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The sound of thunder roared in the sky and lightning flashed all around her like massive silver blades cutting through the darkening clouds. She ran. Her hair, long and wavy, the color of darkness and fire, was blown straight back by the fierce winds that suddenly howled to life amidst the storm.

She’d never seen a storm before, never seen such darkness or heard such a roaring in the sky. Her home in Paradise, a place of eternal light and perfection, knew of no such things. She was gripped by a terror she had never experienced before.

“Why have you done this to me?” she shouted in the storm, hugging her nude body against the sudden chill in the air. “I don’t want to leave! This is my home!”

In the distance she could see the thick row of trees that surrounded her home slowly part. The storm was leading her toward the opening; out of Paradise. Beyond the opening there was only more darkness, and for her, more fear. Having no choice, she raced through it and into the open, outside Paradise, seeing nothing but a murky gloom.

“How can you force me to leave my home?” she shouted to the sky, slowing her strides to a fast walk. Tears filled her eyes, shuttering sobs caught in her throat. “Why are you forsaking me like this? Why won’t you even speak to me?  at have I done that cannot be undone?”

“I know what you’re feeling,” a gravelly voice hissed in the shadows. “And I sympathize with your plight more than you’ll ever know.”

The woman stopped in her tracks and spun around, turning toward the sound of the voice, but she could see nothing in the darkness.

“Who are you?” she said. “It’s so dark I can’t see anything.”

“I am here,” the voice called out. Suddenly two red orbs, piercing eyes, appeared a scant few feet above the ground. The eyes moved unsteadily from side to side, hypnotically, and she heard the hissing again.

“Who are you?” she asked, fearful, yet grateful to hear another voice. She never thought she’d hear anything like it ever again.

“Come with me,” the voice beckoned. “I think I may be able to help you.”

Lost and heartbroken beyond measure, she followed the voice through the thick darkness and sealed her own fate.
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The sounds of battle raged like thunder in the castle. Young Evangeline’s heart raced, pounding painfully in her chest as she raced down the dark corridor, gasping for a deep breath. There was only one torch lit at the far end of the hallway. In tears, she slid to a stop and squinted beyond it. Her eyes burned, but she spotted the narrow curve leading down to a staircase. The walls trembled around her, stone dust clouding the air. With a sob of breath, Evangeline resumed running, the slapping sound of her bare feet echoing among the fury of war and the end of the only life she’d ever known in her short seven years.

“The stairs!” she whispered to herself breathlessly. “Daddy said, he told me to take the stairs!”

The stone floor was cold, the air damp. She shivered and tugged her nightgown up slightly so she wouldn’t trip on it, then stumbled down the stairs in a flurry of movement.

Her mind flashed back to earlier that evening. Her parents, the King and Queen, Adam and Eve, were putting her to bed. It was the usual hugs and kisses and prayers for relatives she’d never met, but then there was an explosion with such force, the canopy on her bed shook.

A guard that she knew only as a kindly man named Eric ran into her room. He had dirt on his face and one of his arms was bleeding.

“My King, they are at the gates!” he shouted to her father.

Her father followed him out of the room. She had never seen such concern in his eyes before.

The castle was unexpectedly under attack, stormed by Queen Lilith’s troops. Her demons, those that could fly, were bursting through windows and facing off against the King’s army. On the ground at the gates and perimeter were ground forces that numbered so many they had overwhelmed the unsuspecting troops.

Evangeline’s mother sat on the edge of her bed and held her close when suddenly the sole window in her room exploded in a hail of glass and stone shards. Abruptly her world seemed to be moving in slow motion as the winds howled bringing with it the sounds of battle. That was when she was nearly taken from her bed and whisked away by a winged creature so hideous she couldn’t even look at it. Panic-stricken and paralyzed, she could only sit in tears, screaming as the creature lumbered its way toward her, the foul stench of its breath causing her to gag.

Her mother, at her bedside, saved her. She swiftly leaped to her rescue, shoving the creature aside. Then she jumped to the foot of the bed and stabbed the creature in the throat with a slim dagger she always wore around her ankle.

That was when Evangeline saw her mother die.

Amidst the brackish fluid spurting from the demon’s fatal wound, she saw the flash of another blade, and saw it run her mother through. In death, the demon turned to dust, and Evangeline heard her mother’s last shuddering gasp; it was her name.

“Eve,” she wheezed, then her eyes squeezed shut and she fell to the floor, a deep red colored puddle slowly forming around her.

All that and more flashed through her mind in vivid images as she reached the bottom of the stairs. Her fingers trembled so much she had to clasp them together as she stepped into the unknown. It was so dark. She could barely see the interior of the chamber before her, but she could smell its contents.

Wine.

Evangeline had reached one of the wine cellars in the basement far below her room. It was below ground as well, and from what her father had shouted at her, the safest place for her to be during the siege.

“Go child! Run!” King Adam shouted to his daughter in the hallway just outside her room. He had returned there just scant moments after leaving to spirit both her and her mother to safety. When he saw that his beloved Eve was dead, his face filled with sadness, but he had not time for tears. He quickly grabbed Evangeline and ran.

In the hall, demons, locked in battle with his soldiers blocked their path out. He put her down and shouted to her, “Go to the lowest level on this side of the castle! The wine cellar will hide
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