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Prologue
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In a quiet village nestled deep within a dense forest, the Turner family lived a seemingly idyllic life. The village of Elderbrook was chock full of history and filled with rustic charm. However, things weren’t as they seemed. Beneath the façade of tranquility, an ancient malevolence lurked—an evil force that hungered for their souls had been stalking the family for generations, and only their faith had kept it away.

The Turner home, a century-old mansion nestled on the outskirts of the village, was shrouded in an eerie darkness. Its timeworn walls bore witness to generations of despair, and the family’s faces were etched with the anguish of their accursed existence. But tonight, the darkness felt deeper and ominous, and the family was scared. The malevolent force that targeted the Turner family was making an all-out bid to claim their souls through a relentless and escalating campaign of darkness and evil. This malevolence was no ordinary entity; it was ancient, cunning, and unrelenting in its pursuit of the Turner family’s spiritual destruction, and it literally unleashed hell in the family.

To keep a foothold in the family, the malevolent force had bound itself to an accursed relic that had been in the Turner family for generations. This relic acted as a conduit for the entity’s influence over the family. Through the years, it had slowly and insidiously corrupted the Turners’ lives. The malevolent force sought to isolate the Turners from the outside world. It manipulated circumstances to cut them off from

friends, neighbors, and loved ones, ensuring that they had no one to turn to for help or support.

The malevolence initiated a campaign of psychological torment. It whispered malicious thoughts into the minds of the family members, sowing seeds of doubt, fear, and mistrust among them. This led to rifts and emotional turmoil within the family, weakening their collective resolve. The entity unleashed nightmarish visions and dreams on the Turners, distorting their reality. These haunting experiences left them sleep-deprived and emotionally drained, making them more vulnerable to its influence. The malevolent force escalated its attacks by manifesting itself physically. It created chilling apparitions and disturbing phenomena within the Turner home, causing them to question their sanity and safety.

Making increasingly bold attempts to possess the souls of individual family members, the malevolence sought to take control of their minds and bodies. It pushed them to commit unspeakable acts against their will. The entity compelled the Turners to perform dark rituals involving the accursed relic, binding them further to its malevolent influence. These rituals drained the family of their spiritual strength and increased the malevolence’s hold. As the malevolence wore down the family’s emotional and spiritual defenses, it pushed them to the brink of exhaustion and despair. They felt trapped, with no escape from the relentless torment that had taken over their lives. The malevolent entity knew that it needed to act swiftly and decisively to fully claim the Turners’ souls. It orchestrated a climactic confrontation, where it intended to possess them entirely and plunge them into eternal darkness.

Unbeknownst to the Turners, salvation was on the horizon in the form of an ethereal being known as the angel, Mas. Cloaked in a guise as a traveling scholar, Mas had arrived in the village, drawn by a celestial intuition that whispered of impending doom. On that one moonless night, as the malevolence intensified its grip on the Turner family, Mas sensed that the time had come to intervene. With his celestial wings concealed and in human form, Mas approached their ominous mansion, knocking softly on the massive, iron-studded door.

Quickly answering the knock, Mrs. Turner, a woman worn down by years of torment, opened the door with a mixture of curiosity and apprehension. “Who are you?” she asked, her voice trembling. With a gentle and reassuring smile, Mas introduced himself as a scholar of ancient relics, who had heard tales of the family’s plight. He offered his expertise, as well as a sense of genuine concern and empathy. The Turners, desperate for any glimmer of hope, welcomed him into their home. Surprisingly, the overwhelming feelings of despair and darkness seemed to diminish.

In the days that followed, Mas’s presence brought a glimmer of light into the Turner household. He delved deep into the mysteries of the cursed relic, seeking a way to break the malevolent entity’s hold on the family. His knowledge and kindness became a source of solace in their lives, and he forged a bond with the Turners that transcended the bounds of a mere neighbor. But when the malevolence once again tightened its grip, Mas knew that the time for revelation was drawing near, and in doing so, he would have to break the celestial mandate.

One fateful night, when the shadows grew long and the malevolent entity’s power reached its zenith, Mas gathered the Turners in their dimly lit parlor. With a deep breath, he allowed his celestial radiance to shine forth, his majestic wings unfurling in a blaze of ethereal glory. “I am not who I appear to be,” he declared, his voice resonating with celestial grace. “I am an angel. I sensed your distress, and I’m here to protect you from the darkness that seeks to possess your very souls.” The Turners watched in awe and wonder as Mas’s divine presence illuminated their home, destroying and dispelling the malevolent tentacles that had been making a grab for the Turners from every corner of the room.

As the light faded and the room returned to normal, the entity that had tormented them for generations departed, and the oppression the family felt was gone. And with a collective sigh of relief, they understood the truth of Mas’ words. Yet Mas knew that his mission was not yet complete, and that his intervention would cost him dearly. Mas then whispered his farewell to the Turners. He took flight towards the heavens to return to the celestial realm. With a final burst of celestial light, he disappeared into the night sky, leaving behind a family forever changed by the miraculous intervention of an angel.
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Chapter 1: The Celestial Realm
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The Celestial Realm was an ethereal beauty, one that could not be measured by mere mortal standards. High in the heavens, the air was crisp and pure, the sky a deep cobalt blue. The angels, clad in their pure white raiment, walked the cobbled streets of the city of angels in a state of peaceful joy. Here, angels from all hierarchies and ranks communed together, forming a powerful union of light and hope.

The watcher was exhausted, but he could not rest, creation depended on it and so he had come to rest safely at the Celestial Palace. The Celestial Palace towered in the center of the city, its spires stretching up to the heavens. Its walls were lined with gold, and its gates were adorned with intricate murals and symbols of divine power. As he approached the palace, Mas felt a sense of awe and wonder. He could feel the power emanating from the palace and the presence of the divine. He was greeted and escorted inside by a group of angels who were bewildered to see him, as Mas rarely visited the Celestial Realm and only if he was summoned.

The group stopped in a large hall where a richly appointed throne room sat at the center. There, the High Court of Angels held court. On either side of the throne, two mighty angels stood guard, their stony faces emotionless. Mas was invited to take a seat, and shortly thereafter, an imposing figure emerged from the shadows. It was the archangel, Gabriel. He wore a robe of celestial light, and his face was aglow with divine wisdom.

Gabriel spoke in a voice that filled the hall, his words like thunder. He spoke of the mission before a group of angels awaiting his instructions. The angels nodded their heads in unison and left. Mas felt a chill run down his spine as Gabriel’s words echoed around him.

Then, Gabriel turned to Mas and in a gentle voice said, “Mas, it has been a long time. But why are you here? You have not been summoned. Why have you left your post on earth?”

Mas stood before Gabriel, momentarily frozen in awe of the majestic figure before him. Gabriel was an imposing and majestic archangel. He possessed a powerful and graceful physique, with well-defined, sinewy muscles that conveyed both strength and agility. Gabriel’s skin had an otherworldly luminescence, appearing smooth, radiant, and flawless. It possessed a pale, pearlescent quality, almost like alabaster, that emitted a soft, ethereal glow. Gabriel’s eyes were captivating orbs of celestial beauty, deep and profound. They were a strikingly beautiful shade of purple, with an intensity that seemed to pierce through the very soul of those who met their gaze. His eyes radiated wisdom, compassion, and a sense of divine purpose.

Flowing locks of silvery-white hair framed Gabriel’s face and cascaded down his back. The hair had an almost metallic sheen, shimmering like moonlight on the water, radiating an aura of purity and grace. The archangel’s wings were a magnificent spectacle. They were grand and expansive, stretching out to a wingspan of 15 feet when fully unfurled. His feathers were pristine white with hints of iridescent gold, and they gave off

a gentle, radiant glow. Gabriel’s wings were a symbol of their celestial nature and divine authority bestowed upon him by God. He wore a regal celestial robe adorned with intricate golden embroidery, depicting celestial motifs and symbols. A golden sash cinched his robe at the waist, signifying his position as a messenger of God.

In the presence of the archangel Gabriel, Mas felt an overwhelming sense of peace and awe. His physical appearance was truly a reflection of his role as a messenger of God, a beacon of hope, and a protector of the divine order. Gabriel exuded an aura of grace, authority, and divine purpose that inspired reverence and trust. Gabriel truly was the embodiment of the essence of celestial beauty and holiness.

Finally, Mas spoke, his voice filled with humility and reverence. “Archangel Gabriel, I am here because of the darkness.” He went on to explain that during his time on Earth, he had encountered an unspeakable evil that threatened all of creation. He was certain that if this force was not stopped, it would spread and cause unimaginable destruction. Mas begged for the aid of the Celestial Realm to help contain and eventually vanquish this evil from existence. “Gabriel, please call upon the Armies of God.” Gabriel hushed Mas and said, “No,” and Mas hung his head down feeling defeated. With a hand gesture that Mas missed while his head hung low, Gabriel emptied the room, and all entrances were closed.

Mas listened, his heart heavy with sadness. He had come seeking help, and yet it seemed that even the celestial realm could not provide any answers to this darkness. However,

before he could start protesting, Gabriel put a gentle hand on his shoulder and said: “Mas, all is not lost. The Council of Light may be invisible to mortal eyes, but they still hold tremendous power.”

Mas was taken aback by this statement. He had never heard of the council mentioned before, but as he looked into Gabriel’s eyes, he could feel its presence. The archangel nodded in confirmation and continued, “the Council of Light has existed since the dawn of time, and they will aid you in your task.” No sooner had Gabriel finished speaking, than an omnipotent and thunderous voice declared from above. “Gabriel, summon Michael, convene the Council of Light and call forth the Guardians of Light.” Both angels immediately dropped to their knees and bowed their heads. Gabriel then replied: “Lord, thy will be done.” Gabriel then turned to Mas and said, “Mas, find Michael, and deliver this message. ’The light shines upon the chamber once more.”

Gabriel then lifted his hand from Mas’s shoulder and gestured to the grand throne room behind him. With a wave of his arm, he revealed a shimmering portal tucked away in a corner of the room. “This portal will lead you directly to the council chamber, find Michael, deliver the message and return here where you can plead your case before them,” Gabriel said solemnly. “But be warned, you have no guarantee that they will choose to help you.”

Mas followed Gabriel’s instructions and set off in search of Michael. Mas felt a sense of urgency as he looked around for the archangel. Finally, he spotted Michael standing at the peak

of a nearby mountain, his wings spread out and radiating a brilliant white light. Mas made his way up the mountain and eventually reached Michael’s side.

Michael welcomed Mas warmly, introducing himself and asking why Mas had come seeking him. Mas replied that Gabriel had sent him to deliver a message. The archangel Michael was a commanding and majestic celestial being, a towering figure with a radiant presence. His physical appearance was both awe-inspiring and comforting. His blond hair flowed like golden silk, and his muscular physique emanated strength and resilience. His broad shoulders and chiseled form projected an image of unwavering determination and power.

Michael’s piercing blue eyes, like sapphires glistening with divine wisdom, seemed to possess an innate ability to peer into the depths of one’s soul, discerning the true intentions and character of those around him. His presence was a testament to the triumph of light over darkness and the unwavering commitment to protect and nurture the souls under his watchful gaze. His powers and abilities made him a symbol of hope, courage, and divine justice in both the heavenly and earthly realms.

Smiling, Michael looked at Mas and said: “Well, how about the message?” Mas looked at Michael, still in awe at being in the presence of another archangel and said, “The light shines upon the chamber once more.” Michael got a serious look and whispered, “Leviathan.” Michael smiled knowingly at Mas, and said, “I’ve sensed it, but if Gabriel sent you with that message,

the Almighty must have made himself known.” Michael looked at Mas with his piercing eyes and said: “It must be worse than I thought.” Michael then instructed Mas to gather what he needed to enter the Council’s chamber, which could only be accessed through spiritual meditation.

Mas was confused at first but soon realized the chamber was a secret, and Gabriel had not given him the full answer and the way in, to protect it. Mas did as he was instructed to do and stepped into a meditative state, focusing on his breathing, and calming his mind before beginning his journey into the spiritual realm. After some time, as he opened his eyes, he found himself standing outside the chamber that Gabriel had shown him, but this time it looked different, and it glowed with divine light from within. He took a deep breath and stepped forward, entering through its doors into a place that seemed to transcend both time and space itself.

Once inside the chamber, there was a large circular room with a ceiling that stretched to the heavens. The room was lit with a soft white aura that was almost calming to the eye. The walls glowed with a vibrant light that rivaled the sun. A soft white cloud of mist hovered around the floor, touching the walls like a living thing. At the far end of the hall, the light pooled into a small puddle of stained glass, glowing like a rainbow-colored star. In the center of the chamber was a large table made from the ancient blue stone, lapis. The table appeared to float. Mas could not see any legs. It exuded a soft blue glow that was mesmerizing to the eye and it appeared to have 10 positions, but only eight were filled. Set against the far wall, shelves filled

with books, scrolls, and other historical artifacts were built into the wall of the chamber.

Inside were eight figures clad in brilliant white robes, the members of the Council of Light— with Gabriel presiding over them. As they welcomed him, Mas looked around in awe at this sacred place, feeling honored to even be part of such an important occasion. Asking Mas to take a seat, the Council then began discussing ways in which they could vanquish the darkness from creation once and for all; proposing ideas such as creating powerful symbols and forging magical weapons created from pure light energy for their warriors to wield.

Gabriel then raised his hand, and the members of the council fell silent. Gabriel spoke: “Let’s hear what Mas has to say.” Gabriel then looked at Mas and said, “Mas, please give your report.” Mas began to speak; “For centuries, I have faithfully observed Earth, witnessed the rise and fall of civilizations, wars, and moments of hope. But in recent years, I have noticed a profound shift in the spiritual and moral landscape of humanity. It is as if a growing shadow was enveloping the planet, as if something was moving quietly behind the scenes. The destruction of the earth’s beauty and wanton destruction of its natural resources and ecosystems started happening at a scale I have never witnessed before. This was the trend that first caught my attention. Then came discrimination, inequality, and violence, which became increasingly prevalent.”

Mas continued, “Corruption within governments and institutions was also on a scale I have never seen before. Eventually, it started to erode the trust and accountability of

humans toward fellow humans. The pursuit of power and wealth at the expense of the common good was a rampant phenomenon. The erosion of ethical values and the glorification of materialism and selfishness were widespread. Empathy, compassion, and altruism appeared to be all but gone. The world seemed plagued by never-ending conflicts, with nations engaged in power struggles and territorial disputes. The human toll from these conflicts was devastating.

As I continued to watch these troubling developments, one event served as the catalyst for my decision to leave my celestial post. It was a gruesome incident of genocide and mass violence that unfolded before my celestial eyes, where an entire country was wiped out by a single act of destruction. Innocent lives were extinguished in a horrifying display of brutality, and the world stood by in silence. The darkness I had observed for years seemed to culminate in this horrific event. I realized that humanity was spiraling down a path of self-destruction, driven by hatred, greed, and apathy. It was as if the very essence of goodness was being consumed by the ever-growing shadow of evil.

Unable to bear witness to the continued suffering and moral decay on Earth, I made the agonizing decision to leave my post. I knew that I could no longer fulfill my celestial duties while remaining a passive observer of such profound darkness. Something is emerging from the shadows, and it has an agenda, ...a dreadful agenda. I knew I had to draw attention to the great evil and darkness that has overtaken the Earth. Whatever is doing this is clever and has been able to stay hidden, offering no clues to his movements or his identity.”

While everyone had shared their thoughts on Mas’s report and how best to proceed, Michael suddenly materialized in the room. Michael and Gabriel nodded to each other in unison, a sign of respect and recognition of each other’s status. Suddenly and without warning, the same omnipotent and thunderous voice stated from above. “Michael, summon the Guardians of Light”. Everyone immediately dropped to their knees and bowed their heads. Michael then replied, “Lord, thy will be done.” Suddenly, a bright and blinding light flooded the room. As it faded, four angels appeared, one in each of the four corners of the room. Michael stood up and called each angel by name: “Cillian, Elijah—accompanied by his celestial hound—Máiréad, and Gathriel.” Each angel looked at Michael, and all nodded in unison towards him, with reverence and respect. They also looked at Gabriel and nodded towards him as well. Michael and Gabriel returned the nod in acknowledgment.

Mas was stupefied; he had never seen angels like these. Cillian was a striking angel with a unique and captivating presence. His appearance was marked by hair the color of honey cascading down his back like a waterfall. His eyes were a deep, soulful shade of indigo, reflecting the mysteries of the cosmos. Cillian’s wings bore a striking combination of deep purple and silver, resembling the twilight sky as day turns to night. He was strong and lean and had a reassuring presence that emitted a power Mas had never felt before.

Cillian was the guardian angel of dreams and the subconscious. He was known for his profound empathy and the ability to connect deeply with the thoughts and emotions of those he

watched over. Cillian’s gentle and nurturing nature made him a comforting presence in times of inner turmoil and self-reflection. To his comrades, he was witty and intelligent. His eyes were inquisitive and alert, appearing to not miss a thing. A fearless and honorable warrior, he was trained by the archangels Gabriel and Michael and was master of ethereal and dimensional combat as well as the sword of light.

As an angel, Cillian specialized in guiding individuals through the realms of their dreams and the depths of their subconscious minds. He aided them in unlocking hidden potential, creativity, and self-discovery, helping those under his care explore their innermost desires and fears. Cillian’s soothing presence served as a beacon of hope during times of introspection, offering solace and encouragement to those who sought to understand themselves better.

Elijah was a spectacular angel with ebony hair that shimmered like the night sky. He had deep, sapphire-blue eyes that radiated wisdom. He stood tall, with an aura of strength and grace, known for his unwavering determination and courage. Elijah was a guardian angel who watched over those facing challenging circumstances, offering them hope and guidance in their darkest moments. Elijah’s powers allowed him to wield control over the elements, particularly storms. He could summon thunderstorms, hurricanes, and lightning at will.

He could communicate with animals, especially birds and dogs. Elijah was an expert in the art of celestial warfare. An angelic hound named Ecnal was always by his side. Angelic hounds in combat were a force to be reckoned with, as they
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