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King James Version

That the sons of God saw the daughters of men that they were fair; and they took them wives of all which they chose.

And the Lord said, My spirit shall not always strive with man, for that he also is flesh: yet his days shall be an hundred and twenty years.

There were giants in the earth in those days; and also after that, when the sons of God came in unto the daughters of men, and they bare children to them, the same became mighty men which were of old, men of renown.

The Book of Counted Sorrows

Dean Koontz

Sometimes in silence darkness comes.

Sometimes with a gleeful banging of drums.
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Cicero

The greater the difficulty, the greater the glory.

Introduction

She knew she had made yet another terrible mistake in a long line of mistakes. She realised this when it was much too late. The die had been cast. So much time wasted.

He was not the one. Again.

Overhead the bombs that rained down on Berlin seemed to quieten down. The earth shaking shudders of thousands upon thousands of Allied bombs decimating the Volk and destroying a dream. Hitler, now ragged and incoherent at times, blamed her. She was the one that had put these impossible dreams of world domination in his head. She had made it possible.

He gave her a long, pathetic pleading look. The PPK shaking in his hand. Parkinson’s disease combined with over medication, including cocaine drops for a sore eye, was taking its toll on the Fuhrer. It was obvious though that she didn’t have a care in the world. Her chirpy voice was heard all over the Fuhrerbunker. She was unconcerned with their impending doom.

Russian tanks were now less than 500m away from the Reich Chancellery. The bunker they were trapped in was directly below it.

“You may shoot yourself if you want my dear Adolf,” said Eva almost cheerfully, “but I want to have a beautiful corpse. I will take cyanide.”

She knew that she would find the one soon. The one who would enslave the world and give her ultimate power over death and hell. The true son of Adam.

She hastily swallowed the poison.

Chapter 1

Looking back, this is where it all started. The saga that led to the end of the world. Such an innocuous beginning with a simple task that had been performed many times before. A minor undertaking, in the grand scheme of things.

The expected trap doesn’t lay in the tumult of noise and confusion, where its concealment could be overlooked. It refuses to spring when you’re ready. On edge even. No, it’s when your senses are dulled by a long period of inactivity and repetition. Like training an apprentice. When you’re free to think and be imprisoned by overthinking. This is where doubt, the offspring of knowledge and sanity, is born. Doubt brings about hesitation and that can kill a man. Doubt with a capital D. It’s the quite that gets you.

The surroundings of the quaint dove white cottage were quite beautiful. An assortment of trees and shrubs complimented a well-manicured lawn. There was even a bubbling brook. The ambiance of the tucked away cottage was peaceful and calm.

An unexpected question popped up in his head ‘Are all witches evil?’

The notion that white witches exist who are entirely good is as farfetched and comical as flying pigs thought Elder Vareld. He wondered where such a silly idea could have been hatched. Witchcraft is often romanticized as if it’s just a children’s fairy-tale or Hollywood fantasy. Real witches (not the Wiccan variety), by definition, were the sworn servants of the evil one. The deceiver of the world. The father of lies. Lucifer. This is an unassailable truth. And they were hell bent on growing evil in the world. They would eagerly and without reservation or remorse murder an infant (anyone else for that matter) as a means to an end. They are often times difficult to detect, much less stop, because they blend into society so effortlessly. They mostly have careers in fields that are not office bound. They are hard-working members of society. Pillars of the community. Sometimes they even sing in the church choir.

These days, the majority of people in Western society like to think of themselves as intelligently modern. Open minded. Accepting of all creeds, religions and lifestyles. Hell, some people even dabble in the occult just for fun or to gain ‘enlightenment’. Those people are stupid and dangerous. Mistakes made in the unknown realms can be costly.

“Master please do...not... vanquish... me,” pleaded Dawn sweetly, “I’m only human. Magic is just a hobby. Please sir, my hobby is innocent. All I want is to be the...pure... magical being.” Her voice now a mere whisper. She was bleeding profusely from the head wound Vareld had inflicted moments before. Just one more strike with the stainless steel walking stick that now doubled as a blunt force weapon and the witch in shimmering white attire, now soaked in crimson, would be dead. The weapon returned to his hand according to his will. Strangely he held back from finishing it. Something was nagging at him. That annoying whispering voice in the back of your head called doubt. With a capitol D.

Was this mission a mistake? After all, he was poised to take a life, but could she possibly be the genuine article? An authentic white witch? The exception to the rule? Perhaps just another of the ‘modern’ people searching for enlightenment or whatever? Why then had he been drawn to her if she was not a real enchantress?

He couldn’t see. The true form of a witch has always been clear. Irrefutable. This one not. This was the cause of his self-doubt. 

This sorceress had hardly bothered to defend herself against his almost relentless onslaught. Could she be just another one of the stupid people? She didn’t appear to have a familiar. There was no indication in the cluttered cottage of any tie to genuine witchcraft or even the watered down variety that passes for magic these days. Two chairs lay overturned with an assortment of nature magazines scattered haphazardly. There was also a broken vase, flowers strewn around its shads and... 

Pain engulfed his entire body and was as excruciating as it was surprising. It felt as if lava was coursing through his veins. He had hesitated and now it would cost him his life. His immunity against magic completely failed at the time he needed it most. Unprecedented! Did it fail partially or completely? He now regretted having instructed his apprentice to wait outside the cottage. He had convinced himself the boy he had been training for almost three years now, would get in the way. The boy was too inexperienced. Too wide-eyed. Perhaps too easily influenced. 

Her earlier pleading replayed in his mind. He realised where her emphasis had been.

‘Master please vanquish the pure being.’ It had been a spell, incantation or worse - a cry of help to Satan himself. Contrary to popular belief, magic spells can be spoken in any language. Most practitioners simply used their mother tongue. Latin is optional depending on who you want to impress. He saw Dawn in her true form just before he lost consciousness. Practicing true magic always came at a cost. For some it was time. They gave up a portion of their life expectancy, aging faster than normal and needing magic to give the appearance of youth. For others it was loss of emotions like compassion and empathy. For Dawn and a few others, it was loss of natural beauty. She was extremely ugly. 

And so it came to pass that this singular unimportant incident in a world filled with almost infinite events would fast-track the coming darkness besieged with death and destruction.

And oh yes, all witches are evil.

Chapter 2

Kyle lay sprawled in the dirt, some of it in his mouth, as usual. The black soil was warm and moist. It was good soil for growing things. Fruit and vegetables, not self-esteem. The bigger boys chuckled as they split his lunch money between them. As usual. The cool kids pointed and laughed. Another day, another humiliation.

Kyle Collins was a nerd. He didn’t wear spectacles. He also wasn’t too terrible at sports, but he was somewhat small for his age and just a wee bit smarter than most in his grade. A modern nerd – intelligent, but able to catch a ball. Although Cape Town, South Africa, wasn’t as bad as the typical American situation for nerds (if TV was a reliable source), it still had its fair share of bullies. And geeks.

Well at least today’s dirt tastes better than yesterdays a la carte, thought Kyle as he got up and dusted himself off. He glared at the three bigger boys walking away from him and, once again, plotted all kinds of revenge. No one except the bullied, would ever be able to understand. Kyle sometimes wished he had a gun. A large calibre gun. He wanted to blow their brains out. No one else’s, only the tormenters. He wanted their damaged faces to be unrecognisable. They would have to use dental records to identify each bully. He would get back at them someday. Just wait. He knew he would regret these dark thoughts later. He always did, but he wasn’t there just yet.

“Wow Kyle. If looks could kill!” It was Jill Felix. As good a friend to a grade 11 social outcast as there ever could be. She had seen everything, but didn’t - no-couldn’t - say a word in his defence. Jill, although pretty with long auburn hair and freckles to compliment her blue eyes, had barely managed to escape being classified a nerd herself and wasn’t about to give up that hard fought for privilege. Jill often felt guilty for not being a better friend. She wondered if the ‘real world’ would be different, after all, there aren’t any bullies in the adult world. She was Kyle’s closest friend as far as was possible in their reality. And reality bites. Kyle spat out the last of the dirt and, while still scowling, said “I wish I could knock them out Jill. Just once. Is that too much to ask?”  

Just then a door the bullies were passing flew open and sent them sprawling across the passage. Everyone expected to see the accident-prone teacher, Mr Van Dyk, making all sorts of excuses for his eccentric quirks that affected those unfortunate enough to be near him. No-one came through the door. There wasn’t a single person behind the door. There was no wind at all, not even a breeze. Jill looked at her friend, then at the door, then at the three boys who were rubbing their aching heads, then at Kyle again. Her expression asked the question before she voiced it.

“How’d you do that KC?”

“How did I do what? You don’t think I had anything to do with that do you?”

“Well, you did just say you wanted to knock them out and they look pretty knocked out to me.”

“Seriously Jill! You think I have some sort of superpower or something?” said Kyle smirking with satisfaction. He put his fingers to his temple, then waved his hand in the air and said, “These are not the nerds you’re looking for”.

Jill chuckled and said: “A weird coincidence then. A little justice. And five minutes left to get to class!”

That night Kyle played the incident over and over in his head. He had made light of his ‘superpowers’ to Jill, but couldn’t shake the feeling that the door slamming into his tormentors was somehow connected to his wish for revenge. What if he could subconsciously influence inanimate objects around him? Was that even possible? That would be so cool. Nah...not possible. Maybe in the comics yes. And the movies, but this was real life and telepathy or whatever is not real.

He pointed his hand, palm down two fingers extended slightly more than the rest, toward a glass of water on the nightstand and tried to move it using his mind. He concentrated real hard. Not even a ripple. He kept on gesticulating with ever increasing focus. He tried harder and harder. And then...ah well, nothing wrong with trying. Kyle felt much warmer than earlier and put his box fan on full blast because they didn’t have air-conditioning. This was quite a warm summer already. Trying to perform Jedi tricks was just adding to the sticky discomfort. It’s always difficult to fall asleep on hot summer nights but grade 11 was writing a math test the next day. It was already ten to eleven. Kyle had to get some sleep.

“You idiot! Why did you bring him here?”

“He is a gift to you Mistress. He’s already been fried to within an inch of his life.” Dawn, feeling weak and dizzy, was surprised and somewhat unnerved by Nalyak’s angry outburst. She had expected the coven leader to be thrilled with her present.  “Such a blood offering has never been done before.”

“And there’s a good reason for that you birdbrained twit!” screamed Nalyak. The shadows of the cavern created an eerie dimension to Nalyak’s sharp features. “This Grand mage is not simply a witch hunter, he cannot be killed by mere servants of the Dark Lord. He is immune to magic. That’s why we always flee.”

“But the Dark Lord himself delivered the final blow. I invoked him.”

“That was me helping you from across the sea, fool. That spell, to save your worthless life, nearly killed me and only weakened him slightly. Did you really think our Master would waste his time with the likes of you?” sneered Nalyak. “Why didn’t you use the opportunity to escape?”

Dawn slumped onto a weather beaten wicker chair that oddly didn’t seem out of place in the dark cave. She knew she was out of her depth. She had been so the minute she decided to try and fool the Regent into thinking she was a white witch. Poor little Dawn. The misunderstood, troubled teen that never quite felt like she belonged. Not at school, church and certainly not in her family. She had always been attracted toward shady characters. People her parents frowned upon. They were way cooler than the prim and proper types her boring parents wanted her to befriend. They lived. Truly lived. None of them were afraid to say and do whatever the hell they wanted. Screw the rules of society! Her true friends introduced her to drugs, alcohol and crime. So exciting. Then they started to dabble in the occult. Just for fun. One night, whilst reciting so called magic spells taken from some old book someone had stolen, a knife had levitated just a few centre metres off the table and promptly flew across the room, embedding itself into a wall. Everyone jumped up with fright. Later that night, just before dawn, she was visited by Nalyak and the rest is history. She finally found the place she belonged. Her new family. 

But now she had brought great danger into the heart of the coven den. Even worse, she had spent herself by bringing the Protector here and now neither she nor Nalyak had enough strength to flight the problem, or themselves, away.

In the corner, above the fire pit, all tied up battered and bruised Elder Vareld began to stir.

Bastian, a short, stocky chap, had finally summed up enough courage to rush into the country cottage after his master. Just in time to see the witch Dawn vanish into thin air with his teacher. [Well, not really vanish. She flighted - like travelling at light speed, but not quite. Moving at light speed slows down time for the traveller. You, the traveller, might arrive at your destination quickly, but on return to your point of origin, you may find a lot of time has gone by for the people you left behind. Flighting is how angels (and demons) are able to be in one place and then in another half a second later. The physics and chemistry of it cannot be explained. It just is.]

Dawn was moving Elder Vareld to another location. This was a severe blow to Bastion. It means the witch had, against all odds, beaten the grand master. That’s impossible. She wasn’t powerful enough. Few are. Bastion had no time to ponder about these things. He followed in Dawn’s slipstream.

The whirring fan wasn’t making much of a difference. The air remained humid and oppressive. Kyle tossed and turned, then tossed and turned some more. Sleep eluded him. He dozed off. Woke up gasping for air and dozed off again. He felt like a tired baby that refuses to go night-night. His body was willing, but his mind wanted to be wide awake. 

Suddenly Kyle awoke almost violently and unable to breathe. He threw himself to the hardwood floor and, on his hands and knees, battled to breathe. ‘I’m choking. Is that squealing sound me?’ He could taste the faint but unmistakable hint of puke whiles slowly losing consciousness. Then he saw it. A fleeting shadow in his peripheral vision. The shape of...a person. There was someone in the room with him! It was definitely not either of his parents. They would help him. It was a stranger. Probably a burglar. A robber wouldn’t help a choking boy.

He tried to scream. Shout for his parents. No sound came out hard as he tried. Just a high pitch wheezing noise like the squealing of a pig emanating from his throat as his breathing became more and more laboured. And darkness creeping in on the edges of his vision. Kyle, however, felt strangely peaceful. His body relaxed entirely. His vision now limited to a tiny dot of light that seemed far, far away. His mind felt dull. All memory fading.

Sleepy, so sleepy. Finally, some rest.

Then, a sudden desperate gasp of breath filled his lungs. Light and colour returned sluggishly to his brain as he regained consciousness. His body had rejected its imminent death.

The lingering rancid tinge of puke persisted.

The blackness receded entirely as Kyle came back from the edge of permanent darkness. He looked around the room wildly. The door was still closed. The window, fitted with a restrictor stay, open less than half its capacity. No sign of the intruder. His cupboard and drawers were closed. Everything was in place. The fan was in the same place whirring away. Although he felt dizzy, he managed to shout frantically. “Mom! Dad!”

Kyle backed up against his bed as his Dad rushed into the room with his anxious, bewildered Mom close behind.

“Kyle, are you ok? What’s wrong?” they both said. It would have been funny under different circumstances. 

“There was someone in my room Dad”, said a clearly rattled sixteen year old boy. His Mom held her son close. She could feel him shaking, his heart beating fast, his breathe short and laboured. Dad opened the closet doors, then the window. He saw no-one. He raced out the room and checked the rest of the house returning some minutes later.

“There’s no-one else in the house Kyle. I’ve checked every room.”

“But Dad, I saw him!”

Dad shook his head, “There’s no-one in the house son.” He rested an assuring hand on his son’s shoulder. The alarm, still showing all zones safe never sounded or indicated any sign of tampering. The house was secure.

Mom said, “It was just a nightmare Kyle. Sometimes they seem real. You’re safe now.”

Kyle accepted a glass of Milo and further assurances from his parents because he knew it would settle them. They, like him, believed that there is a logical explanation for everything. Everything. So why was he afraid to go back to sleep? Nightmares don’t continue where they left off. There’s no sequel.

Kyle Collins knew the incident that happened just a few minutes ago didn’t just seem real. It was real. Someone had broken into the house, tried to murder him and managed to escape without opening a door or window. Yet in his heart he knew the truth. It wasn’t a someone. It was a something. He had the marks around his neck to prove it.  

Chapter 3

Bastion had only ever done short flights before. The longest being around 2000 kilometres and never over open waters. Elder Vareld was teaching Bastion to harness the natural forces to fight against the minions of the Evil One. Bastion was also beginning to use light, thought projection and animal control. The type where you actually control an animal. He was in his third year as an apprentice. The requirements of apprenticeship was finally becoming easier. The first year was the worst. The unbelievable things that he had seen. Demons, ghosts, magic. All real. The hardest part was accepting the true reality of the world. Bastion felt sorry for all those people who spend their lives chasing money and power. If only they could’ve seen what he had seen so far. If only they could have experienced what he had. His training became much easier after he accepted the true reality. Well, not everything became easier.

Flighting is not as easy as it sounds. It requires a great deal of concentration and stamina. It has short term disadvantages such as leaving the user weary after arriving at his destination, but not for angels (and demons) though. Weariness makes you vulnerable. Following a slipstream was even harder. You have no control over the destination because you don’t know where you’re going requiring increased concentration. It was a risk Bastion was willing to take. 

The trail ended. Bastion stopped behind some rocks and bushes just metres away from Dawn and her prisoner. She was exhausted making her unaware of his presence. Problem was, so was he. This was not a good feeling. Weakness in the joints, numbness in the mind and experiencing that fainting feeling. These symptoms were worse the further he flighted. His teacher, having been doing this for many years, never showed any signs of weakness though. Elder Vareld had warned him that training could last up to ten years.

It was dark when Bastion woke up. That’s funny, he was awake but couldn’t get up. He was so sleepy. Perhaps another hour or two of resting would be in order. Bastion was ready to hit the snooze button when he heard a terrible scream. It came from the cave up ahead. Where Dawn’s flight had ended. The pitch was high and loud enough to cause a large number of bats to escape the cave. Bastion didn’t recognize the surroundings. He was certain that he wasn’t in Coventry no more. ‘Stop procrastinating Bastion’ he told himself. He had been an apprentice for three years and then some, but was still a little bit scared of the things that go bump in the night. Another scream. This one even louder. ‘Well at least there’ll be no bats left in the cave. That scream will have cleared the last of ‘em right out.’

He went inside.

“I have a bunch of fucking idiots working for me!” screamed Ezra. He ran down the garishly tiled stairs, cellphone in hand, and out the entrance doors of the Goldberg Group Head Office to his Audi R8. He reversed the gleaming black car and, nearly hitting one of the workers, screamed “get
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