumpling to the floor, still terrified he will take her life. “Please. I don’t want to die.”

	Looking at Andras gratefully, I say, “Thank you. No man has ever defended me, only took what they wanted. Now, it’s time to give help. It’s not our place to punish. You dealt with the demons.”

	“It’s what a decent man would do.” Though a decent hardly applies to me. Andras says to the young woman, “Find her something to wear, okay?”

	The young woman leaves the room, reappears moments later with a damp towel and a clean garment. She helps me clean off the blood and their ejaculate and put on the clean gown. Feeling better, and more collected now, I wonder, Did he not know who he was with before? 

	Andras says, “We best leave before anyone else comes. We don’t know how they conspired to do this.” Although, I suspect Lucifer had a hand in it. He’s always watching. They head out the door, moving swiftly away from the temple, down the ramp. Though Meira couldn’t move too quickly so, Andras carried her part way.

	Andras is silent about copulating with the woman, rightly assuming Meira suspects. It was an honest mistake. Then why do I feel so guilty, like I should’ve known? Recalling his earlier misgivings, he shakes his head.

	~~~

	She must have been disguised, if he thought he was with me. So, he thinks I’m a whore, if that’s all he wanted from me.

	~~~

	Acadia shares the outcome. “He sliced off my head, damn you.” She shakes her head, black curls tremble, slide off her shoulders.

	Lucifer’s beside himself with glee while Clio rages. This he contrived? “Bastard. You ruined what could have been a good time for me.” She’s the woman I once saved and you turn her into a whore again, she fumes.

	“Oh, stop grousing. You have more than enough angels and mortals with which to fornicate. Let me enjoy myself for a change.”

	“Oh, like you don’t enjoy those who come here and get raped repeatedly? He was mine.” And you should have left her alone, she seethes.

	“Would you like to know what he would to do to her, if he took her?” Lucifer sneers. “I can call him up, if you like.”

	Clio is silent.

	~~~

	It does no good ruminating. I’ll speak to him later. I put the thoughts away. Soon we’re standing outside my home; it’s a compact building with a shop and living quarters in the back. 

	“This is where you live?” He opens the door so we can enter and there’s odds and ends scattered about, pieces of handmade jewelry on the counter and wished I’d sorted things out, earlier. In a case nearby, with a sheer fabric cover, he couldn’t see what was inside. I smile as he walks to the back and glances inside the other room. “This is nice. You have a livelihood here. Do you live here too?” he asks.

	“There’s a door behind the curtain, where we came after she rescued me. She let me stay and taught me skills to earn a living. One day, she left and never returned,” I explain. “She left this place with my name on the title.”

	The young woman says, “You are blessed.” She looks at everything, though less bold than Andras.

	“Everyone called her Cee. Red-gold hair and wicked looking with mischief about her. She was very exciting and a surprise because she did not seem the sort to help anyone. The men came for her, not the jewelry. 

	“At first, I thought she wanted me for them, but no. They always called her Cee and came to see her. She was a prostitute, for she’d take them into the back room.”

	Andras wonders about Clio and muses, It makes no sense. A succubus helping prostitutes! What Lucifer would make of her doing such a thing? He chuckles to himself. Acadia would not have done so. 

	Looking around, he notices the jewelry and its artistry is exceptional. “You made these?” he asks. I wonder, does he imagine the only thing I know how to do is fornicate? I feel my face heat, and nod. “Cee made some. But I keep them as a reminder. Aren’t they wonderful?”

	I pick up several, a piece at a time to admire. Then return them to the cloth upon which they rested. “I show them to patrons who aren’t sure what they want. They’re lovely examples. Most I can make or modify if needed.

	Andras noticed one piece had an identifier etched on the back, the letter ‘C.’ He was certain of her benefactor and chuckles. Guess she’s not all evil. “It’s time to leave,” he says. “You have a life, as do I, so I’ll get back to mine and leave you to yours.” He glances at me.

	“We’ll be fine. But I would like to see you again.” What am I thinking? I don’t know him, other than being a fallen angel who likes to fornicate. 

	Andras looks at the woman who came with me. “I need to know my friend is safe.” He says and nods at me. “I have nothing to worry about.” 

	A feeling of pleasure washes over me. I want the feeling to last. Looking fondly at him, and knows he cares enough to protect me. 

	Then, I recall the succubus Acadia, who lost her head. She was so beautiful, with long spiraling curls of thick black hair. And a body any woman would envy and men desire, and Andras. No wonder he went with her. A deep sadness envelopes me.

	~~~

	 

	
“Do not profane your daughter by making her a prostitute, lest the land fall into prostitution and the land become full of depravity. (Leviticus 19:29)
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	eira kept a lookout for Andras in the coming weeks, but when he did not return, she gave up, imagining he prefers the temple whores; she’s not one of them. Memories of the rape by those two men haunt her and her dreams; they remind her of when her mother sold her; they made her into a whore. Salma does not understand her mood, so tries to cheer Meira up. “He’ll be back. I think he likes you,” she says. “He’s so handsome.”

	 “Too good looking, if you ask me. Likely, the reason he’s not returned. Why would he want a whore when he could have any woman?”

	“You no whore. Have not been for a long time. Why say awful things about yourself? You are a fine woman. If he does not return, it’s his loss.”

	Why did I agree to leave with C? I ruminate. If men are only going to treat me like a whore. I may as well have stayed. Then I recall the one man with the knife, wanting to take me away, and I shudder. C may have saved me from a terrible fate. “You’re right Salma. I’m fortunate to have this fine life and a business.” Giving the girl a hug. “And you for a friend.”

	Weeks later, Andras returns to visit Meira. He rubs a hand over his hair as he approaches, uncertain of the reception he’ll receive.

	Why am I nervous? I have been with women before and she’s no different. Lips curve into a smile, he puts aside his nervousness, and enters the shop.

	“What have we here?” he says, raised eyebrows, seeing the women laughing together. “Having fun at work?”

	Surprised, my heart stutters until I see who it is, then it skips a beat. I jump to my feet and rush to him. “I am so glad to see you.” Glancing at Salma, the girl from the temple. “I’m sure Salma is as well.”

	I feel my heart race. He takes my hand and his words thrill me. “I am pleased to see you. If you have time, can we take a walk” He seems self-conscious and drops my hand, but his smile grows broader.

	Glancing at Salma. I blush and take his hand. As we leave the shop, my heart beats like a rabbit. “It’s good to see you. I didn’t know if you’d return, but I am glad you did.” I’m nearly panting in excitement, until he asks about the incident, what I’d like not to talk about.

	“How are you since, you know?” I feel my face flush as he looks me over, knowing to what he refers. ﻿Now nervous, I scrape a hand through my hair and tuck a loose strand behind an ear. “My lady part was sore a while,” blushing again. “But it’s fine now.”

	“If I’d known Lucifer put a glamour on the woman. Nothing appeared as it was. Then I realized she wasn’t you.” He smiles. “You’re an amazing woman to have done so well.” I thought she was Meira, at first.

	Andras feels guilty fornicating with Acadia, yet says nothing. I didn't know it was Acadia. It’s not like I thought she was a whore. Yet, guilt assails him for he knows lust had a hold of him. The succubus was incredible. I can see why Lucifer sent her. He muses. 

	“My mind was filled with you while hunting. I was eager to leave and to see you again.” Spots of color rise in his cheeks. “So, I hastened here.”

	Perhaps I’ll get lucky, he muses... Mentally, he slaps himself. I need to stop thinking like that; she’s not a whore. But I do want her in bed.

	Meira wonders, seeing the look he gives her and the lust in his eyes. He’s not so different, but I am. She smiles at the angel, though a fallen. “This is as close as I’ve let a man get, other than the temple. I feel safe with you.” Color rises in her face. Maybe that will change his mind.

	“You’re lovely. I do enjoy you.” Turning, they retrace their steps. “So, Salma will work out?” he asks.

	“Salma’s full of life, even with what happened. She is a joy to be around.”

	He looks away, unsure of what to say. “You’re okay?”

	“I’m fine. Nightmares, but it’ll be better.” A sadness crosses her face, then she smiles. “Let’s talk about something else.”

	Glad she won’t bring the temple up all the time. He says, “I left weeks ago and your life has gone on without me.” Andras turns to Meira and wonders, Do I have a future with her? Lucifer will make sure I do not, if he knows. He’ll turn her into another whore for hell, or try to.

	“I missed you. If it makes you feel better,” I can’t help but laugh and wonder, does he come for me as a whore, to find his entertainment? I ask, “You were with the female in the temple, Acadia. How do you see me? I’m not her, nor am I a temple whore.” Seeing his face flush, So, I know the truth and wish I’d kept silent.

	“Do I think you’re a whore?” Damn right, he muses, but you don’t need to know. “When I first saw you. What’s not to desire? Do I see you as a whore? No. What I did in the temple, I’d like with the real Meira.” And soon, he muses. What am I thinking? 

	“More information than I want, but if you’re willing to wait.” Her face flushes as she bit her lower lip and looks away. What am I saying?

	Andras grins. I’d take you to bed now if you were willing. He hardens and turns away. “Look. I need to get to work. I’m hunting this week. I’ll be back and stop by.” Seeing her face flush, Andras knows he’s on the right track. A warm feeling of pleasure moves through his core, surprising him.

	~~~

	Andras stops in with Meira and her companion when he isn't hunting dragons. Salma is an artisan, who sold some works and she’s attracted a young man, Marc.

	Andras visits Meira often and realizes he is falling in love. Never Imagined I’d feel this way about anyone. Though marriage is out of the question. “Salma and Marc are getting married,” Meira then shares their customs so he understands. “Women can have sex without marriage. But to marry, she must be a virgin.”

	“Sex without marriage. To marry you must be a virgin! Absurd.” Andras shakes his head. If we can have sex without marriage, why’s she waiting?

	“It inspires girls to remain a virgin until they marry. If later they decide to marry, the husband must take her as is.”

	“That’s more like it.” He bends down to give Meira a kiss. 

	 “You call that a kiss?” I place my lips on his, feel them full yet firm. My tongue teases and he draws me inside. His kiss deepens into one of passion of which he’s steeped in and it ignites my primal desire. I also knew he was awake, connected to me with a promise of real love, I hoped.

	Is she ready? Andras hardens at the thought. Breathing heavily, his face flushes. He knows Meira feels him hard as she holds him tight. We’re in the shop and someone could walk in. “We better stop, Unless…” 

	“Unless? Do you want to stop?” she murmurs, tongue slip over his lips, she pulls him closer, and feels his hardness as it rises against her and smiles. Damn he feels big.

	He’s thinking, Damn. I’m ready. “No.” He pulls her tighter, lets her feel more of him. “Perhaps in the back?” 

	Meira feels him grow harder. Oh yeah. Very nice. “We’ve waited long enough.” She swallows and breathes fast, her heart pulses. “Salma’s gone with Marc. Come on.”

	She closes the door and leads Andras into the back room. Shocks of pleasure ripple through her lower belly as she anticipates finally having sex. She pulls the top cover from her bed and turns to him.

	He slips her robe off to pool at her feet, admires her body, full breasts and a softly rounded belly. Andras strips off his clothes, sees her eyes on him grow wide. “Oh my,” she breathes, and licks her lips like a hungry lioness. He takes hold of her firm hips, pulls her down onto the mattress. Rising on an elbow, Andras asks, “Are you sure?”

	She pulls him to her and raises her hips. She is eager to feel him inside and says, “Don’t make me wait.”

	Every kiss is a raw intensity - breathing fast, hearts pound. Our skin slips softly over each other, like fine silk. His fingers penetrate and tease. I thrust into his fingers, panting and wanting more. Tongues entwine in a kiss. Then he’s inside and my breath changes with every thrust, my moans in time to his movement. He stops and kisses my breasts to my stomach, licks between my legs. His hands light; he’s using his fingers, watching my legs move, how my body writhes, my breath pants. He tells me he’s going to make me beg for it and I let out a moan, unable to articulate a response. His face drops down and his tongue is in me, teasing. Then he’s in me, deeper, harder, long enough to intoxicate my mind before stopping again. 

	Feeling her muscles clasp him, he groans and toys with her, revels in her passion, holds back a little, for he’s large, but she pulls him deeper until both move in rhythm together. They’ve waited a long time and, soon, Andras can feel the pressure build until he can’t hold it and reaches orgasm. She pulses as an orgasm takes her, and moans. Andras feels what’s happened inside her and enjoys the moment. “Oh my.” She whispers. 

	“I’d hold you forever, if I could,” he murmurs, arms around her. He nuzzles her neck. I’ll soon be gone, if Lucifer finds out. Reaching to fondle her, Andras copulates with Meira several times. It’s like he cannot get enough. It was different with Acadia, he thinks. I am not with a succubus, either, but a real woman. And yet, she has me captive.

	~~~

	Salma rushes in that evening, after Andras leaves and tells her she and Marc plan to marry. Seeing Meira’s face, she grins. “Andras came?” She goes into the back room, sees the covers on the floor, and the bed mussed and laughs in delight. “Well, was it great?”

	“Yes, it was. And Salma, he was so big. I was fearful if I could take him all in. He knows what he’s doing, so all went well, several times.”

	Huffing, she says, “When you fornicate with demons, even those succubae, no woman can compete. Still, it sounds like he’s a good one in bed.”

	“I have no complaints.” She smirks. “Now tell me about you and Marc’s plans to marry.”

	“I must attend the temple and agree to have sex with anyone who asks. I don’t want to. Marc knew I came from the temple, but seeing me with another man, he may change his mind.”

	“Don’t you worry. If he’s that shallow, he’s not the man for you.” Meira reassures her. Later, Meira informs Andras, who shakes his head in disgust.

	“How is this different from prostitution? The very one who takes part in it looks down on the women. If this Marc turns away, let me know.”

	Meira was right. Marc made sure he was the one at the temple to copulate with her, though the priest frowned, not knowing if he was a stranger.

	“Didn’t you say a woman has to be a virgin, yet they need to have sex with a stranger? How can they say they’re a virgin when they wed?”

	Laughing at his confusion. “Talk will not change it, so forget about it.” She pulls him into her arms and he doesn’t worry about anything else for a time.

	~~~

	“What does your God require?” Meira asks Andras.

	“Simple. No sex outside of marriage, which is a covenant bond not to be broken; we promise to remain faithful,” he says. “Angels do not marry, but here. It’s our choice. And I’m fallen anyway, so it does not matter” His deceit leaves an unpleasant taste, for one day he will leave.

	 I had told Meira about Lucifer and said he could me back to hell any day. I imagine this is a forewarning and so think nothing more about it.

	Meira, unaware, ticks off the marriage requirement on her fingers. “Temple sex. An engagement contract; your family pays a bride price and mine a dowry. I have no family and yours is what it is: heaven above or hell below; then we have a feast to complete the ceremony.”

	“You’re poking fun,” he says. “You just like to eat.”

	“True, but still necessary. Sex can be shared so we can live together, but they seal the marriage after the feast.” Meira looks at Andras and asks, “Are you sure you want to marry? It’s unnecessary, you know. I enjoy being with you, no matter. And I know you do as well.”

	Andras kisses her from the tip of her nose down to where she heats with passion again. After more time in the back room enjoying one another, she says, “The bride moves to her father-in-law’s home. How is it up or down there?” She quirks an eyebrow. “Once wed, the bride gets pregnant. If not, the husband takes a second wife, to forward the family line.”

	“So that’s it?” 

	“Would you like it more complicated?”

	He shakes his head. “No. Keep it simple, I say.”

	“Angels procreate, for there are the Nephilim. But I cannot bear children. After a man used a knife on me long ago.” A flicker of sadness.

	“If I hadn’t sent him back to hell once, I’d do it now.”

	“If I could get pregnant, would our child be a Nephilim?” she asks, not wanting to dwell on the past.

	“Yes, it would,” he answers. “Would such a child bother you, if you could have children, of course?”

	“If fallen angels are in hell, how did the Nephilim come to be?” Meira asks, curious to know more about him and the celestials.

	“Before Lucifer first came to earth, there were angels, the watchers. Then Lucifer told them to copulate with Earth women and bear children, so they did. The fallen will one day, with Lucifer, be forever in hell.”

	“You’re a fallen. Weren’t you evicted along with Lucifer and the others?”

	“I know the Father completes His purpose and one day Lucifer will call me to hell. Until then, I’m here on earth. Enough questions. So, having a child, a Nephilim, would be no problem for you?”

	“In my eyes, you are a giant among men,” she smiles, eyes alight. “So, why not the child?”

	Andras takes Meira in his arms. “Let’s get married,” he says. What on earth am I doing? I belong here. Yet deep within, he longs for heaven.

	Seeing the longing on his face, she says, “Of course I will marry you.” 

	~~~

	They draw up a contract; sign the legal documents. The wedding day arrives with Meira and Andras’ friends. As the bride approaches the altar, she holds her best friend Salma’s arm instead of a nonexistent father. Andras finds it exciting, and everyone enjoys the wedding feast.  

	Andras had a pleasure barge built, but no pilot, as he knows how to maneuver one himself. He wants Meira to himself. Traveling upriver during the day, the couple leave for an oasis one evening to enjoy the shade of the palms, both relax and sleep.

	Andras sees Meira awaken, stretch catlike. As he reaches to strokes her skin, she slides into his warm embrace and his lips caress her. He murmurs words of love. His lips trace down her belly. A bolt of desire sweeps through her and she opens to him.

	Andras takes his time, enjoys her taste as she responds to the warmth of the sun and his calloused fingers teasing. She whimpers, “Fill me, my lover.” Andras enters her welcoming heat.

	Soon they return to enjoy the rest of the journey, and not to think, but to delight in one another. Soon, it’s time to return. Andras knows Lucifer will soon seek him. He ponders his deception and the consequences. Then, he dreams a dream:

	Life is glorious until Andras hears Meira speak to someone who looks like Clio. She talks about the problems she’s had with him always being gone.

	“He comes and goes, never home. I think he’s cheating. He’s been gone a long time. I haven’t seen him in weeks. He’s not hunting dragons.”

	“If he returns, would you accept him back?”

	“Oh yes. He is my husband.”

	“If he doesn’t return, see other men. There’s a few who’re interested.” She smirks. “It’s what I’d do in your place,” she says, with a flip of her long hair.

	“Oh, no. I couldn’t. We took vows.”

	“He’s not keeping his. Why should you?”

	“Well, because...”

	Andras wants to hear her say, ‘because I love him,’ but the words do not leave her lovely mouth.

	“I’m not sure how I feel, but if I accept him back, he’d have to stop what he’s doing. Otherwise, I might find someone.” She smiles at the idea.

	Fuming about Meira’s threat to see another man, he shrugs it off as foolish. She’d not cheat.

	Returning home, Andras sees Meira on the same street where they’d first met. She’s with a man, one of his friends, a dragon slayer. The two look very chummy. His hand on her ass is intimate, and she’s not objecting.

	He flexes his fingers into fists. “I’m going to kill him.” And Andras turns down an alley before either sees him. He sees the man pull Meira into an embrace, kiss her, and fondle her butt. She leans in close and rubs against him as she had with him. Andras can barely contain his rage. How can she do this? He rages.

	Andras follows Meira and this man to her shop. Together, they enter. The man’s hand never leaves her ass. Andras watches from across the street as the door closes and knows why they closed it; they’re going to use the back room as he had often with Meira.

	With a heavy heart, Andras turns and walks away. Had it not been for Lucifer, I’d be the one. She’s only a whore. He rages to himself. His anger lessens the sorrow he feels. Still, I have my virgins, he muses.

	Andras came awake, heart hammering, he knows it was only a dream. And wonders, would she find someone? Is it because I am leaving? Damn.

	Andras doesn’t know what to do. I would never cheat, he rages. How can she imagine? The virgins do not count, for Lucifer has sent him to them and it’s part of his work, or so he rationalizes.

	~~~

	 

	
No one who practices deceit shall dwell in my house; no one who utters lies shall continue before my eyes. (Psalm 101:7)
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	ecalling the dream of Meira cheating on him, Andras takes her in his arms, her lips soften with kisses until she is willing to listen. Stroking her intimately, she responds as he kindles a fire, feeling her abdomen tighten as his passion increases. Heat pools in him and he feels her desire as her hips rise to meet him. Then he hesitates.

	Looking at him, she says, “Don’t stop, love.” 

	“Say yes, I’ll explain later.” He moves inside, teasing. 

	“What would you have me do?” she gasps.

	“Not a thing,” he persists. “It’s for you, a gift.”

	“You’re my gift. It is enough.” Impatient to complete their lovemaking.

	“Say yes to my gift. You’ll love it. I’m certain.”

	“I’ll take your gift–whatever.” 

	Andras responds to her. As they near completion, a deep warmth spreads throughout her womb and she wonders.

	A few minutes later, as they lie side-by-side gasping to catch their breath, she asks, “What was that?”

	“Recall you told me you could not have children?” For Andras knew to what she referred.

	“Yes. I remember. And?”

	“I saw sadness in you, though you seemed resigned to it. The gift is what you thought you could never have.”

	Meira lay quiet for several heartbeats as she considers his words. “So, the warmth I felt?” Her heart skips a beat.

	“Yes. It is a new life beginning in you.”

	“Why am I afraid?” She turns toward him. “Tell me your plan. I want the truth, all of it, no matter.”

	“Meira.” Andras stumbles to speak. “It would put you at risk. Are you sure you want the whole truth?”

	Sitting up, eyes flame, “What are you doing? You’re leaving, aren’t you? Tell me.” She sees it in his eyes.

	Jumping up to pull away, she crosses the room to stand against the wall and glares. His passion stirs as her nude body trembles, breasts move as she breathes, and he wants to take her again. “That’s it, isn’t it? You think giving me a baby to raise alone could take your place? You bastard.” She shrieks, hands curl into fists. Meira wants to hit him. “How can you do such a thing?”

	Chewing his cheek, a pained look on his handsome face. Andras struggles and knows not what to say. “Meira, there’s a reason. Let me explain.”

	Numb with shock, she says, “Shut the hell up.” Eyebrows drawn together in a frown. Pointing at him, eyes narrow, like a feral cat. “No. Not now. I need time, then you can explain yourself, if that’s even possible.”

	Clenching and releasing her hands, she’d like to scratch his eyes out. “Great,” she says. “What a fool I’ve been - for you, your stories, your lies!” She snarls and grabs her clothes, yanks them on, and slams the door as she storms out into the night. Andras sits numb, for he’d not expected this response.

	~~~

	Clio, hearing the uproar as she approaches, appears in the room. “What the heck did you do?”

	“Pregnant. She stormed out, furious. What can I do?” Andras runs his hands through his dark, sweat-dampened hair. “She’ll come around, won’t she? At least I hope so.” An agonized look, head bent, his heart hurt. “After all she’s gone through, I hate myself for doing this to her.”

	“You gave her a child. I rescued Meira in the past. She’s resilient. Still, I’m not sure how to help her this time.” Clio paces. “What about Lucifer?”

	“Oh, he knows. We argued because he’s the one who wanted me with her. Now, he wants retribution and, as usual, he wants to take it out on me, through Meira. And he wants me to bed more virgins.”

	He sees Clio’s look as she takes a step back, eyes wide. She blinks, trying to process what she’s heard. “The rat bastard,” she says, looking about, then sits and considers. “It’s not a surprise, I suppose.” She hesitates. “Ah, so that’s why the pregnancy!”

	“I wanted to tell her the truth. Not about the virgins,” he says. “I thought she’d be pleased having a child.” Andras shakes his head. “This is a mistake, one which may cost me if she walks away.”

	Clio’s thinking, the foul bastard sends him off to fornicate with the virgins but won’t let me near him. As he speaks, she says, “You’re the one leaving her. Yet you’re saying it’s worse if she leaves you. Help me understand.”

	A flush of shame brushes his chest to his face. “I’m afraid of losing her and haven’t thought about how this affects her, what it will be like for Meira.”

	“How might she be feeling and think, to bear a child not only part angel but a Nephilim she must raise alone! Need I remind you the Nephilim get pretty territorial? Never mind the angels who spawned them, pure evil.” Clio pauses. “To be honest, and I rarely am, imagine her going through this alone. Did you think before ‘gifting’ her?”

	Clio occasionally can see beyond the suffering she inflicts on mortals. The two sit in silence, wondering. After Clio leaves, while waiting, Andras falls asleep.

	~~~

	Standing on a dismal plain, Andras sees what seems for miles all around nothing but emptiness; it’s a dry barren desert. In the distance, a woman weeps. Realizing it’s Meira, he walks toward her to comfort, except there’s a river in front of him now and it’s too wide to cross.

	Andras tries to imagine himself on the other side, traveling as he could in heaven, but he cannot; there’s no way for him to get to the other side.

	“Meira, I’m here. I haven’t abandoned you,” he shouts, but there’s no sound from his lips. In frustration, Andras continues trying to get her attention, to no avail. Then the woman is holding a child as she walks to the river's edge, and glances up. Her sad eyes connect with his and she steps into the river and is swept away.

	Andras awakens. Damn dreams. What does it mean? There’s nothing I can do about it.

	~~~

	Andras conceals his marriage from Lucifer who asks about her more than Andras is can answer, “She’s a plaything. You said to taste the earth’s fruit. Don’t see why you thought it needful. She’s the same as the others.” The dream comes to mind as he speaks. Damn dream. What’s it doing here?

	Lucifer considers his commander. He’s lying to me, and I’m the greatest of liars. “You never know. You may want to bring her with you, to share with me and the others.” Andras cringes and Lucifer snickers. “You wouldn’t mind sharing, would you? She is quite lovely.” 

	I know about the assault and my demon, your rescue of the female, he snarls to himself, while watching Andras.

	“Tell me, are you prepared to return? You’ve been on earth far too long. Besides, I’ve another female for you to seduce. You do it so well. Actually, more than one, if all goes well.”

	“Lord, send someone else. You know I’ve not the heart for it.” What in all the hell does he want?

	“All the reason. You need the practice.” A grin splits his face, eyes bright with laughter. “This one’s perfect for my purpose and you’re perfect.” His eyes glow with mischief. “Do not fear, she’s far away, so no one will see you. Are you fearful Meira will discover your deception?”

	“My Lord, I’d rather you sent someone else.”

	“Is there a reason you cannot do as your Lord commands? Again, does Meira have anything to do with your reluctance, my commander?”

	Breath shallow, I answer. “No, my Lord. It’s as you desire.”

	“Good. Then here is what I desire.”

	~~~

	Appalled by what Lucifer asks of him, Andras also finds himself excited as he considers the women he’d bedded. “Most are temple whores, but there was a virgin or two,” he tells friends. “Those are the best. If you do it right.”

	“What do you mean?” he asks. “How’s it different from whores? They’re more fun, with all their experience.”

	“Oh, the whores have experience, but the enjoyment they seem to have is fake. Not so with the virgins. Let me tell you about the first one I took.”

	Andras recalls his first sexual experience on Earth. It was with a virgin, and a shock. “I’d heard from the other celestials about earth women, how lusty they were. It wasn’t true. Many were virgins and the fallen simply took them whenever they chose.” He chuckles and says, “It included me, of course. But leaving a woman crying in shame and pain, It was unpleasant. I had more fun courting and teasing them.”

	“What did you do?”

	“I asked one of the succubae. Not Clio, of course. She might have gone to Lucifer and told him. One of the young ones, Acadia. She was a tender-hearted one until centuries later. I don’t know what happened, but she became something else. I’m surprised Lucifer didn’t take her into hell and keep her, but he prefers her on earth.”

	“Okay. But what did she show you?” he sniggered.

	Andras laughs, remembering. “A little of both. Remember, in a sense, I was a virgin on earth. You might think of it as teasing. She’d heard I was asking around, and she courted me without saying a word.”

	“What did she do?”

	“Let me tell you what I did, similarly.”

	When I first came upon the virgin, I glanced at her and smiled. She looked away, not knowing my intent. I waited a few days, then came by, nodded at her, and kept on walking. I’d go by wherever she worked as a server and order a drink and sit. And I always dressed in clean clothes and was polite.

	Eventually, I would speak to her. Not say anything really, just casual. If she answered, I gave her my full attention, listened to everything she said. Told amusing stories, little things that happened.

	“It sounds time consuming,” one of them said.

	“It was but well worth it. I noticed Acadia looked me in the eye. So, I never let her feel anyone else had my attention when near her. I complimented what she wore, her hair, how beautiful her eyes were. Made her laugh so she was relaxed. After you’ve done this, you can wrap an arm around her casually, and if she doesn’t draw away, you’re nearly there.

	By then, the guys were eager to hear more. Andras shares his first experience with a virgin, which has him looking forward to the virgin on the hillside. He flushes with pleasure and ignores his guilt over Meira.

	~~~
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	arlier, Andras had impregnated Meira without her consent. Furious at the deception, she left. Now he awaits for her to return. When she comes in, hunger growls its displeasure. So, Meira ignores him, rushes to her room to change clothes, then goes to the kitchen to grab a bite to eat. Andras sits and takes her hands in his calloused ones. She looks away, not meeting his eyes, but he gently takes her chin in his fingers to turn her face toward him. 

	Looking her in the eye, he says, “I’m sorry. What I did was unconscionable, and never once thought how it might affect you. I thought it would help after I was gone, what it might mean for you.”

	Opening and closing her mouth, she struggles to speak, then looks at him, despair dims the light in her eyes. “Why do you have to leave?” Tears cascade down her cheeks. “I cannot do this alone, Andras. How can you give me a child, then leave? You don’t know what it will be like!”

	Reaching out, Andras enfolds her in his arms as she weeps until there are no more tears. He carries her upstairs and lays her down on the bed, kisses her wet face and dries her eyes. “You have been through much in life, and while I’ve given you a gift that brings misery, it will also bring joy, and perhaps save you.” Andras pulls a cover over her and says, “Sleep now.”

	“You won’t leave me, not yet?”

	“No. I promise.” His thoughts in turmoil he muses, I am abandoning her, but what choice do I have? It’s that or return to hell with her. He leaves then and walks out onto the plains of the desert. Hours later, after he’s seen Lucifer, imagining she is awake, he returns.

	~~~

	Meira slept only an hour to awaken and find him gone. A heaviness comes over her. Why must he leave? Her heart aches. She feels a thickening in her throat and tries to hold the tears back, but her broken-hearted sobs she cannot contain.

	~~~

	Lucifer calls to Andras, who attends him. “Have you left for the east village? I imagined you’d be done by now. Or are there more pressing matters you must attend to?”

	“No, my Lord. I’m leaving tomorrow.” Face blank, he reveals nothing of his feelings or what he’s done.

	“Excellent. I expect results within a fortnight. I know you will be thorough. Though it’s a first for you, is it not?” The fool imagines I don’t know what he has done. I’ll have my revenge. 

	Andras swallows. “Yes, it will be the first for me.”

	“The first what? I want to hear you say it.” Lucifer’s lips a thin line, his face as stone, eyes cold. He waits for Andras’ response. Come say it, he thinks, eyes narrow as he awaits Andras’ words.

	“The first Nephilim child.” He swallows the lie. “If I may leave, my Lord.”

	“Of course, my commander.” With a disgusted snort, Lucifer waves a hand, dismissing Andras.

	~~~

	The next day, Andras left for a village east of Sumer close to the mountain slopes where sheep graze. Upon entering the village, he seeks the town’s blacksmith. “I’m here to help,” Andras says. “Though not as good as you, I know what to do and will assist as long as needed.”

	“It’s not like I’ve a choice.” His voice rough and gravelly. “Lucifer ordered me to take you in.”

	Andras follows the man inside. “We each do as Lord Lucifer commands, though you’re inconvenienced.”

	“There’s plenty of work, and I can use the help for a time.” He shows Andras around his shop, then takes him inside and introduces him to his wife.

	“Lycia, this is Andras. He’ll be helping us out for a bit. Mind yourself when he’s about his other business. Whatever it be.” As he turns to Andras, a question in his eyes. “Anything you’d like to offer?”

	“Nay. You’ve said it all,” Andras says, flushing at the reminder of what his task is while in their village. His anger at himself rises and at the blacksmith. Why do I feel embarrassed? It’s my work, and he’s Lucifer’s servant on earth, nothing more.

	Andras walks about the village for a time to know his way around and become familiar with it. Though he knows he’s not staying long. Get it done, he mutters to himself, unhappy at Lucifer’s command. He also feels a tremor of excitement, something he’s not felt in a while.

	Andras spends a few hours with the blacksmith every day, then he heads into the nearby hills. The girl Lucifer sent him to seduce, tends sheep on the hillside. Spying her the first night, he remains where he is, notices her regal bearing as she walks. High, delicate cheek bones, small nose, luminescent blue eyes, creamy smooth skin. Her dark hair dances about her face in the breeze. He takes a deep breath to still his excitement. His gaze wanders down to caress her curves, and he feels a tightening in his groin at the thought of her.

	She was very petite, almost dainty, with a slender, curving waist, yet her hips full and womanly. He took her all in. She is pure yet doubtless has spirit and is a temptation to him, as she would be too many men. Still, he would be her first, and the thought excites him even more.

	Walking across the field, not wanting to frighten the sheep and scatter them, he says, “Hello,” Looking her in the eye, he sees she is not afraid of him, no more than the wolves who prey on the sheep. He smirks and knows Clio’s been here, and asks, “You seem to expect me?”

	The girl smiles, nervous, knows he is no ordinary man. She says, “Aye. For you stand out tall against the sky yonder.” She sees his hands loose at his sides and breathes, takes in the cool air, breasts push out. He notices, not small but not large. A nice mouthful, he muses. “Lovely,” he says. Her eyes see where his eyes roam, and she smirks.

	“What is it you want?” she says, then draws back, as he comes closer. She looks about but sees only the sheep who ignore her. He senses no fear in her, only caution.

	“I came to the hills to enjoy the birdsong of evening, as do you? Eyebrows raised as if to question. And to relieve your boredom.” His words calm her more, and he knows, Patience is all it will take.

	“I’ve my sheep who keep me company,” she says, then to herself, I know who you are and what you’re about. The chosen one of our Lord Lucifer. She delights in the handsome man and wonders how long will he remain with me? I would love for him to stay.

	“Surely you do. I’m not here to do you harm, just to enjoy the evening. So, I’ll bid you goodbye until the next time.” Andras leaves as he arrived. Her eyes widen in surprise, for Clio had said he was the one. Andras looks back and smirks. Her face was now full of disappointment. Clio was right. She expected me, and he returns to his room.

	Evening after evening, at sunset, as the sky turns gold then violet, the clouds edged with scarlet, he returns to the hillside and walks about nearby and stops to converse with the girl at times.

	From the first day, there was an invitation to better know the other. Yet, always they walked apart, he on the hill, she with her sheep. Still, her heart beat fast whenever he came near. Then an invitation. Upon his arrival, she stands on the hillside, looks down, her village below. Eager for his attention, she wonders, Why does he hesitate?

	The night sky Prussian blue glows with its crescent moon, the stars radiant orbs beneath the cypress trees; they flicker like fire in the moonlight, their dark branches twine to obscure part of the sky. Below the village, cottage windows glow with warm light. A slender steeple of the church pierces the air, rolling blue hills in the background. The street lights glow, giving it a sense of welcome and calm.

	She glances away, then at him, and smiles as usual. The curve of his lips turned up into a smile, as usual. She asks. “What do you want from me?” She gazes at him, licks her lips, an invitation in her eyes.

	“I want you, the most beautiful girl in the world. Skin soft as the petals of a flower, tender to the touch,” he murmurs, coming closer. Her eyes darken; their center expands to almost black. “What is it you desire?” he whispers, breath on her neck. Tendrils of power flow over her golden skin. Andras knows it affects her. She takes a deep hitching breath, cheeks flush with color. Lord how I want to be in his arms, held tight.

	As he comes to her, she pulse with expectation. It’s about time, she muses and wonder, Will it hurt? The women all differ in opinion. Clio said it would be a pleasure.

	Unexpectedly, she turns and smiles. “Would you stay with me for a while?” Hoping he’ll be with her forever. Hearing, he thinks, stupid girl. 

	His cool smile comforts. “If you asked for the moon, I’d do what I could to get it for you.” Sure you would, liar, he muses. 

	He follows as she walks to the knoll of the hill; the village below is a living map. Together they sit in the deepening dark. The evening breeze brings relief from the day’s heat. “The first day, I saw kindness in your eyes, though darkness too.” He again hears her thoughts; it’s the darkness penetrating me I desire. She blushes at the bold thought and he hardens in anticipation.

	“Yes, for there’s a bit of dark in us all. What is it you desire, lovely girl?” She hesitates. “Never mind. We’ll sit and enjoy the moment.” She moves closer and lays her head on his shoulder. Andras places his arm about her, to draws her closer. He feels her heat, her smell is sweet like wildflowers, and he knows she is ready. He throbs with desire and tense excitement.

	Andras waits for her to make the first move and soon she turns to him and says, “Will you kiss me?”

	He knows once he kisses her, any resistance will crumble. After a delicate touch of his warm lips, his power surges. His tongue penetrates her mouth to play with her tongue. She is willing to do his bidding. “I’ll do whatever you’d enjoy. You have but to ask,” he whispers. If you do not ask, I’ll take it anyway, he smirks silently.

	Smiling at him, for this odd man enthralls her, heart beats wild like a caged bird, heat pulses through her, and she is captive to him and his desires. She feels wet between her legs and knows he can smell her without a doubt.

	“I want you to lie down and enjoy what I offer.” He thinks, do it quickly for I tire of this foolishness.

	She does and lies still, lips quiver as Andras’ hands move over her belly and lower. The girl sits up and, in one fluid motion, turns, pushes him back. Before he knows it, she is astride him, thighs exposed. Her lips spread in a smile. “I’ve waited long enough. I’m ready.”

	Eyes widen as his smile broadens. “Are you now?” Well, this is more like it, he thinks. Their gaze lasts but a moment. He glances at her creamy thighs, begging to be touched, and he strokes them.

	Her breath ragged, heart beats an intense rhythm, then his hand moves up, searching, and slips under the hem of her dress. Fingers find what they seek, thumb teases, feels her wet. She slips onto the ground and gazes up at him, excitement in her blue eyes. “Do it now,” she whispers. “Take me.” 

	Oh, she is more fun now. Pressing his hard body against hers, his fingers fondle her, tear at the slight fabric of flesh. She moans, and he rips open her blouse. His teeth nip and tease her nipples and suckles her firm breasts. She grow wetter, her moans louder. Andras’ is unwilling to wait and knowing Lucifer’s cruel intention will be heeded.

	He pulls her gown out of the way, spreads her legs, and loosens his trousers. Rising above, she cries at the penetration as he takes her maidenhead. Then uses his power to incite her passion as he moves inside several minutes, drawing out his own pleasure. Then a soft moan escapes her lips, eyes widen at the unexpected intense pleasure, as Andras sends his seed into the girl. “Oh my.” she whispers. “It’s much better than I imagined.” And muses, This I would like to do quite often.

	He kisses her, and she falls asleep. Once again, as she sleeps, He cannot resist her lovely virgin flesh, so penetrates her again, feeling his power over her, as he enjoys himself for many minutes not caring about her. Yet, in sleep, she orgasms, believing she dreams a dream. 

	Upon awakening, he is gone, and she weeps tending her sheep, knowing she will not see him again. Still, she looks forward to the shepherds who come and pleasure her, until the child nears its arrival.

	~~~

	Lucifer delights in Andras. “Did you not enjoy her?” He says. “You seem distraught, Andras. You know how to help yourself, do you not? As you’ve done with the lovely virgin. Oh, I saw, and you say you have no talent. I’ll use you for all my virgins.”

	“As you will, my Lord.” He glares, still annoyed, for he had relished the task which reminded him of the pleasures he has long denied himself. “I admit the hunt was enjoyable, and taking her. She was very receptive, reveled in the encounter.”

	“Forget her and your self-gratification,” he snarls. “She’ll not remember you or how the child came to be. She enjoys the pleasures of other young men. You’ve made her a nice whore for hell. Never mind what your human wife may think of your misadventures.”

	Glancing at Andras seeing the pain in his eyes, Lucifer grins. “I cannot wait. You believe Adonai will rescue her? She won’t submit, even for good reason. And there are none.” He says, “Meira is a stubborn whore.”

	Furious, Andras wants to strike out so taunts the dark lord. “If she won’t submit to Adonai, she won’t submit to you, so you’re not so powerful.” His gaze challenges, lip curls, and he smirks.

	Eyes widen and his mouth falls open. He dares to mock me! Jaw clamps shut, Lucifer’s words push through gritted teeth. “Your disrespect deserves my punishment.” He puts aside the desire to send his commander to the lake of fire and instead says, “So, say farewell to her, then return. I’ll see her soon.” He chuckles. “I’ve other children for you to spawn from the earth’s whores. Now get out,” his growl was low and guttural.

	~~~

	Once home, Andras calms before speaking with Meira. “I’m sorry.” Sorry for more than you know.

	That’s all he can say? I’m sorry. “For once you could think before doing,” she shouts. “You deceived me.”

	His heart almost stops, and he wonders, Does she know about the virgins? How could she?

	Except Meira’s thoughts are elsewhere. “To hell with Lucifer.” Her arms crossed over her chest. “He’ll not have me if I can help it.” Pained by his leaving, she drops her hands, rushes over and falls into his arms. “I will miss you.” Andras takes her hand, leads her upstairs. He makes tender love to her for the last time, and she falls asleep.

	When Meira wakes, Andras is gone. Scrubbing a hand over her face, fingers run through her hair as she pushing back the tears, Meira heaves a sigh. “Time to get on with it. One more tragedy I could grieve over, but it serves no purpose.”

	~~~

	Several months pass and one day, outside her shop, she notices a young girl who’s pregnant. “Can I help you?” she asks, eyebrows drawn together in a frown of concern.

	The girl weeps, and Meira helps her into the shop. After a time, she quiets and says, “I seek the father of my child. When I heard about you, I knew Andras was also the father of your child.” She weeps anew.

	Meira stiffens in hearing, sits in icy silence for a time. Voice cold, she says, “I do not believe you.”

	“Clio told me he’d come, and he did, on the hillside, then he took my maidenhead. He also used me for his selfish needs as I slept. Friends in the village saw what he did.” Her words were bitter. “He did not return. Clio felt sorry for me, so she told me about the others and his purpose.”

	“The others? There’s more than you?” Meira also silently wonders what kind of friends spy on a young girl and her lover?

	The girl nods and her eyes well with tears and she weeps anew. Sobbing, she says, “Clio instilled the desire for him in each of us, and when he turned us into whores, he placed his seed inside.”

	With an angry shake of her head, she breathes out, struggles to form words of denial. Realizing her hands are fisted, Meira relaxes. If Andras were here, I’d beat on him. She rages within. Glaring at the girl, her hands again fists, she feels like making her take the words back. Except, in her heart, Meira knows her words are true. “The bastard. How could he deceive me so?” 

	The girl looks up, shocked at her explosion of anger. Meira’s not paying attention to her, however. Instead, she recalls the times Andras left when she knew he was not dragon hunting. Again, she shakes her head and says, “Clio told you true, so he’s returned to hell and Lucifer.” 

	At the hopelessness on the girl’s face, Meira’s own features soften and she gazes into the other’s eyes and offers a small smile. Reaching out to touch her hand, she doesn’t know what to say. “I am sorry. He could be wonderful, but as you know, he’s also a bastard and cares not for the feelings of those he has left behind.

	Meira offers to let the girl stay, but she refuses. Later, Meira berates herself. “I never asked her name.” And she never saw her again, though at times she came to mind whenever her heart softens toward Andras. Then, she recalls her empty heart and the young girl, and the others he doubtless left pregnant and wanting.

	~~~

	Time passes and Meira tires. One day, toward the end of her pregnancy, she lies down to nap, and dreams a dream:

	Dark blue sky overhead, a gleam of gold spreads as the sun rises, lights in the sky twinkle like fireflies. The feathered fingers of tree branches reach to the heavens, in silhouette against the pale gold of the emerging dawn. She stands before a wide, placid bay. Near the tide line is a man.

	Surprised, she steps back, afraid at first, until his eyes capture her attention. The golden light of the sun reflects only the love he bore, and a warmth suffuses her. He speaks, “Meira. Forgiveness is the answer. It is what will heal your wounded heart.” He pauses, a gentle smile on his face. “You will come to me one day. Fear not, for your destiny is before you, though you know it not. Andras was but is no more. Do not fear. You have found favor with Adonai.” In a blink, he is gone.

	Surprised by his words and sudden disappearance, Meira draws near to where he had stood, and sees his bare feet marked the sand’s moist surface. She smiles and thinks, so, I didn’t imagine him.

	Shaking her head at the wondrous visitation of what she imagined might have been an angel, yet he was so much more. And the love in his eyes. A sense of peace flows through her. Yet Meira walks on down the beach. 

	Upon awakening, she recalls the dream and considers its meaning. He says to forgive! How can I forgive Andras? She pushes away the dream.

	~~~

	
 

	Let the wicked abandon his way, the evil one his thoughts; let him return to Adonai, and he will have mercy; let him return to our God, for he will freely forgive. (Isaiah 55:7 CJB)

	10_a New Day

	M


	eira gives no thought to Andras’ children as the months pass. Her thoughts are only on the child she bears, and its future. Then, her waiting is over.

	Panting in labor, hoping for relief. Sweat slides and tears pool in her eyes. The pain blinds her. Lucifer watches her writhe in agony. Turning, Meira sees his visage in the shadows, as she strives to rid her body of the creature within Andras’ child.

	“Ah, child of love.” Lucifer tilts his head in glee, a look of triumph in his green eyes. His mouth twitches upwards on the left, dimpling his cheek. Anyone not knowing who he is would see him as charming. His look radiates superiority for he looks down his nose and laughs. He doesn’t care about her pain, and Lucifer settles back like a peacock. Crossing his legs, he looks with disdain at Meira.

	So, he awaits to capture my soul into hell. Yes, it’s close now, evil one, Meira muses in a brief pain-free moment. His hands rub together, excited. Meira turns away, and does not see Lucifer glance at Andras, and snicker.

	She sees Andras’ shadow. “You and your god!” she spits at him. “I’ll never believe!” The words torn from her throat, in a scream as anger toward him burns and she strains to birth the child who seems to struggle against entering the world. 

	The mid-wife looks up, not grasping what’s happening, shakes her head, then attends to the unborn infant.

	As the pain passes, Meira sees Lucifer’s smile. He imagines success–to win against Andras. She chuckles then another pain tears through her belly. Lucifer’s image fades for a time, until the pain again passes.

	How I long to take that final breath and end it. She feels another tightening in her belly, more intense. She recalls Andras’ words, ‘Do not imagine we will be together. You will be his plaything and he will make sure I watch your agony until it no longer scourges me.’

	Knowing of his betrayal and the virgins, the other children who will be born. Despair clenches her heart. “Damn you, Andras,” Meira shrieks. An intense moan pushes from her lips. As the tension becomes a spasm then the pain tears through her, and she whimpers, “Oh, when will it end?” 

	Losing track of time as birth pangs come one after the other. Its cycle is unbroken. It’s happening too quickly to process it. Numb, she ceases to care about who observes, only for the pain to end.

	Hearing Lucifer snicker, her head turns to see him in the shadows. “Oh, your lover is right. You will be my whore. What else are you good for?” His gaze intense, unblinking. He takes a breath, chest expands, for he’s certain of her destiny. “You’ll not escape, nor your deceitful lover who beds my virgin mothers.”

	He speaks of them? My child is one of Andras’ children. Yet I long for him and hate him too, the deceitful man. “To hell with you and Andras.” Her shriek pierces the air and even Lucifer cringes.

	Andras’ dark specter merges with the shadows that hold him bound. His eyes plead with her to forgive. She turns from him and rages in her thoughts. Then Meira hears a gentle voice, one filled with love; it encourages. 

	“Choose whom you will serve, the god of Earth or Adonai, creator of all. It’s your choice always.”

	In agony and uncertain despair, she imagines her mind plays tricks, and as she looks for the one who spoke, Meira later would swear she saw an angel. His face with rosy cheeks, hair glistening white; he seems to radiate light. Sighing, her eyes close at a fluttering in her stomach and she feels elated. 

	Glancing around, the blue and silver cloth shimmer on a robe trimmed in gold. A glow emanates from within him. “Choose and all will be well.” he says, face full of a deep love. It shone so brightly it lightens even the shadows, fading the image of Andras and Lucifer. Meira’s heart swells with an indescribable joy.

	Lucifer did not see what Meira saw, yet he hears he next words: “I choose Lord Adonai, creator and ruler of all.” His eyes widen in disbelief. “What the hell.” Lucifer shouts yet no one in the room hears him but Meira who grins at him and joy lights her eyes. She sees the fury in his eyes.

	The angel Gabriel cheers her on at the moment and later says, “A little push always helps to move the inevitable along. Heaven knew she would make the right choice.”

	Then the child erupts from her womb, whole and healthy, caught by the midwife still unaware of the drama taking place between heaven and hell. She says, “You’ve a fine baby boy.” No longer in despair, but full of life, Meira sees Andras fade into the Otherworld and looks away, sorrow in her heart. Him I will not forgive, she vows.

	Lucifer’s silence lasts a heartbeat, his face flushes and he shakes all over, clenches his hands, bares his teeth. Then curses erupt in a monumental rage. Meira cannot help but laugh at the moment, realizing what she’s done, and there are no regrets. The midwife, shakes her head at the strange words coming from this mother’s mouth.

	The midwife lay the babe in her arms. Later, Salma comes to visit and asks, “What will you name him?” 

	“One Hebrew name I like is Anak; it means Sons of Anakim; a race of men of great stature. I shall call him Anak, for he will be a giant among men and a Nephilim, I believe.”

	 “What about Andras? Will you tell him of his father?” From the look on Meira’s face she is then silent. 

	Meira scowls as her gaze drifts away. Salma doesn’t know where her thoughts went. Meira takes a breath and says, “Never speak of him again.”

	“You’ll let him believe his father left him!” Salma says, “He wasn’t born out of wedlock.” Anxious, she reaches to take Meira’s hand. “Are you sure?” Salma and Mark wonder about Meira’s choice but agree to do as she asks.

	~~~

	Meira thinks about Andras, often, knowing her anger covers the hurt. Lucifer doubtless sent Andras to those girls, but did he have to go? “Lord Adonai,” she cries, “help me forgive.”

	Meira wants to understand this new god. She does not know what to do. “After I birthed Anak, it felt so natural to hold my son. I was happy for my friend to help me care for the baby.” She chuckles. “I recall wondering how the baby felt! He was new to this world. I’d given him a new life and cared for him. But who’s caring for me, teaching me about you, Lord?” She ponders this for a while, then recalls Andras saying. “He will give you the answer to any question if you wait.” So, Meira decides to wait.

	After the baby’s birth, a friend comes to her, one who’d helped long ago. Now Meira knows she’s Clio, a demon succubus who led Andras to her. “You did what?”

	“I was under orders, just as Andras has orders he obeys. I am sorry, Meira. Think about it. You two had a lot of fun together. Let go of the anger. It won’t help you.”

	She asks Clio about Andras and the other women, the virgins he’d taken and impregnated. 

	“Oh, darling. It doesn’t mean he did not love you for a time. Hell is not heaven and Adonai, who’s unchanging. Hell is all about change; it’s chaos. Andras became part of the chaos by following Lucifer in his rebellion.” She pats Meira’s arm, and smiles.

	“We’ll speak later, for I can’t stay. Lucifer doesn’t know I’m visiting you; it’s best if he never finds out. You’re angry, hurt, I imagine. He had to obey Lucifer and complete his revenge for marrying you.”

	 “I think of him, especially at night when I’m alone.” When Clio does not respond, Meira asks, “Do you want to see the baby?” 

	Clio shakes her head. “No. It’s best if I have nothing to do with him. Maybe someday.” Clio knows she’ll meet Anak a long time from then when he’s grown up and beyond.

	“I’m to remedy a situation in the temple. Lucifer’s furious with a priest who now has a conscience. I’ll tempt him to commit some terrible sin; they cannot resist me; it brings on the guilt. And it is fun to have all this power.”

	She is one wicked person, or demon. She is a friend to me, Meira muses. The priests can say no to evil if they choose but I imagine they prefer their fleshly pleasures.

	~~~

	Anak was an infant when Clio last saw him. Now he looks like a four-year-old and in the next four years he is close to adult size. Meira’s neighbors have heard of the Nephilim, and many are fearful of him.

	Anak is a happy, playful child. Being so tall, he’s teased by the younger children. Meira watches him struggle, sees how he learns patience. He’s a great son, she muses, and helps around the shop as best he can. I’ll let him travel to Israel with me, when he’s older, she considers. 

	In time, Meira travels more for her business and often she crosses Israel, a land bridge connecting the land of her birth with Egypt. It is here Adonai answers her prayer.

	Meira meets a Hebrew rabbi who is as curious about her and her son as she is about him and his God. He answers more of her questions than she does his. He loves to talk about Adonai and Meira’s eager to learn, always curious about their practices.

	“Rabbi, what’s the Courtyard of the Gentiles?”

	“It is where unbelievers go to search for Adonai, who is unknown to them. Seek Adonai, and let Him find you and listen for His voice. His words are the stones that support our faith, indeed our life.”

	Meira knows he wonders then he asks, “Was your husband a believer?”

	“You’ve heard of the Nephilim?” Casting an anxious glance about, not wanting anyone to hear. “Andras was a fallen angel.” Not knowing how he will respond, she looks away and chews a fingernail. “I did not believe the fallen or demons existed until we met,” she says, and turns back. Her eyes light up, remembering. “Then he changed before I knew what was happening. He was so… I have no words; I fainted, because I could not believe what my eyes beheld. He was so radiant and beautiful. Yet the longer he’s on earth, the less radiant he became. He told me the evil darkens his features, as time moves on, especially the more he takes part in evil.”

	The rabbi stares astounded as Meira reveals what she’d seen of the angel. Still he is more curious than offended by her talk of demons. 

	“You don’t seem surprised?”

	“We believe calamities and illnesses are not demons, but from the Lord. If there is evil in a city, it is the Lord’s doing. Adonai uses both angels and spirits to fulfill his will. 

	“When spirits trouble kings, they come from the Lord.” His smile gentle as he explains. “Demons live in deserts or ruins nearby and they inflict sickness and trouble on the mind. Many people are deceived by the demons, but these evil spirits are sent by the Lord.”

	“I’ve not heard of such. It’s very interesting. I’d like to hear more one day, to understand.” Meira says. “Andras never spoke about these things.” And she considers, of course, as a fallen why would he? “I want to understand more, so my son also learns of these things.

	 “The people talk about your boy. He is tall as a man now, but is a gentle boy. No one here fears him.”

	Taking a deep breath, she relaxes. “Thank Adonai. I was afraid. People act differently once they know.”

	“Do not fear; we accept you. How can I help?” His kind eyes and soft voice give comfort.

	“I accepted Adonai at Anak’s birth. I have no idea what it means. I met you after Anak was born and was glad you came to my shop for a menorah that day. In our conversation, I learned you too believed in Adonai, or Jehovah as you call him.”

	“Hebrews have many names for Adonai,” he says. “Elohim and Yahweh are others. But there are other names for the Lord of heaven as well.” 

	Meira’s eyes widen in surprise and he chuckles. “Well, whatever name you use, I prayed for wisdom to know more. Then He led me to you. I want to know about this one God. My son needs to know more so he becomes a man after God’s heart, like your King David.”

	“Our tribe has strict rules, though not as strict as some; however, there are ways we must behave, with women. A man is not allowed to speak or shake hands with an unrelated woman. When we meet, bring your son. So, it appears he is the scholar. And he will be.”

	Meira left the synagogue. On the way home, she shares what she learned. “The new rules are not easy, but far better than the temple priests.”

	“I like the rabbi.” Anak says. “When do we go to Israel so I can meet him?”

	“When it’s time,” Meira says.

	~~~

	 

	 

	
And these words…You shall teach carefully to your children, and talk of them when you sit in your house, and when you walk by the way, and when you lie down, and when you rise. (Deuteronomy 2:6-7)

	11_On Faith

	A


	s Anak learns about faith in Lord Adonai he is excited to hear more of the Rabbi’s teachings. 

	“I‘m pleased you’re so eager. The new rabbi will pass this way in a few months, at the feast of leaven, so we remain home for now. No need to travel to Israel to meet him.” Meira hugs then releases Anak. “Enjoy life while you can.” She cautions, “Be careful about our talks, with whom you share them.”

	“Yes, mother. I’ll be careful.” Anak runs off to meet with some friends.

	Rolling her shoulders to loosen the tension, Meira glances outside but sees no one nearby who might overhear. Taking a breath to relax, not wanting to think about the consequences if the temple priests find out they’d been praying to another god outside the temple. 

	Meira one day hears the voice of Adonai. “Do not fear. For I have called you.” She chuckles, recalling the dream of Yeshua who is not yet born. She never shared it with the rabbi who has his own beliefs about the HaMashiach. He encouraged her not to fear. The Rabbi said. ‘To fear and not believe calls attention to your lack of faith.’ 

	‘When you fear, imagine Adonai saying those words: reject your fear. I redeemed you. I wept after the synagogue was burned long ago.’ he smiled. ‘In despair, I felt God’s comfort and love-so powerful all I could do was laugh through the tears. Then He spoke to me, ‘I am here. You are not alone.’ It’s been ten years and Adonai has never let me down. He will never leave nor forsake you, either, Meira.’

	That evening Anak returns home. After dinner, he sits with his mother and, eyebrows drawn into a frown, with a perplexed look, he asks, “How can love fight fear mother?”

	Unsure how to answer, she says, “Why do you ask?”

	“While walking in the desert this afternoon, I was thinking about how dangerous it can be.”

	“It is, and yours is, a brilliant question. Let me ask, how does my love help you overcome fears like those you’ve had in the past?”

	Anak looks down, as if his mind is dredging up memories. “I know you love me enough to be there when I mess up. Even then, you held me then sent me off to deal with my fear of the outcome when I did wrong. I knew you would be there afterward.

	“It’s like a weird noise at night, when I was little; you always protected me even from those unreal fears. When I was lost in the desert, to me it seemed hours had passed, yet I knew you would find me, and you did.”

	She gave Anak a hug. “When faced with the worst fears we can imagine, weird noises in the night or real fears we trust Adonai as you trust me. If we remain in His love, His love is perfect so, he saves us from our fears.” Now, if I can remember that when I’m afraid, she muses.

	“He saves us from the fear, not what causes it?”

	Chuckling, Meira shakes her head. “It would be nice if every time we came upon someone or something that could harm us, He would rescue us. And sometimes he does, but other times,” And all too often, she muses. “He simply wants us to trust him for the outcome.”

	“So, I could die but that does not mean Adonai is not with me, right? I don’t want to die, mom.” His lips tremble, forehead wrinkles with concern.

	Meira sees the fear in his eyes.  “Oh honey. It could be a long time off. Only the Lord knows the day. But I don’t understand why you fear death.”

	“There’s too much I’ve not done, mom, so many things I want to do, places to go and see the world.” Now Anak’s excited about the huge adventures he would one day take. In the moment, his fears have vanished.

	~~~

	Anak recalls his mother’s words as he lay in the dark, head throbbing, throat dry, stomach aches with hunger. What do they want? Who are they? He hears a scuttling sound, spiders likely moving across the floor of what he assumes is a cave. Every sound echo’s off the rock walls. It’s a large cave. he muses. I am in the upper hills outside the city. Then came a scent.

	Anak lay in the dark, listening. Its foul scent was putrid. He could hear its heavy body slither across the dusty rock-strewn floor. He had seen a dragon, once, a red-gold scaled beast. Dead, it lay still, scales no longer glistening; its limbs and wings outstretched in death; silver scales along its belly, like a dead fish. Anak shook his head at the memory.

	It’s a dragon. The horror of it tore through him like a dull knife. He’d not seen a dragon since his training days. ‘They’re Blood-thirsty,” His mother said. “Great winged beasts who kill without mercy. Be careful son.’

	Fear holds Anak as though chained, heart races, he gulps in the foul air and pushes away the urge to vomit. I must get away. How? To pass the dragon seems impossible. He trembles as an icy terror freezes his mind and limbs. How did my father kill those dragons? He wonders, heart races and short of breath, as panic nearly overtook him.

	“Not all died by his hand,” rumbles a voice like grinding stones; it shakes the walls and vibrates the surrounding air, and its foul breath, nauseating, it warms the cave. Anak cringes back against the stone wall.

	Wiping clammy hands on his pants, pulse pounding, he presses into the wall as if to hide himself, though he knows dragons have excellent vision even in the dark. Clenching and unclenching his hands, Anak dare not move, and he holds his breath to quiet himself further.

	Seeing a faint red light in front of him; it becomes brighter. Then he sees the outline of a beast. Flame burns within and its sound chills his heart. Lord, am I to become a feast for the dragon? Anak starts as a roar shatters the stillness, lightning flashes within its fiery maw. Its sound seems to fill the cave. Hands over his head, he crouches, terrified to even breathe.

	 “One dragon became his friend, and he never let me down,” it said, voice like a landslide crashing down.

	Anak drew a deep breath and spoke. “What are you?” His heart skitters through his chest, breath short as he gasps for air, and swallows hard.

	“Azrael, a friend to Andras, your father, as if you didn’t know. You seem to be a fearful lad. Too bad Andras wasn’t here to raise you to be a man and friend to dragons.”

	Anak’s anger burns away his fear and, scowling, he says, “He may have been a friend to you and never let you down, but he left my mother without a care. I hate him, so do not speak of his care for dragons as he had no care for his wife or son,” he snarls.

	The dragon ponders this news. His eyes sad, if it was possible for a dragon, who says, “I knew your father while he was on earth, so pardon, but you have misjudged him.” The dragon looks closely at Anak whose eyes narrow and he asks, “What did your mother say? All good, dare I hope?”

	“She made excuses for his leaving to reassure me he loved us. It doesn’t agree with what she taught me about Lord Adonai, who never forsakes His own! Him, I trust in - not my father.

	“Look, if you will not help, get back to hell where you’re from, and let me die in peace. Unless my captors plan to sell me as a slave. I suppose that answers the question of why I’m here.”

	Perplexed, the dragon gazes at him. Anak suspects it’s pondering what to do, perhaps eat him. Instead, it spoke. “Those men left you in my cave.” His grin wide, he belches a disgusting odor. “They were to hold you. Made a tasty snack,” he rumbles with a shrug, his wings lift to create a draft and clear the air of the foul stench.

	“Why would...? Never mind. I’ve heard stories. Get out or get me out. Either way, I’ll manage.” Hearing a shuffling of its wings, then a shadow across the cave opening, he holds his breath as the dragon speaks.

	“Head toward the rising sun when it appears, and make your way home. I’m not to offer aid. Lucifer said nothing about not eating your captors.” The dragon’s amused snort echoes and he vanishes from Anak’s sight.

	Relieved to be rid of him, Anak muses, That’s a dragon for you. Help only themselves. Lying down to await the rising sun, secure, he sleeps. Later he awakens to the sun’s rosy glow. Stepping toward the opening, he expects to see a dragon, but finds nothing but the pale light of dawn. Soon the sun will burn the sky scarlet, foretelling another hot day. Excited to tell his mother of this adventure, he sets off for home, joyful in his newfound freedom.

	~~~

	Hours later, following the sun, Anak enters his home, thirsty and hungry. Looking up as he enters, Meira sees his face and clothes, followed by a faint stench of dragons.

	“Where have you been? Gone all night without a word. I was worried. The Nephilim raided villages. We feared they took you.” She stops, not wanting to speak the fear in her heart, yet her words cascade like water over a broken dam. Meira takes a breath to calm herself. “I’m so glad you’re home.” Tears well up and she brushes them away.

	“It’s okay. Raiders captured and left me in the hills. Can I get something to eat? I’m starving.” His stomach growls in protest. 

	Meira busies herself preparing some beans and rice with goat meat. Anak it gobbles down, sits back, grateful to be home, his hunger satisfied, he tells of the dragon.

	“All he did was eat the men who took me. Then left me to find my way! Damn dragon. I’d slay them all. Not one is worth the sand they walk upon. He killed those men, else I’d have waited until daylight and found my own way. He had the nerve to tell me I was not brave.”

	Meira is silent, troubled by his arrogant tone, yet does not defend the dragon either. She suspects it was Andras’ friend, else why would it help Anak? ﻿ She shakes her head, takes a deep breath. Instead of saying anything, she decides on a course of action.

	~~~

	“Pay attention, boy.” Anak’s head snaps up and he looks at the man who speaks. “Look at your combatant, not the ground. Shut out all distractions. You’re in a fight for your life and what the onlookers think, or worrying about it can kill you. Let your world be a small circle and the one man in front of you, or woman. They’re a two sword-lengths away from you. Be no closer. Or if it’s a dragon, never look away. Now, drop into a light crouch and stand motionless.”

	Meira, Anak’s mother had gone to the dragon hunters and asked their help, to train her son. They agreed to. Now, with the hunter, Anak does as told. He waits, his eyes on the other man.

	“Keep your sword still.” His voice harsh. Anak realizes he’s been shifting it back and forth. “Every movement, every breath and shift and toss of wind can become something, but you watch your opponent, to see from where their next attack comes. Especially, the eyes. There will be a shift in the eyes that tells you he is going to strike.” Throwing a rock at Anak who flinches and dances back. The men all laugh.

	“Only one part of the world you inhabit at this moment; it’s all that matters. I don’t care if someone throws a fire brand at you. Keep your focus.”

	So, the lectures went as a different man him plays his opponent. Anak learns to defend at first, then to take the advantage, in time. The men nod their approval. He is a fast learner.

	~~~

	While Anak came upon no dragons by himself, he helped slay a few with the group. By observing and his training, he become more adept in using sword and shield, among other weapons. Their company pleased him as did tales of their hunts and his father. Though not pleased to hear of him yet courtesy stilled his tongue.

	Months later, the leader told him, “We’re off to help another region. Your mother does not want you to go. So, we say farewell.”

	Swallowing, he kept a stony expression, as he pushes away watering eyes, not wanting them to see his disappointment. Feet shuffling, he kicks the ground, shakes hands with each man who passes, and mumbles his own goodbye. His heart felt like it was shrinking into a hard nub, and he had trouble breathing. As he watched the men turn and walk away. Anak knew he might never see them again.

	One man came to Anak with an odd looking bundle. He took him aside. “Before your father left, he gave me this. Said I’d know what to do with it, when the time came.”

	Anak gazes at him, curious. “Why share this with me?”

	Smiling he laid a hand on Anak’s shoulder. “My young friend, I believe the time of which he spoke has arrived.” He reached down and pulled up the bundle, long and narrow, wrapped in a strange cloth. “In all the time since he gave me this, wrapped as it is, the cloth never faded nor become soiled. I dare say it’s a gift of the god of which he sometimes spoke.” He held the wrapped bundle out, and Anak took hold of it. “Don’t open it now,” he cautioned.

	“What is it, and what am I to do with it?”

	“Later. It’s a gift, and one day you’ll know what to do with it.” He hands Anak the bundle, then walks away.

	A gift. From my father. Anak snorts, looks upon it with disgust. He put the wrapped bundle aside and forgot about it.

	~~~

	Saddened to see them leave yet, because of his training, he’d grown into a vigorous man, besides being a Nephilim. He’d met other Nephilim who were warlike, and learned he could fight or die by their hand. Having faced a dragon helping to slay them, he was not fearful of the other Nephilim.

	One came upon him alone one day. “You’re a fearful boy,” he says, and sniggered. “Won’t be difficult to put you down.”

	“I’ve heard such before,” Anak says, smirking. “Have dragons for friends?”

	“It’s possible, but how did you know?”

	“My father was a hunter, and I met one of his friends, a dragon, long ago.” Anak thought this Nephilim resembled his own features. Dark hair and eyes, common to Nephilim yet, there seemed more to the resemblance.

	The other, arms across chest, raises an eyebrow, and says, “Won’t take much to put you down.” Then, struck with his sword, rapid and skilled. He intends Anak harm but soon learned this was no fearful boy. “They didn’t tell me you were a skilled warrior.”

	Panting, Anak struck and missed. “Who didn’t tell you?”

	“I cannot say.” The Nephilim hit his shield a glancing blow.

	“Humph. It seems you’ve already said. Might as well finish, or perhaps it’s all nonsense.” Anak cleaves the air with his sword, misses the other a hair’s breadth. Several minutes later, after much swinging and missing for both, he says, “Are you ready to give into my superior skills?”

	Chuckling, the other set his sword tip in the soil. “Nay. I’m not prepared to acknowledge you as superior, but well-matched.”

	“Suppose you’re right. And this foray here is going nowhere,” Anak agrees. “Why would anyone send you after me? It makes no sense. Raiders captured me not knowing my end. A dragon helped me get free. None of that made any sense.”

	“Someone wants you dead, it seems.”

	“Yes, I’m inclined to agree. Still, do you imagine it has to do one of our parents? For it seems we are related.

	The Nephilim stood, mouth agape, gazing at Anak. “I’d also considered the same when first I saw you, before we met.”

	“My mother had but one child, myself,” Anak says.

	“Aye. My mother who died in childbirth also had one child, myself as well. So, it’s our father it seems. I never knew and know less about him. Only he came from the dredges of hell, a companion to Lucifer.”

	Anak sat on the ground. “So, we know the culprit is our father, the same scoundrel who came to earth from hell, serves Lucifer no doubt, and impregnates two women...”

	“Or more,” the other says interrupting. He tells his mother’s story of meeting a man. “Her intended, she thought. As the blacksmith said, who is not here to share the sad tale.”

	“The blacksmith?”

	“Aye. Forced to accept a stranger into his home by the Dark Lord in exchange for favors. It wasn’t until the village became aware my mother was pregnant and the man gone. He had significant influence over her. Before he arrived, a strange woman also came, prophesied his coming.”

	“My father, after impregnating my mother, returned to hell. She never saw him again, except as a shade at my birth.”

	Anak shared the news with his mother who told him of the young pregnant girl who’d arrived at her doorstep before Anak’s birth. “She was one virgin Andras impregnated. Rather than say no to Lucifer and endure the consequences, he went along with the seductions.”

	~~~

	Anak learned skills from the Nephilim. Shape-shifting and teleporting. His brother informs him, “The way to teleport is know where you will end, then visualize it and be there.

	“To be another person, think of it and allow it happen. Before you know it, you’ll be what you imagine.” And, much pleased with himself, Anak learned he could shift and teleport. Unlike his friend, he could not take another with him. To teleport, he had to go alone.

	His mother hardly recognized the man he’d become. While she’d heard of his siblings. Meira never met the others. A time came when it was too late for he heard of his brother’s death at the hand of a demon, and he assumed it was the Dark Lord’s doing.

	I wonder, are the others all dead? So, he may be trying to kill me. It was then Anak took the bundle, undisturbed from under his bed and opened it. Amazed at what his eyes beheld, a sword; only it’s no ordinary sword. He felt the pulse of power within. Anak wrapped the sword of power, and put it away. He knew, it was not yet time for it.

	Anak told his mother about the sword. “Do you imagine he gave it to him, knowing he’d give it to me?”

	“No doubt you’ve assessed the situation correctly.” She says, and turns away, fearful of what it means.

	~~~

	 

	 

	
 

	Smoke rose from his nostrils; intense fire from his mouth, burning coals blazed out of it. Psalm 18:8

	12_Enduring

	A


	nak met a dragon in a cave, then a Nephilim tried to kill him. Learning the truth about his father, Anak discovers what he endures is of Lucifer and is not going to end. Rather, the dark lord has new ways to vex Anak and make his life miserable.

	~~~

	The sand dunes rose and fell before him like a dragon breathing in and out, more menacing with each step. It ripples before him as he walks on. The heat is so dry; it chokes the air out of him, yet he walks on. Blinding sand clogs Anak’s mouth, nose, and ears, and he wonders, How much farther? Yet, one foot after another, he puts before him, hoping to see an oasis over the next dune. Skin burns from the sun, bronze and tender, the air difficult to breathe. If I don't find the water soon, I'll be dead.

	Anak gazing over the silvered dunes of the desert as they blend one into another under the blazing sun. The oasis is inland from a nearby river, and a boat to take me home. Will mother be alive? Reflecting on the first time they held him captive, it’s been years yet I made it and I will not lose faith in Adonai. Well, Lucifer, he mutters; your plan hasn’t worked.

	~~~

	Lucifer considers his next move. “The dragon didn’t eat him, nor did the Nephilim slay him. If Anak survives this, he’ll curse the god who helps him not but leaves him with trials to face.” Lucifer knows Andras’ sorrow for his son, but does not interfere. Best he continue his fine work for me. Lucifer chuckles. “It’s his mother who despises you.” Andras sees a rise in the corner of his mouth, with cool detachment in his eyes, as Lucifer smirks. 

	“You know I have only your interests at heart.” Andras says.

	“One day, he will curse that worthless god.” He knew Lucifer was savoring the moment as he asks, “How did she know you were bedding virgins?” Andras does not answer. Traveling back in memory to when he and Meira married, boating up the peaceful river, making love in the moonlight.

	Andras sees himself once again on the oasis, stroking her warm skin, touching her in ways that excite him even now. He recalls kissing her as he had the virgins though those memories bring shame, yet mentally he shrugs is away and forgets Lucifer. Bliss lights his face.

	Seeing Andras glow with pleasure. “You dare to enjoy memories. Get out before I have you flayed until you have no skin. Then see how much pleasure your memories bring.” Burning in jealousy, Lucifer has never loved nor has anyone loved and given him pleasure. He can recall the joy he felt when Adonai created him in love long ago, which now angers him. What good is his so-called love? Lucifer flees deep into hell and is his favorite pastime. 

	He forgets Andras as he reminds those who enter his realm of all they lost. Lucifer knows the pain of that loss for his own burns deep into his barren soul, bereft of all hope seemingly for an eternity.

	~~~

	Anak strives through the desert as night falls and still no oasis. Then, he sees in the distance, light from a campfire glows, outlining a tent, and his heart leaps with hope. I’m not alone. Praise Adonai. Gaining his feet to get there before it vanishes, yet he knows it can’t be a mirage. 

	Having lived near a desert all his life, Anak knows it is not unusual to see a lake of water in the distance during the day when thirsty. A mirage reflects the sky, and it can drive a person dying of thirst insane because they never reach it. Anak knows this is not a mirage and moves toward it.

	Full night arrives and dusk’s purple shadows fade into the night, the sun now below the desert sands. Stars flicker in the dark of night. 

	The fire beckons with a promise of warmth from the night chill. Anak hungers for human company, and water. Licking his parched lips, he watches as two people sit next to each other at the fire; they murmur in low voices. What they say he cannot hear.

	One of them up, casual, and turns to face the desert where Anak waits, “You may as well come up and join us, whoever you are.” 

	Surprised to be noticed, Anak climbs the dune into the light of the campfire. “How did you see me?”

	“We saw you as you came across the sand.” He tosses Anak a water sack, “Here you’re probably thirsty. How long were you in the desert?”

	Anak is busy drinking. After a moment, he says, “It seems forever.” And takes another gulp.

	“Slow down, friend. You don’t want cramps.” 

	Anak hands the water sack back to the man and nods his thanks. 

	The man pushes it away. “We have plenty and the oasis is nearby.” 

	Sighing in relief to know he’s arrived, Anak set it aside for later. Looking at the man’s companion, he sees it’s a woman. “I didn't hear a donkey or see camels. Are you two on foot?”

	“We came by boat. The river is close to the Oasis. After we saw you coming, we set up camp. Thought you might need some help to come out of the desert. Even a healthy man can die of thirst out there.”

	Anak’s heart lightens. “I am near the river? Thank Adonai,” he says and sank down, exhausted, almost weeping in gratitude.

	The man raises his eyebrows; his mouth twitches into a smile as he gives Anak a peculiar look. “One of the Hebrews in the desert. If so, you’re lucky to come out alive.”

	“I’m no Hebrew, but a believer in the same God.”

	“Not a Hebrew yet a believer. Hmm.” Looking at his companion. “This is my daughter. She’s on her way to the temple to do her duty so she can marry on the next moon. I welcome you to make the offering.” His look sly. Anak knew what he meant, yet he pretends ignorance, and does not answer.

	“Surely, you know of the temple practices,” he says, raising an eyebrow. “You’re young, tall, well-built, quite virile. Women find you attractive.” He looks at the woman he calls his daughter. “She does.” Anak had seen the glitter of lust in her eyes. He remains standing, uncertain what to do.

	“What do you mean?” Anak asks, though women of the temple had approached him in the past. He had always refused the temptation.

	“She has to have sex in front of the temple. You’d save us a trip. Come, we can bargain so you can pleasure yourself and it doesn’t cost you.”

	“No cost.” He looks at the woman who’s beside him. Full hips, soft rounded belly, long firm legs. His eyes make their way to her breasts, and he imagines his hands kneading them, nipples peaking. Finding her not unattractive, he considers the offer; it was his first mistake.

	Seduction was what she did best, he discovers as she stands to move close to him. Anak swallows seeing the heat in her eyes. He feels his body respond to what he knows she wants, as does he.

	She looks into his eyes and knows his need. Rising up on her toes, her lips briefly caress his as her hands reached beneath his robe, and he pulls away; it’s too late. Her hand upon him sends ripples of lust and a tightening in his groin. He groans at the promise of pleasure to come.

	The man who claims to be her father walks away.

	“Where is he going?” Anak asks, glad he’s leaving.

	“My husband goes elsewhere.” Giving voice to the man’s lie, she sheds her robe to rub her naked flesh against him. Breast and belly move against his chest and stomach as she presses to him. Hardening, his desire pulses, and he feels only her heat. She gives him a push. He sinks to the ground and lies back. She goes to her knees, throws a leg over his thigh. Anak feels her wet, yet knows. You’ve never had a woman, he thinks. So why not once? His inner voice grows insistent. Then reason interferes.

	“No. It is not right,” Anak says. he pushes the woman off and scrambles to his feet. Breath short, he turns his eyes away from her naked form now lying on the sand. Slowly, she uncoils like a snake to stand, moves close, and pants as if she’s running a race. “What’s wrong with some pleasure?” she whispers in his ear as she rubs her body against him, lips wet and full. She pulls him down to press her mouth to his. 

	Her hands slide over his belly and dip below. “You endured enough misery, have you not? You are quite desirable.” Her words stroke him as does her hand. She looks into his eyes, and sees the hunger, feels him harden. “Why deny yourself a simple pleasure?” Breath short, her tongue moistens his lips. Small white teeth bite his lower lip, nibble on it gently.

	Both gaze into the other’s eyes. Anak cannot tear his eyes away; he’s lost within his heated passion. His hands reach, grasp her hips. Pulling her to him, hard against her soft belly. She spreads her legs. Lifting his tattered robe, Anak muses, she’s right. I’ve had enough misery.

	Anak moans as he moves inside her, feels her tight around him. Grunting, he nears the finish—too soon. Then cries, “Oh, yes, yes.” He cannot believe how exquisite it feels as his seed spills into her. Rising, he pulls his robe close. Shame washes over, yet he cannot deny, and wants more.

	“Come, you need not leave so soon,” she says. “Nor is there a reason for your shame.” Her fingers lift his chin. “Imagine the joy you can give me.” She presses close again. “Give to me as you received.” Her words demand more of him. “Do not be selfish. Give all to me. I need you too.”

	Anak turns away. She follows, wraps her arms about him. Her deft fingers slip beneath his clothing. He throbs with desire; her panting is in his ears. “Go away,” Anak snarls. “I am done with you and want no more.”

	“Nay, for you still hunger as do I.” Her hands stroke, tongue licks and Anak’s reason deserts him. Again, he sinks down to lie with her on the sand and seek pleasure. Placing his hand on her belly, he let his fingers slip down. As the muscles of her belly tightened, he ask, “You want more pleasure?” and his fingers slip inside.

	“Yes, oh yes.” She pulls his hand free and yanks him into a smothering kiss, his hair in her fingers. Then she releases him and falls back, legs open, hips rise inviting. His fingers again enter and she cries in delight, hips rotate, muscles tighten, as she beckons him deeper into her.

	He sees the dark patch between her thighs, grasps the side of her hips, pulls her close and enters. Then again and again with more force. Her neck arches and she groans with each thrust as he pounds inside. “Ah, my magnificent stallion,” she cries. Anak grows harder at her excited exclamation. He thrusts in and out faster. The wet friction, and the sight of her open and around him, with a final lunge, and he plunges deep inside. It tore a climax out of him At the same time, a scream pour from her lips, “Oh my. You are a god.” Saturated with pleasure, yet Anak's eyes widen in shock at her words. He pulls his robe closed, not believing what she had said.

	She rises to pull on her robe. “You have not had such pleasure before, my fine young man. I, too, found you delightful. You should stay the night.” 

	Then her husband appears and Anak knew he’s watching and waiting. “Let us be gone.” He says and makes quick work of their tent while Anak stares dumbfounded. Taking it down, he packs their few belongings. Dousing the campfire, her husband notices her eyes are on Anak again. Angry, he takes her hand. Anak watches as they vanish into the dark desert. 

	While happy to see them gone, his shame burns as does his desire for more. Then the raiders’ words. So, if that’s Lucifer’s treat, I’d prefer to die in the desert. Anak kneels to pray, “Lord, my pleasure is always in you until today. I gave into temptation. You know I am no god. I am ashamed, Adonai. Forgive me. help me find a way out of the desert, Lord.” Anak turns over, burrows into the sand’s last bit of warmth, and falls asleep. 

	~~~

	Awakening at dawn as the sun peaks over the edge of the sand dunes, the warm sun on his skin sent a golden shaft of warm light to dispel the night chill. Anak hears what first woke him, a voice calling a greeting!

	 “Hello.” A cheerful voice greets him from atop a camel. “Why sleep in the desert sand when our oasis is a pace away? My husband will be delighted to meet you. He tires of only female company.” She looks up. Anak’s eyes follow. A rider approaches also astride a camel.

	“What have you found this time, dearest?”

	“A stranger who seems not to know where he is.”

	The camel fell to its knees. The man comes to Anak. “Is this true? You don’t know where you are?” He brightens. “How did you arrive?” Seeing confusion on Anak’s face he says, “No matter. You can tell us your story.” Anak rises and shakes off the sand. The stranger looks up and says, “My, you’re tall.”

	His wife agrees. “He is a giant among men.”

	“My mother spoke those words.” Anak says. Perhaps Adonai has answered. Then he recalls, I thought so last time too. So, I’ll be more cautious.

	The Bedouin invite Anak into their camp, feed and water him as if he is one camel, precious to them. Anak takes a moment to shift to a smaller size and is amused at the Bedouin stare. 

	“It’s amazing. Never have I seen such a thing.” His wife nods in agreement. The two sit with Anak as he relates his adventures, even the temptation, which he failed and feels miserable. 

	“Not to worry, friend.” the Bedouin assures, pulling his wife close to his side. “You’re not the first to fail at such a temptation.”

	Anak remains with the couple until morning; then they show Anak the river and bid him farewell as the couple leave on their way home.

	“Your story is enchanting, and we desire to hear more, but we must return home and you must find your dear mother.”

	Anak says, “You’ve been kind. Thank you for not taking offense at my words.”

	“Strange things happen in the desert we cannot always explain. So, we accept and learn. Thus, we become stronger. Now we have a tale to tell our Bedouin family.”

	He claps Anak on the shoulder, gives him a fierce hug and walks with him to the boat. 

	As the boat takes him down river, Anak recalls: Mother told me about an oasis after the wedding. They took a boat upriver, perhaps to this very oasis. I must tell her about it when I return home.

	~~~

	Meira sat by the fire. “It’s so peaceful in the desert, the lovely colors of the sunset.” she says as the sun drops below the horizon. The sun gives way to the purple of night, bidding it farewell with a rosy blush. Meira recalls Andras and their time at the oasis.

	“Yes, but we should’ve stayed with the others. It’s not safe alone in the desert.” Anak scans the area for danger but sees nothing. 

	“We’ll be safe with Lord Adonai. He’s our protector. Tribulation can come in a heartbeat. Our place is to be at peace.”

	Anak shook his head, marveling at her faith. He put out the campfire to enter his tent. His sleep is peaceful until just before dawn. Raiders enter the camp unheard and secure Anak before he can shout a warning.

	Blindfolded and gagged, he’s thrust upon a camel. They take Anak farther into the desert, give him no food or water. He endures in silence after asking once about his mother. “What did you do with her?” They met his question with scorn.

	“You have no dragon to rescue you now and take our lives. I should kill you for the loss of my men. Good men, they were too.” Striking Anak a blow, he knocks him to the ground and savagely kicks him. “If found this time, nothing but your bones will there be picked clean, and the woman’s.” He saunters away. Looks at him once with a scowl.

	No one spoke to Anak until the next day, when they released him. “We’re to leave you water and bread.” The man hands Anak a small leather sack. “There’s water for about a day. It takes many days to find the oasis. Lucifer has a treat for you.” he says, “If you make it that far.” He snickers.

	“I thought you were leaving some bread,” Anak says.

	The man eyes him, “Sorry, we ate it for breakfast.” Laughing together, they ride away. Anak began his journey across the desert and found only one oasis, more of a watering hole, yet it was enough to save him. As he walks through the scorching sands, Anak wonders, where’s my mother? Did they leave her to die alone in the desert? He has no answer.

	~~~

	Upon returning to the city, all is chaos. “What happened?” he asks several. Wide-eyed in terror, the people run from him. Finally, Anak arrives home. “Mother, are you here?” he calls. Heart in his throat, near panic, no one is about. Pacing through the building, jewelry is smashed and thrown on the ground; everything in ruins. They ripped the curtains off onto the floor. In the sleeping area, it was the same. Everything destroyed. No mother.

	Trying to restore some order, Anak finally gave up and sat with head in hands. He stares numb unable to think. Hearing a soft scrape, Anak pads into the back, quiet. Seeing a small dark form trying to scurry away, heading for the window, he grabs hold and hears the scream of a woman. 

	 “Who are you?” Turning her around, he sees it’s Salma. Seeing a Nephilim, she tries to claw her way free from his grip.

	“Salma, it’s me.” He holds her tight. “It’s Anak. Don’t you recognize me?” Then he glimpses himself in the brass mirror on the wall. Its surface reveals a face even he does not recognize. “Oh, no. Salma, it’s me,” 

	Anak speaks gently to her, as he might to a child as he holds her. Salma calms down enough to finally recognize him then tell him what happened. “They stormed through the city, the Nephilim. They were looking for you, questioned everyone, but no one could say, even when tortured. 

	“Enraged they–well, you see. The destruction was pointless. Nephilim, those anyway, didn’t care, and wreaked havoc for fun, or so it seems. What happened to you? You look awful.”

	“We were in the desert. Mother wanted time alone in prayer, so we left the caravan.” Shaking his head, he glances about. “She would hate the destruction our stopping cost the city and her friends.”

	Salma took his hand. “They wanted to destroy; it wouldn’t have mattered.”

	Shocked, his gaze wanders over the disaster. “I saw several people. No wonder they were afraid. The way I look, no one knew me.” 

	She smiles, “You are darker, rough-looking. You look like the Nephilim. Thank the Lord, you’re not. They have a price on their head.” Eyes widen in fear, she says, “Be careful. Because of the high price they won’t care who you are. Go back to Israel. You’re in danger here.”

	“What about mother? I must find her.” He paces. “I don’t know where to look.” Anak sees Salma’s face. “What aren’t you saying?”

	 “After the raiders left, we searched and found her,” she says. “Meira died before the search began.” Salma weeps. “I’m so sorry.”

	“You must be mistaken.” He says.

	“It was no mistake. I saw her, Anak.”

	“She wasn’t supposed to die. It isn’t possible.” He shouts, grief stricken. “Why her?” He looks up as if expecting an answer.

	Anak feels numb, then a tightness in the chest. He can’t breathe or weep. With a heavy heart he wanders about, cleans up the debris. Lost in a fog, he doesn’t answer when Salma speaks but mutters to himself. “I should have forced her to stay with the caravan. It’s my fault.” Pacing the room, he cries, “They wanted me. So how could Adonai allow her to die?”

	Salma tries to speak, but Anak curses and pushes her away. “It’s not right. Adonai would not leave her helpless in the desert.” Stretching his hands out he shouts, “Why did you allow this?” Letting his hands fall, he exclaims, “What is the point if the one you love is gone?” Anak lashes out. 

	Salma says, “I’m sorry and I know how you must feel, how painful it is.”

	“You stay away. You know nothing.” 

	She pulls away, eyes widen. With a disbelieving head-shake, face pales. “How can you say such a thing?” She chokes down a sob, stares at him. “You can hurt me with your words. When I saw them murder Mark, I felt the same. Yet, I had no one to blame. You walked through the door… oh, you do not know the hurt I wanted to put on you—seeing a Nephilim.”

	Realizing he’s blaming the wrong one, Anak goes to Salma and hugs her. “I am so sorry. I didn’t know you lost Mark. What about your children?”

	“The kids hid awhen they heard all the noise, but you know the other sort of damage.” Tears fill her eyes as she watches Anak. “It makes no sense. Only time can heal. Who knows how long it takes?” 

	Anak runs his hands through his hair. His rage rises at the injustice and he pounds the table hard enough the wood cracks. He wraps his arms about his chest, sits down and weeps like a lost child. Salma waits, silent. Tears trickle down her cheeks.

	When he seems finished, she says, “It’s no comfort. But she’s home with the Lord. That’s what I have to tell myself.” Putting a hand on Anak’s shoulder, she says, “I need to go, but I’ll stop by tomorrow.”

	Anak lies down to consider all the possibilities. He falls asleep. Awakening, he made his mind up. It’s time to leave. I’ll ask Salma to go with me. She can start a new life too.

	When Salma stops by, Anak asks, “I’m leaving and would like you to go with me–to Ireland. It’s north of here and a long way, I know.”

	“Ireland? I never lived anyplace else.”

	“Let’s find a map and check it out. Money might be a problem for I don't have any. Still, I can find work to earn enough for traveling.

	Salma says, “That’s what I came to get yesterday.” Jumping to her feet, she leaves the room. Anak can hear her rummaging about. He hears a loud thump followed by a louder thump bump.

	Curious, he walks into the other room. “What are you doing?” She held a small casket in both hands with a smile on her face.

	“Each time Meira left, the money not needed for the shop and the most valuable jewelry, it went into the casket.” She hands it to Anak, and he opens the lid. Inside is a pile of gold coins and several pieces of expensive jewelry Meira made. “If we can find the buyers who ordered it, will they pay us?”

	“The wealthy left for Egypt. Still, we can sell all the jewelry even up north.” Salma considers Anak and wonders. “Why do you want me along? It would be faster to travel alone.”

	“I thought you might like a fresh start, away from the violence, the temple priests, and the Nephilim.”

	“I’ve never thought of leaving.” She pauses to consider. “With Marc gone, maybe it’s time.” Salma grows excited the more she thinks about it. “I never saw you as a partner. Is what you want, female companionship?”

	Anak flushes bright red, for he’d not considered the idea until she said it. “No Salma. You’re grieving, and Marc was your husband. I would never presume to take you to my bed.” Yet the idea doesn’t seem appealing as he thinks about it. After his encounter with the woman in the desert, he’s amenable to female company. Indeed, he’d enjoy it immensely, but not with Salma. Not now anyway. 

	Salma knows she had assumed too much. “I didn’t mean to embarrass you. Have you been with a woman?” As his eyes open wide, she flushes scarlet. “I’m putting one foot after another in my mouth.” She starts to giggle and can’t stop. “Being a whore in the temple, then being married, I’m pretty loose with my tongue, eh?” The implications have her blushing again. She keeps silent, not wanting to cause either of them more embarrassment.

	“Let’s not talk about this anymore.” Anak says. “If you want a new start, and you want to travel with me, then I’m prepared to take a woman along and your children if you want.”

	Once they decided to move on, within a few days, Salma had packed her belongings. She was ready to leave. “The boys will go with us, if you do not mind. Selena will stay with Marc’s parents.”

	Anak agrees. “This journey is hard for a young girl. The boys will be fine.” He keeps the sword in his belongings. One last stop was all it took - to drop off Salma’s daughter with her in-laws. Salma and her boys bid the girl farewell, and their grandparents, as they set off for the North.

	~~~

	 


The Lord will guide you always and satisfy your desire in scorched places…; and you shall be like a watered garden, a spring of water, whose waters do not fail. Isaiah 58:11

	13_Journey On

	T


	he journey takes months traveling through foreign lands to reach the northern tip of the world. It’s desolate. “Do people live where we’re going?” she asks.

	“We can stop for a bit. If you like; it’s up to you.”

	“For the boy’s sake, we had best go on.”

	Spending time alone with Salma, Anak finds himself attracted to her and considers a relationship, except he knows she is still grieving Marc’s loss.

	“Would you like to find another husband?” he asks.

	“You shouldn’t have to provide for us, Anak. While I enjoy being married, it’s not something I’m ready for. Have you thought of marriage?”

	“I’d have a relationship, if a woman were willing.” He looks at Salma, but she turns her face away.

	To his unasked question, she says, “You’re a handsome man. After my life in the temple and being married to Mark, I want marriage, not a casual affair. Do you understand?” Although, deep within, Salma’s aware of her desire for Anak. He would be pleasurable, she muses. I will remain true to myself. Then wonders, Am I being true to myself?

	“You’re a fine woman. I cannot offer marriage.” Embarrassed, he turns away yet, often he saw Salma watching him and hopes she’ll reconsider.

	The boys enjoy roaming so, Anak warns them. “Do not to get lost. We don't have time to look for boys caught by fairies.”

	Not knowing if fairies are real, the boys enter the forest more cautious for a time, fearful of being carried off to faerieland.

	 “Fairies! There is no such thing. Why tell such a tale?” Salma laughs and punches his arm. Anak pushes back and together they fall to the ground in a fit of laughter. Face to face, Salma’s desire rises.

	Anak says, “The boys are gone. We have a moment.” He shifts her gown up suggestively. Salma pulls the gown up all the way and exposes herself. Anak fingers find their way to her. Gasping in delight, she opens to him, and the two enjoy several minutes in their passion.

	Anak is first to rise. “I’m sorry. I’ve hungered for so long.” At her surprised look, he says, “I know what sort of man I am, and you want a husband.”

	“We’ll not speak of it, nor will we do this again.” Salma moves to clean up and cover herself while she listens to Anak speak of the faeries. She muses, He’s a fine man, one I should be pleased to have, married or not.

	 “I’ve heard of the Tír-na-nÓg, a realm of youth and beauty, and abundant health.” He says, smiling. “It’s lovely, but dangerous unless one is a hero. The Fae must invite the hero before he can enter.” Salma comes to his side, her hand on his shoulder. “You’re my hero and I desire you to enter me.” Seeing she’s naked, he gazes enraptured before he pulls her down, 

	She watches as he crouches above brushes her lips with his mouth, fondles her breasts, then slides his fingers between her legs. He knows she is ready, without a word – their language is moans and groans as he plunges in, then out of her body sprawled beneath him. Listening for her sounds, those that tell him what she likes best. 

	There is something primitive about what they did in the forest. It’s like she became something wild, what she is not. Salma’s back arches, mouth opens, a whimper emerges between panting and moaning, then a small scream. My heart thumps with excitement as I come inside her. Moments later, satiated, we lie in silence, gasping to catch our breath.

	Several more moments pass, then she looks at me, fingers combing through long dark hair, with a smile. Lips red and swollen, she purrs softly, “Come. You may defile me again.” I turn over, take her by the shoulder, and whisper “I am yours to command.” I smile, and roll her body toward me. I defiled her most of the afternoon until we heard the boys calling.

	~~~

	One day, we came to a lovely meadow, what could be a home, until she finds herself a husband. There is a cabin fixed up. Salma now sleeps in it with her boys. I have chosen the barn for my nightly habitation.

	Temptation assaults me at night as I recall her in the forest, her wild beauty, making love, amidst cries of pleasure. How I long for the forest. Then one night, I hear the door open and cool air rushes in. I peer down from the loft. A shadow rushes to the ladder. Moments later, Salma pulls off her gown. “If you need me as much as I need you, then let us begin, my Nephilim.”

	Anak gazes into her heated eyes and all he sees is lust. “Are you sure this is what you want? You know I’d give you the world but not marriage.”

	“Marriage be damned. I want to fornicate. Do it or I will find someone else.” She pulls her gown over her head, Anak takes hold, pushes her into the hay, rising above her. “I did not say no, lusty lady.” He smirks feeling her hands on him seeking and finding.

	“Lusty lady? Not a whore, eh? For that’s how I feel.” She says fiery hot as I gaze upon her perfect form beneath me. Light from the moon gleams on her skin to highlight her wild nature. My eyes ravenous are fire and desire as they take in all of her. There are no more questions.

	I am hard and deep inside as our eyes lock, souls and bodies fused. Blinding and breathless shaking with unspent desire, I’m so overwhelmed with the feeling of being inside her. We’re moaning as our bodies become one.

	She lifts my hands and puts them around her, then puts her arms around me as we breathe together. Hard inside her, warm and wet. She pushes me away, and smiles. “Do what you will to this whore who desires you.”

	“You’re a woman who knows what she wants.” He grins. “I will give to you what you desire.” The rest of the night we enjoy one another until she sees the sun stream through a small window. Hurrying to pull her gown on, she heads for the privy, then home to her children.

	~~~

	Viewing the land before him strewn with rocks, boulders, and thorns. Stones rise everywhere; it seems they leave no room for crops. 

	One day, an odd shimmering appears and an odd man. Anak wonders, ‘Who is it? Were the Fae he teased the boys with real?’ Surprised at first, he crosses to meet someone new.

	“Greetings,” Anak says to the man. “My name is Anak.”

	The old man looked him over, considering, “yer a bit tall and sure you be no Fae.” His thick accent, difficult to understand.

	Anak says, “What are you?” Having heard leprechauns dislike to part with their gold, he says, “I’ve no interest in your gold.”

	Salma watched in amusement, not hearing their words.

	The old man was a leprechaun. “Do you have gold? Would you part with a small amount?”

	Anak opens his pouch and takes out a gold coin. “I do, unless you prefer a bit of silver to shine amongst your own gold?”

	This one thinks to trick me, laughs the leprechaun. “You’re a bit a trickster yourself,” he says yet, held out his hand. Anak dropped a piece of gold into it. Gold in hand, the old man disappears.

	Salma rushes over to ask, “Who was he? Where did he go?” She then says, “I suppose an apology is due. He was a Fae or some such. Do we have to worry for the boy’s sake, I mean?”

	“He’s not dangerous, I don’t think. The village people say not to deal with anyone until you know them.”

	Salma wrings her hands, chews on her lower lip, “Okay. But you know the boys; they love the idea of fairies once they know–about being their dinner.” Seeing his look, “Yes, I know, be careful. You talk to the boys, then. They may listen.”

	“When they get home. Where did they go?” Anak looks around to see if the boys are nearby, but he sees no one and hears either of them.

	“They were here a few minutes ago.” Salma cannot hear the boys and looks about. Her heart races. They’re noisy, but it’s silent, too silent. She doesn’t see them either. Panic lights her eyes. “You don’t suppose.” 

	Salma runs for the forest and shouts at Anak. “They said they’d found a well and I warned them to wait. They never listen.” She moans in grief. Stops running as tears wet her cheeks. Anak tries to comfort, but she pulls away.

	~~~

	“You had to climb down into this yukky place,” Jules says. “It’s so gross. He scowls at his brother, Mark, who crouches in the bottom, trembling in fear.

	“How did you climb in?” He couldn’t recall himself how he’d gotten in, and gazes at the rough stone walls as moss clings to its sides. Sighing, Jules says, “We’re not injured, which is a good thing.” But how do we get out?

	“Jules, can’t you climb out for help?”

	“You’re the one who got in. Why don’t you climb out?” Glaring at his brother, then he sees tears and terror in his eyes. “I’m sorry Mark. We’ll figure it out. Anak will give him a talk if we see him again.”

	 ‘The old man, we shouldn’t’ve gone with him,’ tears wet his cheeks as he shivers in the damp. He’s one of Lucifer’s. Jules says, “Anak warned us. We should have listened, but I didn’t believe him. It was too strange.”

	~~~

	Returning to the cabin Salma and Anak made into a home, she prepares dinner hoping the boys return. The two searched until dark but couldn't find the boys. Later that night, they fall asleep exhausted.

	After a near sleepless night, the next morning Anak wakes, goes outside and finds a message tacked to their door. He can make no sense of what they wrote on the paper. It looked like a jumble of scratches.

	“After searching for some meaning, Anak shows the paper to Salma. “It’s words that seem to rhyme, but make little sense.”

	“Let me see,” Salma says, taking the paper and doing her best to smooth it enough to read the archaic writing.

	“I know about poems whose meaning they hide often in verse.” She reads from the ragged parchment, the messy yet somewhat eloquent writing.

	O listen my dears or there’s no help for thee,

	Cease your sighs for those who left did flee.

	In the hawthorn-tree lose the spirits will;

	Lay aside the memory thy heart haunts still.

	Do not return to bed–the dew does arise;

	In pure heart forgo all your tears and sighs.

	Deny my tale of woe - get yourself away!

	In soft and silent feet, go to the hill. I pray,

	For they will not last within the dreary fell:

	If you leave them in the Faerie well.

	“What do you make of it?” Anak scowls,. “Does it have any meaning?”

	“Hush. Of course, it has meaning. The first two lines ‘listen my dears or there’s no help for thee; cease your sighs, for the ones who left fled,’ speaks to us. Whoever wrote this wants us to find the boys. If we do nothing but weep and sigh, we will never find them.”

	Anak’s impatient. “Get on with it. No suspense.”

	“It reads, ‘The ones who left fled.’ The boys went on an adventure, not to escape. They made poems to rhyme, so it makes sense in a way.”

	“It makes little sense.” Anak rubs his forehead.

	Salma ignores him. “We must find a Hawthorne tree, one somewhere near the boys. ‘Find a hawthorn-tree to lose the spirits will and lay aside the memory of which thy heart is haunting still!’” she reads.

	“Has a memory of mine sent the boys into some peril?” Instantly, Salma thinks of Mark. “Do you believe I live in the past?” Salma, eyes downcast, as though she’d answered her own question. Anak’s next words confirm.

	He knows the truth is best and says, “Salma, you love the boys, you’re your memories of Mark keep you isolated. Don’t avoid talking to them about him. You long for him but never speak of him. They need to know it’s okay.”

	Tears pool in her eyes and trickle down her cheeks. She smiles. “Thanks.” Salma reads, ‘dawn and dew and sighs,’ then the next, ‘get yourself away–with soft and silent feet and go to the hill, I pray.’

	“Any hills come to mind?” eyebrows raised, questioning.

	“Let me think.” Where would they have gone? Anak questions. “The Hill of Tamair is sacred and the Otherworld’s entrance is near it, with a hawthorn tree nearby. That must be the place. Is there more in the poem?”

	Tears fill her eyes as she reads: ‘Long now they will not last - if you leave them in the Faerie well.’ Quickly she rises, “We must go!”

	~~~

	Anak packed a few things to take. Food and water, as the boys would likely need nourishment. “We may need a rope. In case they can’t climb out, if they are in a well.”

	 “We are in Fae land, but we do not leave our faith,” Salma takes his hand and Anak hold it.. “Let us spend a moment in prayer.” Kneeling, the two pray: “Lord Adonai, we pray for Your protection this day and always for the children. You are our hiding place, and under Your wings, we find our refuge. Protect us from trouble wherever we go and keep evil away. Lead us to their hiding place, where they shelter. Amen?

	After praying, the two travel until the sun is low in the sky.

	“Here it is. How could they have traveled so far?” Anak says and clasps Salma’s hand to reassure. “Let us find the well.” They search but find no well. Salma weeps. “It’s all for naught. There’s no well.”

	Standing, Anak lifts her onto his shoulder to comfort, and turns to go down the hill toward home. She sees the rim of a well, under some trees, from high over his shoulders.

	“Anak,” she says, pointing, “Are those hawthorn trees? There is a well in the brush!” She scrambles to get down. “Let’s go look.” She runs toward the trees she’d not seen earlier,

	Entering the clearing, she shouts, “There is a well! How did we miss it? The boys must be there.” Salma sobs and scrambles closer, hoping the boys can hear her. She shouts, “Mark, Jules, are you in here? It’s mom and Anak.” Silence and a deep darkness greet her. 

	~~~

	Lucifer smirks at the sleeping boys. Ah, so young and eager for adventure. See where it brought you? To me. He hears the mother’s cry far above, and Lucifer blankets them in silence and they continue to sleep on. Fear is good, but it’s best not to leave them. Calling the Fae, Lucifer instructs. “See to it, the boys are found. Here’s what else you do.”

	~~~

	From nearby, a young woman of shapely form steps out from the foliage, “I see you got my message. It took you long enough.” She has an ethereal glow about her, yet her words instill guilt in Salma, and Anak sees her as insubstantial, almost ghostlike.

	“As you a ghost or a faerie?” He asks. Salma looks and continues to shout down the well for the boys.

	“Nay. I am no ghost, just not your type of mortals.” Smirking, she says, “Never fear. The boys are safe. I’m glad you made it before dark. After the second night it’s time the faeries end the vigil.”

	Fear strikes anew, and Salma pays attention. “What are you saying? What vigil? Surely they’re not dead.” She is silent for a moment. The Faerie hears her thoughts and prays to their god.

	The Faerie says. “No, not dead else Lucifer would have taken them. In this land, if no one seeks the lost and we find them, we take them to our kingdom as sacrifice to our god.”

	Anak says they were here to take the boys home. We didn’t know where they’d gone. A leprechaun created some confusion with his mischief.” No doubt incited by your so-called god.

	Eyebrows hike up. She frowns at his thoughts she hears. “He’s up to mischief, the old man in rags?”

	Anak frowned, “Why yes. Do you know him?”

	“We didn’t know why children would have wandered to our lands. Likely, he enticed them with sweets and tricked them into the journey.”

	The Fae awoke the children and helped them climb out. Then Anak told her what help he desired. 

	Smiling for this gift would work with Lucifer’s plans, she knew. So, she pledged to fulfill his request by the time they returned home. It’s late, so the Fae offer the family a place to sleep, and they accept. 

	Returning to Lucifer, he gave instructions, which she was quick to fulfill, laughing at the trouble it would cause. They left to do as Lucifer commanded.

	~~~

	Salma and Anak took the boys home after eating some bread and cheese. Sure enough, upon their arrival, the field cleared of stones and thorns greeted his eyes; it was a wonderful sight. The Fae indeed gifted him and left a packet of seeds for planting.

	Anak’s eyes narrow in suspicion. “Strange, she gave more than was asked. What do you think? Should we plant them, see what comes up?”

	“Prayer helped before,” Salma says. “It’s a place to start.”

	Anak agrees and they kneel to pray: “Lord Adonai, we trust you for generous wisdom, straight paths and peaceful hearts, for your glory. How we praise you for being the decision-making-God. It’s not our decisions, but yours that makes the difference. We plan, but we trust you to order our steps.” Then they wait to hear from the Lord. Days pass, and several nights later, Anak dreams a dream. 

	After planting Fae seeds, a wealth of plants sprang from the ground. He and Salma became wealthy selling the produce and expanded their business. Everyone began buying from Anak, but his neighbors fell into poverty when their crops failed year after year. Then a greater disaster struck. Their ships sunk and the boys, now grown, are aboard the vessels. Both are lost at sea. Anak and Salma are living in poverty.

	Anak awoke in a sweat, fear in his heart. He realized profiting from the Fae gift could cause tragedies for everyone. Adonai would want them to share with their neighbors, not profit at their expense. So, they set their destiny. 

	Salma and Anak planted the seeds, shared some with their neighbors. They praised God for a harvest, and when it came in, they called their neighbors to share. No one went hungry, and all profited.

	~~~

	The Fae, surprised and pleased by Anak, did the family no harm, for they realized Anak is unlike other mortals and so they left the family alone while their god, Lucifer, was in a rage. “It’s your fault. How dare you give them seeds to profit by? You were supposed to rain havoc on them.”

	Lucifer’s rage confused the faerie, who, not understanding, tried to explain; they did as he’d instructed.

	“My Lord, you said to give them seeds to plant to incite their greed, then rain disaster. We did as commanded. They did not respond as expected, so according to your rules, you forbid us to cause any disasters.”

	Lucifer saw they’d used his own rules against him, so he took several Fae, sealed them in hell, gave delusions of being wealthy merchants who gave away their earning. Instead, they gave Lucifer their magic. Their delusions are fleeting, and they have only grief as their magic weakens to nothing. Then he casts them out, empty handed. The kingdom grieves, and they cannot assuage his rage.

	~~~

	 


 

	A wise woman builds her house, but a foolish one tears it down with her own hands. (Proverbs 14:1 TLV)

	14_Neighbors

	M


	eanwhile, Salma and Anak meet their neighbors. A farmer, Aodhan, is a Northman of the Vikings. Salma notes his appearance is a bit feminine with a less prominent jaw and brow ridges. Yet he is tall and muscular, like Anak. 

	Men in the north she’d found foul and distasteful. But Aodhan is clean and pleasant smelling. He combs his hair and dresses well, when not at work in the fields. He has blond hair, thick and nicely combed. She smiles at his long elegant mustache and beard. 

	Salma had seen him fooling around with his friends. Other than Anak, she had never seen a man with a more perfect body. His skin was not dark, but had a reddish tint. She listens as Aodhan shared stories of their life before. Salma knew from his stories he was restless and reckless.

	His love of fighting seems foolhardy to her. Yet he was exciting. He reminds her of Anak as he told stories of his people’s cunning and outrageous treachery. In the past, his family, at least some, had gone into other parts of Europe, and he relates their daring exploits in which a handful would vanquish an enemy. He seems capable of violence, which gave her pause. Still, she found him attractive and fancied him as a husband. 

	“Anak, let us invite Aodhán over for supper one evening?”

	Anak agrees and soon Aodhán is a regular visitor, after he learns Anak is not Salma’s husband. 

	“I’d have called on her sooner. But I thought you were her husband. How is it you live together without vows?”

	“We do not live as man and wife,” Anak says though he feels awkward with the lie. “Salma sleeps in the house with her boys, I in the shed with the animals.” He thinks, that part is true, Lord. “Our God's desires we live together, we would wed, but it’s not for us.” A sadness sweeps over him, for the lie is shameful. Why don’t I marry her? He wonders but he is unable to answer the question.

	Not noticing Anak’s sorrow, Aodhán’s heart lightens for Salma is appealing and he determines she will make a fine wife. So, he spoke with Anak.

	“I would enjoy having a wife. Would she like me to court her?”

	Anak says, “It was her idea to invite you to supper. I tell you, we are believers in the one true God, Adonai. You have many gods, as do the Fae. He would not approve of a marriage.” He does not approve of our fornicating, either, Anak reminds himself.

	Anak saw his face become sad. Aodhán asks, “How does Adonai differs from our many gods? 

	“I know nothing about your gods, only Adonai. He demands we worship him alone. Anak explains Adonai provides for their harvest and profits.

	“Adonai seems like a good god. I would be pleased to hear more about Him, to see if he is acceptable to me. For my gods do not help me as do yours.

	“One of ours has problems with temper and mischief, like the Fae who prey upon people. You seem not to have the same problems. Most who receive gifts from the Fae find only trouble.”

	“Ah yes,” Anak laughs. “It was a most unusual situation when we first arrived.” He told Aodhán about their situation and how it was resolved.

	Having heard of Adonai and not having profited by his gods, Aodhán chose Anak’s God. Soon, he was courting Salma. In time, the two planned to marry after the spring harvest. So, on a warm day, the two took their vows, though true lovers they were not. 

	Anak was not shy about remaining on the land nearby. And Salma was not shy about coming to his bed whenever she could get away. 

	“You are a better lover, I’m sad to say. I feel shame for coming to you, but I need sex.” So, he obliged, because he missed her, too.

	Still, as time went on, Anak noticed Aodhán watching them, as if jealous of how close he and Salma seem. He knows it will cause trouble between them if their lust persists. Anak decides it is time for him to leave.

	“Aodhán,” he says, “I’ve an offer to make.” His eyebrows rise in surprise and Anak says, “Hear me out. If you both agree, I’ll sell you my land.”

	“Why would you sell your land?” A gleam of pleasure lit his eyes, for he knew Anak would soon leave and his wife would be his alone.

	“It’s time I found new land. I’m going to Wales to start over. You and Salma do not need me, and I need to something new. It’s time for me to move on.”

	Salma came running when she heard the offer. “How can you leave me?” she cries in dismay. Realizing what she’d says, she amends. “You are our friend.” While wed to Aodhán, Salma enjoys Anak, her lover. Salma also knew this relationship she will miss most and is ashamed of herself. 

	Aodhán keeps his eyes on them, for he saw Salma go to Anak one morning when she thought he was in the field. So, Anak’s leaving satisfies him, though his anger again rises, seeing Anak take her aside where he cannot hear their words. He watches from a distance, his rage nearly uncontrollable. Aodhán can barely contain himself. He dares to touch my wife, he rages. He recall his new God. Forgive, he spits out. I don’t know if I can.

	Anak speaks with Salma. “Aodhán is your husband. He’s capable and does all I used to. Indeed, he does more. Salma, you know how to be with a man. Do not waste your talents in the temple. If your husband is not all you desire, show him. As for me, I must find my own way apart from you. Perhaps find a mate of my own.”

	Salma agrees, though she is sad to see her longtime friend and lover leave. She speaks with her husband and tells him the truth. “Aodhán, as you know Anak and I have been too close, even after we wed.” Shame flushes her face seeing he nods, eyes filled with hurt and shame at not providing for his wife.

	How could I let this happen? It’s my fault she goes to him. Then his anger rises. No. She was with him as a wife before we wed. I will cast her aside. 

	Seeing her eyes wet with tears, Aodhán’s heart breaks. Nay, I cannot cast her aside. I love her. The God I serve, he muses, desires I forgive. Frowning, he says, “I must forgive you, but I cannot. Be patient with me.” 

	Unable to meet her gaze, finger over his lips to hold back his hurt and anger. Aodhán turns away. Punching his fists against his thighs, he refuses to lash out at Salma. Reminding himself he promised to love her no matter. But he questions, Am I to love her even when she lies with another man?

	Arms hanging at the sides, fists clench, a thickness in his throat, Aodhán turns back. He wants to fade away and make it all disappear, but knows it cannot be. “I hate it, knowing you bed him. I’ve come to love you too much.” Aodhan heaves a sigh and says, “I love you and will do my best to forgive your deceit.” Tears leak from his eyes. “This is a vile offense - a wife going to another man. In my culture men kill their cheating wives.”

	A chill of fear snakes up Salma’s spine, as she sees the rage in Aodhan’s eyes. She wants to run away. Yet she says “Husband. I will wait forgiveness. If you feel my death will assuage your rage then, gladly I die.”

	Aodhan places his hands about her throat. “You would allow me to take your life?” he squeezes until she gasps for breath, and her face turns red. His hands relax and he takes her in his arms. “I’m sorry, my love.” Salma wept in sorrow for the tragedy she’s created in her marriage.

	“I am sorry too my husband, I never meant to hurt you. Perhaps, we can repair the damage.” She takes his hand and together they go to Anak.

	Knowing Aodhán holds her hand and does not turn away, Salma feels hope in her heart. She knows the road back to trust will take a long white. 

	Aodhan enjoys the feeling he had when his hands were around her throat. How good it would be for the life to leak from the filthy whore. He cannot wait for the day to end. Then my betrayal will be avenged.

	Anak packs and leaves, sword in hand, unaware of the emotional drama unfolding in the home he’s left behind. Only months later would he learn of Salma’s death at the hands of her husband.

	~~~

	 

	
So now let it please You to bless the house of Your servant, to continue forever before You. For You, my Lord Adonai, have spoken, and with Your blessing Your servant’s house will be blessed forever.” (2 Samuel 7:29 TLV)

	15_New Home

	W


	ales, south of Ireland of farming tribes is Anak’s new home. Well-known in the land for his fairness, Anak had no trouble finding good property whereon to raise crops, cattle, and sheep. 

	Land grants are doled out by the rulers who had heard of Anak, and offer to replace those who made life hard for the people. The men now hope the new caregiver is kinder. However, upon first glance, all they see is a Nephilim, and no different from the others. Their faces turn ashen, break out in cold sweats. The men wipe clammy hands on their clothing. Veins pulse visible beneath their skin.

	Anak can smell their fear and sees them stare with no eye contact. Hands jam into armpits, their breath tight; the men find it difficult to breathe in his presence. “You have nothing to fear,” says Anak, looking around. Beads of sweat pop out on the forehead of the men closest to him. 

	“What has gone on here before, you should fear me so?” 

	One of the men, with a tremor in his voice, bravely says, “The Nephilim who came before were cruel. My speaking out would be a death sentence.” Shaking and trembling, the tension in his legs suggests he’s ready to run fast and far to safety. “Even if I were foolish enough to flee, I would die.”

	Anak’s mouth drops open. Then he recalls his friends of long ago, how some viewed humans. He says, “I’ve known Nephilim such as those of which you speak. I believe in the One God, a god of mercy and grace.” He glances around and sees their now curious looks.

	“This grace I extend to you. In time, you may trust me. Now go to work.” He turns and walks away.

	Anak could shape-shift and become smaller and does at times, which the men found shocking, at first. He is tall compared to others but, as promised, the people find he is fair, and they are grateful for his kindnesses.

	Still, the fairies are different from those he’s known before and create problems. Mortals often fall prey to a female’s beauty or charms. Able to take any form, the Fae cause mischief in a human visage. The Fae queen, exquisite and powerful, is difficult for most men to resist. She’s ensnared many to ensure their place in hell, for she is consort to Lucifer. When talk of Anak reaches the queen, she plots to ensnare the tall stranger, knowing of Lucifer’s animosity towards him.

	~~~

	Bidding his men good night, Anak heads for home after seeing to his holdings. While his overseers keep an eye on things, he considers the land his, so keeps his eyes open to troubles and deals with it as soon as possible. And so, his land prospers, as does he.

	One evening, heading home, Anak eagerly looks forward to the hot meal his housekeeper always set out for him. Then, he notices by the roadside, head down, there is a female. Not realizing she’s Fae Anak stops, “Are you in trouble, miss? Is there anything I can do to help?”

	She sees only an ordinary farmer and snarls, “Go away. I need no help from the likes of you.” A farmer I’ve no time for, the queen turns her back.

	He ignores the insult. “I’ve had my troubles and see you’ve yours. If you are in need, come to the house down the way. I won’t bother you otherwise.”

	He walks on home. Other workers walk by but most have wives at home and suspect she’s Fae, which means only trouble. Anak has not met such a Fae before and is unsuspecting. 

	~~~

	Alone as darkness descends, a friend stops by to enquire. “Why did you send him away, the one you seek?”

	“Who do you mean? I’ve seen no wealthy landowner on the road,” the queen snaps. “Nothing but a waste of my time sitting here.”

	The young Fae chuckles, “Medea,” says her friend, “the farmer who stopped to offer aid, he is the one.”

	 Bright eyes open wide, Medea jumps to her feet. “Are you sure? He looked like an ordinary farmer.”

	“Aye. He’s a strange one. Does not put on airs, as some. Had you looked, you’d seen he’s handsome.”

	“Indeed. Then I’d best humble myself and make amends to the dear man. Handsome you say?” a wicked gleam in her eyes, Medea sets off down the road after bidding her farewell, humming to herself on the way.

	~~~

	As darkness fell, Anak hears a knock on his door. At first, he thinks he’s imagined it and ignores the knock. A few seconds later it comes again. Getting up, he answers the door and sees the woman from on the road earlier. Not such a lowly farmer now, he muses. “Can I help you?”

	She shuffles her feet and looks away, “I said I did not need nothing from you.” She bows her head, twists her hands in front of her, as if nervous.

	“And now,” he says, not a question, rather a statement.

	“Well, I would be most grateful to do whatever you ask.” She looks up and smiles. “I mean housework or whatever, in exchange for food and a bed. Anything you desire.” Her intended meaning is clear as she sways her hips and trails pink tongue over her lips. Anak feels a longing, but pushes it away for something warns him against her.

	“It’s late. The housekeeper went home. I have no one to safeguard you.” What am I to do? Lord, I need help.

	“Don’t need safeguarding. What could’ve been done to me already been done.” She looks up, sorrow in her lovely eyes, “Still, I trust you.”

	“It’s not proper to be with you alone.” Anak suspects she’s like the woman in the desert who seduced him. And the time with Salma he wants not to repeat, yet Anak muses, the Lord desires I offer hospitality. So, he opens the door and invites her in, not closing the door.

	Anak says, “The kitchen’s in the back and there’s a bedroom upstairs. I’ll be out in the barn.” He walks away to leave her wide-eyed with wonder.

	Well, I never imagined such a thing. None will believe me from a simple farmer, she says to herself, wandering about the house imagining. It needs a woman’s touch.

	~~~

	Anak trudges into the barn, grabs a pile of hay. I’ve slept in worse. He muses, grabs a rough blanket off the rack, and not giving her another thought, he soon is fast asleep with nothing but pleasant dreams.

	In the morning, he returns to his house. Surprised to find the woman gone, the door closed but unlocked. Walking inside, Anak cannot believe his eyes. His floors are radiant; they shine in the sunlight through windows covered with a pleasant fabric. The kitchen is a miracle. I’d never thought of doing those things. She must’ve been one of the Fae. 

	Anak’s housekeeper arrives, looks around and gasps. “Lord a mercy. You had a Fae! What did you do? Never mind. Tis best I don’t know.”

	He shrugs. “I gave her food and a bed to sleep in. I slept in the barn.” 

	“Oh, you are in trouble.” She cackles. “She’ll be pleased. You’ll see.” His housekeeper leaves, chuckling to herself, and can’t wait to tell her friends.

	~~~

	Curious, Anak waits to see what his housekeeper meant. Time goes on and nothing unusual happens. He wonders, how does a Fae show she is pleased? In the past, the Fae repaid a leprechaun’s unkindness clearing his fields and gave a seed bonus, one he shared with his neighbors, but this time nothing, and he soon forgets about her.

	~~~

	The Fae queen stamps her foot. “The idea was to trap and punish him for taking advantage of me. He did not.” She doesn’t know quite what to do until a new idea arrives. “Clearly, he is a man I can trust to do me no wrong. I will make him my own.” The queen begins to plot her next move. “He’ll become my mate and king of the Fae.”

	A smile curves her lips, and she wonders, what if I wed a mortal? 

	Another of the Fae reminds. “You cannot trap him; he must come willingly. Mortals such as he can never be king of the Fae; he’s a Nephilim.”

	“Oh bother.” She snaps, not pleased. “Why do my plans always fail?” Though they usually go her way, still she considers, “He’s honest, esteems his One God. Can I use magic?” she asks her advisors.

	“You can alter your appearance with a glamour, so he does not see you as the one who tried to ensnare him. This you can do, but you can use magic on the people. Once he is willing, then you can use your magic to capture his heart. The queen knows love is the key to ensnaring Anak. She lost her lover long ago, though he drops in occasionally.

	~~~

	“Come back with me,” Lucifer says. “You can be with me for an eternity. I know you desire me.” 

	“Nay. I’d miss the sunlight and flowers, even with you, the one I love.”

	“Love. What do either of us know of love? There is more than sunlight if you come with me,” he snickers. “To warm you, I’ve a trick or two.” He wrapped her in his arms, sending tendrils of power and warmth deep into places of which only she knows.

	She enjoys my power and surely is tempted, yet longs for the sunlight and the flowers in springtime. He muses. How can I tempt her to remain?

	“Adonai’s light holds you, if not your heart.” Lucifer glowers. He pushes her away and withdraws his pleasure. I have all I want with many lovelies who profess their love. Though none truly love me, even the fair Medea, he grumbles, then leaves the mortal world and Medea.

	Medea’s refusal led to her loss. If one could call what they had loved. Medea was wise enough to know all between them was mere lust. Still, she seeks this illusive love, and is determined Anak will be the one.

	 “Can I use a glamour to appear as the mother for which he longs?” she asks her advisors.

	“It’s a bad idea,” they warn. To have her way, she ignores their advice.

	~~~

	The following day, at worship service, Anak enters the meeting hall and sees a new face. A woman of lovely face and form speaking with the preacher and his wife who come by monthly to share the word of the Lord. 

	Before long, the preacher’s wife comes and takes his arm. “Anak,” she says. “I have someone for you to meet.” She guides him to the Fae, which Anak had not expected.

	As they draw near to the woman, and the preacher, instantly he freezes, daring not to breathe, and his heart pounds in his chest so loud he’s sure she can hear it.

	“Anak, meet Medea. You two may have something in common.” Smiling, for the only thing they have in common is being single.

	Medea smiles. Well, that works nicely. I cannot enchant the man, but the other humans are doing it beautifully. Taking him by the arm, she leads him from the preacher, leaving him shocked and his wife pleased.

	“Tell me about yourself,” the Fae looks up at him, and says, “My, you’re tall and handsome.” Her smile is like a light in a dark room. His eyes brighten and a joy he cannot explain warms his heart. Her smile reached where the sun cannot; it warms my very soul, he muses.

	His mother was the only one who’d said such to him, and Anak’s pleased, an attractive female says he’s handsome, but merely basks in the joy she brought.

	“The silent type, eh?” She purrs. “I admire such a quality.” Medea squeezes his arm lightly. “Oh, so strong, too.”

	Delighted, the Fae walks on in silence, hoping Anak will make the next move. She moves down towards the stream by the hall and moves closer to him. But not too close to be unfitting, yet the subtle use of her power excites him.

	Looking up, shyly she says, “Tell me about yourself.”

	“I’m a simple farmer. What about yourself?”

	How original. I’ve never met one who cared a moon drop for my thoughts. Medea takes a moment to decides how much to reveal. She moves so her breast brushes his arm. Hearing Anak’s breath hitch, she smiles to herself.

	“I’m alone in the world, no parents. My da passed long ago. Though my dreams bring them to mind. Mum left after my birth, not wanting a child: she needed her freedom.”

	Anak reaches to for her to comfort. Then moves away and apologizes. “I’m sorry. Don’t mean to offend.”

	 “I am glad to have met you. I’ve been alone a long time, as have you, I’m guessing, right?”

	I could love her, Anak thinks, yet unsure of what he wants. “We best return before they imagine we’re up to mischief.” I’d like to have a bit of mischief with her.

	So, he thinks to bed me. How delightful. Her small hand in his, she marvels at its strength. She senses his attraction to her and is pleased.

	“Where are you staying - here in town?” He asks.

	“I’ve met a couple who have a local merchant shop.”

	No place of her own. Well, perhaps another time.

	Several times, when he can get away, Anak visits Medea when his work is done. They talk until the sun sets. She remains cautious and celibate. Then one day, Lucifer arrives, hearing Anak has proposed.

	~~~

	“My lovely who professed her love refuses me but now you whore with a mortal, one who’s caused me only grief, yet you enjoy his caresses. Have you bedded him?” he asks. “My heart hurts thinking of him touching you, who only allows me to caress her. Or was it all a lie?”

	Pouting, Medea muses. I long for Anak and adore Lucifer. “I’d be in your arms night and day, feeling you pulse within. But you know I entrapped the mortal for you.” And for my own pleasure, she muses.

	Lucifer’s eyes narrow, “He is of the one god who will never you to wed.” Moving so she can feel his prowess, he presses close. Medea’s breath shortens as she feels desire well If you love him enough to wed him, why have you not bedded him?” Tongue flicks out to tickle her lips. 

	She gasps in pleasure. “Yes.” She sighs. “He honors his god and not mine.”

	“Nonsense. He takes his pleasure with others.” Lucifer neglects to mention this was long ago. He enjoys the shock then anger flame in her eyes.

	“To wed, you must give me up. His impotent god is unyielding.” Lucifer’s tongue licks as he breathes warmly on her. “Do you desire to ride the dragon to the end with me?” He opens her gown to suckle her breasts.

	Gasping with passion, Medea longs for Lucifer to ride him, but retreats. “I give my answer today.” Her eyes travel over Lucifer from head to toe and longs for his touch and for the man of the earth.

	“Ah, precious,” he says. “Once you know I’m the one you desire, you will return. And you will follow me into hell for eternity. You cannot deny it.” Ripping her clothes as he savagely enters her, eyes flaming he satisfies his own lust. Then, pulls away and vanishes, leaving her incomplete.

	~~~

	Medea walks where she and Anak often walked. She sees a woman with long shining black hair who sits by the same stream and looks up as Medea saunters by. 

	“Come sit.” The dark-haired beauty says, and moves to make room.

	Medea gazes into her eyes, cobalt blue like the sky, black shining hair falls to spread out upon the grass like a silk sheet. 

	I’ve not seen hair like hers, she muses. How did it grow so long? Does she use magic? She sits, then reaches to touch her hair, letting her hand slide down its length. Medea is mesmerized by the glory of it.

	“Stars no. Magic is only for those who have no other way.” Blue eyes twinkle in a creamy pale face, cheeks pinked and lovely, lips are rosebuds. A sense of calm pervades Medea, being so near and she discerns: This woman or angel I would like to know.

	Eyes widen to know her thoughts are answered. “It cannot be. My world is far from yours. You long for the evil one, and there is none whence I come.”

	“What if I’d give him up for a glimpse of your world? Would you take me?” Medea truly believes such a thing is possible, but Laila knows better.

	“Medea, you must give up Anak or he’ll not find his destiny. He belongs to my world. If I say, ‘deny Lucifer and I’ll take you home,’ would you?”

	Medea feels her longing for Lucifer and his intimacy and knows she would love to see this other world, but she might go, but she’d never stay. “Sadly, it’s not a world wherein I could live for long, or so I imagine.”

	“You speak true,” says Laila. “So, I’ll bid you farewell, and pray you deny Anak so he may complete his destiny.”

	~~~

	 


Do not yoke yourselves together with unbelievers. For how can righteousness and lawlessness be partners? What fellowship does light have with darkness? (2 Corinthians 6:14 CJB)

	16_Farewell

	A


	nak has asked Medea to marry. She flinches at the thought, eyebrows draw together as she considers, He is a child of the One God, so cannot wed a Fae. She mutters to herself. I would have to give up my powers and become one with his God! Medea abhors the thought and is repulsed. I would never see Lucifer. Her body still surges with unmet passion before he left her longing. I’ll lose Anak, she thinks, and imagines the angel with whom she spoke.

	What was I thinking? She cries, closer to the truth but farther from Anak. If I don’t tell him and we wed, I’ll have my powers, but be banished, and no longer queen. If we have children, they’ll be Fae, so he’ll know, and end our marriage anyway. Medea slumps down, I cannot live without my magic. And I don’t want to give up Lucifer. I’ll lose Anak eventually, so it may as well end the affair now, she mourns. I’ve not bedded him, so before I leave - the thought is left unspoken for suddenly a bright light shone all around, and a white-robed woman appeared, blinding as the sun. 

	Medea, to set a binding spell, speaks words of magic as her hands move to etch symbols in the air. Then hears the sound of laughter, like a stream sparkling in the sun as it flows by, the sound of joy rippling through.

	“You cannot bind me, Fae. I came to help you decide - to marry or not, and to know what you truly desire.”

	“Who are you?” Eyes narrow slits, Medea knows full well she’s an angel, like the other. “How can you help? I’m not a child of your Lord Adonai.”

	“Oh, you are, though not one who honors Adonai. He created the universe, so you imagine you’re not His? Let us talk about you and Anak. My name is Ariel, Lioness of Adonai, who assigned me to care for Anak at his birth.”

	“You control him,” Medea snaps. “and wish to hinder our marriage?”

	“All Adonai’s creations have free will, which is the reason you Fae have magic but went your way. Your powers were meant for good not to become mischief-makers, deceivers, and followers of Lucifer, the one who now rules the earth and you.”

	“Now you say I’m Lucifer’s?” More like his whore, she scorns. “Go away and leave me to my misery.” Turning away, Medea pouts. “I must give an answer? Is that why you came to trick me into saying no!” 

	 “Medea. I would not trick you. That’s a Fae talent. As an angel of Adonai, I will be candid with you.”

	Medea looks into her deep blue eyes, seeing truth. “I don’t want to lose him. To marry, I must tell him I’m Fae. If he still wants to marry me, I’d have to give up my powers. If I don’t, I’ll lose him anyway. It’s hopeless.”

	Medea stamps her foot. “I wish I’d never contrived this love affair,” she says sniffles, crosses her arms, her lips in a pout.

	“It surely is an arduous task you set for yourself. Why did you not tell him you’re a Fae when you first met?” Ariel bemused, watches the Fae.

	“It would spoil the fun. Anak would have nothing to do with me, a Fae. I didn’t trust what he’d do. Now it’s too late.” Chewing a fingernail, Medea waits on the angel to speak.

	“You can have love and marriage,” Medea looks at her, knowing her words will make no difference. “First accept Adonai as Lord, give up your powers and status as ruling queen. Then you can go to Anak with a clear conscious out of love.”

	“If I do, he will leave me. You see, it’s hopeless.”

	“It’s hopeless because you don’t trust. Love requires faith. Are you willing to take those steps, Medea?”

	Looking hungrily at Ariel, desiring the offer, Medea turns away, “I cannot. Your God asks too much.”

	Ariel says, “Farewell then,” and vanishes.

	Medea makes up her mind, goes to Anak. Only this time, she goes as the Fae he’d first met long ago. “You may not know me, but I have a gift for you being so nice to me.”

	“I don’t understand,” he says, not knowing to what she refers. Then, in a blink, all his memories are gone, as is Medea. 

	Lucifer had instructed Medea to give up Anak, then, enter hell if she wants to be with him. But leaving she finds arduous. So, she lingers. 

	~~~

	With his memories and Medea gone, a longing in his heart remains. Feeling something amiss, he put overseers in charge, packs his belongings, assures the foreman, “We’ll plant and harvest together upon my return.”

	~~~

	When he and Salma had left their former home, they moved north to the Black Sea. From there, a river took them far north then they journeyed overland but detoured to avoid the tall mountains south of them with their sharp peaks of snow and ice. Now Anak wants to see those mountains.

	Much had changed in the few hundred years since he left the middle east, and excitement fills him. Anak heard Salma had died at the hand of her husband but that was long ago. He considered the mountains to the south, and imagines going there. 

	The Celtic tribes came to those mountains that lay above the Italic lands. He heard of a Roman commander who would one day defeat the tribes. Julius Caesar must be an excellent commander to overthrow the fierce Celts. Anak has no desire to fight in a war, wanting to enjoy life. He’d considered it when hunting dragons with the men his mother had introduced him to, but that was long ago, far in the past.

	Arriving in the mountains, excited to begin the trek, Anak found a guide to help him climb the mountains. The man’s attire seemed strange to Anak: He wore a woven grass mantle, shoes of leather he’d wax waterproofed, a coat and loincloth of sheepskin, leggings of goatskin, a belt, and a bearskin cap with leather chin strap. Anak’s own clothing differed a bit: he’d dressed with what he’d brought, layers of regular clothing under an oversized wool coat, tall leather boots, and layers of stockings for warmth. 

	Looking at Anak’s hands, encased in thick knit gloves, he shook his head. “Nay. You need your fingers for climbing, pulling yourself over those rocks.” Anak pulls them off, and stuck the wool gloves in his back pack, thinking to use them later but learned his body heat proved far superior.

	In the early morning, they set out from the summit near the Italic lands. One mountain after another, both walked its valleys and scaled its peaks. As the mountaineer said, he pulled himself up and over many an icy crag. Anak found the climb fantastic, but in the valleys, at a little village on one slope, a fairytale mountain rose at the foot of a granite titan. There they stopped for the night.

	The sun was breaking in the sky with its golden light when he awoke, the surrounding terrain brought it into sharp focus. High above, encircled by the snow-capped peaks was a valley and lake of pristine waters. In places the deciduous forest was resplendent in golden hues; it grew to the water's edge, indeed, a copse of trees ringed the shore, having long ago fallen. 

	Above, green pines stood dark and tall, and from there arose grey granite, only softened by the pristine snow; it lay in jagged crevices, while higher up not a hint of grey peeked through, nothing but brilliant white.

	A small brook wound through massive boulders at the back of the small hut where they’d spent the night built close to the mountains. Granite boulders, after sheering off the peaks above, had rolled to a stop; it was where the hut now perched like a fallen bird. 

	Its four cathedral-like peaks set one atop another close to the Northeast face create a unique climbing experience. Anak’s guide led him across the north faces. After several months, trekking the Celtic lands over the mountains, Anak’s farmlands call to him, and he knew it is time to return home. 

	“Thank you, thank you.” Anak says. He could not stop smiling as he packed his tattered gear, bid his guide farewell and set off for home. On his way, the ache in his heart again returned. One evening, as the golden sun smeared the cobalt blue-sky deep purple, and an orange fire brought on the night, had Anak looked deep into the forest, he might have seen in the grey-purple shadows Medea the Fae, a hungry look upon her lovely face. However, the mountains held his thoughts, and the joy he’d experienced there.

	Medea had stayed near Anak’s home for a time, waiting for his return, but finally decides, “I’ll give my love to another, one who’ll accept me as I am.” She does not see the absurdity of her words, as she considers: Why dawdle for Lucifer awaits? The heat of passion rose within Medea. Bother. I should at least have bedded Anak before leaving, now it’s too late. Medea heads for the Sidhe to enter the Otherworld and return to Lucifer. Excitement builds as she travels and knows she’s made the right choice.

	~~~

	
The one who sins is the one who will die — the righteousness of the righteous will be her own, and the wickedness of the wicked will be her own. (Ezekiel 18:20 CJB)

	17_The Longing

	A


	nak lay on a hillside longing for what he knew not. A long time had passed, far into the night after Medea had left, Anak had gazed at the stars, and wondered. 

	Taking notice of his plight and pitying him, for Medea had also abandoned her people and her kingdom, one of the Fae came to inquire,  “Counting the stars?” he asks and lies down beside Anak in the cool grass. 

	In Anak’s country, long ago, some believe the Fae to be cute, tiny creatures with wings. Truth is, faeries look a lot like humans, more ethereal-more beautiful. Depending on if they are Seelie or unseelie and their use of magic, for evil or for good. Still, even good magic can be used mischievously.

	Anak jumps, “Who are you? What do you want?” He snarls. “Go away.”

	“Name is Kai,” he says and sat up to look at him then lies back down. “That group,” He points at the stars, “They are sisters: Maia, Electra, Alcyone, Taygete, Asterope, Celaeno and Merope. One day I’ll travel to those stars and visit their planets. Imagine what it would be like.” His imagination brings a smiles as he contrives a time when he can travel to the stars. Anak ignores him, He does not wish anyone to intrude on his time.

	“Don’t be a fool. How would you get to the stars and how do you know the names of those stars?” Anak barks. “You could make the names up. They are nothing more than lights in the sky.”

	“What would I gain deceiving you?” 

	Anak snorts and says, “Fae deceive because it amuses them.” He turns away and continues gazing into the night sky. “Now go away.”

	Ignoring the response, Kai asks, “You lie here under the stars. What do you hope for, and if found, what would you do with it?”

	Anak rolls his eyes, lip curls in a sneer, “I look for nothing but merely pass the time.”

	“Oh, you know more than you realize. You’ve been near us a long time. You fell in love with our queen. Though no memory of her comes to mind of your time together with her.”

	“You speak nonsense.” Yet, Anak wonders if it’s true for a memory niggles his brain. “Let’s say I believe you. What’s the difference?”

	“It could be the reason for the longing in your heart.”

	“What’s it to you? If there were someone to love, and she left, I’m still alone and longing.” Bitterness tinges his voice. “All I do is lose those I love.”

	“Well, the problem was not her, but this Adonai you worship. He expects too much. Why else does he deny your love or deny her love for you; so many rules to live by? They’re impossible.”

	“You know nothing.” However, a memory again teases his mind. “The one I loved,” he hesitates, hears the words fall from his lips. “The only one I’ve loved is my mother,” he amends. “All I have now are dreams.” 

	“How can you know if you’ve no memory? You’re a fool if you think your heart aches for nothing. Ask your angel. Would she tell you the truth?” He vanishes. Anak ponders Kai’s remark, unable to forget his last words, they swirl in his mind, leaving him baffled. “Ariel what have you done?”

	Anak dreams: A woman of beauty and grace instills the ache in his heart. Lucifer calls her Medea. Is this the one who captured my heart? “Where are you, my Faerie queen?” He cries in his sleep. She answers him not. Then he sees a dark, forbidding place, far from her Faerie home. Yet, she smiles, pleased. The one with her is Lucifer, in an intimate embrace.

	She deceived me, and the angels say nothing! His rage burns. Cowards; yet there is no answer. Pretending all is well, yet an ache remains in his heart as he sits alone on the hillside. 

	One night, the Fae returns, glances at Anak who looks down for he’s unable to meet his eyes. Then he leans back and shakes his head. “Tsk, tsk” he says. “You are in a sorry state.”

	Anak glares at him. “You again. What is it you want?”

	 “What do you want of me?” asks the Fae.

	“I want you to leave me alone,” Anak says with a snarl.

	“Oh, your voice of woe is clear, as twas the first time. Night after night you sit out under the stars and mourn a loss.”

	“I mourn no one. You’re as deceptive as those who answer not when called.”

	“You call to your god and there’s no answer? When we call our god, he always answers.” Pretending to consider he says, “Perhaps your god is not as real as you imagine.” He gives Anak a sly look then turns away.

	“You seek to turn me from Adonai? Get out away miserable Fae. I’ll have nothing from you. Adonai does what he does. I do not have to agree with His reasons,” Anak says with face downcast, yet wonders. Why does he not answer, or send an angel to help.

	Kai adopts a dejected look, trying to make amends for the seed of doubt he planted, which he hopes will grow with proper motivation. “My apologies for not knowing your Adonai. How can I correct my error?” Slyly he watches Anak. “Attend to my apology friend, and hear my sincere heart.”

	Anak’s heart softens, seeing the Fae is earnest. “Friends are in short supply and one always needs more. Adonai asks me to forgive slights. So, I accept the apology when fairly given.” 

	The Fae’s heart jumps for he’s gained the advantage. “You are a fine man, Anak.” Kai praises Anak for all he has done on the earth without magic. “You made friends among my kind, which is unusual. You know Fae enjoy playing mischief on you mortals. How is it you have not suffered?” He asks innocently, yet he knows the answer.

	Anak’s heart swells with pride. “The Fae enjoyed my fairness after they’d offered a gift in recompense for a leprechaun’s trickery.”

	“Because you’re such a fine man, I would be pleased to invite you to our kingdom to enjoy what we have to offer.”

	Anak imagines once there he can look for the queen so he eagerly accepts, thinking to find her at last.

	Discerning Anak’s heart, he says, “While there, search for the one you desire though I fear she has gone to the Otherworld. You will not find her. Nevertheless, you are welcome to come.”

	Startled, Anak says, “Medea was queen of the Fae, you say?”

	“Fear not. You will be safe due to your pure heart. No one will harm you.” The Fae urges Anak to accept, thinking, it doesn’t mean we won’t use your foolishness against you. The next evening the Fae leads Anak to a sidhe. Upon entering their world, another contests Anak’s right to be there. 

	“You have no right and must leave.” Not demons the Fae are still subject to Lucifer and as a child of the One God Adonai, Anak is not welcome. Yet, another in authority decides differently and says, “If you desire to remain, you must convince the Fae king. Only he can agree to help you.”

	~~~

	“Anak. Yes, I’ve heard that name before,” Says the king upon his arrival, as another Fae whispers in his ear.

	“So, you’re the one Medea desired to wed, before she left.”

	“Yes. Still, do you imagine she would return, if asked?” 

	“Most who go never return, and she may not be willing,” says the king. “To find Medea, you must endure the Otherworld. How say you?”

	“I’ll go and bring her home. I hope she agrees.” 

	The king, hopes Anak succeeds and returns their queen. The Fae, pleased with the king’s reply, celebrate with wine and delicacies. Anak’s journey begins the next day. The Fae, Kai, who tricked Anak, fears for him. “Anak. I would be pleased if you allow me to accompany you.”

	“Why? If the Fae go and never return?” Anak asks. 

	Kai says, “In the Otherworld secrets abound; you need to unlock them.” Eyes twinkling. “And, to return, I’d be the first.” As the sun bids the night farewell, and the stars disperse on the morrow, the two set off. Stopping before entering the Sidhe, they take a moment.

	~~~

	Anak is in the spirit: then he enters an elegant mansion. The front door opens before him. Inside, a decision must be made. Hallways branch off from the entry point as he peers down each. Doorways line the halls, but Anak has no idea which door to open, yet knows, whichever one he opens he must enter for there is no turning back.

	What is in those rooms? He vacillates on what to do and becomes confused and frightened. ‘You’ve set before me too many choices,’ he cries out. Then hears no sound. Anak cannot hear himself breathe nor his heart beat, which he usually can. Panic overwhelms him and he wonders, Am I dead? Is that why my heart’s not beating my breath not moving in and out of my lungs. Is this hell? Anak turns to flee, but there is no door. 

	He screams in terror and awakens - Kai shaking him. 

	“Anak You’re trembling. I didn’t know what to think.”

	“It was a vision, though I was awake. I’ve had visions in the past never one like this. His lungs pull air in and out, loud in his ears as his heart pounds; Anak feels it in his throat, hears it with his ears, and heaves a sigh of relief. “It’s okay. I’m alive and the journey is on. Though some frightening choices will have to be made, or so it seems.”

	Kai looks at him strangely. “You had a vision or nightmare?” He wonders, Is he a crazy man? Perhaps I made a mistake. 

	Anak says, “It’ll be fine.” He set off down the corridor.

	~~~

	 

	 

	
Adonai did not spare the angels who sinned; oh no he put them in gloomy dungeons below Sh'ol (2 Peter 2:4 CJB)

	18_Otherworld

	T


	he Otherworld has overlapping realities not upper or lower levels from what the ancients say,” Kai explains as he and Anak near the Otherworld. The deeper they go, the darker it becomes. Walls of black shining rock rise up on either side streaked with silvery-green and give off an unearthly light. Though it lifts the darkness and makes it easier to see as they travel toward the Otherworld. Turning a bend in the corridor, before them is a doorway, except there’s no way to open it. Set into a bed of rock, it has no key hole nor handhold.

	“Now what?” Anak pushes the door, trying to slide it from one side to another. It doesn't budge. Looking at Kai. "What do you recommend?”

	Kai thinks. “Perhaps this is where my keys to unlock secrets are useful?”

	“What exactly would those be?”

	“They are ancient symbols of magic the god of earth gave us for unlocking these doors, or so I was told.”

	 “Have you considered the reason no one returns is because your keys were given by Lucifer, who allows no one to leave his abode once you arrive?”

	“I never considered it. Of course, I never expected to be at the threshold of hell either. So, what do you want to do?”

	“Let me think a minute. Something is tickling the back of my mind, a story I heard about ancient symbols too, but far different than yours for they are of Adonai and not the god of the earth.”

	“Do you imagine we could use your god’s symbols of magic,” Kai asks. "So then, we’ll be able to leave the Otherworld?” A smile upon his face.

	“First, they’re not magic. Rather, they’re the words he spoke at creation and opened doors to a world he created, the earth. So, they should open this door and any other door when it's time to leave.”

	"I'm pleased we may be the first to leave the Otherworld," says Kai his smile even broader, for he looks forward to being the first to return home.

	“To be sure. It’s said the dead lie in sleep together–whether good or evil, rich, or poor. It’s a dark place, cut off from Adonai and humans where the dead are abandoned with no eternal hope. While you do not believe in Adonai, I do. Therefore, I will pray before we begin our journey. Kai says not a word as his friend goes to his knees on the hard stone ground, and takes a moment to consider his words.

	 “Lord, we stand in a place of chaos and darkness. Light the way as Your Words are spoken with each one’s meaning.” Anak prays in a voice not his own, which Kai finds amazing and observes as he traces the symbol with his finger at its placement and the words to reveal:

	Unity between us,       לָ כמו אחד      together.

	Seeing to know,       חכומה             wisdom.

	Understanding,       לְהִתְנַזֵר      avoid danger.

	Mercy if we fail,       לִסְלוֹחַ            forgiveness.

	Strength to endure,       אדונאי כוח       Adonai alone.

	A heart of beauty,       יופי בלב      for ashes of grief.

	A creative spirit,       נ יְצִירָתִי      to divine your path.

	Open mouths,             לְדַבֵּר            to speak only truth.

	A firm footing,      בְּתוֹקֶף             when we hesitate.

	Your destiny won,       סוף הגורל       at journey's end.”

	Kai’s eyes widen at the strange voice, and even more as a golden light shone as each symbol is placed, until the last, then the door clicked and opened onto darkness. Stepping through, a light shone before them and Anak says, “Lord. We thank you to bless and separate our feet, the unsteady from the firm upon which we tread, to guide us on this treacherous journey.”

	Kai wondered at the words of Adonai and asks, “Who spoke those words Anak for it did not sound like you?”

	“Likely it is a Hebrew soul from long ago who knew the ancient tongue, and Adonai sent him to help us in our time of need.” 

	 “How can he go before? I see no one in the corridors with us.”

	“It’s a matter of faith. Believe in what you cannot see.” Kai nods but still looks doubtful. Believe in what you cannot see? Ridiculous.

	 “What’s your reason for coming?” Anak asks for he knew there was more to Kai’s story. I do wish he’d share more of himself.

	“In learning of magic, I was told, “one day you will understand.” Unlike you, I resented what I was told and went my way. I betrayed my sister, who trusted me with a secret. I broke that trust!”

	Anak’s heart ached with sorrow for Kai. “Would you like to talk about it? It can be difficult to hold these hurts within.”

	A fiery light burns and a voice speaks out. “He doesn’t want to talk.” 

	Anak looks to see who speaks. “Why would it be your business?”

	Malice scratches over him like a knife, carving deep lines of doubt in his heart. The light dims, shadows deepen, and the fire seems to burn hotter but does not touch Anak. He no longer sees Kai. “Where are you? Answer me Kai,” Anak shouts as he struggles to see where Kai went but all there is before him is emptiness and peculiar flames that do not burn him

	“He is not your concern. My brother has lost the light of your god. He who told my tale to the heartless world and enjoyed my anguish!” Her voice weeps as though in an ancient pain.

	~~~

	Anak hears Kai scream in agony, as flames of hell flicker over his flesh to enter his mouth, going deep into his body scourging him throughout. “Why, Nys do you scourge me so? Have pity.”

	“You, feel only the pain you gave me, and you ask for pity.” the voice accuses. Kai strives to escape the flames that burn but do not seem to devour him. “Oh, where are you, Nys?” his voice cries. “Nys. Can you not forgive me?” Falling to his knees, Kai forgets the light of Adonai. “What would you have me do, you have only to ask?” he cries piteously, while the flames continue to burn as though to eat away his flesh. And he feels a deep emptiness leaving him feeling bereft and without hope.

	~~~

	Anak sees no one, yet he hears the taunting voice and sees the flames though they touch him not. “Father, save him from this agony. Do not allow the flames of hell fire to devour Kai.” He sees a faint shadow of Kai, reaching into the fire, he takes him, “Kai. It is not real! Nor are the flames.” 

	Anak urges Kai to follow him away from the condemning voice, as he struggles to pull Kai farther away. Nearing an exit, Kai emerges, stumbling from the shadows and burning flames, his mind clear. “It’s too horrible. The flames burned but did not consume me. How is this possible?” 

	 “It was a spiritual fire. Those in hell burn for an eternity after death. I called upon Adonai, for you have not yet died so your soul still hangs in the balance. He answered my prayer.”

	“How is what you say possible?”

	“Pray for forgiveness. Adonai’s arms are open no matter what you’ve done, as have we all Kai, me included. If not, one day you will die and hell fires will be your reward.”

	Kai shakes his head. “I don’t know, Anak. My god, Lucifer is the one who saved me, for it is his world we travel through.”

	Anak knows it is useless to convince. "This Otherworld must be where we face will our sins. Pray we endure as we walk through the valley of shadows."

	Kai nods, trying to understand Anak’s words, but he hurts from the pain torn from his past while the pain of the fire has vanished; it seems now like nothing but a dream, something he’d imagined.

	"Demon are at work, the ones who taunt you,” says Anak. “What do you know about demons? The Fae serve Lucifer, so demons likely pretended to be your sister. Is it not possible?”

	Kai answers, “Lucifer sent companions what you call demons to show us the way, but they were not what you imagine demons to be. I’ve known none like those you describe.” Kai shrugs.

	“It’s the way they showed you into a life of deception.”

	Kai smirks but nods his head, yet seems to enjoy the idea.

	 “As a child, my mother spoke with a scholar who knew about Lucifer and demons. He told stories; they’re beings who disguise themselves, more deceptive than the Fae.”

	“Okay,” Kai says, “enlighten me. I’m all ears.” He wiggles his, then turns toward Anak with amusement and genuine interest.

	“All celestials, cherub or seraph and even angels Adonai created in the first. Lucifer was the first, though not finite, nor is he equal to Adonai. And his power is not infinite. Lucifer has no divine powers, so he’s no match for Adonai! This is one reason he failed in his war. Although, he may be equal to the archangel Michael, both are very powerful. After all, Lucifer is a Cherub, fierce and deadly.”

	“I am more interested in the demons down here.”

	“Demons are Lucifer’s. They can give you superhuman strength, move swiftly when needed, and get quickly from one place to the next. Physical barriers that restrict mortals do not hinder a demon.”

	Kai brightens. “I heard of a ‘legion’ of demons in one man. Did you know a legion is 6000? That’s a lot of demons, if true.”

	“Yes, having seen the armies of Egypt, their legions of warriors had enslaved the Hebrews for centuries until freed by a great leader whom Adonai chose to lead them out.” Anak smiles.

	“Who was the leader?” Kai asked, curious. 

	“I don’t recall. The rabbi would know. Let me continue.”

	Kai swept his hand forward, to indicate Anak should continue: “By all means,” he says with a good-natured smirk.

	“Demons assault mortals and cause afflictions. Did you hear the story of a young boy thrown into a fire? My mother told about temple violence. Likely demons were responsible. Mortals are evil by nature too. We cannot blame every evil on demons or Lucifer, though many do those who commit all sorts of atrocities.”

	“Indeed, even the Fae, some are born evil. Among the Unseelie this is true. I’ll tell you about them another time.”

	“Lucifer sends his demonic hosts to do his work because he cannot be in two places at once.

	“Demons are spirits. All they can do is promote chaos and confusion, that sort of thing. They can persuade mortals to act a certain way, tempt them to evil; they’re hateful.”

	Anak recalls the desert: “a man and his wife, mortals, both held by demons, tempted me and I was taken by lust.

	“When a spirit leaves a person, it looks for a place to rest. Once it finds one, even if later evicted, it can return. If that person doesn’t fill his or herself with Adonai’s word, their life is worse than before.

	“Mother told of a woman who abandoned the temple to follow Adonai. It was harder than she thought to live a pure life, for demons preyed upon her. So, she went back to the temple. I heard physical ailments and mental confusion assailed her. Eventually, she killed herself.”

	Kai and Anak walk in silence for a time, ruminating on the evil in the world and Kai on the fires of hell. Finally, Anak says. “The demons are Lucifer’s servants and do his will, as we know. We’ve met demonic influences here and I’m sure those won’t be the last.”

	Kai sees the chamber they entered glow dimly, casting strange shadows that snake over the walls. They hear arguing between a man and woman. 

	Anak hears a man arguing, “You told her false, yet she paid. You cheated so there’s no way out.” Taking her by the arm, he says, “If you want to be saved, I require a favor.”

	She hesitates. “Whatever you want.” As they walk away, Anak feels the need to stop her and says, “Don’t.” Though he knows there’s no salvation in hell.

	“Leave her alone!” cries the man. “You’ve no rights.” He eyes Anak. “Unless you want her. Pay up.” He says. “She’ll do whatever you ask.” Anak knows it’s a demon from the stench rising but distracted, he says nothing.

	She smiles at Anak as a look of cunning slides over her face. She looks him up and down and grins. “You’re a fine-looking man. You’ll enjoy yourself, and my debt will be gone. Won’t cost you a cent.” 

	Anak feels his passion surge at the temptation and reminded of the desert, he quickly turns away. “Sadly, it would cost me my soul, and you don’t want help.” He walks away without looking back, and hears the woman’s scream as she follows the man into the fires.

	 “Nothing helps, you said, right? How does fraud deserve the penalty she’s enduring?” Kai asks. “Sometimes when I think about Lucifer and his hell, I don’t understand it.” 

	“The Fae’s commit fraud all the time, right? If so, more of your kind should be here suffering in the flames, but I don’t see any.” 

	“We do not defraud. We deceive like Lucifer. The people trying to get something for nothing is deceit. Greed is deserving of what we offer! Besides I hear Lucifer has a special place for the Fae.”

	Anak shakes his head, “You believe what you say, but it’s the same and you are deceived. Now that is amusing. It’s also terrifying to imagine the evil people inflict on others, even Fae.”

	Kai chortles, “You may be right, but we are what we are, and not likely to change. We have too much fun being ourselves.”

	“Even if it means you serve Lucifer and lose your soul to the flames of hell?” Looking around he says, “It’s getting gloomier.”

	 “We lost our soul to Lucifer long ago. Tell me, how would your god solve the Otherworld’s problems if he could? You seem to imagine your god is so great. Even Lucifer is imperfect, selfish even.”

	“What do you mean if he could?” Anak scowls. 

	“Your god is all-powerful, yet he allows trials and temptations and failures. Indeed, souls who end up here. Why not save them, if their soul is important? It doesn’t seem he cares. I can imagine him laughing when they end in hell?”

	“He sacrificed his desires to save his people. As I understand it, we must go through trials and temptations; it helps us become better.” At times I do not understand why this Fae prefers Lucifer, hell’s ruler. Can’t he see his deception?

	“That makes no sense. Adonai saves you from. . . what? He sacrifices his desire so you can have trials, temptations!” Kai flaps his hand in a dismissive gesture. “I want nothing to do with such a god.”

	“Answer this, how did you get so good at magic? As a warrior or as a magic wielder, your skills I know are good, and you are very clever. How did you get so good?” Let him answer that one, Anak smirks to himself.

	“I was taught and I practiced.” Puffing his chest, strutting, he says, “No one is as good." Hesitating. "Well, some may. I'm very good at what I do. Practice makes us better. I see your point, Anak." Your trials strengthen you, right?” 

	“My faith grows stronger and I’ve learned patience when with people who seem slow-witted at times.”

	Kai laughs, while Anak is silent, knowing Kai will not believe. He’s not ready to hear the truth of the Lord. He muses.

	~~~i

	 

	
The Lord knows how to save those who are devoted to him. He will save them when troubles come. And will hold the evil ones for the day of judgment. (2 Peter 2:9 ERV)

	19_Deeper Still
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	aving overcome the first four levels of hell, the two stop to rest before resuming their journey. Both know they will find troubles in hell’s corridors, but as Anak wonders, he chuckles. How can it get any worse?

	“Have you noticed,” asks Anak, “these tunnels go on but we’re not going any deeper, not getting anywhere?”

	“Yes, I thought so and wondered, was it my imagination? Why do you think we remain at the same level?

	“Interesting choice of words,” Anak says. “Maybe the next could be another level of violence.”

	“Want to guess what sort of violence we might face?”

	“No. Just be cautious of unstable flooring!” He chuckles.

	The floor remains stable throughout their walk, though it seems to take forever and they get nowhere as they walk on and on and on. The farther on, the darker it becomes until they can hardly see one step in front of another.

	Irritable, Kai rubs his arms, “Does it feel cold to you?” Face ashen, he senses more than sees a flicker of hell fire nearby. Hands tuck into his armpits for comfort more than warmth, heart pounds, he gulps in several breaths trying to be quiet, but the prickle of fear sears as flames seem to lick at him sending tendrils of fire down his throat. He finds it almost impossible not to scream, and repeats, It can’t harm me; I’m not dead. my god, Lucifer, help. There is no answer.

	Kai struggles to put one foot in front of another and chews a fingernail, mumbling, “Why did I let him talk me into this?” Then rubs his temple, agitated. “When will it end?” It’s his fault I’m here, mooning over her! She is such a waste. The so-called queen, Lucifer’s whore. 

	Clenching his hands so tight the knuckles whiten, a tickle over one eye irritates. He scratches his eyebrow, but finds no relief. A slight moan escaped his lips, and he wonders, Why doesn’t he end this hopeless quest? 

	~~~

	Lucifer, watches through the veil. “Stupid Fae, following Anak into my realm. He glances at Medea. “What does your lover hope to achieve, hmm? My Faerie queen will never leave me, will you? He’s certain to end his life here with me.” He chuckles, seeing Clio’s frown. “Come now. Cheer up. Soon you’ll both have him to yourself here in the warmth of hell.” A glimmer of lust lights Medea’s eyes and Clio smiles. Lucifer sniggers and turns away.

	~~~

	Anak plods on. “Keep your eyes open. It’s bound to end.” Despair tinges his voice. Kai’s grumping annoys. “Stop; it doesn’t help.” Then under his breath, “Sniveling coward.” 

	Only Kai’s sharp ears hear. “Coward? Because I can’t turn and murder someone and not give it a second thought.” 

	Then, once again, he feels the flames push down inside, burning deep into his soul. Weeping, Kai’s head thrashes back and forth as he tries to avoid the inner fire that seems to consume him.

	Why is he weeping; it’s not like he’s in pain. Anak snarls yet feels guilt more deeply with each step as he flashes on the life he’d taken. It was a demon. Now he reminds me I’m a murderer, no different from other Nephilim. Where’s my pride now? Pride goes before the fall. He snickers silently, feeling the weight of guilt bear down. If there was a cliff, I’d jump off and end it. Then Kai would be happy and go to his so-called sister.

	Turning a corner, he stops. Before them lies a vast cavern, in the middle is a chasm wider and deeper than any they’d seen. A footbridge appears to be the only way across. The flames Kai felt seem to subside. Cautiously he goes to the edge and peers down. “Feel like jumping?” he jokes, not knowing about Anak’s earlier thoughts. Below in the dark, bodies are strewn; harpies pluck at the dead flesh.

	Anak follows him, and glares at the foul creatures. Harpies, rapacious monsters with a woman's head and body but a bird’s wings and claws. Birds of prey. Disgusted, he turns away for they also represent the storm winds, but to Anak they are pure evil. Their only job was to torture souls on their way into hell, and beyond apparently.

	“Wind spirits, they surpass many birds being so fast.” Kai says, impressed. “One is Aello, storm swift, Ocypete, is swift wing, and Celaeno is third meaning darkness. Aren’t they beautiful? Well, not what they’re eating, but still.”

	Anak sees no beauty in the predators, gorging on dead flesh and scowls. “Lucifer disguises himself as an angel of light though he’s no angel. You see harpies as beautiful, then you are deceived.” Anak recalls the woman he sought. I too was deceived by beauty, a deceptive Faerie queen, forgetting it’s the reason for this journey. 

	“It’s said the harpies torture people on their way here. Your god uses harpies to punish the guilty, like the man with the Furies.” Kai sniggers, wanting to inflict hurt.

	 “I cannot see Adonai using these creatures,” Anak says. “Though he created all creatures in the universe, so it’s possible.” Anak ignores Kai’s provocation and moves on.

	Surprised but pleased Anak did not react for once, Kai says, “Perhaps if we leave them alone and take the footbridge they won’t bother us.”

	Anak follows Kai as he steps onto the footbridge and grabs the rails as it sways precariously. The two hang terrifyingly over the vertical chasm, for the bridge is not stable; it sways silently back and forth in a breeze that seems to come out of nowhere. Anak and Kai make their way slowly across, hands clamped fiercely to the guardrail.

	Anak feels the sweat on his brow and armpits, his breath short and he glances over the rail at the darkness below. Don’t think I want to jump in there. I take back what I said, Lord. He shivers in trepidation at the harpies below, beaks tear flesh from the dead to leave white bones, blood pools in the dust to run down into the floor.

	Anak sighs in relief, as he and Kai finally reach the halfway point, then one of the harpies looks up and notices them.

	Dropping what she’d been gnawing on she swiftly rose into the air, coming toward them. Her eyes gleam with lust for new prey and for dead flesh. “A Fae and a human. What a tasty treat. You choose to share your paltry life with us? Delightful.” The wind of her wings swept her hair about, obscuring her face.

	The other harpies also take notice and soon arrive. “Let me introduce my sisters, Aello and Ocypete. My name is Celaeno. The Fae knows us, don’t you sweet one,” she says and flings the hair from her face.

	Oh no; it’s my sister. Will she never leave me alone? I’ve done all I can to make amends. Again, the flames of hell swirl about, and he puts his hand up to shut out the sight of the one he believes is his sister. Stumbling Kai nearly falls through the railing. Clinging to the wooden rail, he cries, “Have mercy. I beg of you.” Body quaking, falling to his knees he struggles to rise and is unable. He lies helpless in his misery, the flames again lick his flesh, though Anak is unaware of the torture Kai is enduring.

	“You wish to join us?” Her silky voice slides over him, a blanket of evil it smells of death. “As you promised, to do whatever was asked. Come to me, I say.” She glares with savage intent, her voice harsh and cruel. “There is no relief from the flames, not for a betrayer!”

	He quakes in terror, denying her request, struggling against forces that compel him to obey. Again, he screams as the flames burn hotter and deeper within, scourging his soul.

	“Do as promised! As you promised. As you promised.” She shrieks. “As you promised.” The others take up the chorus.

	Every word pulls Kai toward the rail’s edge. As if in a dream, he rises, pulls himself upon the rail. Anything is better than these flames that slowly burn me to death. Slowly perching precariously, the bridge sways, threatening to toss him into the chasm.

	Anak watches horrified. Kai is about to fall and become food for the harpies. Creeping close, suspecting what Kai is experiencing, he whispers urgently not to startle him, “Kai, don’t do it.” How is it he’s kept his footing on the rail and hasn’t fallen? “Come down. The harpies have tricked you. You’re alive and the flames cannot harm you.”

	“No, you’re wrong; it’s so painful. I can endure no longer.”

	“Recall when we entered the Otherworld, you imagined a creature was your sister? It was a demon tempting you, as now. It’s not real; she’s not your sister.” 

	Kai turns his head, puzzling at Anak’s words, confused. “No, she’s here, my sister. I didn’t recognize her before. At last, we’ll be together.” Kai smiles, gazing into the chasm. “No more anguish.” His feet slip and loses their hold, arms open as though to fly, he pitches forward. 

	Anak reaches for him in less time than it takes to blink. He doesn’t know how, but he caught Kai as he fell. Clasping the back of his tunic, the fabric tears yet holds. Kai dangles in space as harpies shout. “Let go. Let go. Join us now.” 

	Flying close, they flap their wings in Anak’s face to distract, but he clings tighter and says, “You’re not his sister.” Anak glares at the harpies. “She is dead.” Anak accuses, “You deceive yourselves. You are nothing to him. Begone in the name of the Lord Adonai.”

	Instantly the harpies return below to resume their feeding, unconcerned by this turn of events. These two would not be the last and they will feast anew soon. Although, they keep an eye on Kai, still swaying perilously, and crying as though in pain.

	“Kai, wake up. I’ve got ahold but you need to help me.” Anak pants to catch his breath, feels his strength departing as he holds Kai’s limp form and wishes for once he was his Nephilim size. He’s unable to shift here in hell, and again urges Kai to awaken. “You must make the effort to live.”

	Kai blinks like coming out of a trance. Seeing where he is, fear nearly causes him to surge from Anak’s grasp. “Don’t let me fall,” he shrieks. Looking down, he screams, again, seeing the harpies greedily eyeing him. 

	Not so beautiful, now, are they? Anak queries to himself. “Kai, I’m trying but some help would be nice. Swing yourself so I can grab your hand. Be careful so I don’t lose my grip.” Kai does as he’s told and swings his body as best he can. 

	As he swings up, hand outstretched, Anak grasps hold and pulls him up so Kai can get a firm hold on the footbridge and right himself.

	No longer prey to the harpies, Kai sighs as he pulls himself to safety. “What happened?” he says. “For a moment, I saw my sister again amidst the burning fire. Was it she?”

	Anak fills Kai in on what had transpired. “Harpies may be beautiful and winged, but in the Otherworld, assume there is only evil demons. Is that not all we have encountered?”

	“I’m easily ensnared by deception.” He looks miserable as they finish the crossing, safe on the other side. 

	“They do not seem to bother you. Also, you don’t see the flames or if you do they don’t bother you.”

	Anak says nothing. He knows Kai suspects the truth, but he’ll have to come to that reality on his own. “Give it time,” he says. “You’ll find your way!” He smiles, imagining Kai having the truth. Yet, it may be long in coming.

	“Come. Maybe the next part of our journey won’t be so tortuous, and shorter. Setting off, Kai is lighter-hearted.

	~~~

	Sometime later, Anak stops to rest, and Kai joins him. “We are on the same level and going no farther down it seems. No more violence. What do you suppose Anak?”

	Shrugging, “I strive not to know. Trust in the Lord, not how I view a situation or what I think. When my mind takes over, it gets in the way. Because we had violence doesn’t mean it will repeat itself.”

	~~~

	Anak walks along the corridor. There’s so much dust, more than in the first cavern with its black volcanic rock. This is like sand. He recalls his time in the desert long ago. A man and woman invited him to share their campfire. Chuckling at her seduction.  I fell into temptation and sinned, though I knew Adonai. I know it can happen.

	“This sand reminds me of an incident in the desert when raiders killed my mother set me free,” he tells Kai. “Actually, they left me in the middle of nowhere with little water. In crossing the desert, a man and woman came to my aid. She seduced me,” Anak says. 

	“Her husband encouraged it for some reason. She was very seductive and I fell prey to lust.”

	“My wife was beautiful and knew how to ensnare a man, many men indeed, even you, a man of the Lord.”

	Turning swiftly, Anak sees the husband, only he’s alone. “Where’s your wife?” Realizing he’s not giving him time to answer. “Sorry. I’d ask how are you, but you’re here.”

	“As you say, it was ages ago. My wife is in the Otherworld but down with the demons torturing her. They do not allow me to see her.” He shrugs. “I suppose its punishment for her promiscuity when we were together. After all, she is my wife and I did nothing to stop her.”

	“I’m sorry. What happened?”

	“After she tempted you and we left, those who waylaid you assaulted us. She thought it was exciting having sex with different men. After a dozen or more had their way with her, in despair, she asked them to kill her. Forced to watch as they raped her repeatedly, they shared her with any who stopped by the oasis. Weeks later, they slit her throat. Like you, they took me farther into the desert and left me with no food or water.” 

	He sees Anak frown. “Yes, we cursed Adonai, blamed him for our troubles. Now I see how wrong I was, but it’s too late. I don’t know how l can endure this agony, those flames, they burn the flesh but do not devour.” All of a sudden, he cries out, as the fires of hell swallow him.

	Anak can do nothing as he made his choice, both he and his wife. “I’m sorry,” says Anak. “Tell your wife I forgive her, if it will ease her pain.” He and Kai bid the man farewell.

	Anak considers the tragic results of the couple like so many. As they walk, after a time, others appear. “I cannot always tell what their sin was; it’s unclear,” Kai says. 

	“Some come out of greed aside from not believing.”

	 “All they did was profit from their labors.” He frowns. “It seems those they refused to help were too lazy to help themselves. Your people have a saying, ‘if you don’t work you don’t eat,’ so their poverty was self-inflicted.”

	“You may be right. Yet some fell into depression.” Kai glances at a young woman who seems tired. She wanders about, her face puffy with red swollen eyes, skin splotchy. It was clear she’d been weeping a long time. 

	Sniffing and wiping her nose she stares at her hands, then drops them into her lap. He recalls times when he felt like she looks, miserable. She sank to the floor as if to go through the motions was too arduous. “I felt like I was dying inside, when in that state,” he says. “It was awful.”

	“When depressed I was tempted me to distrust Adonai and sought deliverance but he seemed to withhold it from me.” He chuckles. “I cried, ‘why will you not lift me out of this pit? Are you not my deliverer? Why is despair’s voice louder than yours, my God?”

	“What happened?”

	Laughing gently again. “He gave me no answer.”

	“How could he leave you in despair?”

	“He didn’t. He brought to mind an ancient text, where one king wrote: ‘Have you forgotten me? Why must I mourn, pressured by the enemy?’ He no doubt referred to Lucifer, but perhaps others.’ Desperate, I cried, ‘I’ve had enough of this misery, Lord. Take my life.’ He did not, as you see.”

	“But you made it through the dark times?” Kai saw Anak’s face shine with an inner light and felt heartened. Perhaps, one day I’ll give his god a chance. 

	Keeping an eye on the two, Lucifer sniggers, Kai unaware, he says, “I think not my young Fae. I’ve a tasty treat for you, one you’ll enjoy immensely.”

	~~~

	As chapter three ends, Kai sees into Anak’s heart and perceives the joy of the Lord in him. He begins to question his faith in Lucifer who’s always answered when called, at least until Kai arrived in hell. Nevertheless, Lucifer, he notes has never actually helped nor given him joy. Kai is left to ponder this as they continue their journey.

	~~~

	 

	 

	 


Because of their flagrant greed I was angry and struck them; I hid myself and was angry, but they continued on their own rebellious way. (Isaiah 57:17 CJB)
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	ai questions his beliefs and compares them to Anak’s and his faith in Adonai. He’s left to ponder how they’ve overcome the serious obstacles in the various levels of hell, and now there is more to come.

	Unlike the other corridor long and arduous, the next came quickly; it was easy to see why the two connect. Having left lust for money and greed, they found themselves with those who’d tried to fill their emptiness with food. 

	Kai gazes appalled at the obese, his mouth hangs open. Flab hangs over the edge of the chairs their rumps sit upon. Their clothing looks about to burst, fat bulges from opening in arms and at ankles. It seems to pile on as they shovel food into their mouths, barely taking time to chew before gulping it down their throats. 

	Watching in horror as a man says, “Give it to me, fat pig,” then snatches the meat from her plate. Snarling he shoves her to the floor. She lay for a second panting, then pushes up and waddles off. She returns in a short time plate piled high with meat, gravy, biscuits and butter that drip honey onto the floor. She walks through it unconcerned.

	Anak’s stomach growls and his mouth waters as he looks the delicious food everywhere. He doesn’t seem to notice the people and their greed. Anak says, “We haven’t eaten in a while. Aren’t you hungry? I am.”

	“I am starving,” Kai says, “But I can’t eat watching them. They’re disgusting and you want to eat in this place?” He turns away seeing a woman in the corner, force herself to vomit so she can eat more food. “Eew, disgusting,” he says, trying to control his nausea yet Anak ignores her. 

	“I’m hungry.” He lifts his face to the aroma of roast meats drifting in the air, and sniffs. Eagerly he walks to where he saw the woman go for food. Soon, he returns with a plate heaped with food. “Okay, I’m going to eat. I’m hungry.” Anak sat down and began to eat. 

	Kai shudders. As he observes everyone eating but him, he  muses, no one seems to enjoy what they’re eating; they’re just shoveling the food in. I cannot stomach this; so, he sat on the floor to wait for Anak. 

	He leans against the wall and shuffles to get comfortable. It feels like belly fat, blubbery but cozy. Is there no place where it’s not filled with lard? He moans and, after a time, falls into fitful sleep. Although, he dreams of food: roasted meat, buttered vegetables, creamy desserts, and luscious berry pies with flakey crusts. Upon awakening, he’s hungry and thinks, I could eat a horse. 

	Just then, a man walks by and remarks, “They roasted a huge horse if you want some.” Sniggering he waddles off; it seemed to Kai the man knew his thoughts.

	Kai loses his appetite, again. He looks at Anak still eating and swears he’s grown larger. Jumping up, Kai walks over, snatches his plate away, and tosses it in front of a woman who begins to stuff the food into her mouth.

	His head came up and he glares as Kai grabs his arm, “I want to show you something. You can eat, later.”

	“What are you doing” Anak pulls away. “This is the first meal I’ve had in ages. You’re not taking it from me.” 

	As Anak pulls away Kai changes tactics. “There’s better food over here,” he says points across the room. If I can get him away, maybe the spirit of gluttony will leave. 

	“They have berry pies with buttery crusts so yummy; it’s to die for.” If you keep eating all that garbage you will die. He encourages, “You won’t regret it.” He encourages Anak away from the food.

	Anak grudgingly follows eyeing the food others are eating, hungrily watching. His stomach growls as Kai tugs him on down the corridor. “You better be right because I’m losing out on all that food.”

	A few minutes later, Anak realizes Kai’s purpose and stops resisting. “Enough, you got me out,” he says. “I’ve lost my appetite, though the food was delicious, and I did feel like I was starving at the time.”

	Rubbing his belly, he looks down. “Good grief how much did I eat? This is terrible. I’d best do some serious walking.”

	Eyeing Anak’s stomach, Kai snorts. “Yes, it is a bit thicker,” he says. “It’s amazing the effect food had on those people, expanding their body so fast. It’s where we are I suppose, and the temptations. You’ll wear it off in no time.” Laughing he walks on, Anak by his side.

	“I hope we’re getting closer to the end,” Anak says. He picks up the pace, eager to reach the end. Imagining Medea, nerves on edge, unsure what he’ll say when they meet. Anak slows. What will I say? She might not remember me. She’ll be surprised I came. He imagines her joy and his heart skips a beat. He smiles and feels his arms enclosing her, his unmet passion for Medea burns. Anak shivers and pushes thoughts of intimacy away. Nay, I cannot think of her in that way.

	 “You nervous? We travel all this way. We’re almost there. What are you thinking?” Kai asks as Anak halts. 

	“What do you mean,” thinking he’d spoken aloud.

	“If you’re thinking about the Faerie, I know you don’t want to hear this but they’re like morning mist, vanish in a blink, moving from one love to another. Medea’s flighty and doesn’t know how to love; it’s a game to her.”

	“She didn’t seem so. She was kind and sweet.” Relaxing, Anak tries not worry, but Kai’s words give him pause.

	“Ah Anak. The Fae queens have led more than one man down the road of love only to be ensnared in lust, ending their lives in hell, with demons and Lucifer for companions. Neither Medea or any Fae queen ever enters hell, not until Medea anyway. Some say she fell in love and her time with you changed her. To wed you, Medea would have to give up Lucifer and her Fae powers and she could no longer be queen of the Fae either.”

	“Does Lucifer demand such?” Anak asks, shaking his head.

	“Nay,” Kai says. “It’s your god Adonai who demands she give up herself , or who she is destined to be.” 

	Anak thinks, except Adonai only asks them to become one of his obedient children. Then the need for their own power is gone for they have access to his powers. 

	As Anak muses, Kai talks on. “So, you see the Faerie prefer Lucifer and being who they, or Medea chooses to be.

	Anak sits down to consider what Kai said, leaning against a wall to relax as Kai talks on, not truly believing all Kai has told him. He’s a deceptive Fae and I imagine there’s more to the tale than what he’s told me. I wish Kai could learn to trust and be honest with me.

	“It’s possible I could be wrong my friend. She is a temptress and many fall prey to her charms. Not me of course.” He chuckles, and considers their next temptation. It should be the last one we will face.

	Kai falls asleep next to Anak and dreams: 

	Anak awakens, having felt the knife blade enter his heart, while the hilt remained. He looks into its wielder’s eyes, Kai. Once I was his friend, he muses. My eyes filled with purpose and love as we walked together in the Welsh lands. Now all he sees as he looks into my soul, instead of love there is bitterness and hate. The eyes are the window to the soul are they not? Lucifer’s voice reminds. Any resemblance to the old friend I had once is gone. 

	Kai startles awake, shocked. What does it mean? Never would I betray Anak, to take his life. He shakes his head, and rises from the floor, convinced it was nothing but a stupid dream.

	Kai hears giggling, “Did you hear that?” His face brightens and he turns to Anak who’s asleep, lying close along the curve of the wall. This is one dream I’ll not share with him. He can be peculiar about such things.

	“Sleep my friend,” Kai says. “If you’re tired. I’ll be back. It would be wonderful to have something to laugh about.” Smiling, Kai strolls down the hall eager to investigate the source of joy in the midst of all this tragedy.

	Anak sleeps on and himself dreams a dream:

	Leaving the corridors of hell, he turns to see Medea beside him. A smile lights his face as she grins at him, and while joyful, he notices her eyes, and the fire flickering within. Anak steps back, with lips trembling says, “What is this fire I see within you still?

	Moving to him, Medea pushes her breasts close and lifts her lips for a kiss, then pulls away. “Tis nothing but my desire you my love, as I desire and shall have you.”

	“Have you truly left Lucifer and hell’s fire for me?” he says. “For surely it seems a bit of its heat remains in you.” 

	Snuggling her body closer, she pulled him down for a kiss, and her tongue penetrates his mouth, exploring. “The heat is my passion burning for you. The tightening in his groin is answer, and he pulls her tight. She feels his passion surge and smiles, the fire in her eyes burns brighter.

	“Do not question. My longing for you has not dimmed. Yes, I watched you at sunset on the hillside when the moon rose into the dark sky. You lit up my life while on the earth, and now you are the one who sets me aflame. Tis the fire of my passion for you within. Tis all you see.”

	Anak is pleased to believe the lie she tells. His hands pull her gown aside as his head dips down to suckle her breasts. He moans softly, then looks up and says, “You are my desire and nothing beside you, my precious one.”

	As the heat in her eyes burns in her belly, his own passion rises hard against her and she says, “No one shall ever take you from me.” And her eyes glance heavenward, while a glimmer of fear surges within Anak.

	Taken by lust, he pushes aside the fear to strip the gown from her body. She falls to the ground upon a soft carpet of green moss. It reminds him of the nebula and Clio. His body hard and demanding, he’s about to penetrate her, when laughter in the branches above pull his eyes up to see a pair of green eyes, and instantly Anak comes awake and finds himself alone.

	“Kai. Where are you?” he calls, but there is no answer. Where could he have gone and why? The dream filters into his conscious and Anak wonders, was it a warning? He pushes it aside and follows the direction where Kai must have gone, recalling as he fell asleep a bit of laughter. He left to investigate for he would not leave me. Walking on Anak sees a glow of light and quickens his pace at the sound of voices.

	~~~

	 

	
Flee sexual sin. It involves the body as no other sin does. In sexual sin, you are sinning against your own body. It is a temple for the Holy Spirit you received from God who lives in you. (1 Corinthians 6:18-19 ERV)

	21_Tempted

	K


	ai, a handsome Fae sees the queen. Red-gold hair spills down to curl over creamy white shoulders, breasts firm and uplifted. He imagines suckling her nipples peak and is appalled. Where did that thought come from? He’s thinking, she's Anak's love. 

	The queen lays her shining eyes upon the handsome Fae, and finds she’s equally tempted. Firm muscled legs, strong arms to wrap about her and draw her close. Imagining his embrace her breath quickens with a flush of desire and she saturates his mind with images of her lush body and what pleasures they could share.

	Breath short, eyes narrow, she prowls catlike toward him. Hands play over his muscled chest and firm flat abdomen just above where his desire swells. “Humm,” she purrs, and stretches upward to tastes his sensuous lips. 

	“Oh my,” she breathes, eyes shining with lust, nipples taut, and she rubs against him and walks around Kai. Fingers trace the powerful muscles along his back above firm buttocks, and she fits her body close, pressing intimately, rotating her hips as she slides along, inciting his imagination. 

	Her fertile mind imagines all sorts of sinful things and grins as she fills his mind with them, breathing moist kisses upon him. Medea pulls him close, her tongue flickers over his skin teasing. 

	Seemingly ignoring his arousal, yet she is very aware. “Ah, you are mine and I am yours! Come now and feed among the lilies.” As she presses on his shoulders, taking him to his knees.

	Remembering Anak whom he left sleeping, in need of rest, it is his love that drew them to her. Is this about the dream? I’ve no knife but the lie rings false to him. Kai struggles in his lust and his desire throbs as she moves her hips, tantalizing him, to pull him close, her fingers roam freely through his hair encouraging. 

	“My queen, no.” Kai can barely breathe yet he is unable to resist, captive to his desire. On his knees now on the stone floor, her taste on his lips unlocks his hunger. 

	Medea tears away all his reluctance. “Your lips desire to taste of my garden of delight.” Moaning in pleasure, as his tongue tastes of her so, with graceful fingers she pulls him to his feet, to run her hands down his belly. Shocks of pleasure ripple and he hardens more. “My sweet powerful king,” she purrs. "How I have longed for you - so able to satisfy."

	Kai sees the longing and thinks, she desires a strong king. And he convinces himself. I can be all she desires. But he deceives himself as his arms draw her to him. 

	Medea pulls him down on the couch. Kai’s passion intensifies as he anticipated the joining. Her legs spread, inviting him to enter her welcoming heat, and he thrusts himself within, and sighs in pleasure. Her muscles contract to draw him in and he moves within stroking firmly, powerfully.

	Later Kai lays satiated beside her and imagines again, her passion as they find pleasure and release together. He finds himself hard again, his breath grows short.

	Glimpsing Anak enter, he sees Kai with her. She lays her head on Kai’s shoulder, reaches to stroke him and tease. “How strong and powerful my magnificent male. Often you rode the forests at night as you ride me now lover.” 

	Stroking him to further hardness. “Gladly I put myself in your hands my sensitive powerful king,” she purrs. Stretching catlike, her breasts push against him as she slides her leg over his thigh and rubs her wetness against him, her nipples swollen, hand reaches down to his thick hard maleness. 

	Aroused Kai allows her to guide him inside  and he hungrily moves in and out with heated passion, until she cries in release, and he follows in mutual ecstasy. 

	~~~

	Anak heard her crafty words, and thinks, The one I desired to wed now fornicates with another. Anger surges seeing her full breasts and rounded belly, the long legs and dark wet patch between. She never shared with him or even pretended desire as she does Kai. Anak feels himself harden as he watches. He aches for her, to be with her as Kai now enters her. What am I thinking, he turns his eyes away. Deceit is in this woman. She left me preferring Lucifer! First, she gave herself to him, now to my companion. My friend carves a knife in my heart. Anak pushes aside the jealousy, to know, to have her! No! he cries to himself. She deceives Kai even if what she said is true. His head whirls. How to know, to discern the truth and not have my head filled with lies! Anak prays.

	Hear me, Lord. You know I seek the truth. You’re the eagle under whose wings I shelter. I’m lost and unable to discern reality. Adonai, I know you hear me. Come rescue me. 

	Hearing Medea’s words of love she utters, he shuts his ears. My heart breaks and I long to have all made right. Adonai free us from this evil and his lies, the one who desires our soul. Help us escape the darkness to enter Your light with joy and delight!

	Anak steps from the shadows into the cavern and walks toward the Fae, and Medea, the one he came seeking. 

	Startled, Kai pulls himself apart from Medea. Uncertain as to what Anak thinks, shamed for his actions have not been pure. I failed my friend and given into lust. His face flushes red.

	Scrambling into his clothes, Kai goes to greet Anak. He tucks his arms at his sides and looks down, unable to meet Anak’s eyes. Kai hopes to make amends, yet knows it’s impossible. Will he forgive me for taking her away?

	“Did you have a good rest, Anak, my friend? I didn’t want to disturb but. . . you see who’s here.” Nervously wiping his palms on his pants, his fingers run through his hair. He hopes Anak says something for Kai has no words.

	Medea walks to Kai; she wraps her arms around his body, running her hands over his chest and down his belly. Even with Anak watching, Kai responds and hardens again.

	Medea glances at Anak, “Why are you here?” she asks. “Looking for someone?” Medea smirks, releases Kai and prowls over to Anak. Medea’s hands glide over his bare chest as she looks back at Kai. “Still as handsome as ever. What shall I do with two of you?” 

	Her tongue peaks out to travel slowly over her lips. Medea walks away hips swaying long legs graceful while Kai looks and wonders, what is she doing? Are we not mated? Yet she runs her hands over Anak as though she desires him.

	Sensing his jealousy, her eyes twinkle. “Come, did you think I’d be yours alone?” She laughs, “I still desire you my playful one as well as Lucifer and those he tempts me to indulge in my fantasies, and so many others.” 

	Kai’s passion turns to ice. Mind numb, he cannot think.

	She turns to Anak, “What is it you desire?” She moves closer, rubbing her sex against his body to feel his response. Her eyes glitter. “You search for me?” Chuckling in delight. “You can have me with Lucifer whom I serve. Clio taught me well the art of love. Let me show you how to love me my lusty male? I desire you still, part of you anyway.” 

	Her tongue slides over Anak’s lips to penetrate his mouth. She pulls back and says, “You came for me? That’s lovely.” She slides her hand inside his tunic, “Oh, you are ready.” She snickers and turns to Kai. “Want to join us, love?” 

	Kai watches as Medea rub her body against Anak, then she rises on tiptoe and spreads her legs striving to insert him inside herself. He pushes her away. “My body may desire your offer, I do not.” Anak turns away. “Leave him alone too. You used Kai’s innocence to tempt him and use him, You don’t want either of us but prefer the father of lies!”

	“An adorable Fae, handsome and so sensitive!” She winks. “Delish. A Fae king though another rules. You can have him to yourself my would be lover.”

	Medea turns and says, “You return whence you came.   Win the war, set the captive free. It’s time to go.” 

	Anak looks around but Medea is gone in a blink. Stunned by what sounded like a prophecy he turns to Kai who says, “Anak, I’ve failed you. I could not resist her, fool I am.” Kai wants Anak to say something, anything. 

	“We must leave,” Anak says. “We can talk later. There is nothing to say right now.” The loss of his dream is a crushing burden. And so, with heavy heart, he heaves a sigh and walks out of the room in hell to put the past behind him.

	Kai’s heart breaks. What can I do? he moans, trails behind Anak several paces. Could Lord Adonai help if I place my trust in Him. I must see if he will help.

	Lord Adonai, I’ve seen you present for Anak, however long we’ve been here in the Otherworld. Father, as he calls you, I call upon you to be mine and to guide me. Come into my heart and my life and be there for me. Show me the way to help Anak, or if not, you help him. Help me to be all I can be for you, and my friend. 

	The flames of hell that seemed to continually flicker nearby, suddenly are gone. Kai’s burdens lift. His heart leaps for joy and his energy seems boundless. He cannot stop smiling yet restrains his urge to laugh. Taking several deep breaths, Kai holds each before releasing it. Tension falls away. Tears of joy flood his eyes. I must tell Anak. He hears a voice and he obeys. I will bide my time.

	Soon, Kai and Anak enter another chamber, hopefully, the last. This is the worst in many ways for despair covers the people and a great sadness fills everyone. Hundreds if not thousands of people mil about with no one trying to leave though a door with an exit sign is clear to see.

	People stand looking lost shoulders slump slack expressions head hanging low. A woman who looks like so many others. Eyes closed, sighing her mouth opens silent. She struggles to find words, but nothing comes. Weakly she throws her hands in the air only to let them fall loosely in her lap. Despair seeps from her very soul.

	Sitting, she leans forward hands limp on her knees. As she looks up, sorrow fills her eyes. Her head lolls on her shoulders. Taking a shallow breath, she rises, stumbling feet catch with each step. On she walks. 

	A moan pushes from her lips; she whispers, “Oh God.” 

	Anak’s heartbreaks. He understand her hopelessness; she denied Adonai now she suffers in hell. “Is it possible to help any of them?” Anak cries. No answer does he hear and Anak feels pity for their despair and hopelessness.

	Kai looks around stunned. I thought my depression was bad. A man stumbles around. Kai asks, “What is wrong?” But he sees the flames shimmer over the man, seeking entry into his soul, to burn and scourge him for an eternity.

	“Every day is torture. I promised myself I will do something to make it better. Day after day nothing but this fire burns in me. Even the simplest tasks. It feels like an eternity of days have piled up and despair is all I have now. The agony of the flames. Can no one help me?

	“It feels like I’m being flayed alive one moment, the next I’m struggling through quicksand to save myself. I can’t sleep or eat. My life is a fog, a never-ending depression.”

	Kai tries to speak to encourage, but the man’s answer is a repeat of before and it makes no sense.

	“Each day I wake up in a fog hoping the cloud will lift. Then searing flames come upon me; they seem never ending. I cannot see enough to untangle the despair or to fix what’s wrong and be freed.”

	Kai is at a loss for words. He knows Anak’s solution would be to turn his life over to Adonai but he also knows he’s in the Otherworld because he’d not turned to Adonai before his death. Kai turns away feeling helpless, yet his own life now feels so much lighter and he smiles to himself.

	Anak has not given Kai a passing glance. Now, he turns to the Fae. Something has changed! Anak walks around Kai looks closely at him, his eyes sparkle, his face glows with an inner light. Sucking in a breath, Anak reaches out. A shake of the head, he says, “I can’t believe it!” Grasping Kai firmly a smile on his face, he erupts in laughter. “You did it!” He understands seeing agreement in Kai’s eyes.

	Kai smiles shyly, his face alight even with the sorrow he too has seen among the people in this place of death. 

	“After my surrender to Medea, the hopelessness of my life came upon me. The answer - surrender to Adonai, who is my God.” A grin splits his face as Anak firmly clasps him.

	“God answered my prayer.” Anak cries. “For these people and you, I prayed and you are the answer. What a wonder is Adonai!” Looking into Kai’s blue eyes, he notices concern a faint cloud.

	“What is it? Something is bothering you.”

	“All these people. What is wrong with them?”

	“Come. You denied Adonai as they, your hopelessness in not believing. Yet you repented and turned to Adonai, they did not.”

	“Is there nothing to do?” Eyes flood with tears of sorrow as he says, “Oh, Anak. Will the suffering for others always be this painful? I was on top of the world and now…” 

	“No. If the Lord gave you a heart of compassion, you’ll learn to deal with it and in helpful ways. Until then, it will be painful. Yours is but a moment; theirs is eternal.” He clasps Kai in a hug. “Let’s get going, see what’s around the bend. This is so exciting.”

	Kai looks back in sorrow at the milling crowd who he knows will suffer for an eternity because of their choices. He turns to Anak. “Where to next?” His face now alight with hope for a brighter future.

	After traveling away from Medea, exhausted, they stop to rest. Anak falls into a deep sleep and dreams: 

	There is a great chasm he sees between Otherworld and heaven above with a mountain so high it reaches into heaven. He thinks, surely no one could climb it. Anak hears Ariel’s voice, “Adonai knew when he created the heavens many would turn and speak His name only in desperation. You listened to those who refused, those you spoke with. Did they listen, turn to Him, and speak his name?

	Many of them refused Adonai and now suffer. Those who chose to speak Adonai’s name and turn to Him, heaven opens easily; they have no need to struggle to climb. You have one more task in the Otherworld, to cross the chasm to the garden near the mountain; it will take you to the place of your dreams to rescue the maiden.

	“Anak, you won’t believe it.” He shakes him awake. An excited Kai tells about his dream. In hearing, he realizes Adonai gave the vision to them both. “I, too,” Anak says. Just then Lucifer appears. “Well, isn’t this sweet you two so close and friendly.” He sniggers.

	~~~

	 

	
"I am Adonai, who makes all things, who stretched out the heavens all alone, who spread out the earth all by myself. (Isaiah 44:24b CJB)

	22_Hell’s End

	A


	s the journey continues Anak and Kai endure a final temptation. Kai, having been seduced by Medea, the Fae queen, he gave into lust. Now in his shame but much to his joy, Kai made a choice for Adonai.

	~~~

	“Kai with lovely Medea,” Lucifer sniggers. “She is such a delight. Very invigorating, as those who find her discover.” Frowning, he walks over to Kai. “What have you done!” he says scowling. “You gave yourself to Him!” His glower deepens, and he mutters unintelligible. Mouth downturned, shaking his head, Lucifer walks away.

	“Cross to the other side you must,” he points to an opening, a darkness lies before them. “Cross the chasm and climb beyond to the heights.” In the distance, a high mountain; seemingly beyond possibility to scale. In spite, of his dream, Kai despairs realizing how far they have yet to go.

	“It seems impossible because you have committed acts of treachery, sinned against Adonai. Too bad,” Lucifer says.

	“You imagines the Otherworld your home forever? I see the inner light dim and he feel despair: You Fae always come to me, your lord and master.”

	Anak refuses Lucifer’s scorn, knowing he’s the prince of liars and a deceiver. “You’re a Cherub of Adonai’s no longer. You are an evil spirit, a deceiver. I challenge you to prove what you say about Adonai. If you can and, as you say, if we are unrepentant sinners, we will stay.”

	 “You dare challenge me to prove my words. I accuse you of treachery against your father, archangel appointed by God. You deny him honor as a parent. Adonai’s command states you are to honor your father and your mother so you may live in the land he provides. He removed you from the land which speaks for itself!” He waits for Anak to deny.

	Anak considers. “Tell me how I refused my father's honor, then I will answer. At the time of my birth, he was absent from my life by his choice. My father told mother it was your deception as well.” He holds up his hand to stop Lucifer’s denial. “I know it’s hearsay as my mother cannot defend her words. Were you true, however, you would confess.”

	Lucifer at first, looks outraged then a smile stretches his lips. “Good point. I have no need to defend myself. You’re the accused. How say you? Either you deny your father or not, and shamed him in so doing. Which is it?”

	“Where is this archangel? Can I not see my accuser?” he demands. “Only he is not present for fear of facing me!”

	“Certainly not, for it is I who accuse you. You owe me an answer. Andras leaving before your birth is not relevant. In the desert and to your Fae queen, did you not speak ill of him and reject women, dishonor his memory and his image to others in so doing?”

	Anak considers how his actions could look to others and has to admit, he dishonored his father because of how others viewed him. “Yes. I stained his reputation, no more than he himself.” Anak bows, “Lord, it is against you alone I’ve sinned. I come before you to beg your forgiveness. You who cast my sins far away, and they are gone.”

	Lucifer anticipated Anak would defend himself thereby bringing more sin upon himself. Instead, Anak confesses and begs Adonai’s forgiveness. “You think to trick me.” Lucifer snarls, outraged. Let your Fae friend, Kai, answer for himself; he worshipped me for centuries, has he not?”

	Turning to Kai, Lucifer says, “I accuse you of treachery against your family leading in the suicide death of your sister. That sin falls to you, Fae.

	“You fell for Medea’s temptation. An exciting day, hum, fornicating with your queen. Do you deny the pleasure received in ‘her garden of delight?” he says suggestively. “And treachery toward your friend Anak who was chosen by - you know - what’s his name?” Lucifer’s eyes flick toward the heavens. He’s not about to speak the Lord’s name and invoke disaster.

	Kai cringes, embarrassed as Lucifer’s continues the attack. “Did you deny Anak’s God to worship the Fae idol, myself.” Eyes gleaming, he whispers, “Fae Kai, you will be mine. Indeed, you are mine.”

	Kai steps back, considers several moments, recalling all Anak had shared, clears his throat and considers Lucifer’s word’s. “Some of what you say is true. But today I set before me a new God, who has promised to protect me from my enemies, and to do so for all eternity.”

	He repeats the words of Adonai’s prophet, “I swept away your offenses and as the morning mist all your sins are gone. You returned to me, and I did redeem you.” Kai smiles and says, “Today, I called upon the Lord Adonai, and He was gracious to answer and wash all my sins away.”

	Lucifer screams in his fury. “Get gone into the chasm and may you be lost forever in its darkness. I will ensure you never find your way out. Evil gleams in the depths of his eyes, for he knows what lies in the chasm better than either of the two. Turning to leave, before Lucifer can move, a flash of light blinds their eyes, and the sound of thunder crashes about, deafening. Yeshua, the messiah, enters the Otherworld. Standing in a clean white robe, as though fresh from his bath, he speaks, “These are mine and any others I claim.” 

	Thus, Yeshua spoke and the battle between good and evil ensues as Anak and Kai, not understanding, open mouthed, wait to see what happens.

	 Surprised into silence, he stands still a moment. “How did you do it?” “It matters not.” He waves his hand dismissive. It appears the Romans are not so good at follow-through. Why are you not dead?” 

	Lucifer walks around Yeshua, picks up one of his hands, sees a wound in his wrist, a large nail hole. “It appears you suffered.” He says, flinging aside the wounded hand as if it were meaningless and bore no consequence.

	“Ye-shu-a” he says, what to him is a foul word, it slithers from his mouth. “Exactly who do you imagine belongs to you? Do they not deserve what they find here? Humm.”

	“Adonai does not, like you, afflict. He pardons and forgives, anyone and all sin. Nor does he remain angry forever but delights in being merciful even to the worst of sinners. He will have compassion on those you tread upon, yet He treads their sins underfoot and hurls their iniquities into the sea.”

	“You say he punishes those who worship me.” He grumbles. “Do you call that fair because they attend to me? What you call a lover, I call a fool who takes his anger out on anyone. Recall His testament to the past, the ravager, מַלְאָך הַמַשְׁחִית‎, mal'ak ha-mashḥit, sent out by Yahweh on several occasions to kill the enemies of the Hebrews. In other words, anyone who does not live by His rules. Need you a reminder?

	 

	A battlefield of gore. The killing field a tangle of blood and bones, corpses torn apart by the hulking forms of the Nephilim raging and snuffling for blood. It seems they never get enough, never cease from wanting, and so they destroy heedlessly. 

	“Did he not use his Hebrews to slaughter innocents, also?” Lucifer lips curl. The four find themselves on the battlefield enclosed in its wretched misery:

	With the heavy cloud cover and the heat, the smell grew unbearable. The need for rain to wash away the carnage dominates yet it never falls. Flies crawl on grimed eyes unblinking, clouded by death. 

	Picking their way across once pure sand, it took all Anak’s strength to not run away. Stunned by the vile scene, Kai turns away, appalled at a landscape canvas smeared with blood and gore. 

	The funeral pyres burn in the blazing heat of the smoke from unholy fires darkening the once blue sky. A scream is heard but no one moves to save the one engulfed in a burning hell that covers the death field. The dead indistinct from the living, too exhausted to move or protest are hurled into the pyres, yet their screams seem never-ending, echoing across the plains.

	Lucifer’s voice woke them from their seeming trance, yet Yeshua never blinked as he answered. “He is merciful to all. He overlooks their sins so they can repent and those you look upon refused and cast their own children into the fire before their empty gods,” Yeshua says, his voice mourns.

	“Yes, Adonai holds nothing against anyone or anything, or what you have made abhorrent. You know nothing of love. But Adonai, who willed it spares all because they are His. You cannot say he loves not fairly; he is the lover while you are death who turned from life.” Yeshua steps to one side.

	“In your voice, blame is laid upon me for the carnage.” Lucifer shakes his head. “Yet I am a lover, as is dear Kai.” Fire flares in his eyes as he reveals:

	Kai mingles his lust with Medea’s as he enters her enthralled with passion not seeing what she became. Eyes burn as the demon in her emerges to gloat, its tongue snakes out to slide over sharpened teeth beneath a smile to enjoy the illusion of pleasure she takes in his lust.

	Kai shudders, seeing now the demon she had become. 

	“You must want to see the truth, but no one ever does.” Lucifer snickers. “Oh, you enjoyed sin entering the flesh of her luscious body, her garden of delight.” He smirks.

	Yeshua steps forward. “You blind the minds of unbelievers to stop them from seeing me reflecting the image of God. Sin quenches the Spirit within through their ongoing rebellion. Each knows what they do is sin, fornicating, taking pleasure in the flesh. They unite my spirit to a prostitute and the sinners care not if they merge the spirit with their vile, immoral thoughts.”

	Lucifer smirks, “They enjoy it while they live, though it shortens their life. Sinners care only for the momentary pleasures I provide, and they so much enjoy, for a time. Another scene opens. 

	Men and women masturbate watching each other, waiting to fornicate with another man or woman; they care not. The ultimate pleasure of orgasm never comes, yet they strive on, seeking the ultimate high.

	A man hides in the shadows, tears the clothes from a young virgin who screams for mercy. Later, she walks the streets. Not recognizing her as the one, he falls on the bed as her hands undo his shirt then trousers. She takes him in her mouth as she uses her tongue to give pleasure.

	Reaching up, he pulls her down, his excitement peaking. His hands around her throat she gasps, him inside her, eyes shine in lust. A slight moan escapes. She sighs. His hands tighten and her eyes widen in feartoo late. She struggles. “I will soon be done.” She gives a shuddering sigh and breathes her last.

	Lucifer shrieks, “You see; they fight the ecstasy only to delight in it. Even better, they come to Otherworld seeking the same in one another.”

	Compassion is Yeshua’ response. “The Lord is gentle and gracious, slow to anger abounding in love. He will not harbor anger forever no matter the sinner; he does not treat anyone as their sins deserve or repay by their sins. As high as the heavens are above, as far as the east is from the west, so far he has removed their offenses casting them into the sea.”

	“Ptah,” Lucifer scorns. “He repaid what he said was my iniquities, so his love is not for me. Don’t bother. No, you know I don’t fear him - blah blah.” He turns away tired of that old argument. 

	“I read your book and know everyone who refuses to believe in you the wrath of Adonai comes upon them, so don’t speak of his enduring love. We knowall who reject you Adonai will reject, that is truth. What say you?”

	“Surely, it was for their benefit I suffered.”

	Yeshua is bound to a whipping post lashes on his back, blood flows. The scene shifts to a cross upon which he is nailed and blood flows his skin cold and sensitive as he breathes his last, “זה נגמר: It is done,” he whispers. 

	Watching the scene, Kai weeps, recognizing the one who saved him, and what he suffered and died in doing. Anak touches Kai’s arm, acknowledging silently his sorrow and gratitude.

	“My love my sacrifice keeps them from destruction and puts all your sins behind you, even you. All Adonai asks is one favor in return to love and obey his one and only son who suffered and died for them. There is joy and peace; all things work for the benefit of everyone who believes.”

	“You ask too much.”

	“You’re right in saying evil will not go unpunished. The offspring of the righteous Adonai will deliver. Do not the rich get rich at the poor’s expense? Rabbi’s take from widows so they live well. Corruption in government also. Why should they benefit? Yet they do. Let me show you,” another scene opens on a store having a meeting of managers:

	“What’s the lowest wage we can offer to get workers who can at least function?” the manager asks. 

	“It would be better to pay more to compete with other companies for employees who are more than just adequate?” a junior manager asks.

	“Yes, it would, but cuts our profit margin and no one likes that as stocks go down along with dividends.”

	“Most employees barely subsist now, sir. They live in shared housing for they don’t earn enough to afford an apartment on their own.”

	“Let me ask you, do you like working here or would you like to look for another job?” His manager looks at him thoughtfully. He knew it was time to shut up and do what they asked. “Okay, then let’s move on.”

	“How many full-timers do we have? Seventeen? What’s that costing us in benefits? Start cutting hours for half of them, at least ten. Got it?” 

	The junior manager nods his head. His manager smiles and says, “You might make it after all. Keep up the good work.”

	This scene bleeds into another: a rabbi asks a poor widow to increase her tithe. “You are not paying as much as you can.” Towering over her.

	“Rabbi, I’m paying more than ten percent of what my son brings home. We barely have enough to eat.”

	“Nonsense. I’ve been to your home. You have food on the table. You want everyone to know we had to beg you for an adequate tithe, do you?”

	Bowing in shame. “I’ll do better rabbi. Please forgive my disrespect.”

	“She had food on the table,” says Yeshua, “because they prepared what little they had to feed the rabbi. He had plenty at home but fed off the poor to satisfy his greed. Adonai was not pleased.”

	“The widow suffered to meet another’s needs. Whoever is kind to the poor lends to the Lord He rewards generosity,” Yeshua says. “Adonai does not ask the poor to fill the pockets of the rich but the rich to care for the poorthe widows and orphans.”

	“Yet suffering benefits,” he says revealing:

	An Egyptians whip lashes across the back of an old man who has stumbled under a considerable weight. “Move or you will feel more than my lash” the guard strikes again with the handle of his whip. The old man falls and does not rise. Others glance at him and continue their work, fearful for their safety.

	“Harsh! Bah they’re worthless. Adonai saw them sniveling to work and freed them. He bullied the Egyptians to satisfy his need for power and control! Then he fed the slaves and prospered them. Tired of their whining no doubt.” Lucifer argues, “Adonai spoils the people. Here they get nothing unless they pay for it in one way or another.” He chuckles.

	A young girl sobs, several men rutting as they steal her innocence, and savage her. She ceases to struggle as a knife guts her. The scent of raw blood assaults their nostrils pooling beneath the girl. 

	Kai has trouble watching and again turns away. 

	Anak shakes his head in disgust at the sight; he can stand no more.

	Yeshua observes, his compassion evident, Yet as they turn away, Kai saw his arms reach to envelope her, as the girl’s soul left the body. Then, an angel appeared to carry her into heaven, disappearing with the vision.

	“Look,” he says. “Her suffering is over. What a joyous time.”

	Anak says, “Yes, it is glorious. And the ones entering hell, like those men; their soul rushed there on its own; they threw away any desire for the love and peace of Adonai only to end in the abyss. You felt the fires burn your soul, but it was nothing compared to those who eternally endure a terrible emptiness and pain without Lord Adonai, nowhere can they flee for relief.”

	Anak stretches. “Come now. It’s time we continue our journey into the chasm.” The two head toward the chasm that lies before them, dark and wide; it seems ominous and filled with danger.

	~~~

	In this episode, Kai and Anak were subjected to the vile nature of Lucifer and the misery he inflicts upon mortals. And, for a time, it assuages his own misery and the choice he had once made. 

	In the next part of their journey, they have a chasm to cross to find the garden, where a maiden has been imprisoned. Once they find where she is held, another challenge awaits. Will they overcome and rescue her, or will one of them die in the attempt? 

	~~~

	
‘Between us lies a great chasm fixed; so those who desire to pass to you cannot nor can they pass over to us.’. – Luke 16:26b
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	nak and Kai on their journey enter the chasm between the Otherworld, Earth, and Heaven. They have no idea what’s before them. New dangers and perhaps a surprise await; wouldn’t it be nice!

	“Do you imagine we’ll see any Fae? What I know is limited,” Anak says, his thoughts on the tricky Irish leprechaun, the Fae queen he’s grateful to have out of his life, and the one Fae who went out of his way to help.

	Eager, Kai says, “You never know what temperament you’ll meet. There is a difference between the Fae and Faeries, you know.”

	Eyebrows rise toward his hairline in surprise. “Different, how?”

	“The Fae look human as you’ve seen, like me. Some have magical powers, while the faeries are not very tall, rather they’re quite small. They see magic while humans and Fae do not. There are no wings on Faeries no more than on angels. Those who’re tiny, fly about on the backs of dragonflies or butterflies, whereas the larger fairies take to the sky with birds, like doves and sparrows. They tend to avoid hawks and night owls.” Kai makes a snapping motion with his teeth, chuckling as a smile curves his lips.

	“The elementals are very intelligent; they are the spirits of air, fire, earth and water and Fae like me, only of a different ‘nature,’ if you get my meaning!” He quirks an eyebrow at Anak.

	“Not really, for I’ve never seen an elemental,” Anak says.

	“They’re amazing, rare and secretive. Their skills use the forces of nature to advantage: fire and water, or earth and air. I told you about the courts: the Seelie and the Unseelies. We have kingdoms and many live alone while others live in settlements. The solitary Fae avoid the Fae settlements.”

	“What are changelings?” Anak asks. “I’ve heard they replace a parents' real child in infancy by a faeries own child who’s ill born, using magic to disguise the infant from its parents.”

	“Yes. When a Fae child becomes ill and Fae magic cannot cure it, they exchange the child for a human. The human receives the Fae magic while the flawed Fae often dies. If it survives, there’s usually something wrong with it, almost always; it may be crippled or mentally defective.”

	“It makes my head spin. When in trouble I pray to Adonai. Trust in the Lord to send an angel to protect!” Anak drops to the ground. “I’m exhausted. Let’s rest, for the chasm lies before us, and we’ll need our strength to get through the obstacles.” No doubt Lucifer will make sure there are plenty of those in our way.

	Kai ruminates on Anak’s words. Not always does your god send help, he mutters to himself, wondering about those who believe yet are beset by many troubles. How would Anak answer, were I to ask about them? He lies down to take a nap for Anak is already fast asleep, and this time without dreams.

	~~~

	Approaching, both can see entry into the chasm is by a path, narrow and dangerous down a steep-sided cliff, made as sharp channels cut through layers of basalt and red rock to carve the way. Many feet had gone this way which created the path. Far below, a swirling torrent sweeps through with twists and turns, widening into white-water foam as it pushes on, disappearing into the earth down a hidden channel leading to they know not where. 

	Leaving to enter the chasm at dawn, the sunrise casts a golden light over its walls, and in their last glance into the canyon from the rim, they see all of it. “Oh my. Look at that would you. It’s amazing. Almost make me forget the purpose in our journey.” They stop for a space on the rim, watching as the mist in the early light casts an ethereal glow spiraling down into purple-grey shadows hiding the bottom far below. 

	So, they began their descent, past layers of red rock, sandstone and lime. It is a perilous journey. Kai rounds a bend in the trail to find before him nothing. For one terrifying moment, heart thundering in his chest he breathes deep, to quell the nausea. A slight misstep would leave him hanging in space briefly, before plunging 500 feet or more down. Gasping for breath, he clings tight to the trail wall as he cautiously proceeds, too frightened to speak. 

	Anak chuckles, yet carefully watches his own feet every step of the way. “I see an open area ahead; it appears not as steep or as slippery. Let’s stop and rest for a bit, if it’s okay with you?” He grins seeing Kai heave a sigh of relief, and himself relaxes, as they move away from the dizzying cliff edge. 

	“As long as the space has solid footing, I’m okay.” Kai remarks and upon reaching the spot Anak had indicated he gratefully sits down.

	It seems like it takes forever but they made it by sunset, which came early at the bottom. From the rim the view had been breathtaking yet in the hike down he felt its power and beauty; it was a different experience. On the way, they passed through layers of changing colors in the rock. It became incredibly hot as the Otherworld, what they imagine the fires of hell to be like. The little available shade made it tiring and exceptionally challenging.

	In the shadows cast by the setting sun came relief from the intense heat. The chasm’s beauty, genuinely awe-inspiring, made it easy to forget they were on a risky journey. After resting a bit, Anak took time to assess their canteens and other supplies.

	“The water supply is getting low. You may have to use your magic to draw water from the rocks,” Anak says. “There’s enough for tonight. In the morning we’ll search for more.” The two busied themselves with their packs to prepare for the night. Then ate a quick bite before lying down to sleep.

	Anak is fast asleep shortly after. Kai lay awake for hours listening to the night sounds, waiting for what he knew not. Just before dawn at the night’s darkest, came a slithering sound. Someone or something slid in through the deep shadows. Kai’s heart sped up. Pulse pounding, he breathes deep trying to calm himself, looking furtively about in the dark, trying to see what may not even be.

	Am I imagining things? He forces himself to relax. Breathe deep and let go, he told himself, listening. Surprised to hear a bell sound. Sitting up he looks all around. It was no melodic chime but a hollow resonating sound. Why has Anak not awakened? He must be deaf not to hear it! Kai suddenly awakens realizing, it must’ve been a dream. Am I awake or still dreaming? Confused he rolls over to go back to sleep before dawn when there’s light. Just as he falls asleep it seems, Anak shakes him awake.

	“Ho, Kai, time to be up and about.”

	The light is beginning to filter into the canyon bottom. Kai rolls over and groans. “I went to sleep moments ago,” he says. “Then I heard a bell clang, but you didn’t hear it.” He yawns and sits up. “At least I got some sleep.”

	“What are you talking about? You slept all night,” Anak says. “You snored so loud it’s a wonder you didn’t wake the dead. I was awake all night, and you didn’t wake once, I guarantee it.” Anak rolls up his sleeping pad, shaking his head at Kai’s imagined foolishness.

	“You must be joking,” Kai says. “Well, you seem well-rested for someone who’s awake all night.” Suddenly it dawns on him and he slaps his forehead. “Oh, no. Likely, we both slept all night.”

	Chuckling, Anak thinks Kai’s having fun at his expense, he moves on to prepare breakfast, but inquires, “Why do you think we both slept through the night when I know for certain, I did not?”

	“Fae mischief; they trick humans and it seems their own kind. We’ll have to.” Lowering his voice to a whisper, he shares an idea with Anak. The two of them camp for the day and that night, resting before continuing their journey. Then before the moon rose, after placing his sleeping mat, Kai enters a nearby crevasse, and assumes the guise of a deer. He lies down to wait. Anak laid down on his side, pretending to sleep, but kept himself on high alert.

	They didn’t have long to wait. At moonrise sure enough a couple of the Fae slid in through the shadows to play tricks. Once the mischief began, they did their best to disturb their sleep, not awakening either one. Just as they were finishing, they noticed a young deer wander into the camp, and it asked, “What are you doing?” 

	The Fae asked, “How is it you can speak?”

	Turning it head, as if to shrug, the deer says, “A Fae of the earth gave me a voice so we could speak. and forgot to take it when he left.” Pausing it says, “Can I help with what you’re doing? I've an idea.” 

	Not doubting the deer’s story, for they knew the elementals can do such when they choose, they listened and agreed his plan was good. Pulling vines off the rock walls they wove them into a great net to trap the humans. 

	 “I’m too big but if you two get in,” the deer says, “we’ll know if it’s large enough for those two.” 

	Excited, the Fae enter inside the web. Anak pulls the end of the vine while standing up to his Nephilim height bringing the Fae along with him. In a tightly woven web, they couldn’t move to wield magic. Terrified, they cried, “Oh sir. Please, do not eat us. It was but a wee bit of fun we be have’n.”

	Anak, pretending to think it over, says, “What sort of favor could two small helpless creatures such as yourselves do for me? It seems you’d be a nice midnight snack.” His eyes gleam as they shudder in terror, while he gazes hungrily at the Fae, licking his lips. After several moments, deciding they are suitably frightened, he breaks into laughter.

	Kai who’d left earlier, now no longer a deer, appears and makes a bargain. “He promises to do you no harm, as long as you do not trick another Fae, or this particular giant again.” 

	“Oh, friend. We never again will cause you mischief. Should either of you need help while here, we would be pleased to offer such as payment.” 

	Anak and Kai agree, and free them. The two Fae go away content. “Aye, ‘twas a fine trick you played on us. A fine one indeed. We always appreciate tricks others play; it’s how we learn and life becomes more interesting.” 

	Upon departing, they thank Anak for not snacking on them. “Indeed, twas innocent mischief.” Anak and Kai agreed, enjoying the prank now it is over, and they can be on their way.

	“How did you trick them into believing a deer could speak?” Anak asks.

	“I told them the truth, as close to the truth as possible.”

	“What do you mean. It’s either the truth or not.”

	“Long ago, when I first met the elementals.”

	Stunned, Anak says, “Wait a minute. You mean to say the elementals are real and not just a story you made up,”

	“Everything I told about the Fae is true, though they change their own truth at times. One did such a thing in the king’s forest. I don’t know its reason, but an earth elemental was creating a new Sidhe moving the earth, when it accidently trapped a young deer under a landslide. The Fae gave it a voice to cry a warning should it be in need ever again.”

	“Fascinating. And it didn’t take away its voice when done,”

	“No. Not that it helped the deer who was killed by hunters later. When it cried out for mercy, the hunters imagined a human spoke, and took the shot, their arrow ending the deer’s life. The hunters never knew who had cried for mercy, and gave up looking. The earth elementals ceased interfering in animal affairs ever since, believing it was the deer’s destiny to die.”

	“I suppose it makes sense. I’m not sure I’d have done the same, but then I’m not an elemental Fae either.”

	“Yes, this is true.”

	As Anak and Kai continue on through the canyon bottom had was like stepping back in time—two billion years. To get there they had descended nearly a vertical mile along precipitous switchbacks slicing into the very edge of the rust-colored canyon walls. The journey so far was amazing, and Anak was pleased Kai was there to enjoy it with him.

	As they walked, the light shifted dramatically. It seemed the sun was as much a trickster as the Fae for the light moved and faded in an endless array of shifting shadows, walking on through bright-red dirt, cracked blue rocks like robin’s eggs. That night, setting up camp, exhausted, the two lay down and together gaze up at the immense tapestry of stars in the deep blue of the heaven. “Recall the night I gazed at the stars? You came and spoke of Medea, though I knew it not then. Yet, due to that moment in time, here we are again, looking at the stars. Do you imagine you will travel there one day?”

	“Aye. Anything is possible, as we’ve seen. Perhaps both of us will.”

	Anak nods his head, not disagreeing this time. The next morning it was like moving forward in time, as the two continued their adventure.

	~~~

	While the journey into the chasm brought beauty, it also came with the mischief-making Fae, but this episode ends with the two finding new friends, and understanding. Yet, in the chasm they’ll soon discover enemies are more common than friends, as the two venture on in Chapter eight.
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	nak and Kai have met the mischief-maker and are pleased to know some are on their side. The journey will be less troublesome, at least without Fae magic. And they might find the female who’s in trouble. 

	“Those vines you used last night, could we be near,” Anak says. “The Fae don’t know everything about this chasm. I asked if they heard about her but they said no. We’ll keep looking.”

	After hours of searching in several crevasses in the chasm’s they find no one. “This will take longer than we thought.” Anak ruminates, and considers what they have seen so far.

	Heading out to search a new turn in the wall they came upon a man hiding in a deep crevasse. “Who are you and what are you doing?” Anak asks, challenging the man who cringes in the shadows. Yet he sees no fear in his eyes.

	“Please don’t hurt me,” he cries. “I hid from a dragon, one who spits great tongues of fire and will cook me for its next meal.”

	Upon hearing the farmer’s story, Kai laughs.

	“Why do you laugh?” says the farmer. “I’d pastured my horses and it was Fae land. She appeared as a horse with wings of an eagle and a dragon’s tail, spit fire. She cooking my horses for dinner. I ran away and stumbled into this chasm. She ate my horses and seeks to eat me. I don’t know what she looks like now.”

	“What do you mean what she looks like now?”

	“After she ate my horses, she changed into a man lame of leg then sat down to the feast. My poor horses were my only livelihood. I know not what to do.”

	Kai takes Anak to one side and shares his concerns.

	“I have an idea,” Anak says and shares his idea. Kai agrees and hopefully it will reveal the truth.

	Anak went back to the farmer and says, “We don’t have a lot but if you’re hungry we’ll share what we have.”

	“It’s generous of you.” The farmer says a wicked gleam in his eyes, tongue flicks out to lick his lips.

	 “I’ll be back.” Says Kai. “You two start. I Have something to care for before we eat and settle down for the night.”

	Anak and the farmer talk while waiting for Kai to return when a small doe enters the clearing. The farmer jumps to his feet, in a blink it changes into a horse with wings and a tail like a dragon. Anak stepped back, and before it could spit fire and cook poor Kai, rising to his Nephilim height, he grabs the dragon by its neck, ending its deception.

	As they gaze at the dead dragon, Anak asks, “What made you think he was the dragon?”

	“A dragon would never allow part of its feast to get away. It told on itself, saying the dragon turned into a crippled man when, indeed, it had turned into the farmer, so we would think he was a victim. He is a she also. Had she been a dragon who kills with fire she would not let the farmer get away but would cook him on the spot. They are insatiable.”

	“What do we have other than the deer who got away, for dinner? And don’t say dragon.” He laughs. 

	The two sat down to partake of their rations. “We must find a deer, or a way out if we do not find the woman, who may not exist.”

	Searching every trail and crevasse, and there are many, they come upon a clearing, miles from where they began. “We could camp in this rift; it’s deep in shadow, so we’re out of the sun’s heat.”

	By a small fire in the dusk Kai speaks of his life in the Fae kingdom. “If Medea spoke true, and I am king of the Fae, being here is not good. Why did not the king say anything?”

	“Perhaps he didn’t know or Medea deceived you again.”

	“King or not, there’s so much to do once we return home. What are you going to do Anak?”

	“We need to get out first.” Hearing a slight scrabbling sound, Kai leaps to his feet and dives into the scraggly brush. His quick actions shock Anak who’s never seen him move so fast.

	“Got you. Stop wiggling. We won’t hurt! Ow. Stop biting!” Anak hears a sharp slap then a woman crying. He sighs as Kai emerges with a female over his shoulder squirming vigorously.

	“She tried to – no she did bite me. I gave her a lesson in manners, a sharp one.”

	He sets the woman down. She tries to scramble away but Kai grabs hold and sits her down firmly. “If you don’t want to be tied up, stay put.” He says harshly. Then softens his tone, “We’re won’t hurt you. I said it once. If you hadn’t bit me…” Showing her the marks her teeth had left. Raising his eyebrows, he glances at the woman and asks, “Would you like to explain what you’re doing here?”

	Anak watches the scene with amusement. Kai put her in her place and he’s nobody’s fool, not after Medea had deceived him.

	 “We mean you no harm. What’s your name? That’s a good place to start.” Anak leans back relaxed to show he is no threat.

	Looking fearful, she says, “You don’t know me, who I am? You’re not here to – to take me back?” A deep breath, she heaves a sigh as they shake their heads no. “My name is Isobel. I don’t know. . . I have to trust someone.” 

	Slowly her story unfolds. “I was supposed to marry a knight. But I must kill him to preserve my life. The knight I promised to marry. Now I will never marry him. She spit on the ground. “I heard you talking. You being a Fae king and thought. It matters not; the king would not be the one to come for me. I didn’t think. That’s why I ran - to preserve my life.”

	“You plan to kill him as the solution?” Kai asks “whoever he happens to be and not considered the consequences? Whether he finds you or you find him, if you kill him you die! You lose either way.”

	“I would rather be dead than married to him!” Getting up she stamps her foot like a petulant child.

	“Who is this knight you despise?” Kai asks hoping he knows and can make sense of the situation.

	“It’s Drake Willow. Why? Do you know him?” 

	Kai’s smile is difficult to hide when he hears the name. “Oh yes. I certainly know him” He chuckles.

	“Now you’ll help him.” She throws herself on the ground and says. “I knew this was a mistake.” Sobbing.

	“He’s as dangerous as a mushroom. I’ve never known him to cause anyone hurt. It’s not that you're lying. I do not understand knowing who you mean.” He says, amused.

	Willow Drakes’ actual name is Tam-Lin, a part-human Fae with special powers. He lives among the Fae and is Kai’s half-brother. Kai shrugs his shoulders thinking this is not the time to reveal that bit of information.

	 “We will help. He’s a knight, so he can help himself.”

	She nods her head, listening though still weeping.

	“If you stay the night and not run off, we’ll figure out what to do in the morning. It’s late and we could use some rest. Are you willing?”

	Sniffling, she dries her tears. “I’ll stay if you promise not to take me back.”

	Kai says, “We promise not to and you’re welcome to travel with us. We’re going in a different direction anyway.”

	Kai’s magic creates a small tent for her to sleep in. He and Anak go off to their beds a short distance away.

	~~~

	Tam Lin lives with the Fae and is an earthly-knight with Fae abilities. While he’s supposed to marry the Fae, Lucifer frightened his bride away then insisted the Fae pay Tam Lin as a tithe so he can use his powers.

	Tam-Lin begged the Fae to let him find his bride and wed her to stop the tithe and the turning. Hesitantly they agree, but he has only until the next Fae moon when he turns and he will hunt her, not to kill but to mate.

	~~~

	Exhausted, Isobel falls asleep. Kai slides over near Anak and whispers, “Let’s walk. I need to tell you something.” 

	Leaving the camp, Kai whispers so only Anak can hear, “Willow is my half-brother and he has unusual abilities.”

	Anak’s mouth falls open, he glances back to be sure Isobel can’t hear. His head swivels around to face Kai, “Did I hear you right? He’s your brother!” His voice low but tense, Kai has no trouble hearing.

	“Half-brother,” he says, “he’s only half Fae.” 

	Anak waves his hand dismissively, “You’re telling me this because?” hands to his sides. “What else is there?”

	“He is a shape-shifter with a wolf as his inner companion.”

	Anak rotates his neck to loosen up. “We have a problem.” He looks at the stars waiting to hear the rest of the tale.

	“It’s fascinating if you want the whole explanation.” 

	Anak nods his head gnashing his teeth trying to be calm. It would be nice if he would tell the whole truth – just once.

	“The Fae moon, you must keep your wits about you, else it can bewitch. It is dangerous for the less careful. Those who carry a wolf within. Wolves react to the full moon; she will feel him intensely and yearn to mate with him.

	“In moonlight he is wildly beautiful yet seems threatening.  That is the danger—not seeing him for who he isa Fae disguised by the magic of the moon’s light.

	“How could she misconstrue his intent?”

	“The moon is about to reach its fullness,” Kai says. Looking up to see the moon. Then, they hear a scuffling sound.

	Turning Kai see Isobel struggle with a man. Anak hadn’t heard or noticed anyone enter the camp, and he’d been turned in that direction.

	Kai recognizes the intruder. “Tam-Lin. Leave go. Isobel’s under our care.” His hands move to spread as a blue ring of fire; it dances around Isobel.

	Tam-Lin backs off, hands out. “Let go the blue fire! Isobel’s my bride-to-be,” Tam-Lin yells. “We are destined to mate, can’t you see?” He faces Kai; the Fae fire is all about them, within his blue fire of protection. “I would never harm Isobel. Lucifer had to get rid of Isobel then demanded the tithe. Deceived by Lucifer, she ran off. The council gave me until the next moon to mate with her and stop the turn!”

	Anak can see the firelight is not from the campfire. The two glow with Fae-fire, pulling them closer to each other. 

	“Kai, he speaks true.” Kai arrives at the same conclusion.

	Isobel stares wide-eyed. Her body trembles in fear. She bends over arms wrapped around herself, l shuts her eyes to block it all out. Clapping her hands over ears not to hear she whimpers. Tam tries to go to Isobel, but she screams and pushes him away, “No. Leave me be!”

	Tam is devastated. The mating bond calls to him but he fears to approach. “Kai, please. Help Isobel to understand. You know Lucifer - the tithes.”

	Eyes filled with sorrow Tam pleads hands outstretched as he glances from Kai to Isobel. Kai releases the protective blue fire and Anak goes to Isobel, and takes her hand, then sits down. “Isobel, what is it you fear?” 

	Pulling away, her tear-stained eyes mist. “He was beautiful, so full of life.” She cries, “Now he wants me dead!” Crushing closer to Anak, “I’m afraid. Do not let him take me.”

	“You will not go with Tam, or Willow, as you call him.” His hand reaches palm out to still Tam-Lin’s move toward him. “To go with him or to stay, it is your choice alone.”

	After a few minutes, Isobel calms down enough to hear his story. “It is clear Lucifer deceived her,” Willow shouts. “He wants to force me into the Otherworld to serve him and use my magic for his evil.”

	Tam-Lin explains to Isobel, “I refused to go so, he frightened you into leaving. Isobel, you are my love, my mate. I’d never harm you.” He begs on his knees, voice cracking.

	Eyes widen as she listens, mouth hangs open, she then says, “If what you say is true, then I’m in the wrong.” Tears pool in her lovely eyes and trickle down her flushed cheeks.

	“I trusts you and both your friends, more than Lucifer, I know now is a deceiver.” she nods at Kai and Anak, “What can I say but yes. I’ll marry you, so we can bond.” Looking down, her face flushes. 

	Anak thinks, well, that was easier than I expected.

	Faces beaming, the four of them begin to plan. “You need to wed as soon as possible, for the Fae moon is tonight.”

	“Yes, we must be bound,” Isobel says, glances at Tam and blushes for the intimacy implied. “Anak, would you be pleased to wed us?”

	Tam-lin’s eyes brighten and he grins. “Most certainly, my friend. For we’d have no other officiate at the ceremony. There is no time to return and prepare. Our mating bond calls to us.” 

	“I’m not sure how to do a wedding,” says Anak.

	Tam-lin glances at Kai. “Will you use your magic to prepare the setting and a dress for Isobel. 

	“Isobel can help Anak with the wedding song for him to speak and us two repeat, together.” Smiling Tam lin says, “I’ll prepare the music as we begin.”

	~~~

	The Fae Wedding: 

	May the Wind of our words

	Blow freely between us;

	May the Fires of our love burn

	fiercely in our passion;

	May the cool Waters of life.

	a healing balm - soothe us;

	May the Strength of the Earth.

	bind and steady us together.

	 

	 


Anak speaks the Fae Blessing:

	Above you are the stars.

	below you are the stones.

	Between you is your love

	Like a star your love is constant.

	As a stone your love is secure.

	 

	Be close, but not too close.

	Possess the other not distress.

	In patience, be loving and kind.

	Storms come, but quickly go.

	Freely give affection and warmth.

	 

	Make love often and sensuously.

	Let not fear or the mortal ways

	in the world give you unease.

	When life’s woe seems to persist, 

	Be at peace with one another.

	Once the vows are spoken, the group enjoy a dance with a few moments reflecting on the past and how far they’ve come in their journey. Then Tam and Isobel leave for home, unaware of the disappointment they’re about to face.

	~~~

	Lucifer, looks in on what happened. “No no no. He is mine! Will nothing go my way? Damn Anak all to hell.” He smiles. “Ah yes. He is still within my realm. I will see to it, he never leaves.” 

	 


He will wipe away every tear... There will be no death nor mourning, crying or pain; for the old is gone." (Revelation 21:4 CJB)

	25_ Sorrow

	T


	am Lin and Isobel arrive home after the wedding and the mating to find the home they had left with dust, mouse droppings and moldy furnishings, the garden of plants overgrown with weeds. 

	“What–this is not our home,” Tam cries. “Where is everyone, our friends?” His eyes turn to his bride as if she has answers. “It seems time has passed us by love. What are we to do?”

	Together they sit huddled on their front porch, dismayed at the event. Hearing someone whistling a merry tune, Tam looks up and sees the neighbor next door, as he exits his home. He waves. “Good morrow to you. Did ya just move in?” he inquires.

	Eyes bright with hope, Tam goes to speak with their nearby neighbor. An elderly man of indeterminate age, balding on top, smiles as his face crinkles into a thousand wrinkles that strive to hide his sparkling blue eyes.

	“We’ve been gone for a time, and return to find our home in ruins. All my friends are gone.” Tam shakes his head. “I cannot understand how it all changed in such a short time.”

	“You be one of the Fae, I see.” The neighbor looks him over before speaking again. “Any Fae who’re here before have been gone for many centuries. I’ve seen not a one, not until now.” He rubs his hands on his pant legs, clears his throat, and backs away. Never having known a Fae, he’s heard of their deception. “Ain’t nothing more I can tell you.” He turns and leaves, then looks back. “Sorry to hear about your home.”

	“Thanks,” Tam says as the man hurries away. He returns to Isobel, and shares the tragic news. “None of the Fae has he ever seen. Says it’s been at least three centuries since any have lived here. Stars, We’ve been gone such a short time. What could have happened?”

	Together, the two enter the dusty house and prepare to make it into a home. Eyes rimmed with silver tears flow down her cheeks. “I’m so sorry. If only I’d come to you instead of running away.” She sobs, looks at Tam as tears spill down her cheeks.

	Tam takes her in his arms to comfort and holds her for several moments. “It’ll be okay, dearest. We’ll figure it out. Our life will go on no matter.” He encourages.

	Pulling back, Isobel looks at Tam with renewed hope. “You’re right. Let’s get some rest and deal with it in the morning, for it appears the night is upon us.”

	Eyelids heavy, her head droops. Isabella cannot keep her eyes open and they drift shut. “I am so tired.” She leans into him. He places an arm around her shoulders. Voice soft, cheek smooth rests on hers and he mumbles, “Aye. Me too. We’ll get some rest, then start over.

	Together, Tam and Isobel make their way upstairs to find what’s left of the bedrooms.

	A bed is in two of the three rooms. Another room looks like it was an office with some chairs, legs broken and unusable. Isobel opens her eyes long enough to pull out some sheets from the hall closet. They had been clean, at one time and in one piece. Now they are dusty with holes from mice who doubtless enjoyed nesting in them. Isobel snaps them clear of dust and flips the sheets over. Tam watches as she makes both beds. “Why both?”

	“We bonded after, but we’ve no marriage contract, so you have your bed until then.” Eyebrows raised, a shy grin curves her lips. “We fulfilled the ritual with our mating. Lucifer cannot claim you, but you cannot claim me, not yet.” Isobel enters and closes the door behind her.

	“Isobel, there’s no Fae left, not since the Yeshua came,” he moans at the closed door. Grumbling, he goes into the other room. Having expected her loving comfort, he climbs into a cold bed, and pulls the tattered blanket up over his shoulders, then falls into an exhausted sleep.

	Awakening in the morning, Tam hears weeping. His first concern is Isobel. He launches from the bed’s warmth and races from his room. Tam opens the door to Isobel’s, stops and stares. “Who in thunder are you?”

	The woman before him looks like Isobel, though she is aged with pale wrinkled skin, neck sags, arms blue-veined and thin. “Are you Isobel’s mother? How did you get here?” How is she alive? he wonders. Frown lines deepen as Tam tries to make sense of what his eyes see.

	The woman gazes upon Tam, her weeping renews more vigorously. “Oh, Tam,” she cries, “It is I, Isobel. Not my mother. Look at yourself.”

	She turns him about, so he can see in the mirror. Before him stands an ancient fellow with bewildered eyes, white-hair, clothes rumpled, skin as wrinkled and aged as the old woman. “” she cries. “We have aged. Now we cannot have children and we’re too old to enjoy life anymore.” she breaks into sobs and slumps down on the bed, head in hands.

	Tam realizes what she’s saying. I doubt we’ll have much to time to live, never mind enjoy it. He keeps his thought to himself, and says, “We may have stayed the same age in the Chasm, but on earth, our lives passed us by, it seems.” As he tries to make sense of it, and what to do. Tam paces about, then goes back to his room. Gone several minutes, he returns, looking downhearted, and sits beside Isobel. “I tried to use my magic to reverse the damage, but it didn’t work. Not only will we die, but you’re too old to have children? I’m so sorry Isobel.”

	Isobel weeps. All my dreams are crushed in one night. She says, “There must be a way! Promise me you’ll think of something.” Tam-Lin takes her fragile body in his arms and holds her with care.

	“Give me some time. You’re right. I’ll think of something.” Tam-Lin goes outside to walk about and to consider his nonexistent options. Our god always promises his wonders to behold, he muses. Let us see what wonders he can devise this time. As Tam rumbles, his anger simmers and he would like to throttle Lucifer. He was in the chasm with us and my brother, so he’s responsible for this disaster.

	Recalling the ritual, the elders used to contact Lucifer, Tam goes into a Sidhe nearby, to an underground altar. What he finds is devoid of any Fae magic, indeed it’s empty of any evidence the Fae ever existed.

	Where have they gone? Home was here for centuries and now, gone! Could the Yeshua from the stars had that mighty an influence on the Fae to where they vanished?

	Heartbroken, Tam turns away to pursue his request to Lucifer. He busies himself setting up the altar, with four candles set an equal distance apart in what he hopes is the four points of the earth, names each in turn. Earth whence I came, Water for the soul, Air for life’s breath, and Fire to purify and prepare me for Lord Lucifer. Unable to recall the ritual blessing, and having no sacrifice to offer, Tam takes his knife and opens a vein on his wrist to let the blood drip upon the stones. Keeping it simple, he calls, “Lucifer my Lord, I ask you to attend unto your servant Tam.”

	Lucifer appears, grudgingly, before Tam in the underground Sidhe. Still furious, his plan had failed again, but curious what the lone Fae could want. Indeed, he says to himself. It’s a wonder any Fae exist. Looking at the neglected room. “How did you survive when others have not? Never mind. What do you desire, ancient one?” Suspicious, he wonders, is this old Fae tricking me?

	Smoothing his clothes with a self-deprecating laugh, Tam looks away and shrugs. “I’ve no answer where the others have gone, my Lord. But here I stand before you, ancient as you say.”

	Clearing his throat, he bites his bottom lip, waits for Lucifer to speak, then offers a smile that soon fades and swallows. “Lucifer, my Lord, god of the Fae who are no longer.” Tam looks up, but Lucifer stares, until his eyes drop down and away.

	“Stop sniveling. I’m well-aware the Fae are gone. The question I’m asking is, how are you here? How did you survive when others did not? What power or trickery saved you from the One to come?”

	“Lord, in the chasm while seeking my lost love, I was a tithe to you, if you recall. Of course, you do powerful one. So, I desired to wed my bride before coming before you,” he explains.

	“Your lies are nearly as refined as mine. Except, your intention was to marry and to hell with me, right?” he snarls, leaning close.

	Tam’s heart almost stops. He recalls Isobel waiting, and says, “Yes, great Lord, I deceived you.” And adds, “A fine deception it was.” Swallowing hard, he sees Lucifer smirk to acknowledge his bold yet dangerous honesty.

	“Yes, yes, I always appreciate one as deceptive as I, but what is the reason you call, and what in hell, or earth here is it you desire?” his voice rises, slowly, eyes slits, “My patience wears thin.”

	“Lord, as you see, I’m not a young man with a young bride. Indeed, after the chasm, returning home, the next morning, this morning, Isobel and I found we are ancient with little time.”

	Heaving a sigh, Tam offers Lucifer: “Were you able, mighty Lord, of which you are most capable,” he corrects, “to extend our lives and youth as before we would be grateful. Far more grateful than before.”

	“Exactly how grateful?” Lucifer begins to see possibilities but wants to see how grand the offer is before agreeing to any deal with a tricky Fae. “It must be something far beyond anything I might imagine.” Lucifer licks his lips and says, an evil gleam in his eyes. “Go on. What is this gift you offer your mighty and most worthy Lord?”

	Listening to Tam-Lin’s offer, his desire emerges. So pleased is Lucifer, his delight almost orgasmic. He savors the idea. “Yes, it would be most pleasing,” rubbing his hands together, his fertile mind churns. “And if there is no child in the next year, what return do you offer to match it? I cannot imagine anything more than a first-born.”

	“What is it you desire, my Lord?” Tam-Lin stammers, terrified Lucifer, will ask for him in hell again, only worse than the tithe of before.

	“I desire, if you do not fulfill your contract, is your lovely wife, in hell and she shall remain with me, as my consort. She is lovely, or you’d not have gone to such extremes to retrieve her?”

	His face expressionless, Tam hangs his head and closes his eyes. His mouth opens but no words issue forth. Slumping, he nearly falls to the ground in shock. Taking shallow breaths, tears fall from his eyes and he does not try to wipe them away. Lucifer sees his despair and says. “Come now. It would not be a problem unless you plan to trick me.”

	“No. What will Isobel say? She’ll hate me.” At the moment, Tam’s unaware of Lucifer’s presence, all he cares about it his Isobel until Lucifer speaks.

	“Did you imagine I’d give you anything you desired without having to pay the cost? There’s always a price, my friend.”

	Tam nods in agreement, unable to speak.

	“Then, I’m satisfied, my young Fae.” He places his left hand on Tam’s right shoulder and leans to grasp Tam’s left hand.

	Tam places his hand into Lucifer’s, shrieks in pain, then looks down to see a brand burned into his palm.

	Lucifer chuckles, “Just so there’s no trickery. You keep the bargain and the mark will disappear when it’s fulfilled.” Lucifer disappears.

	Upon arriving home, Isobel waits at the door, her youth and beauty restored as is Tam-Lin’s. “What have you done?” she demands.

	“You wanted your youth restored, to marry and to bear children. So, we both have what we desire, except our firstborn will be Lucifer’s.”

	Her mouth falls open, eyes wide, at a loss for words, face pales. After a moment, she speaks, expression frozen as winter snow. “You did what?” Collapsing to the floor, Isobel cries, “After all we’ve been through, I could not bear children, now I can, but you’ve given one away!”

	“Isobel, the deed is done.” He holds up his hand with the brand red upon it for Isobel to see. “Else wise we will wake up old tomorrow and no children. We can have many children, Isobel.” Ashamed, Tam does not share the second part of the bargain with her.

	Grief-stricken, Isobel completes the wedding ceremony with Tam. Gazing at Isobel that night, before making love as husband and wife, Tam-Lin smiles. “I have an idea.” As he explains his plan, Isobel's eyes light up, and she agrees, pleased she will not lose her first-born child.

	The next day, they leave for the isle of the Tuatha de’ Danann. Tam knows his brother Kai had agreed to rescue the Tuatha king's daughter from Lucifer, so they go to the king for help. “Upon our return from the Chasm, we were ancient, not young. Neither knew how time passes there. So, I made a bargain with Lucifer. He would return to us our youth, and he did. Now Isobel can have children and we can have a life. Except, he demanded our firstborn in exchange and I agreed.”

	“Now, you seek to trick Lucifer?” The king chuckles. “While you Fae often deserve his retribution, the child should not suffer for it.”

	“You’ll help us then?” Eyes bright with hope.

	“Lucifer will not be pleased, so yes.” And muses, yet you must suffer for your foolishness, my Fae friend. He explains what must be done, and a means to the end is agreed upon.

	~~~

	A mortal midwife attends the birth of Tam Lin’s firstborn and is instructed, “Be sure you place this salve in the infant’s eyes. It’s vital.” Later he tells Isobel, “It’s so we can find the child if anything goes wrong with our plans. If the child goes to hell with Lucifer, now we can find her.”

	The midwife does as she’s told, then takes the babe to a nearby cave, and places it inside. She hurries away, only to find the salve in her pocket. Curious, she takes a small amount and uses it on her eyes. She sees the child is a demon, not a Fae. Horrified, she flees into the night.

	Lucifer unwraps the swaddling clothes and stares in dismay. “What is this? It’s not the child they were to give me.” Nostrils flare, he glares. “What is this foul child? It’s not a Fae, nor a demon” Breathing through his nostrils, fingers flex, and he’s itching to rip off its head, yet something stays his hand.

	Cracking his knuckles, a vein in his forehead pulses as he ponders. The female Fae is not mine. I’m saddled with this foul creature. Lucifer looks closely at the child, and sees, this is no changeling, but what is it? He knows it’s not human or Fae, and grinds his teeth as he paces the hillside.

	They think to trick me, do they? In a rage, Lucifer snatches the child up in his arms, and returns to hell with him

	“What have we here?” Clio’s lips curl. “Doesn’t look like the female Fae you expected.” She chortles. “No, indeed. This child is a male and...”

	Lucifer interrupts, “I knew they would trick me, the damn Fae. Yet the bargain is done.” He scowls. “A child came from Isobel’s womb. Now I have another demon or whatever creature it is, and no recourse.”

	Clio remains silent. He ignores me! Then he can live ignorant of the gift he was granted. She chuckles. “Poor dear. You know the tricky Fae. After all, they are your creatures, my sweet.”

	“Don’t remind me.” He says with a scowl. “Throw it in the fire for all I care.” Walking away, grumbling, Lucifer turns. “It’s more handsome than some, so keep it. He can be my servant.” Lucifer nods. “I might enjoy a groveling servant waiting on me hand and foot.”

	Surprised but pleased, Clio heads into lower hell to find an earth woman, one who would not know the child for what he is. What compels Lucifer to keep it close to him? Likely more Fae magic. She chuckles.

	 “Look,” Tam-Lin says. “Our deception worked. The mark has disappeared.” He holds out his hand. Sure enough, his hand is free of the mark. Both sigh in relief. However, he fears Lucifer will seek retribution. While happy they deceived Lucifer, Isobel sorrows for her child, and hears not his other words. “We must find a way…” Tam murmurs to himself as he wanders around, considering.

	~~~

	 

	Come away, O fair Fae child!
To the deep waters and the wild
With a faerie queen, hand in hand,
And still your sorrow full of weeping

	Tis more than either one can stand.

	 


"Before I formed you in the womb… before your birthed, I separated you for myself. I appointed you a prophet… You will go to whom I send you, and speak what I order you. (Jeremiah 1:5-7 CJB)

	26_ReBirth

	B


	efore the birth, the Tuatha made a switch, another child for the Fae. When the time came, the Fae child was taken from the womb and given to the queen. The changeling is placed in Isobel’s womb, which triggered the birthing, bringing sorrow for the couple. 

	~~~

	“You did agree, when the bargain was struck, to allow me to raise the child, did you not?” said the queen. “So then, no more bargains. Now, you must do as agreed.” Isobel weeps as Tam holds her, not knowing how to comfort.

	“One day, you will meet your child,” says the king. “Can you not discern this day as destiny breaks forth? The early signs of His purpose and plans are now bursting forth. This child, a budding vine of new life, will bloom one day. These words, The One has spoken. Now I share with you.”

	Confused by the words, Tam finds no understanding. “Can we not at least see her before you take her away?”

	“Nay. Tis best if you do not. Thus, Lucifer cannot perceive you were part of the deception, though he may speculate.” Turning away, the king and queen depart taking the child with them, to where Tam knows not. Unknown to either one, this firstborn child would be the only child Isobel and Tam had.

	 The queen is disturbed by their decision. “Should we not let Tam and Isobel know about her as she grows – her abilities – those she acquired from all parties concerned?”

	“Let us wait and see how they develop,” says the king. “We know the Lord has destined her for greatness.” He chortles. “And Lucifer has no idea.”

	“I hope he decides not to destroy the infant.” 

	With an arm around his queen, the king reassures. “Fear not. Blessings are upon both. He may desire destroy it, but will be led to keep it in a place of safety.”

	~~~

	The midwife who met with Anak and Kai saw the Otherworld where her Fae lover is trapped and joyful, thinks, “I’ve been given the sight so I can see to free him. But I need help.” She found her way into the chasm from earth, and there met Kai and Anak who’re on their way home.

	“Please,” she pleads, unware Kai is the brother to the Fae who’s the father of the child “I must save my love, trapped in Lucifer’s world. Please, help me free him.”

	Reluctant to return to the Otherworld, for they may not escape this time, Kai agrees to start the return journey. Only, as they approach, the way is blocked by a huge wall of stone. “There must be a way around this. If you go that way, see if there’s an opening, and I’ll go the other way?” Both head in different directions. But they can find no way around the wall that rises high above. 

	“We came through earlier and this wall was not here. I’m sorry,” he says. “We can go no farther. This wall may save you from hell; it could be a trap of the dark Lord. Why would Lucifer want to do you harm? Do you have any idea?”

	The woman ponders, then her eyes brighten and she says. “A Fae and his wife, had a child; it was switched with a changeling at birth. I took the child to a cave. That’s when I used the salve they gave me for the child and discovered my mate in hell. Lucifer did expect a Fae child. Perhaps he blames me.” Kai glances at Anak. 

	Seeing, she cries. “What do you know of it?” 

	“The father of the child is my brother, Tam Lin. His wife, Isobel is the child’s mother. Lucifer doubtless blames you. This may be how he plans to keep you here and will not let you leave. Someone blocked the way so his plan was foiled.” 

	“What I don’t understand, is how could Isobel and Tam have a child so soon? They left here not so long ago; it’s been but a few weeks, not many months.”

	“Time passes different between worlds. We don’t know how or when they entered the chasm and later left. Do you know anything about this?”

	“You’re right,” the woman says. “I heard them talking. The two were old when they returned to earth. Tam Lin made a bargain with Lucifer for youth and a long life. He and Isobel went to Tuatha who agreed to make the switch to deceive Lucifer. Although, the child of Isobel’s womb went to the queen to raise, So, she lost her child, yet was promised she will see her daughter one day.”

	Stunned to hear this, Anak and Kai agree. “Lucifer seeks revenge upon you for your part in the deception. There’s no way over the wall, so I fear we are helpless.” 

	“Thank you for wanting to help me. There’s no help for him, so I’ll return home.” She makes her way out of the chasm as she had entered, leaving Anak and Kai to their adventure and Lucifer once again disappointed.

	“It appears the Tuatha blocked the way, knowing Lucifer’s deception was to keep us here. He has failed once again,” Anak says. “I don’t know if I’m pleased or fearful. He will seek revenge unless I can find another way to defeat him.”

	~~~

	Lucifer rages. “All three should be here.” Glowering at Clio. “It’s your fault. You said, ‘Make the bargain. It’ll work out.’” He mimics her voice. “Well it worked out for them, not me.” 

	Lucifer turns into his dragon self and slides across the floor breathing fire. “You’ll be a tasty treat to sooth my anger.”

	Clio decides to coddle Lucifer, so she cowers, trembling. “Please. I had no way to know they would help her.”

	“Oh, get up.” He resumes his humanoid form. “You put on a good show. One day I may tire of you and eat you anyway. Surely there are others who can satisfy as well,” he says, content for now. He sits, ruminating.

	“Great Lord, you know I desire only to please you.” Sitting close she says,. “I’d drag them into hell for you if I’d known.” Drawing him down on the couch her hands roam freely. “Come now, let me help you forget.” She caresses his lean muscular body in the ways he desires, her lips trail kisses over him until his passion rises. Lucifer succumbs to her seduction, putting his anger away for a time.

	~~~

	Several days later, Anak and Kai come to what seems an end of the chasm. Again, rock walls rise high above. “Is this the means Lucifer uses to keep us trapped?”

	“What are we to do?” Kai asks, gazing at the sheer walls, the blue sky high above. “It is a long way to the top.”

	“What else must we endure before we leave?” Sitting down, head in his hands, Anak feels more despondent. “We thought the last was the end but here it seems is another and this one may be unsolvable.”

	Trying for hope, Kai said, “Let’s make camp. Tomorrow we can take a closer look. There might be a trail out or Adonai would not have sent us, right? There’s a purpose for everything under the sun.”

	“Under the heavens, there is a time for every purpose: a time to be born, a time to die; a time to plant, a time to reap; a time to kill and a time to heal, and so on. I feel like weeping. It’s one disaster after another.”

	“What choice did we have?” Kai stops, “The woman we helped left the chasm the way she’d come.” Glancing at Anak, Kai said, “All we had to do was follow her when she left. Why are we here still?”

	“You want to go back to where she left? Do you know how long it will take?” Anak shakes his head.

	“I’m not saying go back. I’m wondering, why did we go in this direction? What were you thinking?”

	“Now it’s my fault!” Anak snarls. “Go ahead and find fault. So, what. Blaming me is not getting us out.”

	Kai’s amazed at Anak’s obtuseness and shakes his head. “The point I’m trying to make, there’s a reason you chose to go in this direction, and find what seems to be a dead-end. But is it? Is there not a purpose in our being here?”

	Anak’s face brightens as Kai’s words finally sink in and make sense to him. “You may be right. I’m too tired to give it much thought now. As you said earlier, let’s get some rest and, in the morning, we can figure it out.”

	Satisfied Anak is more optimistic, Kai prepares to sleep also, and lays down to gaze up at the cobalt blue sky. The sun has fled over the horizon and purple shadows deepen as stars sparkle and the moon shines down. 

	The next morning, after a good night sleep, they investigate the rock wall. Before, when the chasm seemed to end, it had opened into a valley all around which the walls stood. “From a distance, they didn’t seem so high.”

	“Yeah, I know what you mean. After walking from one side to the next, I don’t see a way to climb these cliffs,” Anak says as they walk back to camp. 

	Kai was the first to notice they had visitors. “Look, Anak. The Tuatha de’ Danann have arrived.”

	“What?” he stops speaking. His eyes turn toward a group. “Oh,” is all Anak says as he looks at the tall red-haired people with brilliant blue eyes and pale skin in their camp. “They’re different from the people of Ireland.”

	“Aye. The Tuatha are God-like with supernatural powers who invaded Ireland long ago, then disappeared.”

	“Yes, we Tuatha with many others came from the sky,” said one who could have been the leader. “As mist we entered and went to islands of the north. Our tribe lived there for centuries in what you call Ireland. We are tribes of Adonai from his creation and lived in this chasm many centuries. We long to return to the stars. But we cannot leave without freeing the queen’s daughter.”

	Shocked at the speech, Anak is silent. Kai is not and asks questions. “We thought you had died out.” He stumbled to a stop realizing Isobel and Tam-Lin, his half-brother had gone to the Tuatha for aid, so they could not be dead. 

	“Of course, you’re not dead. My brother Tam-Lin went to you for help, if I’m not mistaken.”

	Chuckling, the one who first spoke said, “Tam Lin helped his bride and deceived Lucifer in doing.”

	 “I don’t understand how Tam Lin and Isobel had a child.”

	“To understand the passage of time between earth and hell and the chasm will help you grasp how it was possible. Time differs between the chasm, earth, the heavens whence we came long ago.”

	“Where was that?” asked Kai, curious.

	“It’s unfamiliar to earth’s people, Murias by name, where we hope to return once our daughter is found. She was taken by Lucifer, but that story we will share with you in time.”

	Smiling, Anak says, “Please join us. We don’t have much but will share what we have.”

	“You’re most gracious,” said another. His name he says is Oisin and his lady, Niamh. Kai’s eyes open wide, he chuckles and says, “No. Not that Oisin and Niamh, my Fae friend. We carry the same name and title, however.”

	“To have Oisin a mighty warrior of the Tuatha and his wife, Niamh with us would be more than my heart could bear.”

	Puzzled and wanting an explanation Anak asked, “who are Oisin and Niamh, if I may be so bold to ask?”

	Kai sat down, eyes bright with excitement and says, “Oh yes, do tell. Oh, where are my manners. Perhaps we will eat first,” ashamed not to have offered nourishment earlier.

	“Let us share ours.” The Tuatha gathered around, and out of what seemed like nowhere a spread of foods appeared, rich in color and appeal like it was meant for the gods. 

	Once they had commenced eating, an elder spoke. “Oisin, a mighty warrior loved Niamh a woman of the Otherworld and she loved him. Yet she wanted to stay with her people. Oisin and Niamh decided he would stay with Niamh in the Otherworld and travel home to earth as needed.”

	Anak interrupts, “I thought those in the Otherworld were Lucifer’s. There are others, you say?”

	“Lucifer resides deep in the Otherworld. Niamh lived in the upper. Oisin went to her world to live. They shared the Otherworld with the Dark Lord, yet freely traveled between the two. Not everyone can, as you know.”

	Kai nods in agreement. Anak listens, riveted by the tale.

	“Oisin was happy with Niamh; they had two children, a boy and girl. Niamh and her children traveled between the worlds. Her horse carried those who wished between earth and the Otherworld on the wind.” 

	Hesitant she says, “I could tell you how the travel was made but it’s not necessary to the story unless you want to hear.”

	“No,” says Kai, and Anak nodded for her to go on as well.

	“One day, the children went for a ride, only the boy fell off the horse and died from a head injury. The people feared the Tuatha would blame them and so they asked Lucifer to return their daughter, Ériu, and explain the boy’s death. Instead, Lucifer imprisoned Ériu, promising to release her only if Tuatha would share their powers; they refused and fled into the chasm. And we have remained since.”

	Oisin senses Anak is the one destined to free Ériu. If he chooses to do so, the tribe can return to the stars. However, the two must help of their own freewill without any undue influence from the Tuatha. 

	Neither speaks of Tam and Isobel’s child in care of his queen, feeling it would confuse matters. And it was a bargain Tam had struck and must abide with anyway.

	The Tuatha waited centuries for the prophecy’s fulfillment Yet when Kai asks, “How may we help?” They hesitate, and suspect the answer will not be to his liking.

	“You are so kind to ask. Lucifer has imprisoned our daughter and until she is freed, we cannot leave. Someone must find and set her free.”

	We just escaped hell, Kai thought as his heart pounds frantic and he wishes he’d never asked.

	“To keep her from us, he chained her inside Thorn Castle to the east, not in hell. She is in danger in the castle. Lucifer’s evil overruns the entire land about.”

	Anak says, “Thorn Castle!” Understanding passes between him and Kai as both realize it’s a ‘meant to be’ moment. “Would you pardon us while we talk it over?” Anak says. 

	The two go to one side to talk. “Having come from Thorn Isle, which seems nrelated to this Castle, it could be the garden of thorns wherein a maiden is held prisoner,” Kai says, excited to finally have a direction in which to travel other than back into hell. 

	“It’s too much for a coincidence. Are you prepared to go? I can go alone, if you’d rather return home.” Anak says. “Perhaps, the Tuatha have a way for us to get out of here.”

	“Let’s find out. If we don’t have to return to hell, I’m game,” he says. “So, let’s find out then be off to the castle. You know, the thorns may simply be a metaphor for problems.”

	“Let’s hope their not poisonous thorns then.”

	Anak approaches the one he assumes is the Tuatha’s leader. “We decided and agree, together we will do our best to free your daughter, and return her. I take it you know how to leave the chasm? 

	“Of course. I’m surprised you didn’t find it when you were looking. It’s not too difficult.” Together, with Kai and Anak they walk down the valley, to a crevice in the stone they’d not seen before. 

	“You wish to take this journey to free the daughter?” Anak nods, and words are spoken in a tongue neither understood. He sees it is similar to the words he spoke at the start for the crevice slid open to a staircase. 

	Without much ado, Anak and Kai set off for Thorn Castle to rescue the maiden. Little did they know they would face other obstacles, the least of which would be a war, and amid it, a surprise awaits Anak.

	~~~
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Blessed be the Lord, my rock, who trains my hands for war, my fingers for battle; he is my love and my fortress, my stronghold, my deliverer, my shield. It is in hin I take refuge (Psalm 144:1-2)

	27_It’s War 

	T


	hey bid the Tuatha farewell, then surface from the chasm to cross the Italic valley. Anak points out the mountains he’d once crossed and those he’d climbed. “They are spectacular, to climb. It was long before we met. Do you recall the night you interrupted my evening musings?

	“Aye. You were quite upset, preferring to indulge in your, what is it humans say, a ‘pity party?’

	“Well, I don’t know...” Then, they hear the clank of armor. Gruff voices rumble as several soldiers came into view.

	“I wonder who they are?” Anak spoke so they could not hear and bypass them. Then a voice behind him spoke.

	“What have we here, a Nephilim and a Fae?”

	Turning about to see who spoke, there’s a familiar face. “My king,” says Kai. “You’re with human soldiers?”

	“Aye. Tis strange, I know.” The king chuckles. “When demons arose and attacked humans, they came to the Fae.” 

	 “A war against the demons? Can it be true?” Anak wonders aloud.

	“Aye. Tis good to see you found a way out. On your way home?” he says with a gleam in his eye. “Would another adventure in this war of ours entice you? Tis nearly won.”

	 

	“What say you, Kai?” Anak asks, for he’s ready to jump into the battle. With misgivings, Kai nods in agreement. “We can help with the cleanup,” he says, and so, they follow the king to their camp.

	“Although we’re surprised to see you,” Kai said. “For I heard Tam, my brother was centuries older when he returned home. Yet you seem not to have aged more than either of us.”

	“Did they now? Then they didn’t leave the same as they entered, or they’d have not aged as they did. It all depends on the portal ins and outs. It’s too bad they ran into troubles.” He shook his head. “How did you hear of it?”

	“From a midwife who met them after Isobel gave birth to their first child.” At the king’s raised eyebrow, he says, “It’s a long story, but they made it and did well in the long run.”

	Anak shares the story the Tuatha had told about Tam and Isobel.

	“Magic is peculiar. There’s much even the Fae do not understand.”

	~~~

	Anak and Kai had known a war was coming but had not expected to be in it and are glad to see its end. Fae against humans, against demons and a hard line drawn between enemies, though the enemy was always distinctive.

	Demons in all sizes, often mistaken for humans, made it confusing. Fae, who’re able to shift, also make it confusing. The fighting took place in the West, to snake from the Fae woods to the North Sea. But the western front wound through the Celt’s region and into the Baltics and R’lyrians. He notes the country and rough it is, and not what any of them are used to, yet together they struggle to make it through, one day after another.

	Farther South, he was told, were the Illyrians, eager to be rid of the evil holding their lands, forces that had infiltrated the people for centuries. Still, to evict Lucifer and protect it, they found it a challenge. Until the war came to their homes, most were unaware of the troubles. As they woke to the rising conflicts, the people became determined to make the land their own once again.

	“The enemy lies and deceives, creating doubt. The humans who lived in comfort so long, they failed to see the danger all around. They were not prepared and nearly destroyed.” The king said. “Still, the lads rallied and came to the fight.”

	“Do they trust in Adonai for their souls?” asks Kai.

	The king shakes his head with sad eyes. “Most have fallen into a state of unbelief. Like I said, they lived a good life, well cared for, until the enemy came upon them. What could I do?”

	Kai frowns, then warn all who will listen. “While not all believe in Adonai,” he says and instructs. “Tell the people, believer or not, to call to the Lord and his son Yeshua when their gods fail. He answer for any who call upon Him. He will save them!”

	Anak calls him to one side. “Be careful. People must understand it is their soul being saved, not their lives. Though it’s possible.”

	“What do you mean?” a frown carves deep lines in his forehead as he scratches his cheek. “They can die?” Blowing out a breath of air, he says, “Did we not make it out of the Otherworld safe and sound when many times we could have died?”

	“Yes, but that’s because we have not finished our work here, and so, I assume it’s the reason Adonai hasn’t called us home.”

	“What do I tell them they’re saved from then?”

	“Tell them their soul is secure. Should they die in battle, no longer will they enter the abyss with the dark Lord, Lucifer. They will go into Paradise with Yeshua, then into the arms of the father.”

	“I doubt they’ll care.”

	“To tell them anything else is deception. Imagine being told you won’t die in battle, and you’re safe. Then the person who tells you is killed, what happens to their faith then?”

	“Okay. I think I get it. Be sure they know it’s their soul he saves to be with him. Then, when they die, they won’t have to enter hell with Lucifer.” He walks away, shaking his head.

	Anak sees Kai does not understand, but he trusts the Lord would show him the truth.

	Anak slept a dreamless sleep. Upon awakening, the sleeping bag next to him was empty. Thinking he has risen, Anak seeks Kai. We’ll have breakfast together this morning. In eagerness, Anak crosses the yard to the kitchens, senses things are not right for no one’s around; no horses neigh; no stable hands prepare for the day. Where are the kitchen’s pots and pans clanging? he wonders.

	Hurrying across to the stables, he finds no one. Where has everyone gone? Mystified, Anak does not know where to turn. The castle seems to crumble around him. These walls have defied battles for centuries and provide protection from the driving rain that threatens. He draws close to the frigid walls to not feel the biting winds. But not this deadly silence is more than he can bear.

	His eyes roam the courtyard, not seeing anyone. He feels a need to do something. Hands reach the back of his neck, massaging his upper shoulders. He tries to relax, but his mind’s in turmoil. Struggling to clear the confusion. “Trust in the Lord, not yourself,” His mother’s words echo. Instead of comfort, however, anger rises. Walking about, circling the compound, he shouts, “Where are you?”

	Images assault him, he sees his mistakes repeat, and he thinks: it’s all my fault. He’s punishing me, he moans, digging deep into a well of self-pity. How can I trust him if he does not trust me? What’s the point of believing in Him if he does not help?

	Kai observes Anak’s odd behavior and words. He doesn’t understand and tries to get Anak to leave the courtyard. “Anak. Let’s go inside.” Anak walks away as if he didn’t see or hear Kai.

	 “Do you think he’s alright? He’s acting pretty strange.” A frown upon the commander’s face.

	“Commander, if you take your men to breakfast. I’ll deal with Anak.” He says, his voice sharp, and the commander turns away. “What’s your name? So, if I need you.”

	“Andras.” Lips curve, not quite a smile as he watches Kai. Why should he recognize me? We’ve never met. It appears the plan to create confusion is working. He turns away and snickers.

	~~~

	Striding into the barracks within the entrance, he notes the men lay about. Lazy slugs. No discipline; they won’t last long. Shaking his head, Andras leaves the camp to report.

	He fades from the earth into the dark. “My Lord,” he says upon entering Lucifer’s rooms. “The camp is under a binding spell. The spellcaster has enthralled Anak; they can see him, but he can’t see them. It is as you wish. The Fae are useless. His men, now without command, are useless. What else do you need of me?”

	“How is it to work against your son?” Lucifer says, delighted with himself. He savors the moment. I do not trust him and for good reason. Lucifer cackles. “Oh, faithful one who despises me so.” His eyes gleam with cruelty.

	“My revenge is not over until those two grovel.” He sneers, “I’ll call when I need you. Be gone.” Lucifer imagines his commander’s anger by now is boiling over. So, satisfying, he muses.

	~~~

	Kai becomes suspicious as Anak continues his odd behavior and doesn’t respond to anyone. It must be a spell of some sort. But what, who did it, and what can I to do about it? he asks himself.

	A kitchen maid recalls the commander in the early morning. Awakening before everyone, she had gone down to light the fires. While fetching water, she’d gone outside. It was then she’d seen him with one of the spell casters. Not wanting to disturb them, she ducks back into the kitchen.

	Should I say something, tell him what I’ve seen? Chewing her lips, wringing her hands in frustration, she does not know what to do.

	Kai glances toward the kitchen, notices the maid, and calls, “Miss, you there.” Walking toward her. Frightened, she scurries away, but Kai catches up in a couple of long-leg strides. “Hold a minute. I just wanted to ask a question.” His smile is kind. A hand on her shoulder keeps her from running off.

	“Do you know if there’s a spellbinder or caster in the compound? I don’t know most of the people here. My friend needs some help.”

	Nervous, she toes the dirt and shakes her head. “Only one I saw - he be casting a spell earlier. But I don’t...”

	Startled, Kai interrupts. His grip on her shoulder tightens. Flinching in pain, Kai releases her. “I’m sorry. Didn’t mean no harm. Who cast the spell, do you know? Where did he go?”

	“No, sir. But he left with the commander.”

	“The commander?” Kai thinks, I’ll find that spellbinder and that commander, if they are still about. Then we’ll see.

	His search proves a waste. In the courtyard, Anak’s insanity grow with each passing moment. Feeling hopeless, Kai sees the men also notice. I hope someone shows up who knows what to do. His mind races as he runs a hand through his hair, feeling frantic.

	Most everyone had heard Kai was searching for a spellbinder, but it wasn’t every day you saw one. As Kai circles the courtyard, the maid, feeling more confident, says, “Sir, your friend gave me a spell to speak whenever I was in need.”

	He’s eager for any help. “A spell? Well, out with it, girl.”

	Uncertain, she considers several a moment, then says, “‘Great One above. Our Father of Love. Hear my plea, I cry to thee. Reveal to me the One to see. Or show me what I need to know.’ He told me to use it whenever I was in need for whatever reason and someone would come help.”

	Kai laughs, “Why did I not think of it myself? How foolish to turn to magic when we have our faith.” Falling to his knees in the dirt, the maid looks on, eyes wide in surprise as Kai prays ‘the magic of heaven’ as he would call it later.

	Anak’s guardian since birth, courtesy of Gabriel, Ariel, came in answer to the prayer and arrived swift as the ‘wings of heaven.’ “Goodness, it’s about time you called. I’ve been watching and waiting.”

	“Could we get on with it,?” Kai says, command in his voice. “Yes, I should have prayed sooner, but I didn’t and there you have it, and here we are.”

	Ariel quirks an eyebrow, walks around Anak, slowly in measured paces. Her eyes take in every detail to discern Lucifer’s enchantment.

	“He caused Your son Anak to pass through the fire, Lord, in an enchantment,” she whispers to herself. “He sold himself to the evil one in your sight Lord.” she turns to Kai. “This is a power of darkness in the spirit causing Anak to behave as though he is alone and helpless. He has lost his freewill, and become possessed. Soon he will carry out Lucifer’s will if we do not break the spell.” She pronounced then stood before Anak, appearing as tall as he, hands on his shoulders so he cannot move about.

	“Lord, we confess and renounce every one taking part in the occult, in Yeshua’s name. Every spirit who works against his life, we demand they cease to do so, in the name of Yeshua. Father, we nullify every evil covenant, or promise made, in Yeshua’s name. Father, close every doorway of demonic invasion, and purge his soul, spirit and body of every evil, in the blessed name of Yeshua. Every spirit of Anak now in bondage in his life cast it out by holy fire, in the name of Yeshua.” 

	All of a sudden, there’s a blinding light, a flash as of fire and a golden light beams. The binding shatters. Anak stands in a daze, not knowing what happened. “Ariel, what are you doing here?” He glances around at everyone standing about, staring. Kai blinking as he tries to adjust his eyes to see again.

	“Ask your prayer-less friend. You guys might want to remind yourselves to pray for the heck of it. Just to help you set a pattern for problems like this.” Eyes narrow, lips in a tight line, Anak can see she’s upset.

	“Problems?” Anak says. “What problems? What happened? I’ve not been able to find anyone; it’s like everyone disappeared and now here you all are like nothing happened.”

	“Better ask Kai.” She stands silent.

	“Ariel, thanks,” Kai grins. “It took some time and the help of a kitchen maid to send for the right sort of help. Sorry Anak, but we were here; you were the one enchanted and unable to be present.”

	Anak nods his head, not understanding.

	Several moments pass. Puzzled by Ariel’s silence, Anak asks, “So, Ariel? It seems no one can answer my question, other than what makes no sense.”

	“Neither night nor day no one has sent a prayer, not until the maid came beside you. Do you imagine fighting a battle against spirits of darkness without the Father and His warriors?” Ariel shakes her head.

	Anak's eyes are wide; he is speechless. “If I knew what was wrong, I could have, but so far no one’s told me.” He glares at Kai.

	Kai says, “Lucifer’s spellcaster enthralled you. Had you not given the maid a prayer a while back, and she informed me of it, we’d still be stuck.”

	Kai tells Anak what occurred and introduces him to the kitchen maid, who’s so shy she almost faints away. “Many thanks for listening when I shared with you the prayer for help.” He smiles. “If you were uncertain before, now you know how well it works to bring the help one needs.”

	Face blushing furiously, the maid scampers away as soon as he finishes speaking.

	~~~

	Later, Ariel looking down at the Tollense River at what takes place. It is no skirmish. Thousands of warriors are in a ruthless struggle. Ariel is familiar with wars and smiles at the weapons used by these fierce warriors: bludgeons of wood, knives of flint, and bronze, a recent addition.

	Sadly, she also watches as they slaughtered Fae, cut down with sharp swords and knives, cleaving them in half or head from neck; for they knew not how to fight in a battle such as this; their magic is useless. “Perhaps,” she says, “they’ll learn other ways to live and manage without magic.”

	Bronze and flint-tipped arrows loosed at close range pierce skulls to lodge deep into bones of young and old alike. One of Kai’s favorite horses, speared clean through, lies crumpled in the mud; its blood mingles with that of warriors. Saddened at its loss, Kai turns, his feet slog amid the blood clogged ground to continue the battle. Heavy hearted, he lifts his sword in a seemingly endless rhythm to slay the enemy.

	What seems like hours later, the fighting ends, at least for the day. The enemy hurries off, carrying the bodies of their dead. Hundreds more lie dead, their bodies litter the swampy valley. Soldiers plunder the corpses on land, as others in ponds bob in the muck while some sink, protected from looting by a meter of water; the peat will settle over the bones in time.

	“Soon this battle will be forgotten, replaced by another,” Michael says, standing with Ariel, who remarks: “Had they called on the Lord we could have protected them.” She shook her head in sorrow. “It seems they never learn.”

	“Also, recall, Ariel. For some, it was their time to return to the Lord of heaven.”

	“Of course, you are right. Some die by the sword and others by time, in whatever time allotted.”

	~~~
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The Spirit of the Lord God is upon me; He has anointed me to bring good news to the poor; he has sent me to bind up the brokenhearted, to proclaim liberty to the captives, and the opening of the prison to those who are bound; (Isaiah 61:1)

	28_Prisoners

	A


	ndras strides into the castle, wanders around to get his bearings. Trying to recall the layout of its rooms, where the dungeons are. Some are in the upper walls of the keep he knew, yet prisoners are taken into the castle depths, dark dismal cells without light, rarely food or water. It was one way to eliminate prisoners and reserve their provisions.

	Recalling his goal, he strides up the staircase; it follows the outer wall, parallel up to the second floor. In a high-ceilinged chamber, tall windows look out over a fog-shrouded lake. Inside pale winter light reveals dozens of weapons salvaged from the dead; they lay heaped one upon another, on shelves and across tables, in no order. Andras shakes his head at the demons. They’re as lazy as the mortal, he rumbles. I’ll deal with the prisoners.

	He orders his second-in-command, “Go down and see to the injured and find some food for the men. Stay out of the dungeons for now.”

	“Lucifer wants the prisoners dispatched, and the bodies harvested,” he says, questioning Andras’ command.

	Andras fingers take hold of the demons throat and pinch its airway. As he turns red then purple, Andras snarls, “Do not question my command. I’ll rip out your miserable throat. Do you hear me?” His face so close, the demon sees the rage in his eyes. Overwhelmed with fear at his impending demise, he nods his head, unable to speak, barely able to breathe. Andras releases him and gives the demon a shove, nearly knocking him down the stairs. “I should break your neck. Leave the prisoners in cells. See to the men and get the demons out of here. They smell like hell, and I’ve had enough of you.” His second-in-command salutes, trembling and hurries off to obey. Yet revenge burns in his chest.

	~~~

	“We received another message.” Kai hands the paper to Anak. “What do you think? His info was good last time though it came too late.”

	Anak stares at the piece of paper, torn and smudged with blood and grime. The words warm his heart as he marvels at the risk this person took, I wonder who he could be? “Again, we’re short on time. If we can reach the castle on time, we can slay the enemy and salvage the prisoners.”

	“Who’s the messenger? He may even be a she.”

	“I doubt Lucifer would have females unless they’re camp whores. He has no regard for women, so no way one would have this information.” 

	Anak smiles at Kai. “Let’s not waste time. Get the men ready. We have until dawn but I want to arrive while it’s dark, so they don’t see us. Silence and stealth are both vital. Our messenger likely can take care of himself.”

	Anak and his men travel through the night, arriving at the castle before the light of dawn. Quietly the men edge into the entrance. Surprised to discover it is open, both are suspicious. “Maybe it’s a trap,” Kai says.

	“Or our helper at work. We’ll find out,” Anak replies. “Let’s not waste any more time.” He leads his men into the castle, intent of taking no captives, yet salvaging as many prisoners as possible.

	~~~

	Upon entering, the guards awaken suddenly from sleep, trying to defend themselves but caught unawares, Anak makes short work of them. Slicing into unarmored bodies, their organs and blood spill upon the stone floor. Made aware of the intrusion by the scuffle, more join the fallen comrades, but too late. Magic sears the air and scars the walls as the Fae, having learned their lesson in warfare, launch blue fire leading into the enemy’s castle, cutting down demons with sharp swords of fire.

	Men begin to fall all around him. An arrow strikes Anak’s left forearm, another glazes his right thigh. Bawling in rage, he powers through the pain and a dozen or more bodies lay mutilated by his blades. Those wielding bows he cuts down. Still, the enemy has awakened the animal in Anak as he snarls in-the-turn, becoming a black panther. In a blink, razor-sharp claws disembowel several men and decapitate any foolish enough to get close.

	Unseelie Fae, using their magic to defend the castle the soldiers pick them off easily. Thinking they are adornment and not really needed the Unseelie were not prepared for real battle. Anak, however, knows others will find their way into the fray and prowls on into the darkening hallways. Wide-eyed at Anak’s change into a great cat, the Fae battle with magic, lightning bolts, and blue fire swords cut down the enemy in their path.

	Some of Anak’s’ men head into the dungeons seeking the prisoners. Others will find their way Anak knows as he continues to cut them down like a farmer in harvest. As each strike dissects, it hungrily gnawing into soft tissues shattering bone until dozens lie maimed or dead on the stones, blood runs freely. As the main force lessens, Anak returns to human form, hurrying through the corridors.

	Suddenly, a demon stands before him grim and resolute. No gloating this one. Fire burns within the demon, as he prepares a heated blast. Anak’s white-hot flame pierces like a lance. Seeing it coming, the demon tried to shield himself but didn't have time. The blast pierces shield and armor and Anak watches as the demon flames briefly then disintegrates into black ash.

	He can hear a trickle of water, crackle of flames, and the quickened breath of those around him. He knows angels came to answer the earlier prayer and smiles at the sound of heaven’s power. Silence enfolds him for seconds and he sees angels battle against demons. 

	Coming around a corner, Kai’s mouth opens wide. “Where did they come from?” He gasps, face flushes with color and he shouts, breathless, “Hallelujah.”

	“Heaven, I imagine. It’s a first, but it seems our prayer is answered,” Anak grins and heaves a sigh for his energy too is nearly spent.

	“Reminds me of a dragon battle long ago,” he strides off. “Let’s free those prisoners.” Hearing a thick sucking slap from boots as he treads through blood and gore, the other soldiers move aside for him.

	Anak sweeps into the dark interior of the castle sword in hand. In passing, the last enemy hits the floor with a wet smack eyes wide as its final breath hisses from open lips, eyes dimming as the light leaves.

	Other Fae enter the dungeons to release the captives. Anak hears them move about locating the cells where the demons held them. He hears the snick of releasing locks. Moving down another corridor, a boots behind thunk. Anak wonders, who’s following me? Praying it’s one of his own; he’s exhausted, energy spent. The stench of death overwhelms and he doesn’t look forward to more battle. Enemies lay dead all about. Rivers of blood creep across cracked stone to trickle into thick grooves then a drain in the floor.

	Turning a corner Anak steps into an alcove to wait. In a second, his stalker appears. Anak steps out to confront whoever it is, sword drawn. No demon or Unseelie Fae. Clothed in black-scaled armor unlike any Anak’s seen before, the man’s grinning.

	“Who are you?” Anak snarls holding a sword to his throat, eyes narrow as he eyes the man.

	“It’s a poor way to show your appreciation for the help I gave,” says the man, a lop-sided grin. “I see you got my last message, as you made it in time.” 

	Anak releases him. Sitting down on a stone bench lining the walls, wiping sweat and blood from his face, his gloved hand covered in grime, he asks, “Who are you?”

	“I’d give you my name but…”

	Anak quirks his head, “But…?”

	“Lucifer’s spies are all over. If he knew I’d helped, he wouldn’t be surprised, but he wouldn’t be pleased. So, leave it,” he says, dropping his hand when it became clear Anak was not going to shake it. “I came after to meet you for once. Now I have and must be off before the demons take notice.”

	Looking Anak up and down, “You’re a fine man,” he grins again, eyes sparkling. “I’ll be off unless you want to take my head off with that sword.” He laughs and walks down the corridor in the direction he’d come.

	Anak shakes his head perplexed, wondering what that was about. Our messenger?’ He follows the reaper into the cells where he several men disheveled and bloody await freedom. “Looks like you made it,” Anak remarks. “Glad to see some did. I know not everyone did. Those who survived, not all are in one piece.”

	One man smiles grimly. “Aye. Not everyone.” Anak helps him out of the cell; its foul with blood and excrement and live with vermin. Rats as big as werecats feast on the dead; the warriors chase them into the gutters. Prisoners had to watch in horror for weeks, cellmates devoured by the rats, as they lay dying. 

	Grateful to be alive, Anak knows the memories of this foul war will long remain. As the conflict ends, Anak and Kai search the castle to find only planting beds ruined, but no female prisoner. “Our messenger didn’t offer a word either,” he says.

	“Maybe we’re looking at it the wrong way. Recall the Tuatha said what seemed nonsensical then, but perhaps he was telling us something.”

	“What did he say? Out with it.” Anak waits. “It may be the very answer we need.”

	“Look to the sky. The end you seek is in chariots of fire as the ice melts.”

	Rubbing his head, striving to understand, “What does it mean! It almost sounds prophetic.” Anak looks at Kai, “Are you sure you heard, right?”

	“It was peculiar words. I thought about it long after he vanished. I heard right. It’s not something you’d forget – coming from them.”

	Anak shakes his head thinking. ‘Look to the skies. The end you seek is in chariots of fire as the ice melts –ice melts!’ Not understanding, he puts it out of mind. Not knowing if it’s a prophecy, and if it will come soon or much later? And so, he continues to ponder on it.

	“Chariots of Fire: Are they falling stars that strike the earth where the ice lies thick on the land, then melts? There’re the multicolored lights in the sky we’ve seen to the north. They could be chariots of fire. At times they appear as flames. It sounds like the ice melts with the chariots of fire.” Shaking his head, he says, “Whatever. It’ll drive me crazy if I think on it too long.”

	“Lucifer overcame the Tuatha in the past, so how can they succeed this time?” He shrugs.

	“Maybe the maid we seek is their daughter? It could be why they made the exchange for Tam and Isobel?”

	“Perhaps it shortens our journey. Only one prisoner to free.”

	Kai smiles, “What a quest to help Adonai’s creations.” He muses looking at the night sky. “Would it not be amazing to travel to the stars?” 

	Recalling a daydream Kai once shared, Anak laughs, “What a dreamer. With Adonai, anything’s possible. Let’s get some sleep before we go on.”

	~~~

	Once again, Anak dreams a dream. 

	“You must help me,” she cries, her small form huddles aside a wall covered in vines with sharp thorns sprout from its tendrils. “He’ll soon return. A fierce dragon took me from my home, as I lay sleeping.” Eyes swollen with tears. "I begged him to free me but he merely laughed, said perhaps a brave soul would free me, if he were foolish enough.”

	Anak had heard about this dragon, and knew it was real. Determined to free the maiden, he surged forward, until the dragon emerged, and terror stilled his courage. It’s burning eyes and white teeth glinting froze Anak who saw its tongue move to taste the young girl’s flesh. “Ah yes, a tasty treat, is she not?” Wrapping its tongue about the girl, it flung her upon its rigid back. She grabbed hold to not fall off as the dragon took to the skies. “You see, Anak, how she clings to me,” Lucifer said with a satisfied smirk upon his face.

	He jumped swiftly onto the dragon’s tail as it flew past, feeling the texture of its scales on his bare feet, he scrambled to reach the girl, pulling himself up by the barbs all along its spine. Reaching her, she said, “What are you doing? Leave me.” The icy air penetrates his clothing, and he shivers, then a peculiar warmth overtakes him, and feeling drowsy, Anak closes his eyes and drifts off to sleep for a time. Awakening, Anak glances back and is stunned to see Clio, hell’s own succubus, not the young girl. 

	“Come Anak, you will enjoy your time in hell, I promise.” She smirks. Then, her eyes suddenly widen in fear, and Anak, fearful, sees several dragons surrounding them, fiery-gold-scaled beasts, their wings span the hillside. They make sounds such as he’s never before heard, but somehow he knew it is the language of the spirit, given to only a few to interpret, and Anak thought, “I am not one of them.” Sorrow fills his heart.

	Anak awakens, and shares the dream, wondering at its meaning. “Deception will come, but heaven’s own will come to your rescue.” Kai gazes thoughtfully at the sky and smiles. “I’ve never seen a seraph or fire dragon, but it seems those are the ones to rescue you from Lucifer, at least in your dream.” Kai shakes his head, bemused, at this astonishing thought.

	~~~
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If I take the wings of the morning and dwell in the utmost parts of the sea, even there your hand shall lead me, and your right hand shall hold me. (Psalm 139:9)

	29_The Plains

	P


	utting dreams and visions aside, Anak and Kai travel all day and throughout the night, stopping for food and drink only. Towards dawn, they lay down to rest. “We should near the countryside where stands the castle.”

	“Aye, and what a place to build a castle.” Anak gazes at the landscape. The sun’s golden rays warm the blue skies of early morning with its lush green grasses, a sharp contrast to the Otherworld. Flowers bloom and butterflies dip in for a drink.

	“It’s hard to imagine anything violent now,” said Kai. “One could live here forever. It’s so peaceful. Reminds me of the fairy’s garden at home. Oh, how I long for home.”

	 “We’re not at the castle yet. Once there and done, you can dream of home. We could cross the next rise and find storm clouds, rain, or even dragons.”

	“Oh, aren’t you the optimist,” Kai says, laughing. “Still, you may be right. In this land, we never know what we’re going to run into or have run into us.” Pointing to the left. “Those look like fruit trees. Might be a pleasant change.”

	“You’re right. We could stay and spend the night under the trees in case it rains. You see those clouds you were talking about,” he said, indicating the hills toward the west. “Looks like they’re moving this way.”

	When the rains came, Anak and Kai were under cover. Apples and pears made a meal. Laying their sleeping bags under a tree, its heavy boughs provided enough cover, though the rain was tapering off.

	 “I’m glad the rain has ceased, and we’ll have a dry day tomorrow.” Anak fall asleep and dreams.

	Standing in the garden alone

	Just know what you’ve become

	An empty man of fire and ice

	For you paid an unjust price.

	You fought and won the battle

	Slain Fae and men like cattle

	Even with your sorrow and pain

	You cannot take away the stain.

	There’re only the flames of hell

	You hear the tolling of the bell!

	Struggle with the hate if you can

	Return then to the One my man

	Escape is for those who can love

	It will be for you a treasure trove

	Unless your sins are far too great

	Did you think you came too late?

	Anak awoke with the words echoing in his head.

	“No. We have not come too late!” He mutters and puts aside the obscure words. “Kai,” he shouts, pulling the Fae from his sleep. “Let’s go. I know where the garden is.”

	Kai, rousing bleary-eyed, looks at Anak, turns over, and closes his eyes. He dreams of home and wants none of the world’s struggles to interfere. “Go away. When you say we’re on our way home, I’ll listen,” he mumbles into his blanket. Shutting his eyes, Kai tries to go back asleep. In a few minutes, Anak sits and stares at him. Yet Kai feels his eyes upon him. “Oh, for earth’s sake. Alright, I’m awake. You do not know because if you did, you would leave me alone.” 

	“Yeah, wait until you hear my dream, which sounds more productive than your dream of home!” Anak grins. “No fire dragons in this one,” he says, chuckling.

	“How come I don’t get dreams like yours?” Rolling out of bed, Kai grumps, “This better be good.” Scratching his head, he rubs his face, then sighs.

	Anak, while waiting, tells Kai the whole poem and vision, imagining they relate.

	Kai said, “You came too late? You think you did, but it’s not true, or we’d be going elsewhere, right?” Except Kai sees Anak’s thoughts are far off.

	“Maybe it’s about my guilt and shame at having murdered those men, even though in self-defense. Mayhap there’s a time for battle and destruction; however, most men do not feel good about it.”

	“How do you feel about the men you killed?”

	Not answering, he says, “Let’s get back to the poem or dream. If it’s prophetic, how does it help us?”

	“I’m not sure it does. Perhaps it was something you needed to be aware of, and now are. So, let’s get on with it and find the garden.” Anak shakes his head. “I’m wondering if such a place even exists.”

	Kai smirks. “I hear you there. We’ve been at this a long time. No one else has heard of it, and we’ve not come close to know if the place even exists! What now?”

	At mid-day, they arrive at a pleasant meadow. Anak, tossed down his bedroll. “I don’t know about you, but I’m ready for a nap.” He sits in the grass warmed by sunlight, takes a deep breath and lets it out. Then he picks a stalk of sweet grass to chew on and smiles. The grass, seeded with wildflowers, their sweet scent drifts on the air. A dragonfly flitters about; its diaphanous wings glitter in the sunlight. Slithering around the grass stems a snake disappears under a fallen log. He pays it no heed.

	Kai seems not to notice the beauty surrounding them. The birds call out to one another. “Oh, now you want to sleep. I’m okay with taking a nap. Maybe I’ll dream again,” Kai says and lays his bedroll on the ground, imagining the life he once thought he’d have, and how different his reality was. He drops off to sleep. Anak follows. 

	“Ah, it’s about time,” Anak hears the soft voice as he awakens and startles. Sitting up, he looks around. To his left, a young woman sits whittling a piece of wood into an unusual shape. “Who are you?” He snaps, angry at being caught unawares.

	Before she can answer, Kai rouses and looks about at Anak and to whom he’s speaking. “Found yourself a friend?” he says then, Kai sees the anger on Anak’s face and realizes he does not know her. Kai frowns until his eyes light upon her.

	She is a beauty. Long dark hair flows down her back like a midnight waterfall. Skin milky white glows in contrast to her black hair and pale rosebud cheeks. Her eyes like night, a deep dark violet glow with heaven’s light. An angel, Laila’s name, means ‘daughter of the night.’ He is awestruck. It was love at first sight for Kai, or so he thought.

	“You’re not in danger from me nor I from you,” she says with a smirk and chuckles. “Never fear. I came to help. Though you don’t pray for help anymore,” she said, shaking her head.

	“Who, pray tell, sent you here to help with what?” Anak’s sarcasm is clear.

	“Now you jest. Did you not speak earlier about your journey and wonder if you are on the correct path?” Eyes wide, eyebrows raised. “Yes, a prayer sooner would have been helpful. So, what do you need?”

	Grumbling to himself, Anak let Kai take the lead on this one, for he sees Kai’s attraction. Anak rolls over, ignores the two, and pretends to sleep again.

	Kai, amused by Anak, cannot stop smiling as he gazes at the lovely angel. “Would you consider marrying a Fae?” he asks. “So lovely. Adonai might make an exception to the rule,” he grins. “I surely would.”

	Laila laughs at this beautiful Fae and his sense of humor. She also knows his future but says nothing. Besides, Laila knows as well as Kai, angels do not marry, not that he is serious. “You are so kind, but let’s talk about your problem,” she replies.

	Kai laughs with Laila and tells her about their adventures, the dream, poems, and how it became confusing. Both quit praying as the dreams seem to offer no explanation, but made things more difficult.

	“Of course,” she said, a bemused look. “The riddle is not so complex. You’re going in the right direction. Over the far hill, you will find the land you seek.”

	Kai sighs and says, “That’s a comfort. Anak is comforted,” he says and chuckles while Anak mutters to himself.

	“I’ll travel with you a pace,” Laila says. Anak pulls his head off the ground, grumbling. “So, it’s time to leave. No rest for me.” He rises up, grabs his pack, and stalks off, the other two follow as they head across the countryside.

	Laila listens to their debate about the dream and chuckles, amused.

	“If Laila’s right, it will be over the rise.” Climbing to the top of the hill, a deep valley stretches before them. In the distance, there is a castle surrounded by a moat.

	“The problem, how do we cross that river?” Kai questions, gazing upon the stone edifice dark against the landscape. On two sides sit mountains, and a white-water river sweeps around to form a perimeter.

	“Leave it to me,” Laila smiles, a mysterious glint in her eyes. “Let’s cross the plains.” She runs down the hill, hair ripples behind her. Its own river of darkness gleams with light as it flows behind her in the breeze, and they follow.

	Kai and Anak follow at a slower pace, watching for danger. Still, the countryside is peaceful enough as they lope along until reaching the river. White water rapids push the wide-stream over and around sharp stones that rise above. “It’s a wonder time has not worn them down. Usually, river rocks are smooth, even large ones.” Anak comments. “But these look sharp as knives.”

	The angel, face placid, leaps across the water, her hair a stream of blackness now lies over the river. Standing on the other side, Laila beckons them to cross, her hair a causeway upon which they can cross, or so it seems to Anak. He smiles, recalling the Waterfield of long ago.

	Why not, he muses, and steps onto the causeway. Within seconds, he’s across. Kai, mesmerized, still hesitates. “You can follow or wait until I return,” Anak taunts. “I’m sure it won’t be too boring—however long it takes for my adventure to complete.”

	Kai pauses, heart pounds, breath shallow, he sees a dark ripple above the raging waters and sharp rocks upon which he could fall in and the waters pull him over the hard edges and pound him into nothing.

	Anak calls, “Come on, Kai. It’s no different from a bridge, nice and stable. Walk one foot in front of the other.”

	Kai’s mind goes back into hell’s corridors with the Harpies and he almost fell to where they would feast upon his body. If I fall in, will they come and take me into hell and feast upon my body, ripped and torn?

	Anak sees the tension and fear in his friend, and does not understand; he’s forgotten hell’s harpies. Not Kai.

	I will not be a feast for harpies. I’ll make it across. Taking a deep breath, he steps upon the walkway and one foot after another, like a tightrope walker, he rapidly crosses, nearly fainting in relief on the other side.

	“Now it wasn’t so bad?” Anak slaps him on the back.

	“You have no idea.” Kai smiles, though still shaky.

	Eyes full of pride, lips curve up in a smile, for she knew the source of Kai’s fear. “You did well. Now, I must be off,” Laila says in apology, “You pray when you’re in need next time!” She vanishes in a blink.

	“So here we are at the end of one journey,” Anak remarks, looking around. “Let’s hope there’s nothing else to face, no new trauma or drama.” Although both know there will be more of both to come.

	~~~

	The path glistens with many-hued pebbles as they approach the castle. Upon entering into the keep, warlike equipment laid against the wall: lances stand tall in a cluster, ashen-shafts with sharp iron tips. So, they set their arms aside on the same wall.

	A grim-faced warrior approaches. “Whence have you come to this castle and keep, as a friend of foe?”

	Anak replies, “I’m sent by heaven and with boldness of spirit known to many, Adonai sent me to release the young maiden held herein in its keep.”

	The warrior eyes Anak, amused, “Indeed, I’ve not heard of such a thing. Whether you, with your companion, may enter depends upon my liege Lord. Whence have you come at the Lord Adonai’s direction?”

	Anak gives a short version of their story. “I’d share the details,” he said, “but the long story could take more time than you have.”

	Nodding his head, for epic stories often came out of great journeys and held much fascination for his people, but also needed time telling. “Pray have a seat. Servants will bring food while I approach my Lord for a decision.”

	~~~
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If a foreigner stays with you treat them like the native-born among you — you are to love him as yourself, for you were foreigners in the land of Egypt; I am Adonai your God. (Leviticus 19:34 CJB)

	30_ The Keep

	T


	he young warrior, son of their liege Lord, speaks to his father, “I urge you to receive these men courteously, for they have come far from the lands away and yonder. Many days they have traveled, if not months, on their journey.” His smile broad. “If one believes even a small part of their tale, they have a generous story, fit for an evening. It would delight the men who enjoy a fine story.”

	Gazing at his son, the father smiles. He loves the stories of adventures. Perhaps he needs his own? So, he says, “I am familiar with Anak as a youth and his father who resides in Otherworld,” and declares. “I do not doubt he has a grand story to tell. Let me consider it a time.”

	“What shall I do with them, my Lord, meanwhile?”

	The Lord of the castle decides, “Put them in a decent room so they can visit with each other; but they are not allowed to roam the castle. I’ll give you my answer after a space.”

	Nodding, the son leaves.

	Anak and Kai wait in the court for several hours. As dusk approaches, a servant arrives and escorts the two to a room inside the castle, comfortable and well-appointed. Anak feels confident being treated as guests. It wouldn’t be long before they received an answer to their quest. However, days pass, and they see only servants. Told they may not walk about the castle and must remain in their rooms, they do. The warrior arrives to keep them company and to hear more of their story, as his time permits.

	~~~

	Lucifer is the one I must answer to. The castle Lord wonders what to do. Send them on or hear their story?

	After hearing more of Anak’s story, his son comes before his father. “Anak is the fabled Nephilim,” he explains. “Adonai sent them for a young maiden’s rescue. He has the strength of thirty men and can become a giant at will, so some say.” Excitement fills his eyes as his imagination carries him away.

	Perhaps this Anak may solve my problem for me, consider the Lord. “A fine man and warrior you are, my son, as is this Anak? Let him speak his request, then I’ll decide.”

	Thus, after several days, in which Anak and Kai despair, the warrior finally came, “My Lord bade me, your origin knows he, and so, valiant of spirit, you may enter and speak.”

	The castle Lord receives Anak and Kai, hoping to use Anak to prevail over his enemy, if possible. He nearly sends them away for fear Lucifer will hear and punish him. Still, I must resolve this problem and perhaps this Anak can do so.

	The castle Lord explains, “A monster beneath the castle, sent by Lucifer, devours the clan chiefs who have tried to set her free. No one fierce enough is there to cope with the monster. As this maiden you seek is bound to me by Lucifer the Dark Lord of the Otherworld, it is to him I answer. So, to free the maiden, you must overcome the monster.”

	How will Anak respond? He wonders. Will he slay the monster or refuse? Should Anak destroy the beast, Lucifer will require a price. One for losing the maiden and another for the brute who now protects her. Taking a deep breath, the Lord of the castle decides I will take the risk.

	~~~

	Anak speaks with Kai, who says, “It’s not worth it. What if he kills you!” Not knowing what he will do should Anak die; he pleads against it.

	Anak understands Kai’s fear, yet determines to set free the maid. However, to do so, he must kill the monster. Anak does not know what sort of beast he must battle and overcome.

	“I will help if you allow the maiden to leave the castle with myself, and my friend, Kai,” Anak bargains. “There is no other option.”

	“Agreed. If you defeat him, my son, Cayden must go with you so he can experience the world. He has a love of adventure, and has remained at home; it is long enough.”

	Anak agrees to the bargain and to his son, Cayden, going with them when they leave.

	And so, Cayden leads Anak and Kai into the depths of the castle. Anak again finds himself in an unusual but familiar place. Cayden, not permitted to remain, leaves. Anak finds this puzzling, for the Lord desires his son to know more of the world. Battling monsters is part of the world. As he’s thinking about this, the Centaur from hell approaches, to Anak’s surprise.

	“Here you are,” said the Centaur. “You found the castle and your journey’s end.” Turning his head with unconcealed glee, he sneers. “The Fae still follows you about, I see. Well, to succeed won’t be as easy as killing a demon and, Lucifer allows no magic or shifting.”

	Running tongue over teeth, he snickers, then says, “To rescue the maid, you will risk your life! So be it, foolish man. Now let’s see how good you are - without your magic.”

	Iron bars crash down, slam into the ground to leave Anak imprisoned. Kai is on the outside a helpless spectator. Not knowing what to expect, hands at his side, Anak flexes his fingers, looks around, and sees a pair of knives. Those are my only weapons? He wonders in dismay. They wrapped the unadorned hilts with stained leather blades aged. Nothing fancy but serviceable, he judges, scoops them up snug against his palms. Hearing someone clear their throat, he turns to face his opponent.

	A man in chain-mail neck to knees, a leather coat about his midsection, stained with dirt and blood, which Anak suspects is not his opponent’s blood. The helmet is a single piece of hammered metal, cut with eye openings, a hatchet in one hand, and a short sword in the other.

	A frown crosses Anak’s face. His own leather tunic and pants he has worn from the start. They offer some protection still, they’re no shield against the other’s weapons. Realizing the knife blades, though they span from elbow to fingertip, won’t be too helpful against this man; however, they will suffice, for there is no other option.

	Anak glances between the bars and sees two faint shadows and imagines they are spectators, or specters. He knows Kai sees him and his opponent and considers. I must kill the man. No other result is possible. Unarmed and poorly protected, it’s the only way out for him, Kai, and the maiden. Anak huffs to himself. Typical of Lucifer.

	Turning, he bows toward the place he imagines Lucifer to be. He hears what he believes is a snigger. Anak prepares for battle. Tightening his grip on the knives, he turns back, moves toward his opponent, who falls into a relaxed stance hatchet in front; sword lose at his side. Anak circles to his right, away from the reach of the sword. The man shuffles, shifting to keep Anak to the front of him. With the face mask, he can’t turn his head too far or it will catch on the chain-mail. Yet he seems confident of his weapons superiority.

	His reach is longer, so he’ll wait to attack, Anak thinks. I need to get closer, so the knives are more useful. He’ll have a chance then to use his sword and hatchet on me.

	“Use caution,” Kai whispers more to himself as he closely watches Anak’s every move and prays, father in heaven, keep him safe.

	Continuing to drift around his opponent, keeping the same distance, the knives dance in his fingers, Anak assesses, trying to discover a weak spot. No longer aware of his breathing, he’s focused on subtle changes in the man’s posture and position. Anak avoids distracting thoughts.

	The heat in the dungeon is such he feels sweat bead on his neck and slide down his arms under his leather tunic. His opponent’s leathers will protect him from injury but not from the heat. The chain-mail offers some coolness but not much, he muses.

	Having made two circuits of the enemy’s position, Anak settles into a low stance, ready and waiting. His attention shifts momentarily. How much will it take before I can finish this? He wonders. It’s a desperate thought, for he wants this to end quickly so they can be off.

	Finding himself distracted, he shakes his head to erase the chained maid’s image. Stay focused, he tells himself. Seeing Anak’s brief shift in focus, his enemy moves, hatchet lashes at Anak’s neck. His sword follows as he whirls forward. Too close for comfort, Anak steps quickly back.

	Unlike the knives, his enemy’s weapons are well-honed and sharp. Still, back on task, Anak knew the next strike would come from the hatchet. While his opponent’s attack was swift, with Anak distracted, yet he had seen the intent in his eyes and his body readied itself as the enemy came forward.

	As the hatchet in his opponent’s left hand snaps toward him, Anak steps aside, slams his knife and forearm against the man’s arm, blocks the hatchet’s blow. Reacting swiftly, his opponent folds his arm in, his elbow a weapon. He strikes Anak hard in the ribs. Breath whooshes from lungs, Anak groans in pain, tightens his abdomen and gasps for breath.

	Knowing his torso is a natural target of which the man cannot miss, when he sees the sword swing, Anak steps back to the side, but not fast enough to avoid the strike completely. Turning away to protect his midsection, he feels a brush of steel against his skin, a brief sting. A warm trickle of blood slides down his side. Swallowing harshly, he is thankful the injury is minor, for he still stands able to move.

	As the sword strike passed, Anak’s left hand came up, the blade slashed under the man’s mask. Metal rang sharply, but he saw no blood. Jabbing his right hand up into the man’s left armpit, all his strength going into the strike, the man collapses forward. He hears a grunt of pain.

	Anak jerks back on the knife, but finds it torn from his grip. He grabs the man’s shoulder, who’s now off balance. Now I can throw him to the ground and cut him, Anak thinks. Unexpectedly, fire explodes across his back as the man twists the hatchet sharply down.

	“What the hell?” Anak grunts, feels the agony. The leather, his only protection, he felt it split, yet thankful his spine remains intact he drives his knee into the enemy’s groin, sending him to the ground. Stay down, you bastard, he snarls silently, seeing the enemy strives to rise. Twisting, Anak pulls the ax handle from his opponent’s fingers, feels his muscles tear painfully. Anak groans in pain, tries to reach around and grasp the hatchet with his hand, but a terrible pain tears up into neck and skull. He twists farther to get a grip. His fingers slip on the bloody handle. Oh, Lord, he agonizes, as pain tears through every fiber of muscle. Feeling faint, Anak shakes his head to clear it, watches his enemy, while straining to free the hatchet from his back.

	His opponent struggles to his feet. Kai shouts a warning to Anak. The man, now standing, grips his sword firmly and charges. With an agonized effort, Anak’s hand finds the hatchet handle, tears it loose as more pain sears up and down his back, which he ignores. With the agony, the blood warmly flows. Now I am armed. He feels gratitude surge, for he can do some actual harm now in his own defense. Moving back and away, he sees the sword again come toward him.

	Anak sweeps the bloody hatchet up and into the other’s sword arm. Before the shock of the blow ripples up his shoulder, the man turns. Anak is inside his guard though and the man clenches his fist and snaps up to connect with Anak’s jaw and takes advantage of Anak’s proximity. Short jabs repeatedly delivered keep Anak off balance, forcing him to retreat. Wildly Anak seeks a reprieve, an opening. He notices both of the man’s palms are unprotected; the skin exposed as he is pummeled. Desperate. The next time a fist comes at him, Anak jabs with all his strength into flesh, as far as the blade will go.

	His opponent screams in pain. Anak grapples, the man’s elbow now pinned against his side. Throwing all his weight at Anak, he tries to overwhelm him, frantic. Anak drops lower to gain the weight advantage, twisting his body as he sweeps his right leg back, giving himself more leverage.

	He strives to regain his footing but, off balance, his feet unexpectedly lift off of the ground and Anak, holding his arm, takes him down. A loud bone-snapping sound echoes over the walls as the elbow twists too far in the wrong direction. A raw scream of agony rips from the man’s throat.

	With his opponent incapacitated, Anak struggles to rise, grateful he’s able to move; his opponent cannot. The man’s arm is useless, and his hand is disabled so he cannot remove the mask. He lies helpless on the ground, incapable of defending himself. Uttering a guttural groan, Anak knows not if he’s pleading for mercy or cursing him.

	Not thinking or caring about what he’s doing, Anak retrieves his other knife from the sand. He kneels and shoves the blade into the mask’s eye-opening, feeling it grate against bone. With the squish of soft tissue, clear liquid and blood gushes from beneath the mask. The man moans and thrashes a moment, then stills. Hearing a scream of rage, outside of the arena, Anak looks up in time to see the one specter turn and vanish. Heaving a sigh of relief, knowing he’s bested Lucifer’s attempt to slay him.

	Kai, shocked by the awful violence, nauseated, turns into the corner and vomits repeatedly. Could Anak not have allowed him to live? he questions. He was not a threat. Kai, never in such a personal or life-threatening battle, does not comprehend. He sits, head between his knees, to consider what has happened. Rubbing his face as if to remove the images from his mind, he gasps for breath.

	The bars holding Anak prisoner rise. He staggers away from the corpse, grabs Kai, who’s stunned and unable to speak, and hauls him to his feet. “Come on, Kai,” he says, panting and exhausted. “Lucifer is not pleased with the outcome. He’s not my problem. Where’s the maiden?” he demands.

	The Lord of the castle himself is stunned by the violence and its ending. Yet part of him exalts at Anak’s success. He also hears Lucifer’s scream of rage before he left. A tremor of fear courses through, as he muses. This has been the Dark Lord’s intent all along. He’d not planned on Anak surviving. Well, he cannot blame me for the outcome. I hope not. He prays and goes to help Anak, who’s collapsed on the ground. Blood runs from his back. The wound sliced open by the sharp hatchet, left ribs exposed and blood pours forth. I must get him to the healer, he thinks frantically, else he’ll perish.

	“Quickly,” he calls to his son, who had arrived after hearing the battle was over. He stares in horror at the death scene. “Don’t stand there, boy. Get the healer. The man needs help, and now!” Cayden scurries off to find the healer. Had he the foresight, the Lord of the castle would have kept the healer close for injuries. Except, no one had expected Anak to survive.

	Cayden carries Anak to his assigned room. Shortly after, the healer arrives, assesses Anak’s injuries, cleanses, and binds his wounds. “He has a broken rib,” he says. “I’ve closed the gash, but he must remain still for a space. It will take time to heal properly.”

	Hearing the pronouncement, Anak struggles to rise, feels a pain streak back to neck, burning. “We must be gone before Lucifer returns. I cannot put all of you in danger.” As he tries to rise, pain burns, as if they held a flame against his skin, to travel all over his body. Too much to deal with, Anak's eyes widen as he gasps in pain and passes out, unresponsive for hours after.

	Yet, the wound to his flesh is not as much a concern for Anak as the way he imagines the world sees him. Kai thinks I’m terrible for killing those in hell, so he knows I’m dangerous and does not trust me. Eyes sting, he pushes back the tears that threaten. I’m no different from the other Nephilim who kill without cause, though he knows his cause was justified.

	Once awake, he tries to sit up, but the pain reminds of his injuries as it courses through his body. “Why did I not die?” he moans, his face turns away from all who come near. “Leave me be.” 

	Kai moves to reassure. The healer takes his arm, shakes his head. “Let him sort out what happened, what he’s done defeating that monster, no matter the reason. Taking a life is not a simple thing to reconcile oneself with. It’s truer if he’s killed before.” Seeing the answer in Kai’s eyes, he shakes his head and says, “Then his road back will be a difficult one.”

	~~~~
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Be attentive to my words; incline your ear to my sayings. Let them not escape your sight; keep them in your heart. For they are life to all who find them and healing to their flesh. (Proverbs 4:20-21)
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	ays pass since Anak had slain the monster. His friends leave him alone. The healer, his only visitor, says, “He refuses to speak of what happened. So, do not try to discuss it until he’s ready, which he will be, I hope soon. Act normal.” He stops for a moment. “I’ve seen soldiers after a battle. They imagine others see them as a killer now. If you take a life, then it’s a life for a life; it’s the way of justice, or so many believe.”

	His friends do not understand, for Anak fought other battles and he’s never reacted this way before. The physician has no answer for the change in him.

	One day, a maid attends Anak with the healer. Though Anak knows not who she is, and thinks she is in training or is another healer. For as the healer cares for his wounds, she sits and talks. At first, he imagines its nonsense, but in time, discovers it has a purpose. Anak doesn’t know if he should be angry at her presumptions in attending him or not. Still, he is intrigued by her words, though, at first, he pretends not to listen. 

	“There are infinite ways to be a man, just as there are to be a woman, for these traits exist in both. Yet some men have empathy and a very masculine form of strength. Yeshua is divine yet he is masculine with loads of empathy.

	“She chuckles, eyes sparkling. “Did you know, there was a warrior, a woman, who felt the pain of the universe, which forged her into a fighter as she fought for others rights. These days she keeps only the memory of the pain, not the feeling itself. This frees her to become all the stronger, more creative, in the ending.” Her cherry lips curve in delight, cheeks round, and green eyes sparkle.

	“Don't let this sweet smile and mild manner fool you, I'm as smart and tough as they come and a warrior. I have integrity, and a noble heart and I am brave—most of the time.” She chuckles. “Chivalrous by nature, for the Lord needs those who will fight for those who cannot fight for themselves. He needs those who guard creation from the evil that abounds.” 

	Anak glances up for the first time and notes a wicked gleam in her eyes. “You may not have seen a Roman gladiator, but if you had, you would see his eyes raised to the faces of the onlookers, and know in truth it was he looking down on them, not the other way, as they supposed.”

	“The hero has a sense of love, a desire to protect, and the willingness to take on suffering to keeps others safe. They use their aggression for noble purpose, and do the hard things when it is the right to do so.” She breathes in then out. 

	“Evil has only the desire for power, and cares not if others suffer, so long as it gains the advantage.”

	Her eyes serious, she says, “I am servant of the meek, the master of the strong and enemy of evil. Choose where you stand carefully, if you desire to always win; it is what a hero does, and does so without guilt or shame. So, follow or run away; the choice is yours. Choose well Anak.

	“I am taught to heal, to speak the language of dreams as you often receive the language of dream. They are the workings of the divine, to heal humankind. Reach to the divine and do not be misled by the dark. You are part of the divine creation and it is your free will that allows you to choose the right path. Choose whom you serve, Adonai, or a liar who has stolen your peace.” This was the last Anak saw of the young maid. 

	“Where did your helper go? I haven’t seen her recently.”

	“I have no idea of whom you speak,” he says. “There’s been no one else. Likely, you were dreaming.” Leaving he smiles to himself, for the healer had been asked this question often and had no answer, but assumes it was one of Adonai’s angels. Such was the conclusion Anak draws and feels pleased.

	~~~

	It’s hard for Kai to go on without saying something to make it better. He recalls when he sinned with Medea and Anak was silent and did not accuse, or reject him. Days pass and Anak comes out of the room, though hesitantly. Kai said. “It’s about time you got out of bed. How are you, ready to go?” 

	Anak takes a deep breath, then says. “I’m a bit stiff and sore, but the sooner we get on our way, all the better.” 

	The castle Lord releases the maiden to Anak, who’s on his feet again and healed, though still sore. Introduced to Ériu, she shyly smiles and gives him a gentle hug, cautious of his injuries. “Thank you for doing all you’ve done to rescue me. I’m most grateful.” Her simple thank you, does more to heal Anak than any platitude his friends could have offered.

	Anak with Kai and the maiden, Ériu of the Tuatha, exit the castle with the young warrior, Cayden, who leads the trio out of the castle and on their way across the countryside. Kai notices Anak dreams almost nightly. He thrashes in his sleep but says nothing other than pray. In time, the nightmares lessen, and his spirits lift.

	One day, Ariel arrives. “The Tuatha have gone, as Ériu knows, and have returned to the stars. Ériu will remain with us.” She smirks knowingly, and leaves as she had arrived, in a blink.

	Anak wonders why Ériu had not gone home with them. Why have they left her? There is no answer.

	Ériu unconcerned is inordinately pleased to meet Kai who’s enthralled with her, forgetting all about his ‘love’ of the angel Laila. Several weeks pass with Kai and Ériu spending much time together, becoming very close but he’s unaware of how close, not until Cayden came to Anak one day, and speaks his concern.

	“Anak, may I speak to you?” he said, his countenance troubled. “There’s a serious matter we must discuss.”

	“Of course.” Indicating he should sit. “What’s troubling you, not enough adventure?” Anak chuckles. Then at Cayden’s silence he becomes serious, and listens to what Cayden has to say, surprised by his words.

	“I imagine, you’ve seen Kai and Ériu, but you may not be aware how close they’ve become. I worship the Lord Adonai, as does Kai. Yet I’m not grasping his behavior, and the intimacy shared with other. This intimacy I’ve been taught is only shared by those who’re wed.”

	Anak considers Cayden’s words. “Marriage is a covenant, becoming one flesh with another, and requires commitment. “Is it immoral for such a bond before marriage?” he asks. “Or should not the question fit one’s unique needs, circumstances and commitment to the other. Bonding before marriage is not sin, as long as both are committed to each other. When one or both are wed to another; it’s adultery, and is sin. Also, were either to have sex with others, sin abound, for there is not real intimacy or commitment.”

	Nodding in understanding, Cayden said, “This I was taught. Still, I see the sense in your words. Should we travel through lands where it is considered a sin outside of marriage, would this pose a problem?”

	“An excellent question, one best put before Kai and Ériu. We can only inform but not decide.” To ease Cayden’s mind, he spoke with the couple, and the two agreed to make a formal commitment for the sake of the group and their well-being. Having made the decision, they then inform Anak they have decided to head for the Middle East, the land of his birth. He is sorry to see them go and pleased they will wed.

	“Anak, as you may know, Ériu and I have become close. She revealed her family left her because of a prophecy, which foretold our marriage.”

	 “I had wondered,” said Anak.

	“Like you, Ériu has visions, only her family speaks to her. You know they are children of Adonai who arrived on earth long ago. Like the Fae, the Tuatha went their way but now have returned to the Lord of heaven.”

	Kai and Ériu say, “We would be pleased for you to bind us in a ceremony of marriage before we leave. Would you be so kind as to do so?” 

	 “I know not the words to speak.”

	“You have the words. Do what you will with them, as the Great One if He were to bind us,” Ériu said, clasping his hands and seeking his eyes. On the next day of worship, Ériu wore a simple gown of cream white wool and Kai in his best tunic, Anak spoke the blessing as the two spoke the binding with him, repeating the words. 

	By the power of the Messiah in heaven, 

	may you love each other for an eternity.

	As the sun follows its path, day to day,

	may you be with each other across the world.

	As light to the eye and as joy to the heart, 

	may you always protect and serve the other.

	Oh, one that you love, may the Lord’s will 

	stay with you in this life and forever beyond.

	Having together spoken the binding with them, a kiss seals the vows, and the two say their good-byes, the couple leave to begin their journey toward the middle East.

	Anak has plans to return to Ireland and re-establish a farm in Wales. It is then, Cayden decides also to leave. However, life is made difficult for Anak, as the people are not pleased to see their master is one of the Nephilim who they believe exist to maim and destroy, as do the dragons in the land.

	~~~

	
The Nephilim were on the earth in those days and afterward, when the sons of God came in to the daughters of man and they bore children to them. These were the mighty men who were of old, the men of renown. (Genesis 6:4)
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	ragons are blood-thirsty with long tails, wings, sharp talons and teeth who breathe fire and smell of brimstone. Once a common sight throughout the world, it’s been ages since anyone has seen a dragon! Some still believe dragons are Cherubs the Lord Adonai cast to the earth, those who rebelled with Lucifer and his angels. After the war in heaven, those dragons are vastly different in appearance from ordinary ones..

	Some say the fallen, enticed by pleasing women of Earth, gave birth to these offspring. These Nephilim are part of life. While some help others and are generous and considerate. Others are evil and demand you help them, and give nothing in return, but ask for payment. The spawn of the fallen, these are the Sons of Adonai who live upon the earth. 

	Wales had its share of Nephilim and is home to one of the few good ones named Anak.

	Close to seven feet tall without his boots, he is a giant with black hair tumbling about his face in a disorderly manner. He it keeps it tied back with a leather thong. His skin is dark and coarse from working outside in the sun. Anak powerfully built works with his men in the fields. He enjoys their companionship, Having left his friends behind, and the wounds he suffered in battling a monster, he is stronger, and a more compassionate man.

	Many times, Anak sees to his holdings and returns home to make sure everything is going well with his fields and those who tend the crops and care for the beasts. His people are precious to him, and he ensures they are well-cared-for.

	Anak’s home, it’s a rock-filled land resplendent with thorns. Hence its name. Thorne Isle and part of the county of Elgin, in which Anak rules and cares for its people and his nearby holdings.

	One day, upon returning to his home in the evening, Anak stops to check the fields, as it was almost time to harvest. His gaze falls upon what had once been healthy growing fields, tall and golden. Before him lies a blackened, smoldering disaster. Sinking to his knees, grief-stricken, he gazes upon the ruins as tears cloud his eyes. All the work my men put into this and the harvest is gone. Where are the men? Silvery-green fire flickers amidst the fields. Seeing Anak, several of his men gather about.

	“This is dragon’s work,” he rumbles as anger surges. “I’ll not stand for it. If I don’t do something now, it will only worsen.” Images of winter flicker in his mind, people without adequate food, and without seed for the next spring planting. Anak many times had seen starving faces before grow lean and bleak because of the greedy ones who had ruled this land before him. ‘Never again’ Anak had promised the people, and he meant to keep his word.

	“Where is the manager of this field?” Anak said as the men gathered, standing about, looked worried. They’d never seen Anak so angry, and memories of the harsh Nephilim came. His eyes were ablaze with fury; it seemed to be out of hell itself. Realizing he was frightening the men, Anak said, “Come now. It’s not me you should fear, but the dragon who did this to our fields. He is responsible, and we must seek and destroy it.”

	To a man nearby, who trembles, eyes wide. “Quickly, go find the overseer. And move as if your very life depends on it, for if we do not deal with this dragon soon, it may.” Anak would not harm his men, but not taking care of this as soon as possible means other fields could lie smoldering. Next would be a house, then the cattle, and the people. Dragons care nothing for humans or beasts, and destroy without conscience.

	The man scurries off to find the overseer. Before long, he returns with the overseer and several others from nearby fields. All agree to join in the dragon hunt. They knew if the dragon came calling, burning their fields, they too would need his help.

	“If we tarry long, it will be harder to find the dragon. So, let’s make haste.” Arming each of the men with sword and shield he’d long ago prepared for such an eventuality. Anak knew he would be the one to slay the dragon. The men needed to feel they had a hand in it, though for those fields provided for their homes and families; they are a part of the land.

	“The hunt is dangerous,” Anak cautions. “Some of you could even die, but we have no choice. To kill the beast means we rid the world of it; otherwise, it will return to wreak more destruction. Next time, it could be your cattle and sheep, even your own lives and family. If you trust in Adonai, as I know many of you do, then live or die, you will be safe in His care. So, if you’re ready, let’s go.”

	At eventide, the men went into the encroaching dark to hunt the dragon. Traveling throughout the night, both Anak and his men sought for signs of a dragon, stopping only for a brief rest. Keeping still as they can in the dim light of the moon, the men spoke little and in hushed tones when they did.

	Anak spoke as he sat down to rest. “The first time I hunted a dragon,” he said with a smirk. “I was both excited and terrified; excited to be hunting one but also terrified imagining meeting a dragon.” He looks at the men, knowing that was how some of them felt. “Once we met face-to-face, it was by accident. I was so startled, I stumbled forward, caught by surprise, and almost fell off the cliff.”

	He laughed, his men chuckled along, imagining what it had been like. “The dragon was coming home to land, for its cave was nearby.” He paused.

	“What?” One man asks, “You must have killed it!”

	“No. Instead, it took one look at me and flew off, like the eagles who protect their young by distracting the predator from the nest. You’ve seen those?”

	They nodded, captivated by the story. “Then what?” as the men encouraged Anak.

	“The thought of eagles led me in search of its nest. I found it on the underside of the cliff. The one I’d nearly fallen off.”

	“Did you find any young and kill them?”

	“Oh, there were eggs, unhatched, cracked and useless. I left the dragon to her nesting as she waited for her eggs to hatch. Of course, they never would. The dragon presented no danger, so I went home to my friends. And together we went after the dragon and slew it, but as a team. Anak could see his words bolstered their confidence.

	~~~

	Finding a dragon is not as difficult as one might imagine. Forty feet long, nose to tail, it stands as much as fifteen hands high. Taller than Anak, who’s over seven feet, it is a fierce opponent.

	“There are few places a dragon can hide that size,” Anak said. “The smell of Sulphur with the stench of half-eaten carcasses of sheep rising from within is a sure sign and an odor hard to miss.” The men laugh to relieve tension as much as humor at the thought.

	Throughout the dark hours of the night, the group traveled. Several hours later, as dawn is about to break, Anak and his men smell what could only be a dragon. All weariness vanishes in a blink with a whiff of dragon and its snore. Adrenalin courses, hearts race, and the men tense as they prepare for a fight to the death.

	Creeping through the dense underbrush, as they near the clearing, in silence, they arrive. Outside the dragon’s lair, a cave opening, they saw the creature for the first time; and it was a peculiar sight.

	One man had to restrain himself from laughing out loud. Sprawled on the ground by its cave entrance, tiny puffs of smoke drift up from its nostrils, a half-smile upon its lips. The dragon looks as dangerous as a pussy cat. Snuffling and snorting sporadically, rolling over, its underbelly exposed. With a burst of steam, he turns again, hums within. Perhaps a pleasant dream had brought it pleasure.

	Not fooled in the least, Anak stood at the ready, knowing this was the most dangerous part of the hunt. A dragon is superb at pretense, unconcerned with its own safety. Confident in their fierce ability to maim and destroy, a few mere humans would not bother the dragon in the least.

	Wondering if the dragon is asleep or pretending to catch them unaware, he eyed it. At his thought, the dragon opens one eye, looks at Anak, then at the men, and smirks. Anak knew he had been feigning sleep. The situation was about to get nasty. The dragon had scented them long before they arrived. While it was small for a dragon, he knew when it became its true self, if it were what he suspects, it would be a fearsome sight. For Anak had heard the ancient tales of dragons. Some are cherubs cast out of heaven; it would be much harder to slay.

	Now, wide awake, the dragon rose to its full height, and transformed into its singularly magnificent self in a blink. A Cherub, it’s a sight few humans have seen. In its inhuman image, it flashes as burnished bronze. Even Anak has difficulty looking at it. Under its broad wings were hands that could easily reach with sharp talons to grasp and pull a man into its maw, making him one quick and tasty snack.

	The man who nearly laughed faints dead away while the others back into the shadows of nearby woods. This seemingly harmless dragon is beyond anything they could have imagined had they lived thousands of years. It struck such fear in their hearts, had Anak not stood firm in the face of this beast, the men likely would have fled for their lives. They had never seen a dragon, much less a Cherub.

	In a blink, the dragon’s talons extend, its wings spread, sharp teeth bared, its enormous tail swished side to side. Its wings spread to touch one another, and the draft from their movement swept the nearby men off their feet. Its face they could not look upon it was so startling. As its eyes narrow, its wings spread upward, lightning flashes within. Darting back and forth, eyes cold and deadly, fiery coals glow within as it prepares to attack. Black smoke churns the air, making it hard to breathe.

	Long ago, the ‘sword of heaven’ Anak’s father gave it to a dragon hunter before Anak’s birth. He’d told him, as the man told Anak, when handing him the sword, “You’ll know what to do, when the time comes.” Anak knew, before leaving on this quest, as he looks upon this fierce creature, now was the time. As he pulls forth the sword, its light glows as if it, too, knew.

	The creature, seeing the sword, knew what it was. It rears back on its legs and opens its massive jaws, a fire burns within. The dragon lifts its head, spreads its claws. With a roar, it prepares a fiery blast as its massive jaws open wide. With the sword held high, Anak charges, ducks under the monster, and strikes a heavy blow on its side, then darts back and away. His fierce blow shortened the lightning blast, which skittered off nearby rocks, not doing any harm. Its intent thwarted, it howls in darkening fury.

	Cherubs are invulnerable to Earth’s weapons. Anak, however, can not only wound but even kill one on Earth. Though Anak is not invincible, like the dragon, he has armor to protect himself. Before leaving, he’d donned a helmet inscribed with the Word in tribute of his faith, a breastplate to reflect the dragon’s light, a shield to protect from dragon fire, and the double-edged sword of heaven, sharper than any dragon’s claws. And Anak’s faith was intact.

	Enraged, the dragon swung about, head swivels on its long neck; it sent another scorching blast. Anak, with shield raised, stood his ground and delivered a second blow. Then, round and round, they fought, striking at each other, doing minor damage.

	Anak’s men watch amazed as the two battled it out, earth against hell fire. While the dragon seemed to have little effect, Anak struck the dragon several times. Each blow caused pain yet made little impact on its armor. Still, with the effort spent, both tired, and Anak’s energy fast departs.

	His breath in gasps as he struggles to pull more air into his lungs. Clouds of dragon smoke furls about, making it difficult to breathe. The dragon weakens, and seeing an opportunity to end the battle in his favor, it pulls back.

	Pretending to retreat, he says, snarling, “This time you’ll not win, human.” It surprises Anak when the dragon spoke. Yet, he thought it was just trying to distract so he would relax his defenses. So, he calls upon his dwindling energy, seeks the dragon’s intent, and sends a prayer heavenward.

	Taking advantage of Anak’s equally fading strength, the dragon rears upon its hind legs and prepares to attack. Swelling its bulk, turning ever brighter as it built a fiery inner lightning blast, the effort draining the last of its energy. The dragon didn’t care, for he knew now was the time to strike the killing blow or himself die. About to launch its strike, the sun rose above the horizon’s rim. Its glittering rays reflect off the snowy peaks to pierce the eye of the dragon, blinding it, removing its advantage.

	Anak, in exhaustion, sees the advantage is now his, and gives a brief thanks to Adonai as he acts.

	The noble beast flicks its eyes to shut out the sun’s bright rays, and Anak dove forward. With his last bit of strength, he pushes his two-edged sword past the scales and into the dragon’s great heart.

	A high-pitched scream filled with terrible rage split the heavens. With no energy left to repel the superb double-edged sword, in dreadful agony, the dragon gave up and crashed to the ground. It lay upon the earth, wings outspread, head to the side and again spoke to Anak, “I should not have let you leave the cave alive.” After a final breath, its eyes glaze while greenish blood flows to pool in the dirt.

	Exhausted, yet at the dragon’s words, shocked he didn’t know what to think. Then, in triumph, he turns to his men. “Well, that’s an end to one dragon who’ll burn no more of my fields.” The men, he notes, are looking above, mouths agape, eyes opened wide. Puzzled, Anak turns to see the dragon, and instead sees an unexpected sight. Beside the dragon, face contorted in rage, stands Lucifer himself.

	Anak could not understand why Lucifer was there. While he realized this was not just any dragon he’d slain, he didn’t know the beast was Lucifer’s favorite, and the last of the dragons on earth. The Nephilim or dragon hunters long ago had slain the others. This one who had followed Lucifer in heaven’s war and Adonai had cast it as a dragon, with Lucifer and his followers, out of Heaven to the earth.

	Named Azrael, the dragon was well-suited to Lucifer. Indeed, had the Lord of hell a second-in-command, Azrael would have had the privilege. Lucifer, though, rules by himself, so no one ever second-guess’ him. Still, he wept for the dragon and he rants and raves, as every foul name he can conceive of spews from his mouth!

	His burning rage expended, Lucifer says, “I demand payment! All of your life, you shall live in fear. At your death, I will drag your soul into the fiery abyss.” So terrifying, Anak’s men tremble and back up into the dark shadows of the forest, not wanting Lucifer to lay eyes upon them.

	Lucifer, not caring, says, “No matter where they bury you, in or outside of the church. I will have your soul. Your ‘holy armor’ and ‘sword of heaven’ will not protect you. No way will you escape my wrath!”

	Unable to grasp Lucifer’s anger, Anak says, “It was only a dragon. I choose the place of my burial. My soul belongs to Adonai; so, you can never have it!”

	Heaving several deep breaths, Lucifer departs in a fury, breathing fire and brimstone.

	Turning his back, Anak heads home with his men. Lucifer fumes, for people always cower before him. Anak not then, nor after, did he give the episode another thought. Yet, the story of his battle against a dragon became a legend, retold many times with Anak, always the hero. This refueled Lucifer’s rage. Nevertheless, Anak’s life went on.

	~~~

	Many centuries later, in the days of Noah, before a flood destroyed the Earth, having lived a good life, Anak lay dying. Recalling Lucifer’s threat, he asks for a bow, knocks an arrow, pulls back and with frail arms shaking, he says, “Wherever the arrow falls, there is where you will bury me.”

	He let fly the arrow straight through the window of the abbey, into the north wall. With a final breath, he says, “Into your hands, father, I place my soul.”

	There was much weeping as the people of Thorne Isle mourned. Entombed in the North wall of the abbey, he was neither ‘inside nor outside the church,’ and Anak was at peace, at least for a time. But as we all know nothing lasts forever.

	~~~
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