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Prologue

DOWNFALL OF THE ORDER
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TWO YEARS AGO, THE Dark Phantoms overtook the castle belonging to the Order of the Clarifying Luminosity. Jenna Madison, the Chosen Child, killed the Council of the Illumination with her special powers of touch, including the leader who was also her father, Armand Corbett.

That day the Council was destroyed, the Dark Phantoms had penetrated their fortress; the Knights were all killed, the zombies destroyed, and the surviving victims rescued. After that, the Dark Phantoms set up explosions around the castle; making sure all the evil was annihilated.

It was finished, the New World Order had been stopped, or so they thought, but their celebration was premature.

Walter Burke was a friend of Armand Corbett, they had known each other since childhood and both had the same dreams of World Domination. He was a brilliant scientist and Luciferian; he was part of the mostly unknown Black Adepts of Dark Freemasonry that had developed into what is known as the Order of the Clarifying Luminosity.

It was them with their leader that decided to end all freedom for humans. They must prepare for the Bringer of Light and the Antichrist in human form; together with the Order of the Clarifying Luminosity, the earth will be all theirs to control.

Their leader knew one day that their Illuminator will come from the ashes, then the New World will begin. Their beloved leader Lucien had begun the steps that would be needed to ready the world for the coming of their Lord.

The man who was to make ready the forthcoming by controlling humanity, eliminating those that resisted them and bring forth the Chosen One had failed in all his duties but one. The Chosen One did walk among them but was the one that caused the plan to go wrong. She is the reason for Armand's failure; so, in a way, he had failed with everything.

Now the time for Lucifer to rise is very near and their time was short to ready the world for the coming New Age. Walter knew and believed in the prophecy that Lucifer will rise from the depths of Hell.

He had a plan though. Walter discovered a formula to bring back the dead as they were in life, with that knowledge he could bring them all back.

Walter will make sure that the Fallen Angel would help the Order of the Clarifying Luminosity rise in power again, they will have even more power to finally begin the New World Order. Lucifer and the Antichrist will together demolish the humans that disobeys while the Order will have the ultimate power over God himself. The Armageddon was fast approaching.

Walter went to the chapel from the woods unseen by the Phantoms before the explosion. His plan was to take Armand's body and bring him back to life, but there was a problem. He had discovered that there was nothing left of Armand but a blackened stump. Walter had seen what Jenna had done to her father and was amazed by the power she had.

He hoped there was something left of Armand, some kind of structure to work with to bring him back to life but it was a total loss. Walter nudged the black mass with his shoe, and it crumbled to ash. He thought of what he had seen the Chosen Child do to Armand.

Walter knew of her special power, to kill using weapons inside her own mind. Armand had written to him all about Jenna and of her powers. Although he could not see the weapons she had used on him, Walter knew by the result of Armand's wounds the weapons Jenna had thought up.

She used a dagger to skillfully carve into his flesh, all over his body. She held a cat-o-nine-tails, he knew this because of the large bleeding welts that appeared on his body. She must have swung it forward repeatedly because the bloody marks covered his back, front and especially his face.

Walter saw Armand's shredded clothes with bruises and cuts all over him but knew that the young Jenna was not finished with him just quite yet. He realized she held a hot branding iron when Walter saw a huge eye with rays extending outward etched into his stomach and the smoldering cut was still smoking.

She must have then held two branding irons in each hand, he seen both of Armand's eyes seared to nothing but empty sockets at the same time. Jenna's revenge on her father was severe. The man with her thought so too because he had told her enough, in her maddening rage Jenna accidentally burned her friend's arm also. She had quickly snapped out of her vengeful delirium and the man told her to just finish it.

Jenna did just that, she must have poured gasoline on Armand's body and lit a match. Her words she spoke echoed inside Walter's mind, “Now may the illuminating light burn within you as the flames of hell devour you for all eternity.” Suddenly Walter saw his friend, Armand engulfed with fire. Jenna and her friend stood and watched as the flames melted the skin off Armand's bones until there was nothing but the blackened stump of his corpse.

Walter came out of the memory and smiled as he stared at the pile of ashes on the floor that was once Armand Corbett. “She could be an asset to the cause.” Walter turned and left the chapel.

He saw Ivan's body, blood still oozed from the hole in his chest, but his face and the rest of him was perfectly intact. “You may just come in handy; today is your lucky day after all.” Walter grabbed Ivan's body and escaped through the woods before the castle exploded.

For two years, Walter studied the very old book about the Luciferian Doctrine he had found during his travels in Europe. The book spoke of the prophecy of Lucifer rising from the depths of the Netherworld. The Phoenix will rise once again from the ashes.

The signs of Armageddon will begin soon by the coming of the Seven Deadly Sins and bringing with them the plagues of the Apocalypse. Walter found a special ritual that would put Lucifer under their control at his rising; he could command Lucifer to do their bidding.

He knew that Lucifer may just want all the power of the world for himself; that would not be beneficial for the cause. Walter would need to perform that ritual to ensure that the Order of the Clarifying Luminosity will be the ones to gain the right to rule.

He would need the Council of the Illumination back from the dead, which he was planning to do anyway, and he knew of the perfect one to help him do it. Jenna will be an asset to the cause now after all.
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Chapter One

RISING OF A LEADER


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


THE OLDER GENTLEMAN stood in front of the grave in the ancient cemetery. He stared at the name on the aged stone for a moment and smiled. He said, “Your decedent failed your vision of the future. The time is finally right, I have been waiting for this moment to come. I spent the last two years studying the ancient manuscript of Lucifer and now the moment for action has finally arrived. It is now up to us to bring about the New World Order.”

Walter looked to his right and smiled. His experiment was a success, he could bring the dead back to life. The young man Ivan has been a great help to him, and now was the time to bring back the one who first began the idea for World Domination; the time has finally come for a New World Order.

It almost would never have happened, the one who should have brought it about had failed them all. It was almost lost because of the Chosen Child, but not this time. The Order will reign over the peasants finally.

He thought back to the Order of the Clarifying Luminosity's castle on the mountain, Walter was going to join Armand's battle for the New World Order, but he was too late; the Dark Phantoms had infiltrated the fortress.

He had taken the forest trail to the church and seen Ivan dead; the bullet had pierced his heart. “An easy fix.” Walter remembered saying. 

He looked inside the window and saw Armand, Jenna, and another man inside the chapel. Walter saw Armand look his way and smiled. He had moved quickly away from the window when he noticed the young man with them began to turn toward him also.

He had heard a scream from inside and looked through the window again. That was when he saw the young Jenna, torturing her father and eventually killing him. Walter had hidden when he saw the Chosen One and her friend walk out of the chapel and into the fortress.

He had gone inside the chapel; the stench of burnt flesh assaulted his nose. Walter saw the charred remains of his friend, Armand. “Not an easy fix.” He shook his head at the incinerated corpse, turned and walked out of the chapel.

Walter had grabbed the leg of Ivan's lifeless body and dragged him through the woods, away from the OCL castle.

He was glad he had done so; soon after driving a distance away, he heard the first of many detonations. In his rear-view mirror, he saw the explosions light up the night sky. The castle was no longer there. Walter took Ivan's corpse to his lab and injected him with the formula he invented to bring back the dead.

The moment he injected Ivan, the boy sat quickly up and looked around; he had seen Walter. “Who are you? Where is Jenna and Jason? Where is Armand?” The boy looked around him once again. “Where the hell am I?”

“I am Walter and you are in my lab; that man with the Chosen One shot you in the heart, you were dead, and I saved you; together we will help bring about the New Order.”

“Where is Armand?” Ivan asked again.

“The Chosen One killed him, she actually incinerated him.”

“Armand is dead,” Ivan had looked saddened by the news.

Walter thought, “This boy must have been the one Armand was mentoring.” Then he had said to Ivan, “You have me now.”

Ivan looked a bit distressed by that thought. Walter could tell the young man was not as impressed by his statement as he should have been.”

Walter came back to the present. “Ivan, get your men and start digging.” He said with a bit of anger, Walter felt the young man Ivan did not like him.

Ivan nodded and walked towards the other cars that were parked, where his men awaited their orders.

Walter looked back at the gravestone. The lettering was still clear. 'Lucien Damien Corbett, born May 15, 1643 and died on June 2, 1700'. “Only 57 years old, when you passed from this realm.”

“You realize he has been dead for over 100 years, right,” Ivan said when he came back to Walter's side.

Walter glanced back at Ivan. “Yes I know, my invention that brought you back to life is a regenerative serum. You no longer have a hole in your chest, do you?” He looked back at the grave and watched the men as they began to dig.

“Why didn't you just bring Armand back?” Ivan asked.

“There was nothing to him but a burnt stump, there was no human structure to regenerate.”

Ivan smiled and said, “She must have really fried his ass.”

“I find nothing comical with that,” Walter said.

Ivan looked over at Walter quickly, he was staring at him sternly. Ivan stopped smiling and asked, “Why him though?”

“We need the Corbett bloodline to succeed and I don't really see Jenna helping us out willingly,” Walter told him.

“But why bring him back now?”

Walter shook his head and thought to himself, “Not the smartest boy.” Then to Ivan he explained, “We need the Corbett bloodline along with the other twelve Council of the Illumination and I really don't think that Armand's daughter will want to be the one to help us with that. So, what a better way to bring back the bloodline of Corbett, but to bring back the one who began the dream of a New World Order.”

Walter paused a moment and looked at Ivan's face, the boy was still confused. Walter shook his head and continued to explain, “With Lucien's help and Jenna, unwillingly of course, we can bring back the other twelve and when Lucifer rises from the abyss in which he was cast, he will illuminate us all with his mighty presence. With him under our control, we will rule over all humankind as the true God. Now do you understand why him?”

Ivan saw the elation the man felt and nodded. “I get Lucien, but thee fallen angel, Lucifer! Who got kicked out of heaven because he hated all humans, who wanted to waste them all, he who wanted to take over heaven, rule over God and you honestly think he could be under your control? He thinks he himself is a god for heaven’s sake!”

“Yes, I have a plan,” Walter told him.

“You have a plan that will make Lucifer obey you.” Ivan smiled.

“Yes, and all I need is Jenna to begin the process,” Walter said.

“What could she possibly do?”

Walter told him, “Bring back the Council.”

“But how would that make Lucifer obey you?” Ivan asked.

“You will find out soon,” Walter said.

Ivan felt a bit nervous as he thought of Jenna; there would be no way in hell she was going to help with bringing back the other twelve members of the Council, especially considering Jenna was the one who killed them all off to begin with. Ivan wondered how the old man was going to get her to help. He knew for sure it would not be without force.

“Ivan, I have a task for you,” Walter said.

“What is it?”

Walter told him, “Find out where the Chosen One is.”

“Jenna?” Ivan said and then to himself, “Was he reading my mind?” He looked at Walter and said, “I have no clue on how to do that, she could be anywhere now.”

Walter smiled and said, “You are a smart lad, you will figure it out. I do know she is still here in France somewhere.”

“I will try to find her,” Ivan said and thought to himself, “It would be nice to see her again.” The strong emotion he always felt when he thought of Jenna hit him hard, the excitement began to build up in him at the thought of being around her once again.

His thoughts of Jenna were interrupted when Walter spoke to him once more.

“We also need a bigger army; a stronger one. Find more Knights,” Walter said as he looked back at the men digging; they had just hit the wooden casket that held the remains of Lucien Corbett with their shovels. “Find the abandoned military base the Dark Phantoms put the canisters in, that should strengthen up your puny Knights you have now.”

“You want me to turn the Knights into zombies? Won't that be a bit dangerous, especially for me,” Ivan said.

“That's right, you were dead and do not know.” Walter smiled. “The bath salts in those canisters that are in gas form actually worked like the scientists wanted. It gives a person extraordinary strength and heals them instantly, you can't just shoot someone on the gas bath salts; it does not affect them, it's genius.”

“How do you know that it works?” Ivan asked.

“One of them Dark Phantoms got accidentally exposed to it,” Walter answered.

Ivan asked, “Which one?” He was so hoping it was not Hunter, he was already dangerous. On bath salts, Hunter would be even more so, and Ivan really did not want to face him like that; he also did not have to worry about Victor who could be just as dangerous. Walter had told him that Victor was the one who would give Jenna the Antichrist, so she had to kill him. Ivan had to smile after learning that information.

“Someone named Matthew,” Walter answered.

Ivan remembered the name but not the person, it was a friend of Jenna's when she was younger. He let out a sigh of relief.

“Get on it right away,” Walter said.

“Yes Sir.” Ivan looked into the open grave at his feet, his men had broken the lid. The remains of Lucien Corbett lay in peaceful slumber but not for long. Ivan wondered what he would look like after Walter's life given serum.

He had been a fresh corpse when he received the injection, but Lucien was just bones with wisps of dark hair near the skull. As Ivan stared at the skeleton, a maggot squirmed out of the deceased man's eye socket, Ivan shivered and looked away.

Walter ordered the men, “Careful with his bones.” They were lifting the skeleton out of the grave to place on a black velvet blanket when an arm fell to the ground. One of the men quickly replaced it back on the blanket.

They slowly made their way through the cemetery; very careful they do not drop any more bones of the great leader. The Knights did not want to make Walter or Ivan angry.

After the skeleton was gently taken to be laid in the backseat of one of the cars, Ivan slowly walked to his own car. He looked at the old headstones as he walked by thinking of a plan to find Jenna when he noticed two graves that was not as old like the others.

Ivan paused before the first fresh grave and looked at the marker. It was the old Mother Superior, then he looked at the other headstone. He smiled. “So, this is where they buried Victor.” Ivan saw flowers had been placed on the grave recently, he lifted his foot and smashed them into the ground. “You are better off dead.”

He felt as if he were being watched and turned his head toward the old convent. He saw the new Mother Superior looking out a window at him. Ivan smiled and waved at the nun, he quickly left the cemetery, got into the car, and drove away.

While driving toward the lab to prepare the process of regenerating Lucien back to life, Ivan tried to think of a plan to find Jenna.

Instantly it had came into his mind, he would kill two birds with one stone. Ivan needed Jenna and the bath salt canisters; one would lead to the other.

All he needed to do first was find the military base that hid the canisters, which would be easier to do than finding Jenna.

He would be doing both his jobs at once, building an army with superhuman strength which would require breaking into the base and alerting the Phantoms.

Ivan knew one way to bring Jenna out into the open was to bring back the Dark Phantoms.
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SHE HAD AWOKEN THAT morning with a really bad feeling that she could not shake. As the day went on, that nagging within her soul kept reminding her that there was something wrong; even her three children could not dispel the deep nervousness she felt inside.

Jenna lived in Chadric, France for about two years. Soon after the Dark Phantoms beat the OCL, her and Jason found a house and moved in right away. At the time, they had lived happily as a family with no worries about the future.

The Dark Phantoms had gone their separate ways to their families, relieved it was all over and mankind was safe; it was thanks to all of them. Jenna promised as did they to keep in touch, which some of them did.

Jenna thought of her Dark Phantom friends often, she did miss the excitement of being rebels; it was the thrill of the hunt. Hunter would probably say that her true calling would be a fighter like him, destroying all the bad guys of the world.

The urge for that kind of life sometimes entered her mind, but reality and love always overpowered that thinking. Jason loved the calmness of his home life and Jenna's love for him had her content in the beginning.

The only regret she ever had about that time was not killing all the Council members or especially her father, it was having to end Victor's life so they could not be the parents of the Antichrist; a sacrifice she had to make for all of humanity.

Jenna remembered wanting to know where Hunter buried Victor. She wanted to visit him, and again apologize for having to kill him; would that guilt ever go away? She tried numerous times to call Hunter after moving into her and Jason's new home but there was never any answer.

Jenna needed to know where Victor was buried, since she could not get a hold of Hunter, Jenna had called Matthew. She thought back to their conversation.

“Hey Jenna, how you doing? You guys settling into your new house?” Matthew had said after hearing her voice.

“Yeah, it's great! We love it and so do the kids. I have been trying to call Hunter but there is no answer. Is he with you by any chance?”

There was a few moments pause before Matthew answered, “Him and Bradley left for America, might have turned off his phone or no reception; what do you need Hunter for?”

Jenna had told him, “Oh, I was just wondering about Victor and where he was buried.” She could not believe they had left without even saying good-bye, it really hurt.

“We buried Victor at the convent's cemetery,” Matthew had said.

“Ok, I was wondering where he was so I can visit him.” 

“You all right Jenna? You sound upset.”

“Yeah I am a bit upset, Hunter and Bradley just take off to America and didn't say good-bye,” Jenna snapped back.

Matthew was quiet again for a moment then told her, “They got job offers and was needed right away; they really had no time to say good-bye to anyone.”

“I understand but it still hurts. Thanks for telling me about Victor; I'll talk to you later.”

“You know I am always here. Tell Jason I said hi and give my love to the kids,” Matthew said.

“I will, bye.” Jenna hit end on the phone. Tears threatened to fall, but she wiped them away.

“You ok?” Jason had asked as he came up behind Jenna and wrapped his strong arms around her.

“I'm good, I couldn't get a hold of Hunter, so I called Matthew; Hunter and Bradley left for America because of a job offer and Victor is at the convent cemetery. I am going to visit him tomorrow and put some flowers on his grave.”

“They took off quick,” Jason had said.

“Yeah but now that the Dark Phantoms are done, they need to do something.” Jenna turned in his embrace and faced him, she lifted her arms up around his neck. “I wouldn't mind doing something myself.”

Jason smiled. “The kids are in bed sleeping.”

Jenna leaned in and kissed him; their passion grew quickly. She pulled away from him a little and said, “Let's go to bed.”

“I am all for that move.”

They had made love the whole night; Jenna could still feel the touch of his hands caressing her, their bodies burning as they became one.

She came out of the memory with tears in her eyes. Every time she remembered the past, Jenna would always end up crying. “Why did you leave me Jason, I need you so much.”

The bad feeling, she felt would probably go away if Jason was there with her but he wasn't and that feeling deep inside her was really strong. Something is going on and she hoped it had nothing to do with the OCL, but it couldn't be; they are all dead.

Jenna took out her cell phone and went to her contacts; her finger hovered over Matthew's name for a moment. Should she really bother them for a bad feeling?

Matthew sees the future, maybe he already knew that something was beginning to happen. “Maybe they just do not want me involved anymore, but I really could be a help to them.”

Jenna stared at his name a little bit longer, sighed and threw the phone down next to her on the bed.
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“IVAN, THE TIME HAS come, let's go,” Walter said.

“Why must I go?” Ivan asked. The screams of a young girl caused him to pause a moment then he said, “Just take a few of my men, they can help you.”

Walter glared at him. “You are not Armand's little gopher anymore! I brought you back to be one of us, you have been reborn into the light of our Lucifer; you now belong to the Order of the Clarifying Luminosity and your job, as follower, is to help with the rebirth of our leader, Lucien Corbett. We are to leave now.”

“Fine,” Ivan said to Walter, then under his breath, “I would have rather stayed in the darkness.” He looked at the six men he chose for the ritual. “First get Lucien's remains and put him in my car; then grab the girl, she will ride with you.”

Upon seeing the grin on their faces and the lust in their eyes, Ivan shook his head and said angrily to his men, “Do not even think about touching her, she has to stay pure or I will shoot you dead on the spot.” To make sure they understood he was serious, Ivan pulled his gun out and pointed it at each one of them. “Do I make myself clear?” His men nodded quickly. He put the gun away and said, “Good, now move!”

The soldiers did as they were told and soon they were heading to the site of the ritual. As they passed the drive where the chateau now stood empty, Ivan wondered when the Dark Phantoms were brought together once again if they would set up base in the chateau once more.

He pulled over a little pass the drive that led to the OCL fortress that now was just ruins; Ivan was not surprised that Walter was using the same place Armand had used for the blood rituals.

Ivan got out of the car and slammed the door shut. Upon the evil look from Walter, Ivan shrugged and said, “The door slipped.”

He stared into the woods; Ivan wanted to get it over with. He looked over at Walter who already had on Armand's old robe. Ivan shook his head and they stepped into the tree line toward the sacred place of ritual.

The thick blanket of blackness engulfed the dark forest. The only light to be seen was the lanterns that held a spark of flame, carried by human forms. They moved slowly through the trees in a procession of eight figures, six of them carried a blanket three on each side.

Ivan had the misfortune of dragging the sacrifice through the woods, her screaming that disturbed the quietness of the woods never pausing. The human shapes reached the clearing with tall trees all around, it encircled an area of dirt-covered floor of the great forest. Ivan let go of his burden just outside the circle.

Two figures moved to the middle of the enclosure while the others placed the blanket that held a skeleton on the ground. They stood in a line facing the other two. The form of the head figure was dressed in a long, black flowing robe that seemed to shimmer in the lanterns soft glow. The face was hidden behind a black mask that had a red eye symbol on the topmost part of it, he wore the robe of his friend Armand who was no more.

The others also wore black robes of cloth that did not glisten in the wavering light like their leader. They too wore a dark mask but with a pyramid on the forehead. All wore dark robes and masks, all but one; Ivan had refused although Walter kept pressing him to play his part. Ivan had won that argument.

Walter raised his arms and spoke Latin in a loud voice that echoed throughout the deep wood, then he repeated in English, “Bringer of light illuminate the mark of your power!”

A bolt of red lightening shot down in front of Walter and Ivan, it hit the earth with a jarring explosion that reverberated off the trees surrounding the men. The impact caused a flame to ignite the ground and spread rapidly in a pattern to form an outline of a large pentagram that continuously burned with bluish flames.

The extra light caused more of the clearing to be revealed and there was a black stone altar in the center of the pentagram. In each corner of the altar was leather bindings with sharp points on one side. Walter and Ivan stood behind the table; Lucien's remains were on the ground in front of it.

Walter looked to his left and nodded. Ivan left his side for a moment, then came back dragging the sacrifice behind him. As he moved to the center of the pentagram, the girl was exposed from the firelight; naked and very afraid.

It was a young girl about twenty years old, taken from a nearby village. Ivan thought about how her vow of purity is what will be her downfall. A rope bound her arms and legs together, but she struggled anyway. She had long blonde hair and terror in her green eyes; her naked skinny body shuddered as Ivan pulled her closer to the altar, she was a very pretty girl, what a waste.

Once next to the stone structure, Ivan lifted the body easily and placed her on the altar. As the virgin struggled, Ivan moved quickly and cut the rope that bound her wrists, he put on the leather straps and she immediately stopped struggling when the sharp points dug into her flesh. Ivan then continued to cut the rope around her ankles and bound them with the leather straps.

He glanced at the beautiful victim; tears were falling from her eyes as she stared at him in a silent plea for help. Ivan turned and walked away from her; he did not like to be involved with this part of the plan for World Domination. All he wanted was to lead his Knights into battle with the Dark Phantoms. Ivan stood once again next to Walter and just let him do his thing.

She just lay on the cold stone, non-moving and stared at the heavens, her eyes wide with shock and horror. Ivan thought, “I bet she was wishing now that she had sex with someone.”

Walter looked down at his prey and pulled out a silver dagger with a ruby in the handle, it had belonged to Armand. He held the blade over the girl and once again spoke Latin. He then repeated the incantation in English, “The Bringer of Light behold the sacrifice to honor your presence among us. May her journey to your realm ensure that your enlightenment continues to fill our souls with your salvation and this young virgin’s pure blood brings to life your ever-faithful true follower.”

Walter brought the blade downward toward the shivering form of the girl, he carved the symbol of a pentagram with an eye in its center with the rays of light radiating from it into her flesh with ease. The blade acted as a soldering iron that melted the flesh and left glowing lines into the soft skin of her chest.

The innocent girl did not scream, she had gone into a catatonic shock that made it impossible for her to move or voice her terror. The mutilation inflicted upon the victim continued to glow as Walter lifted the dagger and moved it slowly toward the sacrifices neck. The girls jugular vein throbbed with her life force that for the moment flowed through the young girl’s body.

Walter leaned in closer to the girl and said, “Understand child, you must die so our leader can live, you should be honored.” He laid the blade against the pulsating vein and sliced through the flesh gently. The large vessel slit open spraying a hot red shower covering the girl in her own blood.

While the blood was still warm and erupting from the gap in her neck, she made a strange gurgling noise that came from deep down inside her throat. Ivan moved quickly with a silver chalice to collect the poor virgin's blood before her young life was cut short by the cruelty of the ritual.

After the chalice was filled with the bright red liquid, Ivan handed it to Walter and then watched as the girl passed from this life and it was not swiftly, the young girl suffered greatly before the end.

At the point of her departure from this earthly plane, while her life force drained onto the black stone altar, a shriek of anguish escaped her lips that echoed throughout the mystic forest; suddenly her scream halted abruptly into an ominous stillness. The virgin sacrifice was dead.

Walter took out the vial filled with the serum that had the scientific properties to bring back the dead. He poured it into the chalice that held the still steaming blood of the virgin; he swished it around to mix the contents together.

Walter walked around the altar to where the skeleton on black velvet laid and poured the mixture into the chest cavity, it immediately began to glow while spreading out and covering the whole skeleton in a bright light; so blinding that the watchers had to shield their eyes.

The golden rays of light vanished, they opened their eyes and saw the man lying on the ground now a whole body instead of a skeleton.

“Welcome sir,” Walter said and bowed.

Ivan raised his eyebrows at Walter, he treated the corpse like royalty. Ivan looked toward the handsome man that now sat up, he saw right away that the naked man before him was indeed a relation to Jenna; he had her long black hair with a white streak in it and piercing blue eyes.

Lucien looked around at his surroundings and at his own body. He looked at Walter a moment and said, “tu portes ma robe.”

Ivan smirked and looked at Walter who looked confused. Ivan said to Lucien, “He don't speak French.”

“You are wearing my robe,” Lucien said to Walter again in English.

Ivan laughed and Walter glared at him while quickly taking the robe off and handing it to Lucien who was now standing.

After covering his nakedness, Lucien asked, “What century is this?” He was looking at Ivan's strange clothing, knowing he had never worn such odd attire during his time.

Walter answered, “It is the 21st century.”

Lucien's eyes widened. “Why have you awoken me? I am sure my decedent is handling the New World Order well without me.”

“Well,” Walter began but could not finish, he could not think of the right words in which to tell him and looked downward.

Ivan spoke right up, “Didn't happen, the Chosen Child stopped it by killing all of the Council with her mind.”

Lucien's eyes flared with anger. “The Chosen Child did not join us? Her true destiny! We did not achieve world domination! Where is my decedent?”

“Dead Sir,” Walter said still looking at the ground.

Ivan said, “By Jenna, his own daughter fried his ass.”

“The Chosen Child?”

“Yeah,” Ivan told him.

Lucien looked surprised a moment, then said, “The Chosen Child is also my decedent?”

“Yes,” Walter said finally looking up. “Wasn't that how it was supposed to be?”

“I ever just saw the Chosen One being born in a vision, I knew nothing about by whom. Where is now the Antichrist that was born of the Chosen One?”

“Never happened, Jenna killed the one she was supposed to have it with,” Ivan told him.

Lucien stared at Ivan a moment, then said, “I believe you know where we can find this Victor.” He looked at Walter and said to him, “So you all failed and let the Chosen One stop you.”

“In my defense, I was not here at that time, I came after the OCL went down.” Walter saw anger once again burning in their leader’s eyes and quickly said, “But we have another chance, Sir. It is time for our Lord Lucifer to rise and I found a binding spell for him to be put under our command to assure his loyalty to the OCL. Another chance for the New World Order is close at hand Sir.”

“What about the Archangel Michael? He will arrive on earth to destroy his brother, as it was written,” Lucien questioned.

“I have a plan for him too, Sir,” Walter reassured.

Lucien smiled. “Let's go and prepare.”

“What about her?” Ivan asked pointing to the dead young girl.

Lucien looked toward the altar and said, “Unbind her and leave her for the wild animals to devour.” He began to walk through the trees.

Ivan looked at Walter.

“Well do it, you heard our leader,” Walter said and followed Lucien.

Ivan went to the girl, undid the straps and accompanied his Knights out of the clearing.
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Chapter Two

NIGHTMARE
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JENNA SAT UP IN BED, breathing hard and covered in sweat. She looked over next to her, the empty spot brought tears to her eyes. “I wish you were still here to hold and comfort me.” Her mind went back to the horrific dream, wondering what it meant; she has not had the nightmare since the Dark Phantoms blew up the castle two years ago.

That was a great night, the memories of it came back to her and Jenna smiled. Not only was there no more OCL, but Jason had finally told Jenna he loved her. They had finally shared their first kiss since they were teenagers and it was so much more passionate than ever before. Then they, with the children and the Dark Phantoms, watched the explosions from the dock at the chateau.

After the explosions, Mary took Zachary and Alisha for the night, while her and Jason made love for the first time all night long. Jenna looked back at the empty pillow beside her. “Now he is gone, and the nightmare came back. They can't be back, we had won, and the Council is dead; Victor is dead, it's over.” The bad feeling, she kept having came instantly to her mind, Jenna was close to finding out why the ominous feeling plagued her.

Horrifying thoughts went through her mind, chilling her right down the spine as she thought again of the nightmare that was different this time; instead of her father announcing the Chosen Child, it was a different man who did look like Armand except for the white streak in his hair, just like hers.

“It was a cold night as she walked into the woods. The chill Jenna felt became more intense, but the cool wind was not to blame. It was the past that still haunted her, every waking and sleeping moment. She knew that the images of the past was a sign of her fate to come and that it had been written long ago. Jenna's tragedy began before she was even born.

The sight of the fair-skinned woman with long black hair being raped and leaping out of a tower window, continuously replayed in her mind. It made things clearer that something very wrong was going on; the past had revealed itself.

Jenna was carried up in her thoughts and lost her way in the woods, again. As she wandered carelessly into a dense fog, Jenna began to hear voices in the gray mist calling to her. The voices increased their intensity when she finally stepped out of the fog and into a part of the woods she had seen once before. Jenna had known the other woods well; she had grown up in the white farmhouse with her adopted parents on the edge of the forest.

Jenna panicked and moved more quickly toward the voices that seemed to be easing her fright. Her long, black hair flew into her face, as the wind grew stronger. As Jenna moved closer, the invisible voices and the wind stopped abruptly. She looked around at the trees surrounding her, they were large with limbs that looked as if they were going to reach out and grab her.

She noticed the figure hidden behind one of the frightening trees. Jenna watched as it came out from behind the tree and slowly began to move toward her. It was still a man, a very handsome man with dark hair and dressed in a long, flowing robe.

Her first instinct was to run from the dark powerful man, but Jenna could only stand frozen with terror. The man stopped and stood face to face with her; he reached out and called her by name. She looked up into his pale face, it was the face of death. Jenna noticed that the man had the same piercing blue eyes as her, but it was not her father this time. This man had a streak of white in his black hair, just like hers. She thought, ‘Who the hell is this?’

He opened his mouth and spoke in a hollow voice that echoed around Jenna, ‘The New Dawn is about to begin, the Fallen Star is about to rise; I need the Chosen One.’”

Jenna came out of the memory of the nightmare when her door opened; Zachary and Alisha climbed onto the bed with her. Jenna smiled as she took them into her arms and hugged them.

Memories of when the OCL had finally found her, again filled her mind; Zachary was five and Alisha was only two, when it all began two years ago. Jenna was worried that watching their father killed would traumatize her children, but she was wrong. Alisha who was always happy and outgoing had stayed the same all these years, but Zachary had changed and for the better.

He was very shy and quiet, always inside a protective shell until after his father was killed and he blossomed into a happy outgoing child. Jenna always felt it was because of the love and attention her children always received from the Dark Phantoms that had caused for her son's shell to break away, something he never received from his father. Both her children loved Jason very much and was so excited when he adopted them. A tear began to form in her eye, Jenna's observant son noticed.

“You ok, Momma?”

Jenna smiled at him and said, “I'm fine.”

“You thinking of daddy again?” Alisha asked.

Jenna smiled at her daughter. They had always called Jason daddy, even before he had adopted them. Alisha's long wavy black hair was all in her face this morning. She could never lie to her children; as she moved her daughter’s unruly hair out of her face she answered, “Yes, I am thinking of Jason this morning.”

“Well stop, I hate how it makes you sad; we miss him too,” Zachary told her.

She smiled at him and said, “Is the birthday boy up yet?”

“Victor in his crib babbling away,” Alisha said sounding a bit annoyed.

“You know it’s a special birthday for him,” Jenna said.

Zachary said, “Yep, he is one-year old today and is going to make such a mess with that cake.” He laughed.

“And you are going to clean it up,” Jenna said.

Zachary jumped off the bed. “No, I'm not.” He grabbed his sister’s hand and as they left the room, Zachary said, “You're the mom.”

Jenna laughed; the kids could always make her feel better. She stood up and went into her bathroom. Jenna looked in the mirror, the reflection had not changed in the two years; except today she had dark circles under her eyes from lack of sleep because once again the nightmare.

“Who was that guy?” She said aloud to the mirror. It was not Armand, he was dead. The man in her nightmare looked exactly like her with black hair and the white streak, well her hair was longer. She put it up in a loose bun and thought more about the nightmare. “He had my same blue eyes.”

Jenna washed her face, dried it and stared at her reflection. She saw the mark on the right side of her neck that she had since birth, a blue eye with a black dot as a pupil and rays of light shooting out of the top inside a triangle. Jenna knew it was the mark of the Chosen Child, which brought her thoughts back to
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