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 The Blurb

My book is about a witch Juniper's
Daughter and her opponents who work for Satan. The longest war in
human history. This is a follow up book to the earlier volume but
very much stand alone. Join Juniper’s Daughter and Satan as they
try to defeat one another. Satan is cunning. The witch has a flying
saucer. Satan has several skilled yet expandable operatives.
Juniper's Daughter has tenacity and magic. Who will win in this
multi situational book?

 


 


 


 How Far Ahead?

 


Windy Time

The winds were light and from the
north. A perfect day to fly a spaceship in the atmosphere. See how
it handles high altitude flight. It's very aerodynamic and has
several flying aids. Anti-gravity works a dream in heavy densities.
The fusion rocket engine is so efficient you can fly forever. As a
lifting body the vehicle makes much lift. It's easy to fly. You can
use the hand controls or your mind. The autopilot if you feel lazy!
Juniper's Daughter has a cool serene vehicle. All silver like a
mirror but she once had one she painted blue. It was even more
wonderful. Satan built a rocket ship. It looks ok and is fast but
nowhere near as cool or quick as the witch's craft. For now she
flies slowly and carefree. Just wait till she's called to battle.
Then you will see something.

***

 


 


 


Odd Scene

Satan saw an ad in a space magazine
selling spaceships. He flew off to meet the seller and buy the
ship. The alien spaceship pilot was very serious. He was even more
serious when Satan tried to steal his ship by using trickery! The
orange coloured alien took a very dim view of this. The Devil tried
to buy the ship at a bazaar of vessels on a middle distance planet.
It took Satan a while to get there in his own rocket which was
quite slow. The alien one was several levels better than his and
the pilot wasn’t as evil. He was no fool and knew a scammer when he
saw one. Even one with horns and red skin! Satan asked the owner in
a deep voice if his ship was for sale. For the right price he
replied. The right price is nothing! You will give it to me for
nothing! Take a flight into a sun was the reply. Satan breathed
fire onto the orange alien, who was enveloped in flames and smoke.
When this cleared the alien was untouched. He laughed and
reciprocated it, breathing his own green flames on the Devil! It
was a surreal scene that humans wouldn’t believe. Many things were
possible on an alien world. Satan retired to lick his pride and
plan his next move to get the ship. Should he just steal it? The
witch watched from afar. She was quite amused.

***

 


 


 


New Soldier

It was all about guns. Eesha used and
swore by a forty five. He was a licensed user of this and carried
one in his vehicle or on him. It gave a sense of protection and was
used for that. In his service days he'd used his weapon one time.
He plugged a guy in the leg. The guy was selling drugs and wouldn’t
stop. A slug in the leg made him listen to reason. Those slugs cost
a large amount and he had thousands of them. Courtesy of the
government armoury. He sold some of the rounds to people who needed
them. This included to hitmen, soldiers and private shooters. Eesha
worked for Satan. He was recruited after Demang was permanently
retired from use. His military service had been exceptional but his
greed got in the way. The new guy was more professional rather than
for self-gain. He now worked for the dark one and had been easily
recruited at a local gun club shooting range. It was full of Alpha
males and posers. The retired operative was the only real
professional worth his skills. Satan went there in person. He fired
a few rounds and had fun. Then he made small talk with Eesha on
guns and firing techniques. Slowly Satan worked his way in to
influence the operative. He dropped some hints that he was working
and needed some help on jobs but couldn’t find anyone suitable.
Would he be interested? And it went from there.

***

 


 


 


First Operation

Eesha went on his first operation.
Satan commanded him to enter a neighbouring country and eradicate
the national leader. He was to use his trusty forty five and lots
of ammo. Being the smooth operator he was, he hiked over a mountain
trail by map and compass. The map was printed in natural ink on
edible paper. Simply eat it when done or threatened with capture.
He made it over the peaks after a three day hike. He avoided
farmers and shepherds he saw on the heights but bumped into a
smuggler who was bringing in illegal adult video films. With pistol
ready he confronted the man. The smuggler was illegal in his
actions and location. Nobody would miss him but he would also keep
quiet. His line of work brought silence like a bullet did. With
watchful eyes Eesha waited till the man was passed and continued on
his way. A two mile detour added time to his trip but was
precaution on being followed. When confident he was alone he
continued, this time down a difficult descent into the other
country. The trip down from the Alpine heights was both arduous and
eye catching. The scenery was superb. When night fell he camped off
the path by some boulders. Supper was dried bread and soup with
water. In the morning he continued. The national leader was in the
main city. The operative had a disguise was as a chef, for
everybody liked food. He was fluent in the language and had false
papers plus a set of clothes to wear. These were his guarantee of
not being spotted. Upon arrival he took his time going to the urban
centre. Here he waited two weeks to make his move. He hid in plain
sight, was hired in a mid-sized restaurant where he prepared food.
His papers said he was from here and had been working abroad. On
the day of the hit he went to the leader's district. He struck at
night. It was easy to scale the walls to the tall roof and force
entry. Here he entered the guarded rest area where the leader
slept. Without announcing his presence he emptied a full clip of
forty five calibre slugs into the leader. The job was done. It
created commotion. With a flick of his wrist Eesha disappeared and
was gone. A dead body remained. This was his first op assassinating
a national leader.

***

 


 


 


Eesha

A businessman who is an ex operative. A
licenced gun holder. Uses a 45. Bigger slug greater power. Went
AWOL from the op force. It's ok for he now works for Satan. A
gigolo had 9 kids with 7 women. Always on the lookout for more. He
likes Anj just now she had 4 kids. He gave her number five. He
replaced Demang as he was unreliable. He was
grandfathered.

***

 


 


 


Clip Em All

Eesha did a mission on an enemy base
deep in foreign territory. Very good complimented Satan as Eesha
chased the half-naked soldiers in their barracks. It wasn’t a gay
thing. He simply walked in the open front door and plugged them all
with his forty five. Bang bang went the gun. Dead dead went the
soldiers. Satan looked at his soul counter; it was rising slowly
and steadily. Eesha was a good slave. He got results and enjoyed
the work. Quickly reloading he fired till empty and did the same
again. His big fat slugs thudded home and those hit didn’t get up
again. One or two ran and his round the bunk beds. Eesha followed
them and ducked down to see them. He was both worthy and efficient
doing this job. There were forty eight soldiers here. Enough to do
real damage when armed and advancing in enemy territory. To murder
them in their sleep was a superb skilful clinical way rather than
facing them on the battlefield. He had plenty of clips and used
what was needed. Eesha was like a shark in a school of fish. It
took less than fifteen minutes to shoot all forty eight enemy
troopers dead. None escaped or were left wounded. Wounded men told
stories and escapees could get revenge. Dead ones did nothing
except rot. Satan harvested all forty eight souls and they would
roast in Hell for a while, well eternity! Eesha retired as fast as
he had arrived. The Commanding Officers would vow revenge but how
could they fight a ghost?

***

 


 


 


Five English Pennies

The witch went into the store to get
five English pennies. She opened the door and walked in then asked.
The storekeeper was busy doing his books; he looked up at the blond
woman. She sauntered in and said I don’t have enough cash to get
home. Please give me five English pennies. I spent too much and
need it for the spaceship fare. The storekeeper shook his head and
said that's a tall tale. Need it to get the spaceship back home?
Where will you catch this ship then? She pointed and said by the
pond. He nodded and was in thought. Ok then, what if I give you
five English pennies? Will you go home? The witch smiled and nodded
vigorously. Oh yes sir, I will go back home. For I miss it very
much. The spaceship is due in ten minutes. He again nodded and
thought. Up to the sky we will ascend, the witch added. This
spaceship, how big is it. I mean can it carry more than one person?
The storekeeper wondered what was on his mind. Oh yes it can, there
will be many witches and wizards on it. I see, I see. Sounds an
interesting crowd. The storekeeper reached into his pocket and got
five English pennies. You can have these on one condition. He held
out the coins to the witch. Anything at all, she added. He smiled
and replied that he wanted to go with her. He looked at his watch.
There was less than ten minutes. The witch told him he could come
along. He nodded and dropped five English pennies in her hand. He
left his bookkeeping and walked round the counter. Thank you so
much, the witch said. We need to go right now. And they went to the
small pond over the village green. It wasn’t far. They stood by the
water and he looked at the sky. There were only clouds and the sun.
The witch clapped her hands and the clouds parted. A ship was
visible, fast approaching. It was yellow with red go faster
stripes. It landed in a cloud of blue smoke. A door opened and a
wizard in a tall hat appeared. In a deep voice he said come aboard!
The storekeeper got more money from his pocket and gave it to the
witch. She took it and they went up the ramp into the ship. In a
blast of rockets the spaceship wafted skywards and the hole in the
clouds closed. The small village store was now minus an owner. He
was on his way to elsewhere with a kooky witch…

***

 


 


 


Dogstar Trip

Juniper's Daughter went back to the
beginning. She travelled back in time to go and see the Dogstar
people. By flying a certain way and speed and angle for a selected
duration, it was possible to safely time travel. There was another
way but with more risks. The actual dynamics of it didn’t matter.
What mattered was the fact of being able to go back. She went to
the Dogstar system to the main planet where the alien/humanoid
people lived. They had built the flying disc and many other
vessels. They travelled throughout the galaxy including to Earth.
Here they built the pyramids. They encased one of their ships
inside a pyramid. The witch had extracted it. There had been many
other ships on Earth. They had either flown off or been turned to
stone. Some of the bigger ships had turned to stone and actually
created complete mountains, showing how big the vessels had been.
When not needed that's what happened. It was to safeguard the
technology. The Dogstar people had left all physical things and
traversed the dimensions to cyberspace. They now needed nothing
physical unless a visitor was here. In the old days they had lived
and breathed like any other humanoid species. Their future was an
illustration of positive ongoing development and not being wiped
out by war or disaster. Many alien races ceased to exist due to
these and other reasons. The witch travelled way back to physically
meet them. The Dogstar system was mid distance from Planet Earth.
Her trip was both interesting and eventful. She wanted to know more
about the race, what it felt like being among them interacting and
experiencing. It was way better than any simulation or reaching
them in cyberspace. It was real not simulation.

***

 


 


 


More Pies

The small boat slowly sailed down the
lazy river. Eesha was at the helm or rather the single oar. He
could only go left or right in the current not backwards. He was
undercover as a local fisherman to do a mission. He'd actually
caught a few fish. A new plan was in operation. This was to take
out a local leader to tea. Influence was needed to get his help.
Satan wanted his support against another commander. This one wasn’t
playing ball and needed taking care off. It would be easy to simply
eradicate him with a lightning strike. He preferred the more human
way. Send in his new operative to do the job. Win the man over and
have him use his forces to suppress the other leader’s men. That
meant killing them so their power was gone. Removing that gave
control to the Devil. Drug production and smuggling would increase.
More victims would slowly die from drug use. Hell would gain more
souls. Juniper's Daughter would save a few but he would claim more.
She was always so reactive. This was why Satan had more local power
and excelled in fast ops like this. It was easy. Soon he would be
the Dark King of this entire place. His lieutenants like Eesha
would get a piece of the pie too. If he wanted new guns he would
get them. If he wanted gals or motorcycles, he would get them. All
this was possible when you worked for the boss.

***

 


 


 


French Group

Eesha first met Juniper’s Daughter in
France. He was infiltrating a group of students who wanted to cause
mayhem. That mayhem involved throwing red dye on foreign
immigrants; publishing racist magazines about migrants; burning
down immigration centres; targeting politicians who made government
decisions and much more. Eesha was good at organizing. He could
streamline their organization. There were several hangers on who
was all talk. These would be kicked out. A right wing website would
be set up hosted on multiple servers. He would teach them how to
kill quickly and efficiently. This training mostly involved basic
weapons and household items. Guns were for films or professionals.
A hard back reading book or a simple pen were good munitions when
used correctly. It all depended on technique and the will to use
it. He would help them with this. The group was half way there.
They had several hundred members and some were very motivated. All
that was needed were a few finishing touches. Targeting migrants
and also local politicians would benefit Eesha and Satan. More
power and influence would be brought to the dark cause. Eesha would
only say as much as was necessary. Highlighting the problem of
migrants caused was key. It was easy to turn public opinion and
start a race war. Many small steps would leads to a conflagration.
First in France and then all over Europe. Satan would emerge
victorious and harvest many souls. Unless Juniper’s Daughter upset
things. On a training event deep in the woods, the witch confronted
Eesha. She pretended to be a new recruit. That got her to his side.
I know who you are, who you work for and what you are doing. I will
stop you right now. Your plan will fail! The retired operative
pulled out his trusty forty five and pulled the trigger. Nothing
happened! He worked the slide and fired again. There was silence.
He looked at his gun then the witch. He ejected the round and
examined it. It was fine as were the ones in the clip. Your rounds
will not fire while I’m here. The same as your plans. All will
fail. He looked deeply at the witch. I know who you are too. This
is not the time or place to fight you. I will be back. This isn’t
over. Then he was gone in a blast of yellow light. The witch
clicked her fingers and she vanished in a puff of blue
smoke.

***

 


 


 


Voyages

From this reality things spin out into
others. This is the way it is, always is. The guy goes and asks the
gal out in this world, this timeline. Things happen here and things
ocur and change in other timelines. All are connected. Imagine a
spider's web of strands with each leading to another. All
connected. It is possible to do something here in this world and it
affects events in the next world. And the next and so on. It was
possible to manipulate events here and control them in the next
reality timeline. To do this you have to be very good. Satan was a
master at it and the witch was good. Low level operatives like
Demang and Eesha had an idea of how it worked but not the full
cognitive skills of how to control it. It wasn't something to be
learned. You could either do it or you couldn't. A human concept
was going back in time to kill your grandfather. Then you wouldn't
exist. Do this in a different reality and be in full control. This
was an art. Humans struggled to comprehend this. Their brains just
weren't up to it. Juniper's Daughter used this skill sparingly. She
liked to concentrate on the reality she was currently residing
in.

***

 


 


 


Eight Minutes

The world turns with another dawn. The
same as the other but with differences. On this dawn two hundred
ballistic missiles were fired. When they were in the target area
they looked like falling stars. Other stars rose to meet them.
Brilliant flashes dotted the hazy skies. Smoking falling debris
pattered down. The witch sent out more spells and incantations. She
nodded as nobody was killed. Several were injured. Satan lost this
one. The light won. This was the first round of enemy missile
strikes. The other could be heading over the horizon. She had to be
ready just like the defenders did with their safety rockets. War
was taking over. Juniper’s Daughter had to stop it. It took time
and effort. Yet time was short in an eight minute rocket attack
from an enemy state. Her ship was ready to scramble in case the
defenders couldn’t cope. Their defensive rockets could stop a
thousand enemy rockets. But what if two thousand were fired? Then
the witch stepped in. She would splash all she could then target
the distance launch bases. If the second attack came there would be
no third or fourth. She would make sure of that!

***

 


 


 


Equal Scales

Drop the details into the system. The
info is in there and acted upon immediately. Results will be
processed. This matters for both sides as they each have similar
processes. Those must be accurately followed. For example Satan has
certain steps to see if a soul is worthy for Hell. The witch
follows guidelines to halt him. This can be in a battle or with her
ship. Any effort that negates a dark advantage is a victory. Like
when it comes to a entire nation going to the dark side the winning
result matters. It reaches the highest level from so called
Heaven/spirit world to the depths of Hell. Lost or misguided souls
end up down below. As do those who commit directed evil acts. If a
soldier proactively machine guns six babies he will be sent to Hell
when he dies even if he survived many battles he will end up
toasted down there. A woman trying to save the same kids would end
up in the spirit world. The will and intent is what matters. Even
if reactive not proactive. Darkness was all powerful but the light
easily poked holes in it. Even a candle on the darkest night was a
focal point of total power. Imagine that candle was equal to a star
in space. How powerful in the realms of Light it would be, negating
Darkness. This is how it was and always would be both here and
elsewhere. The details in the system mattered, if a name was on the
list the actual who and why were the drivers. Above and beyond all
the processing. Hell or spirit world. Whom and what for. The witch
saved a few. More were carried over. What of those who went there
intentionally? Could they swing the entire war over to the dark
side? That was the question.

***

 


 


 


Eesha’s New Suit

It was not fantastic how the shop
keeper was woken up by the customer who wanted something right now!
A man in a purple suit walked in. He wore a green shirt and blue
shoes. His confidence told of a successful forceful individual who
got what he wanted. What did he want in the store? From his pocket
he took a bit of paper and handed it to the sleepy man. On it was
written a list of items. A man’s shirt cream in cream colour; khaki
trousers with button fly; two pairs of black socks, a pair of
orange leather shoes; a light weight rain black; and lastly a small
grey umbrella. All this should fit me with no issues. Here is
enough money. The man handed over some bills. I like to look good
as I do now. My colleague recommended you. Please do not let me
down. In my line of work I need to look the part. I’ll call back
this time in one week. With that Satan whistled a tune and
disappeared in a puff of yellow smoke! The tired shop keeper rubbed
his eyes and shook his head. In his hand was a huge amount of
money. Who was this strange man who just vanished? He was afraid to
say what he knew.

***

 


 


 


Flying Course

The flying machine was fucking superb.
It flew low over the desert at supersonic speed with the belly just
feet above the sand. Heat haze shimmered ahead and fake water
glistened too. That mauve sky was something else. A thing you could
eat or shatter with a hammer. The silver vehicle dodged to the left
coming dangerously close to the ground. Dust was kicked up while
the craft skirted a dune. It nosed up and climbed up over another
then kept going straight up, such was the velocity. The desert
opened up, more than a flat plain with dotted dunes and low hills
with rocks. Other features were seen like a college topography map
in reality. There were no roads towns or anything else made by
people or aliens. This entire planet was for racing sky vehicles.
Building any structure was forbidden. Only machines that flew in
the sky were allowed here and they must not have polluting
exhausts. Juniper’s Daughter in her flying disc was one such
participant doing a speed run. She was in the lead half a second
ahead of two different alien rival craft. One was square and the
second was almost invisible. They were faster and more modern but
she was a superior pilot and could fly with her eyes shut.
Preternatural power and telepathy with navigation spells worked a
treat. Even on the forty eight hour night she never got lost or
crashed. Flying here was wonderful and thrilling. Her craft arced
round the course literally reaching for the skies. Now it was time
to circle this planet. The helium gas was thinner up here so she
would go faster, less resistance. She maxed the power and felt a
surge of adrenalin. This was what being alive was about, flying the
best vehicle being the best pilot on the best flying course in the
galaxy. After this came the obstacle course. She looked forward to
that! The prize belonged to her!

***

 


 


 


Nudged

What can happen in a small room under
the stairs? Everything. In the day it’s where the serial killer
sleeps. He has a stereo and laptop computer for his down time. When
the situation is correct he brings victims here. Here they die on
his small bed. He sleeps in the blood. The body he cuts up then
cooks. There’s a small one person fold out table with chair. This
is where he eats their cooked meat. He told a trusted friend,
another serial killer, they taste like steak. His pal wouldn’t
know; he isn’t a cannibal! He just murders and keeps tally. Both
share the same passion. The small room killer does his deeds here
including ferocious sex. The other does them outside where nobody
is about. This one takes them home and abuses them in several ways.
He seduces them, male or female or lady boy, meeting in gay or
straight clubs and bars. Living at the edge of town is an ideal
place to do it. It’s fun and fulfilling to him but terrible and
terrifying to the victims. His long stiletto knife and heavy
bludgeon are his favourite weapons but there are others. One is a
leather backed solid reading book. He killed two with this. A
signed collector’s first edition kept on a little book shelf with
other crime books. After the killing he leaves the bed sheets on
the bed and sleeps on it. How disgusting! How many more will he
kill? He works indirectly for Satan who nudges the freed souls so
they end up in Hell.

***

 


 


 


Hoodlum

Eesha had a headache. His forty five
misfired. The report almost burst his left ear drum. It was faulty
ammunition. He swore and doubled checked each slug. They all looked
factory fresh sat there in their boxes. Nice golden brass cases and
copper coloured tips. Works of art with only one job in mind, to
kill enemies with a single shot. As a weapon the forty
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