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Dedication
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Thank you, everyone for supporting me as I travel this world through imagination. Books are the best place for adventure and because of YOU, I get to share my adventures. Thank you!

Long before Emily Peterson’s life had been promised; a seed was planted. And that seed grew into a baby. His life was planned by the angels who followed Satan. This is his story...
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Chapter 1
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He was born on the thirteenth day at the thirteenth hour. When the labor began, a storm moved in. Dark clouds covered the sun, making it as dark as the night. Lightning flashed, thunder rolled, and the wind howled. The closer the baby came, the harder the storm hit, crashing onto the earth with madness. The cabin had been built to withstand any storm, but even with the strong walls, it almost didn’t hold. It was the first storm England had seen of this magnitude for a long time. Candles had been scattered throughout the cabin to light up the room. Amazingly, the wind that pushed through the cracks in the walls hadn’t blown them out.

The midwife held her knees as she looked down. “He’s almost here, push!”

“I can’t,” she cried. “I can’t do this.” Her body was covered in sweat.

“You can do this. Push,” the mid-wife said as she watched for the baby. “I see his head. Keep pushing!”

The mother pushed with all her might as thunder and lightning argued. Finally, a new sound welcomed the cabin—the sounds of a little babe crying.

The midwife wrapped the newborn in old rags and placed him in his mama’s arms. The mother looked down at him with a weakened smile. Labor was long and hard, and she was tired. When the woman’s arms went limp, the midwife gently removed the baby and placed him in a cradle under the window. A flash of lightning lit up the room, revealing that the newborn was sleeping. 

The storm pushed through the small village but lifted by sunrise. The midwife had been there all night, making sure the baby was kept warm as the mother slept. She fed him watered-down goat’s milk when he was hungry, changed him when his cloth diaper was wet and rocked him when he cried. 

When the morning sun kissed her cheek, she opened her eyes feeling well-rested. She sat up in bed and looked at the cradle where her son was sleeping. She looked out the window and saw white puffy clouds. “It is a good morning,” she said as she pushed the blankets off of her. She stood up and walked to the cradle, and looked down at her son. She was widowed and lived alone. The baby was her husband’s last gift before he was killed in a hunting accident just a few months before.

A bright light appeared from behind her, so the woman turned around. Standing before her was a soft light with a brightness to it that should have hurt her eyes but it didn’t. It was circular in shape and even though it hadn’t spoken yet, she could feel his words. She knew it must be an angel based on her upbringing. She immediately dropped to her knees and bowed her head in tears of joy.

“Ava, why do you bow? I am not the Lord, your savior; you don’t need to worship me. Stand and be proud. I have wonderful news about your son,” a voice said from inside the light. It was like a choir singing in unison, soft and soothing.

Hearing his voice brought on more tears as her body began to shake. The woman had never seen or heard anything so beautiful in her entire life. She wept as she sat on her knees. She could not stand; her grace had her frozen in place.

The light changed shape as it expanded and the glow softened. A being that resembled a man stepped out of the light and the glow vanished. He was a tall slender man and he wore a long white gown that moved on his body like the waves of the ocean. His eyes were a pale blue that were calming. His smile was as warm as the morning sun that shined through the open window. “Please stand. You’re the mother of a child who will do great things in his life. Stand with pride.” 

Suddenly, terrible thoughts filled the woman’s head. “How will I care for my son? His father left me all alone and I have no way to care for him,” she said as she slowly stood, her legs tried to pull her back down as they shook with a passion for serving God. 

“Today is the first day of a new change, Ava. You will not have any more worries because everything will be good. I’ve come to share good news with you.” The angel paused as he grinned at the woman. “Two men are coming to your house at this very moment. They will farm your land in return for shelter. They will provide everything you will ever need. A woman will meet them before they reach your house and will join them on their journey. She will help you raise your son, and teach him of our ways. All you will need to do is love your son.”

The angel put his hand on her shoulder, and she felt his warmth surround her. Visions visited her mind, frightening her because she didn’t know what they were or how they were coming to her. She saw many things, some wonderful things, and some frightening things. She saw a man standing next to a beautiful woman in a large castle. She felt warmth from the man as he gazed upon her. She saw the same man fighting a woman, wearing clothing she’d never seen before. She saw a field of men and women fighting with orbs of light. Blood was shed between them. She saw a doorway opening up with smoke lifting rising it. Ava opened her eyes and looked at the angel. “What did I just see?” she asked, feeling fear and amazement. It was as if the things she had seen had touched her soul, leaving a mark within her.

“You saw a strong man leading an army into war. That man is your son.

“That was my baby boy?” Her eyes lit up in amazement but then fear set in. “But I don’t want to lose him like I lost his father.”

“Do not give in to your fear, Ava. Raise your son with the love in your heart. Lilith will do the rest. He will be a great man with many followers, and they will die for him so he may not.”

Ava lowered her head. She could not look at the angel now in fear she would disappoint him. “I will do my best.” Her voice was soft.

The angel took one step closer to her and pulled her chin up. “I know you will do your best. May I see your son?”

The woman led him to the window, her eyes on the cradle as the baby slept. The mid-wife was sleeping next to the cradle and did not move when she picked up the newborn. She handed him to the angel. “His name is John. I named him after his father.”

“It is a strong name for a strong child.” The angel kissed his forehead and whispered something in his ear. She could not hear what he whispered to the baby. Then the angel took something from what appeared to be a pocket and he sprinkled something that looked like glitter over her son’s body. He glowed for a moment as the glitter settled over him. “This is an angel’s essence; it will give your son strength and power over other men. He will lead these men to victory, and the dark shall consume us with a blanket of warmth. His power will protect us from the Light.”

“But I thought the light was good?” the woman asked.

“The light from the sun is good, yes. A moon’s glow is also good. This is something different. They call themselves the Children of the Light, and they are not wanted among us. You must not let them in. They will corrupt you with their lies and tell you that you must follow them to be saved, promise you good things like a healthy harvest if you obey, and tempt you with good fortunes if you only serve the Light. But those things will be false promises. We bring our own good fortunes, so you must not give in to them.” 

“Yes, sir,” she said as she bowed her head again. The woman was confused, but this was an angel sent down from Heaven. He would not lie to her, so she feared the Children of the Light.

The angel placed the sleeping newborn back into the cradle and turned. He gazed at the one-room shack. “This home will not do. Your son will become the Great Dark Witch and will be very powerful. His power will reign until our Master returns home to take his rightful place as King. He needs to live in a place fit for a prince for he shall stand by our Master’s side and rule as one of his princes.” He looked at the woman. “You will stand tall and be proud of your son, for he will do great things.” The angel waved his hand and transformed the little cottage into something grander.

The small one-room cabin began to shake as the walls grew taller and the room became wider. The fireplace in the back of the room also grew, giving them more heat and. The window in the front of the home expanded, and glass appeared in the opening, keeping the heat inside. The window was in working order, able to open and close as needed. The woman smiled as the tears ran down her cheeks. She was in awe of the glory she was witnessing.

Ava gazed at her hands. “I-I don’t deserve such greatness,” she told the angel. “You must not give me so much.”

“Your journey will not be a small task. You will need a strong structure to raise your son. And with the three people coming to help you, you will need your own room. Open that door and see what I have given you. Please, do not fear what I have given you. You are more deserving than you know.”

The angel disappeared as she opened the door. She could see it, but she couldn’t believe it—a grand bed with side tables, a lantern with oil, and blankets made of the best cotton. She rubbed her eyes and looked again. The room was beautiful. She picked up John and showed him the room, but he was still sleeping. The woman walked through the house and found more doors that weren’t there before. Behind each closed door was another room with a bed in it. She pulled John to her bosom and thanked the heavens for her gifts.

Just as the angel had promised, three strangers came to her farm a few days later—two men and one woman. They were dressed in black from head to toe. On their necks, Ava noticed something strange. The markings were not something she’d seen before, etched into their skin and appeared to be worn proudly. On each one of them, the upside-down star was wrapped in a circle. She had seen them coming through the open window, and watched them approach the house until they reached the house. She thought to herself all the wonderful things she’d ask them about their travels. Ava had never been outside of the small town she’d lived in. When she opened the door to greet them, she stood frozen in the doorway unable to speak.

“We came seeking shelter, food, and work. We have traveled a long ways to reach your home,” the woman said as she smiled.

Ava smiled at the three travelers and backed away from the door, signaling for them to enter. All she could do was smile, her words refused to come. She felt embarrassed by this.

“You have a beautiful home,” the woman said.

Ava felt her muscles loosening and she spoke out. “Thank you.” She placed her fingers on her throat and rubbed it. She knew these were the ones she had been expecting so she offered them a drink.

John began to cry, so Ava rushed to his side and gently picked him up. She bounced him in her arms but the child would not stop crying. She couldn’t understand why he was fussing. His diaper was dry and he had been fed from her bosom.

“May I?” the woman asked as her hands stretched out.

Ava handed John to the woman and watched in awe as he quickly quieted down. It was a sign.

“I don’t have much, but I have land that needs farming and I need help, so if you’d like to stay here, I’d be happy to have you.”

“We would be honored,” the woman said as she held John. 

The three travelers were brought to their rooms and they settled in. Ava got to know them over tea once they were cleaned up. 

The woman was known as Lilith. She was tall with long black hair. Her hazel eyes danced as she laughed. She was thin, almost too thin as if she hadn’t had enough to eat. Her black gown touched the top of her shoes, which were also black. Her cloak had been just as long as her dress. It hung by the door with the other cloaks wore by the two men.

The two men were Elijah and Jacob. Both of the men had brown hair although Jacob’s hair was much lighter. Their skin was both darkened from the sun and their hands were roughened by the work they both had done. 

That night before the sun disappeared behind the horizon, Ava felt as though she needed to thank the Heavens. She wished she could thank the angel, himself. She dropped to her knees and began to openly pray. 

Jacob swiftly went to her side and helped her stand. “You have much to learn about our ways. We give thanks to the Dark Lord, he is the reason you have these things and will have a bright future. There is no need to pray. He knows what he has done for you.”

“I apologize. I did not mean to offend you in any way,” Ava said.

“We are not offended. There is much to learn, and your son will be the greatest man who walked this land. He will learn our ways, and he will fight for it to save us.”

“Thank you, Jacob,” Ava said. She knew it would take time to learn their ways, but she would try, and she would be thankful for their arrival and help. 

Jacob and Elijah went to work at day break. Ava was in awe at how hard they worked. She got to know the three of them more as the days came and went.

John was a good baby and only cried when Lilith wasn’t near him. He was all right when his mother held him, but if Lilith left the room, he would become irritated and cried until she returned. Ava noticed this and soon became saddened by it. The older John became, the closer he was to the woman, and further Ava fell away. She became depressed and hid away when John wasn’t in the house as if she was saddened to see him in the outside world. But when John was in the house, she was there watching him grow, telling him she loved him, and fed him his meals. 

His powers grew too. Things flew about in the room as he moved his hand. In the beginning, it was chaos, but once Lilith taught him to use control, it was easy for him to catch on. A year came and went, then two; and before Ava knew it, John was five years old. He was growing faster than any child in the village, mentally.

Lilith had been given the essence as well, from the same angel who visited John’s mother. He had promised her a wonderful future if she obeyed his command and worked with the little boy. She couldn’t have children of her own, so she vowed to love him as if he was her little boy. And she made due on that promise, loving him and training him as he grew older. Every day, it was something new.

When John was old enough, he walked to the village with Lilith. Not once did he ever ask his mother to go with him. It didn’t feel right to him since Lilith had been the one who was there the most. He did know who his mother was and he did love her, but he always felt more comfortable with Lilith because she understood him and accepted him for what he was. He could see it in his mother’s eyes so he knew she knew that as well.

It was as if Lilith could see into his soul and knew what he was thinking when he was thinking. “Your mother doesn’t understand our ways, John. Love her and guide her so she may see the darkness as we do,” Lilith told John as they walked down the dirt road. She peered down at him and smiled. “She will come around eventually. Be patient with her, you must.” It had been three days since he turned five years old. He understood the full language and was far in his knowledge past that.

“I know she will come around. She’s my mother,” he said. He looked up at Lilith and he showed a toothful grin.

“Yes, she is your mother, and she will play a strong role for you when you are older. The war you will fight will be long, and there will be many sacrifices. Stay on the path, and your rewards will be plentiful.”

“I will Lilith, thank you.” John began to levitate as they walked down the road towards the village. There wasn’t anyone around.

“John, control yourself. You must not allow the mortals to see your powers just yet. They are not ready for it and will not understand. They will fear you and try to hurt you.”

“I’m sorry. Sometimes, I can’t help myself. I want to do so much.”

“I know you do, and you will. But first, you must learn control. That is very important.”

“Okay,” he told her and lowered back to the ground. When they reached the village, they picked up the supplies they needed and returned home. Lilith continued to work with John, teaching him about control and when to use his powers. 

While John was still five years old, he had a little time alone to practice some of his skills. He found a piece of broken glass and magically moved it closer to him. As the glass floated across the dirt, the sun’s rays hit it just right to reveal its power. John grinned as he snapped the piece out of the air. He carried it to a small animal, and began cooking it. He sat there as he watched the ants and other small animals die under the sun’s reflected light. His grin only grew. Then it was time for him to train with Lilith. It was late afternoon, as it was every day. Fewer people walking by the farm during that time of the day, so they had no witnesses except for Ava. The more she saw how John was turning out to be, the more she didn’t like what they were doing. But she loved him and knew he was promised to be something special. John could feel her fear and wished he could show her how wonderful it was being a child of the dark.

For ten years, John worked hard learning his powers and their limits. He was cruel to the animals and always used them for his power test. It brought him much joy seeing an animal disappear or running in fear. He learned to like fear. “Why is it wrong for people to fear me?” He asked one evening.

“Fear is good, but the people in the village will destroy you, John. You are not powerful enough to stop them. I suggest you keep training until you are. Then you may show them what you have within you.” Lilith knew what she was talking about. 

Lilith thought back of when she first met the angel who brought her to the farm. “We will be at war with the Children of the Light, and need an army. John will lead that army, and you will be at his side,” the angel told her. When he gave her the essence, he also passed on the knowledge of how to use it but he never told her to control this power. Lilith allowed the village she lived in to see what she could do, and they tried to kill her because she had burned down the village. She was in the process of being burned at the stake, but the angel saved her. The village people could not see him as he stood before Lilith. “The child is born. You will meet two men wearing black robes, and the three of you will go to the farm where the boy was born. You will train him and guide him as he grows from a boy into a man. Go now.” The ropes that had her restrained dropped into the fire and she walked out of the flames untouched. She met the two men in robes and found the farm. As she watched John, now 16 years old, she smiled as the memories came and went.

It was only a year later when John found his true strength; and his powers were mature enough for him to begin building his army. It was small in the beginning, and people did fear him. The village did not try to destroy him because their fear was too great. He walked to the village nearly every day and taunted people who lived in the village. Two men were turned into pigs, and they were joined with the other pigs, waiting to be slaughtered. John had shared his secret just as the slaughter began. His laughter revealed that he didn’t care if they found the right pigs or not. He stood as he watched the men look through the group, terrified they had already killed their friends. They never did find them and John didn’t stop there.

John walked to the center of town and called out to the people. He had been a regular in the town by then and everyone knew him by name and face. Some had seen his powers first hand, so they feared him but were amazed by him at the same time. When he went to the town’s square, he yelled and made a commotion. The people were compelled to see what the matter was. They had no idea what was happening, so they circled him, eager to hear what he would have to say. Except for the two men who were pigs, the entire village was there. John widened his legs, raised his hands to the sky, and summoned a storm with heavy lightning. The rain came pouring down. The people did not run, they couldn’t. He was keeping them in their place; his magic was holding strong forcing them to bear witness. As their faces revealed fear, he began to speak. “I will strike down anyone who will defy me. I am your leader, your king. You will do for me as I wish or you will die.” His voice was loud and firm.

Everyone who stood began to kneel. They bowed their heads as he stood there controlling the storm. He lowered his hands, and the rain stopped. He could hear some of the people praying. John smiled and snapped his fingers, each of those people turned into dust. Women screamed.

“I am the darkness that protects you. Follow me, and the Light will not harm anyone anymore.” He pushed out his hand and waited for the people to come to him. One-by-one, the people stood up and came to him. They touched his hand and became new. “Stand tall, my children, for I will lead you into a battle of war. We will rise and defeat the Light. We will take what is ours and do what we want, when we want it. We will fear no one and be feared by all.” 

The men who stood by his side had completely changed. They stood tall as their eyes turned black. Their muscles were weak and frail until that moment. Now they were strong and filled with an anger that never existed. John’s reputation had been born that very moment.
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Chapter 2
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John was now a man. He was ruthless, feared, showed no mercy, and was hated. Those who would not follow him were either banished or put to death. Some followed him only to keep their lives. Behind his back, they tried to get the word out for help from other witches. The term witch, was used widely now. 

The angel visited John several times once he had become a grown man. It only appeared they had become friends. “I have heard there is another witch, and she is a powerful one at that. She hasn’t been born yet, but you will meet her when the time comes. There are things you will need to learn about her so you will be prepared.”

“If she isn’t born yet, how will I learn about her?” John acquired.

“Because she is part of the Ancient Ones with me.”

“Yes, I’ve heard of these Ancient Ones. The first witches, a group of angels who gave humans the power of magic. Can you tell me more about your group since you are one of them?” John was more intrigued about the Ancient Ones than he was about a woman who hadn’t even been born yet. He wasn’t seeing a threat with her.

“I will tell you everything you want to know about our people, but until then, you need to learn more about this woman. I’m telling you, she’s the only thing strong enough to stop you.”

“Stop me? You don’t know who you’re talking to, Angel.” John felt cocky. He didn’t think there was anything strong enough to stop him and he was still growing, maturing; so by the time this woman would be born, he’d be too powerful for even this woman—whoever she was.

“John, you may feel as though you are all powerful and great, but I am telling you, she’s far more powerful than you are,” the angel whispered as he disappeared. Moments later, a loud voice hit the farm like thunder. “Learn about the girl.” Everyone dropped to their knees and bowed.

“Stand tall; I’m the one you should fear. Not some angel,” John said to the people as they were down on their knees. He did not like seeing them bow to an angel; he didn’t care how powerful this angel was. They were there to bow before him, no one else.

John had been hearing there was a larger home in the next town where two sisters lived with their father. He heard they had powers as well. He knew the one sister was a witch, wasn’t sure about the other girl but had a feeling she would be too since the one was. He began to think that he was going to need some help if he was going to appease the angel and learn more about the girl. First, he would need to friend the women and help them with their magic. 

John said goodbye to his mother, something he had done all of his life if he was going to be gone for more than a few hours, and asked Lilith to join him. Having a woman with him might help his cause. He had gained control over his powers and was very good at moving from one area to another with ease. When they appeared before the castle, he smiled.

There was something about this castle that made him feel at home—he wasn’t sure what it was. It was like it had been created for him. The castle was grand, had large windows, made of stone and rock with unusual markings on them, and had an eerie feeling to it like it was haunted. “Lilith, this castle is magnificent. When I rule over the earth, this shall be my home.”

“Yes, and it would make a beautiful home for you, John. Come; let’s make some new friends, shall we?” Lilith said.

They approached the door and rang the doorbell. A man with a fine suit answered the door. He was old and frail, at least John thought so. 

“I’m here to see the sisters,” John said as he grinned.

“And who’s calling, sir?” the man asked.

“I am the man who’s about to make their dreams come true,” he said with an attitude. He was willing to send this man to another dimension if he wouldn’t allow him to see the sisters.

The old man turned away and left the door, half-open. It was as if he was letting them know he would return.

Lilith stood behind John as they waited for the sisters to come to the door. They finally answered the door, and John could not believe his eyes. They were so young. 

One of the sisters, the older one, smiled at them. It appeared she had recognized John. Her eyes had widened as her smile grew. “Sir, please enter,” the girl said. He was sure others would know of him, even two towns over but she didn’t fear him and the other girl did nothing, which also surprised him. But this older sister was more of a surprise; her smile was sweet and revealed something else. And even though her eyes were wide, there was something sinister behind it, which made John feel something else. He didn’t know what it was, but something was sparked the moment he looked at her.

John and Lilith followed the young girl to a large room that was lined with shelves and too many books to count. He ran his finger along the edges of the books as he walked around the room. A vision appeared in his mind of him being in this very room much later in his life. He smiled and turned to the young girl. “This is where I was meant to be,” he told her.

“I’ve had dreams of you, sir. I know who you are, and I will follow you to the depths of Hell if you’d allow me, sir,” the young girl said.

The other girl just stood there at the doorway. She did not enter the room. There was something about her that John did not like. “Is your name Myra?” he asked her.

“Yes, it is, but how did you know? You’ve only met us today.”

“I know many things, mostly from others. I’m here to see your sister, if you don’t mind. You may leave.” He didn’t see any threat with her and thought it would be better just letting her be for now. He came for the young lady before him. She was young, but she’d be a good student for him and an even better follower. He could see it. But he felt something else in the room.

“Is something bothering you, sir?” the young woman asked.

“Has this castle ever been somewhere else?” he asked her.

“No, it’s always been here. Why do you ask?”

“I feel something else in this room. I feel as though I’ve been here before, but it wasn’t here in England.” Another vision appeared in his mind, and he looked at the woman. “Do you have a cellar?”

“Yes, it is below our feet. Would you like to see it?” The girl led John to the lower rooms and showed him the cellar. He looked at the floor in amazement. 

“What are you looking for?” she asked with a sweet voice.

“It isn’t here, but it only means it hasn’t happened yet. I had a vision.”

“You have the power of sight?” She drew nearer.

He took her by the hand and gazed into her eyes. “I do. Come, we must not waste time. Lilith and I will train you. There is a war, and I need you in my army.”

“Thank you, I would love to join you,” she said. She bowed her head and kissed his hand. It was something no one had done before. He enjoyed the attention. The Ancient Ones had given him the power of sight to see where he was going. This ability gave him the knowledge he would need. 

He kept the trainings secretive around the girls’ father. He even placed a magical bubble around them as they trained outside, keeping them hidden from the world. As much as he wanted to keep people in fear from what they were doing, he also knew there were too many witches of Light, so hiding the training sessions was the only way to keep their plans hidden. They even used the elements to help them train. Snow, rain, or sunshine—nothing was going to stop them from moving forward.

“My Lord, what do you have planned for today?” Feida asked him when he arrived. It was always the same question.

“Well, first, we need to make this sun go away. It is much too bright out today. So for today’s training, I want you to learn how to control the weather. I’ve done it, now I want you to do it.” Lilith stood behind him smiling.

As Feida studied the books in the library, seeking the right spell to use, the door chimed. The butler answered, and they could hear a man’s voice. He had heard the man’s voice before so he knew who the man was and didn’t like him. John noticed how Feida perked up when she heard the man’s voice. The man was Alden and he was Myra’s beau, but it didn’t stop Feida from liking him any less. “You know you can make the man yours if you use a little magic,” he told her. He didn’t like saying it but he wanted her to be happy. He hadn’t told her how he felt about her.

“Really? How?” she asked him.

“There are several ways. Take what’s yours, Feida.” 

“I like how you think, my Lord. Tell me more.” She kneeled at his feet as if to kiss them, but she only placed her forehead on them. “I want to learn your ways and become just like you. Show me how Alden can be mine, and my sister can become lonely. She was always our father’s favorite—she can tend to him as he lies dying in his bed. Then when he passes, and we inherit this castle, I
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