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Prologue

Lucifer paced around in
the darkness of his new home. The bleak, barren landscape stretched
out before him. It wasn’t pretty, and apart from a large volcano
that reached high into the sky, red-hot lava threatening to erupt
at any moment, there was nothing but miles of rocky
terrain.

‘You’re a disgrace. We
are so disappointed in you.’ Gabriel’s voice echoed inside his
head. The words were hurtful but none had cut so deep, as when
Michael had said, ‘I am ashamed of you. I no longer see you as my
brother.’

Disowned, kicked out of
heaven, and banished to the remote planet of Hell, Lucifer was
feeling a myriad of emotions. For the first time in his life, he
understood what it felt like to be lonely, but the hurt,
humiliation, and anger he was experiencing overshadowed everything
else.

At least in his new home
he was his own master, answerable to no one but himself. He could
make and follow his own rules, without the restrictions that
Gabriel had placed on them in heaven. Here he could be himself. He
was finally free, free to live the life he chose, but, looking
around the dark, desolate place, he felt anything but free.
Somehow, even though he was thousands of miles away, Gabriel’s
presence was still overwhelming.

Lucifer was a fighter,
and he vowed there and then that he would find a way to survive. He
would raise the planet up and make a kingdom of which he was the
master. He would build an army and train them to be the best
warriors ever, and then he could escape off this damn planet and
seek revenge on those who had betrayed him. He did not care how
much time it took as long as Gabriel and Michael got what they
deserved in the end.


Chapter 1

The smell of sweat and
impending death filled the small, dark room. The only sound was the
laboured breathing of the elderly man lying on the wood framed bed.
White, pillar candles flickered illuminating the faces of the
relatives standing weeping at his bedside.

The old wooden door
creaked open breaking the eerie silence, and Jenna McDonald, a
petite, young woman with long, dark, flowing hair, entered the room
carrying some burning incense, the scent mingling with the pungent
air. She approached the bed in a trance like state, avoiding eye
contact with the other occupants. Waving the incense backwards and
forward over the ill man, she chanted softly under her
breath.

‘Spirits of old, release
your hold. Close your eyes and your soul will rise, in this life
you shall breathe no more. I entrust your body to the everlasting
life beyond.’

The old man opened his
eyes slightly and looked at each of the people surrounding his
bedside, his lips moved but no words came out. His gaze lingered on
an old woman standing nearest him, lifting a shaky hand towards
her, a slight smile spread across his face, and then with a final
deep breath his eyes closed, his hand dropped to the blanket, and
he was gone.

The room went silent as
Jenna stopped chanting. She walked over to the window and opened
it. A strange white light settled over the bed, and a gust of wind
flew in and swirled around the room. The glow lingered for a moment
longer then faded away. Only Jenna could see the tall winged man
dressed all in white standing at the head of the bed. The angel
waited until the old man said his final goodbye before lifting his
spirit, taking it on the journey to a new eternal life. He glided
gracefully out of the window, circled a few times before ascending
into the clouds and disappearing altogether.

The first rays of the
morning sun came up over the horizon illuminating the bed in a warm
glow and a peaceful air descended over the room.

Hearing the sound of
broken sobs behind her, Jenna kept her back to the room, giving the
family a minute alone in their grief. She stood, watching the sun
come up on a new day, bathing the village of Defynnog below her in
a rainbow of colours.

Jenna eventually turned
from the window and started extinguishing the candles. Reaching out
to the elderly woman, she laid a gentle hand on her wrinkled brown
arm. ‘I am very sorry for your loss. Your husband is at peace
now.’

The woman looked up with
watery eyes filled with unshed tears, and patted Jenna’s hand.
‘Thank you.’ she replied, and turning back to the bed, she sat down
next to her husband and took his lifeless hand in her own. Slowly
and silently, the tears began to fall and her old shoulders shook
with emotion.

Jenna gathered up her
belongings and discreetly left the room. She had done her part, now
the family needed time to grieve in peace.

Carefully manipulating
the dark staircase she climbed down the steep steps and opened the
heavy door at the bottom. Stepping out into the sunlight, she
paused for a minute and closed her eyes. The warmth of the early
morning sun warmed her upturned face, and she took a deep breath,
welcoming the fresh morning air after being in the stuffy, musty
room.

Opening her eyes, she
suddenly felt extremely weary; performing these rituals always took
a lot out of her. Her legs were like lead as she started walking up
the cobbled street, and her head was throbbing with the tell-tale
signs of a migraine.

The stench of death still
lingered in her nostrils, her clothes were rumpled and dusty, and
she was in desperate need of a bath.

The town was starting to
come to life, sounds of traffic and voices started to fill the
silent air as people wandered out of their houses getting ready to
go to work.

Picking up her pace,
Jenna strode briskly down the road and then took a sharp left down
an alleyway, more to evade the townsfolk than in a rush to get
home. Her head was beginning to throb badly, and she desperately
needed peace and quiet. She appeared on a little street full of
grubby run down miner’s cottages on the outskirts of the town, and
walked quickly, head bent to avoid eye contact with anyone who was
about. Eventually the houses thinned, and she turned down a dirt
track at the end of the road. The landscape unfolded before her,
and stretched out ahead of her was nothing but the fields and hills
of the Brecon Beacons. She stopped for a moment taking it all in,
head swivelling from side to side surveying the exquisite scenery.
This really was her favourite view.

Hoisting her heavy bag
higher on her shoulder, she carried on walking, every step making
her headache worse. The hot summer sun beat down on her making her
more tired than ever, and all she wanted was to curl up in a ball
and sleep. At the pinnacle of the hill, she stopped to catch her
breath, and a welcome breeze hit her, cooling her slightly. Sinking
down on the lush, green grass, she sighed with relief. The
sweeping, panoramic view of the Welsh countryside extended for
miles in front of her. Purple heather grew over the hillside,
adding a bit of colour to the otherwise green landscape. Sheep
grazed in the fields beyond and in the distance, Pen Y Fan mountain
stretched high into the sky, its’ peak hidden in the clouds.
Jenna’s eyes scanned the valley below her, falling on a little
stone dwelling. The run-down house needed modernising, but it was
home.

A bird tweeting above her
brought her out of her daydreaming. Jenna sighed and rose to her
feet, every muscle in her weary body protested. ‘Another five
minutes,’ she thought, ‘and I can climb into my comfy bed and
sleep.’

She made her way
gradually down the hill and across the old, stone bridge under
which the clear mountain waters trickled. Pushing open the rotten
wooden gate, she ambled up the garden path, the sweet aroma of the
trailing blossoming roses reaching her as she neared the
house.

Unlocking the front door,
she stepped into the welcome coolness of the house and headed for
the kitchen where, judging by the heavenly smells, she knew she
would find her aunt Muriel.

Despite the early hour,
Muriel was already sitting at the table surrounded by a variety of
jars and pots, and was busy stirring something in a mixing bowl.
Jenna leaned against the doorway and took in the homely sight. The
sun streaming through the window cast an inviting glow around the
room, and the sounds of the birds chirping their morning song
drifted in through the open window. The kettle whistled on the
stove and the waft of sizzling bacon filled the air. ‘Oh it feels
good to be home at last,’ she thought.

Sensing her presence her
aunt squinted over the rims of her glasses. ‘Jenna dear, I didn’t
hear you come in. Come, sit down and eat some breakfast. You look
shattered.’

Jenna walked to the table
and bent down to kiss the old weathered cheek. ‘Morning Muriel.
It’s been an incredibly long night,’ she said as she sat
down.

Her aunt got up, poured
two mugs of tea and dished up the food as Jenna recounted the
events of the night before.

‘Gosh!’ Muriel said when
she finished. ‘Sounds like you had quite a night. At least he is no
longer suffering and is finally at rest, and by the look of you,
that is what you could do with, leave the dishes and go get some
sleep. The shop can stay shut for today.’

Jenna drained the last of
the tea, pushed herself wearily to her feet, and dragged her tired
body up the single flight of stairs. She climbed into bed without
even bothering to remove her clothes, and sinking into the depths
of the soft, comfortable bed, she was asleep the minute her head
hit the pillow.


Chapter 2

The sound of raised
voices echoed down the passageway angering the dark, brooding
masculine figure seated in his chambers. The voices swirled around
his head until he could take no more. Hoisting his immense height
into a standing position, he stalked angrily to the conference
hall, the chatter gaining in volume the closer he got to
it.

The hinges rattled on the
door as he thrust it open. His massive size blocked the doorway
casting dark shadows in the room.

‘Quiet!’ he
boomed.

He felt a slight
satisfaction as every occupant in the room jumped and recoiled at
the sound of his voice. The voices diminished, and silence
descended as they recognised the intruder. Pride filled him, as an
odd mixture of respect and fear spread across their faces, and he
straightened his spine, standing taller. One by one, they rose to
their feet and bowed their heads. He was their master and commanded
respect; to show disrespect would hail a punishment that no one
wanted to endure. He was Lucifer, the fallen angel, ruler of Hell
and the most influential demon in existence.

Lucifer walked
purposefully into the room, his heavy footsteps resounding around
the now soundless room. He made his way to the end of the room,
taking the two steps up to the dais in one stride, and came to a
stop before the chair which had purposely been left empty; his
throne. Ornate, and cast in solid gold it was the only piece of
furniture that brought any colour to the otherwise dark, shabby
hall. His loyal hounds rested either side of the throne, their wolf
like forms crouched ready to pounce and protect their master. Their
sharp fangs stuck out and saliva dribbled from their snarling
mouths.

Lowering his heavy frame
into the seat, he sat, drumming his fingers on the decorative arm
as he scrutinised the sea of anxious faces below him.

He could feel the tension
building around him. Everyone stood silently waiting for him to say
or do something.

Finally, he addressed
them, his deep voice cutting through the silence. ‘There is enough
trouble going on within our world, without arguing amongst
ourselves. Our world is weakening, as are our powers. We need to
work together to come up with a plan before it is too late. If we
don’t do something about it soon, then it will all be over, we will
be destroyed forever.’

His followers all nodded
and murmured in agreement.

‘The surrounding planets
are already full of the hate and evil souls that we need to save
our world. We must put our heads together and come up with an idea
to take them over and join these planets with our own. I want our
empire to become the greatest this universe has ever seen. I intend
to change the course of history, and I want each of you at my side
when we succeed!’

A cheer went up at this,
and everyone started talking at once, throwing suggestions at him
until he could not think straight.

The meeting went on long
into the night, but at last an idea began to form in his
mind.

He would think on it some
more and meet with his generals tomorrow, but now he needed rest.
With his powers waning, he tired easily. He rose to his feet and
immediately the room went quiet. As he walked out of the room,
everyone bowed in acknowledgement. The second the door closed
behind him the chatter started up again.

Lucifer could take no
more, what he wanted more than anything was solitude. He needed
time to himself to rest, recharge, and to think about what he was
going to do to survive. He hoped whatever he came up with, it
included exacting revenge on the ones who had destroyed his life,
and who at this moment threatened his existence. His own family.
His flesh and blood. The very people who had banished him from
Heaven hundreds of years ago to this dark, foreboding place, all
because of one simple mistake. A mistake he deeply regretted and
which he would pay for with the rest of his life.

He never intended things
to go as far as they did but Gabriel had side-lined him once too
often. Gabriel and the angels had gone to battle leaving Lucifer in
charge of Heaven. Restless and eager to experience combat, he
sneaked out to join them.

Lucifer managed to
convince the other angels that they would win the fight, and
undermining Gabriel’s authority he disobeyed his every command.
There had been many casualties that day, and defeated, the angels
withdrew back to Heaven. Furious, Gabriel and Michael blamed him
for the loss, so they banished him to Hell as punishment. Turning
their backs on him, they tried to pretend he did not exist. He had
shown them though. He built up a powerful militia putting them
through vigorous, daily training sessions and making
weapons.

A few years later he sent
word to his family requesting a summit. They agreed to meet on
neutral ground, on the planet Galant. They must have foreseen his
plan though, because they came with an army themselves and an
intense, gruelling battle followed. Sixty days on, both sides
grudgingly accepted there would be no victory, so they all
retreated back to their own worlds.

One hundred years later,
they met again, each trying to conquer the planet Ziygar. Lucifer
and his army suffered a humiliating defeat, and they once more
returned to Hell to lick their wounds.

To survive, the fires of
Hell needed igniting with dead souls. Due to his downfall at
Ziygar, he had lost his major source of fuel. The angels created a
fortress around the planet trapping the much-needed souls inside.
Lucifer and the demons were left with no choice, but to feed off
the inhabitants of the remotest planets in the galaxy, but even
those were becoming extinct and so the fires of Hell kept
diminishing. The demons were struggling for survival and the angels
were going from strength to strength. He had heard about their
recent takeover of the planet Earth, the largest of the planets
with an abundance of life forms.

Lucifer realised if they
were to survive, he needed to invade Earth and take control of it
away from the angels. He knew it would not be easy. Before his
banishment, it had been his responsibility to train the angel
soldiers. They were strong, but Lucifer determined that this time
he would not be defeated. Over the years, resentment had festered
away inside him, but it was slowly surfacing, and this anger was
what was going to drive him forward to success. His rage knew no
bounds, and he would severely punish everyone who had betrayed
him!

Thrusting open one of the
doors off the winding corridor, Lucifer stepped through taking him
into the central hub of Hell were they stored the souls of the
damned, and kept the fires burning. Deathly silence hailed his
entrance. The workers sat around despondently with nothing to keep
them busy. Glancing at the huge volcano, the focal point of the
hub, he noted that where before the screams of the eternally damned
would resonate from inside as they burned, it now stood in silence.
The lava river that usually gushed down from it at colossal speed,
warming the land, now trickled by. Smoky grey ash rained down
covering everything in sight. The chilliness of the air made him
shiver.

‘The saying a “cold day
in Hell” might be closer than anyone thought!’ Lucifer thought
grimly, remembering the phrase he had heard the humans say as he
observed Earth from Heaven.

Just then, the sky parted
and the shrieking of a dead soul penetrated the silence. It landed
inside the volcano causing it to spark, temporarily lighting up the
darkness. A dim red glow spread around the surrounding area making
the bleakness appear warm and inviting. Lucifer guessed it would
not last. With a heavy sigh he turned, going back indoors and made
his way to his chambers.

He entered his room and
stopped in front of a looking glass that hung on the wall. After
all these years, the person who stared back at him was a stranger.
His eyes narrowed and his nose wrinkled in distaste. A bald head
with two horns on either side of his skull had replaced his sleek,
ebony, shoulder-length locks. His smooth, pearly white skin was now
dark red and covered in scales.

‘Aargh.’ Lucifer
screamed.

Anger rose to the
surface, and succumbing to it he punched his fist into his hideous
reflection. The glass shattered upon impact, but Lucifer did not
care. What was seven years bad luck compared to the seven hundred
he had already endured? Gabriel and Michael would pay dearly for
what they had put him through.

A short while later the
sound of the door closing made him spin around, but he relaxed when
he saw the voluptuous female form of Lilith the seductress, his
queen. She looked drawn and weak, but he was glad to see there was
still a glint in her glowing green eyes. Like himself, she was a
fighter, and she rarely gave up until she had succeeded in her
task. He could not vouch for her faithfulness, but he was secure in
the knowledge that she was loyal to him, and she would stand at his
side and fight until their current problem was resolved. Motioning
to her, she gave a slight smile as she took the few steps to the
bed. Lying down next to him, she curled her body into his. Putting
his arms around her, a wave of protectiveness came over him. He had
to find a way to reignite the fires of Hell, for Lilith’s sake as
well as his own. His eyes closed and his last thought was that
tomorrow was going to be a long day indeed.

***

A new day dawned and
Lucifer woke refreshed and more robust than he had been the
previous day. As he slept, it became clear to him what he needed to
do; he had a strategy mapped out in his mind, now all he had to do
was to put it into action.

Striding purposely out of
the room, he went to seek out the only people he trusted who could
do things exactly as he wanted.

‘Beelzebub, Behemoth,
Clauneck, Frucissiere.’ His words echoed around the empty corridor
bouncing off the walls, making them appear louder.

Four heads poked out of
various doorways, and seeing who summoned their presence so
urgently, hurried forward. No one kept Lucifer waiting.

Lucifer disappeared into
the same room as the night before. They speedily followed him in
and shut the door behind them.

Lucifer paced back and
forth in front of them as they stood silently, each one taking note
of the stern unreadable expression on his face and trying
desperately to assess his mood.

He stopped pacing and
turned to them. Looking from one face to another, Lucifer noted the
many scars they possessed. He nodded in some kind of unspoken
agreement with himself. ‘Yes,’ he thought. ‘I have chosen
right.’

Out loud, his booming
voice reaching every corner of the room he said, ‘As you are aware
our world is crumbling, not enough dark souls are coming to us and
our powers are growing weaker. I have gathered you here because I
have come up with a plan and to carry it out, I need your help. In
the past, many years ago, we fought together, and I know there have
been times when we also fought against one another. Now we are on
the same side again I need you to fight with me once more, side by
side.’

They nodded their heads
in agreement, all aware of what would happen if they did not agree.
Painful memories stirred within them of the last time they had
crossed Lucifer and every one of them bore the scars to prove
it.

A long time ago, they had
endeavoured to overpower Lucifer and take command of Hell, but they
had lost the fight. Lucifer’s strength had been much greater than
theirs, and he had taken them down without even trying. They
admitted defeat and pledged allegiance to him and now he was their
master.

Over the years, they had
worked together and found that their abilities alone were
formidable but when combined, they were a force to be reckoned
with.

Lucifer outlined the plan
he had come up with to take over Earth and to force the angels out.
He explained exactly what he required from each of them. Small
smirks appeared on their faces.

‘At the moment control of
planet Earth lies with the angels, but the shield they erected
around it is relatively weak, so it should be easy to invade. We
will use one of the portals to gain entry. We will go a few at a
time so the angels will not suspect we are there. The ability to
transform our appearance is our weapon, and we will make use of
this, either by disguising ourselves as humans or by staying
invisible so no one can detect us. We will destroy the angels and
take possession of Earth and the evil human souls that live
there.’

‘Master.’ Clauneck said.
‘This is ingenious. This is by far the best plan you have come up
with yet.’

The other demons inclined
their heads in agreement.

Beelzebub chuckled and
rubbed his chubby hands together, ‘Oh this is good. Let the fun
begin.’

‘Behemoth you will go
first.’ Lucifer said as Behemoth nodded. ‘The portals can only be
opened by someone from the other side so be ready to leave when the
hole appears. Once you are there, I need you to locate the other
portals and open them up, and then I want you to find a safe place
that we can use for refuge.’

‘I won’t let you down
Master.’ Behemoth promised.

‘Good.’ Lucifer said. ‘Go
to the gates of Hell and wait for the portal to open hopefully it
won’t be too long.’

Behemoth departed and
Lucifer turned to the remaining demons issuing more commands. ‘Go
to General Abaddon at the barracks and choose some of his best
fighters. Then go the armoury and select the deadliest weapons you
can find and arm the warriors with them. Have them prepared and
ready to depart the minute I send word.’

‘I have a good feeling
about this,’ he thought to himself moments later, as he left the
room. ‘The angels won’t know what has hit them until it is too
late.’




Chapter 3

Jenna stretched
languorously before snuggling back into the comfort of her bed.
Curling back into a ball she willed herself to drift back off, but
a few minutes later she resigned herself to the fact that she was
wide awake. Her headache had subsided, although it still niggled in
the background. She lay for a while listening to the sounds of the
countryside as they floated in through the open window; the chirps
of the birds as they sung their evening song, the mooing of the
cows and the roar of a tractor engine in the distance as the farmer
ploughed his fields. She felt relaxed and refreshed.

Reluctantly opening her
eyes she rolled to her side glancing at the clock on the nightstand
and was startled to find it was five o clock in the evening, she
had been asleep all day.

Grudgingly leaving the
cosiness of her bed Jenna washed and changed before wandering
downstairs. The aroma of home-cooked soup accosted her nostrils,
and her stomach rumbled in response. Jenna had not realised until
that moment how hungry she was. She would have just enough time to
eat before her first customer came for their tarot
reading.

Following the noise of
the television Jenna went into the living room where Muriel sat in
her rocking chair beside the unlit fireplace, knitting, the needles
clicking together as they flew through the wool. Muriel glanced up
as Jenna opened the door, her fingers came to a halt and her old
wrinkled face lit up as she gave a welcoming smile, making her
appear younger than her seventy years.

‘Hello dear. Did you
sleep well?’ She asked.

‘Hi. I did, like a baby.’
Jenna said. ‘You should have woken me though, I hadn’t intended to
doze for as long as I did.’

‘I checked in on you a
few hours ago, but you were sleeping so soundly I didn’t want to
wake you. There is some broth on the stove if you are hungry. Help
yourself, I have already eaten.’

Jenna’s stomach growled
again, and she laughed, ‘I am absolutely starving.
Thanks.’

Jenna wandered into the
kitchen, and turned on the hob to cook her food. As she sat at the
table staring dreamily out of the window, a slight breeze filtered
in through the half-open stable door. She had not been this relaxed
in ages. For the past few months, random dreams and nightmares,
which she could not explain had kept her awake. Now, after a
much-needed rest, she felt like a new person and was ready to take
on the world and its challenges.

Jenna dished up her broth
and poured herself a tall glass of fresh orange juice. She took a
sip and the ice-cold liquid flowed refreshingly down her throat.
Sitting at the table she set about her food as if she had not eaten
in weeks. The rituals she performed took a lot out of her, mentally
and physically, and she was always ravenous for days afterwards.
Pushing the empty dish away, she sat back rubbing her
stomach.

As she cleared the dishes
away, a scratching noise caught her interest, and she turned in
time to witness a sleek black cat jump up and over the half open
stable-door mewing loudly. It approached Jenna and wound its way
around her legs.

‘Hello Magic.’ She said
as she bent down to smooth his silky fur. She picked him up, and
cuddled his warm body against her own.

Carrying him with her,
Jenna went back into the living room. Still sitting in the rocking
chair Muriel, her knitting lying discarded on her knees, rocked
back and forth, watching the evening news. Opting for the
comfortable armchair on the opposite side of the fireplace, Jenna
sat down settling the cat on her lap, idly smoothing
him.

The newsreader moved on
to the next story and Jenna turned her attention to the television.
A picture of a dark-haired, middle-aged man flashed up on the
screen.

‘The manhunt is still on for
armed robber Ricardo Belluchi and his accomplices who robbed a
major London City bank four days ago, getting away with almost two
and half million pounds. There have been reported sightings in the
Bristol and Newport areas and police believe they are heading in a
westerly direction and could be hiding out in the Welsh mountains.
Unconfirmed reports suggest that at least one of the men is
injured. The police urge that if you see them do not approach them,
these men are armed and dangerous. If anyone has any information
contact the emergency number which is flashing up on your
television screen now.’

Beside her, Muriel sucked
in her breath, ‘What is the world coming to? Nowhere is safe these
days. I should go and lock the back door, just to be on the safe
side.’

Muriel pushed herself to
her feet, and moving as fast as her aged legs would carry her she
left the room. Jenna smiled, her aunt could be very over dramatic
at times, but she supposed it would not hurt to be careful until
the men were captured.

Jenna shot to her feet as
a loud knock sounded on the front door. Placing Magic on the floor
by the fireplace, she hurried to answer the door.

‘Wait.’ Her aunt hissed
from behind as Jenna grabbed hold of the doorknob, ‘What if it’s
them?’

Jenna turned to her aunt
giving her a reassuring smile. ‘It’s probably Lucy Davies, she has
an appointment for a reading.’

With Muriel hovering
nervously behind her, Jenna turned the handle and pulled open the
door to reveal a woman in her thirties with shoulder-length red
hair.

‘Good evening Lucy.’
Jenna said. ‘Please come in.’

‘Hello Jenna. Muriel.
Sorry if I am a bit early.’ Lucy said.

‘That’s okay. Everything
is already set up. Follow me.’

Jenna led the way to the
back of the house to the rarely used dining room, a cool, dark
room, which never got the sun. Jenna involuntarily shivered as she
turned on the light. A round table stood in the centre of the room,
and the tarot cards were laid out on top.

‘Please take a seat.’
Jenna indicated one of the chairs then sat down opposite her. ‘Now,
I want you to close your eyes, breathe deeply and clear your mind.
Good. Open your eyes and focus all your attention on the cards. You
came here today with a question that you want answers to. I want
you to concentrate on the question, repeat it to yourself and then
choose ten cards. Take your time, and pick the ones your mind is
drawing you to most.’

Jenna sat watching the
intense concentration on Lucy’s face as she randomly chose the ones
that would help give her the answers she sought. After Lucy picked
the cards, Jenna arranged them in order. Each card depicted a
picture, which would tell a story of her past, give clarity and
insight to the present, and predict the future events. As she
interpreted the cards, Jenna hoped they would answer Lucy’s
questions and ease her troubled mind.

Twenty minutes later Lucy
departed looking happier and more relaxed. ‘Another satisfied
client’ Jenna thought to herself, as she put the money in the
takings box ready to deposit at the bank. She put the box back in
the cupboard, locked it, and set about readying the deck of cards
for the next customer. Jenna finished shuffling and spreading the
cards out just as a knock sounded at the door.

‘I will get it.’ She
called out to Muriel as she rushed to open the door.

‘Hello Mr Thomas.’ She
addressed the elderly man who stood on the doorstep. ‘Please come
in.’

‘Good evening Miss
McDonald.’ He said.

‘Call me Jenna.’ She said
smiling, trying to put him at ease. Leading the way to the dining
room, she ushered him inside before he could change his mind.
‘Don’t look so worried there’s nothing to be nervous about. Please
take a seat.’

Mr Thomas sat down,
wringing his hands together in his lap. Jenna explained the process
then asked him to choose his ten cards. At that moment the light
flickered above the table and a shiver went down her spine. At the
same time, a sombre aura descended over the room and Jenna took a
deep breath trying to draw extra air into her lungs as she started
to panic.

Across the table, Mr
Thomas eyed her curiously waiting for her to continue. She had
never experienced a reaction like this whilst conducting a reading,
but rather than dwell on what it meant she forced herself to
concentrate and turned over the first card, the five of pentacles.
This card indicated times of poverty and financial strife in his
life. As Jenna continued with the reading, it became clear that Mr
Thomas’s life had been a difficult one, and he had experienced much
heartache over the years. Each card she turned over filled her with
dread. The cards she didn’t want to see were all staring up at her;
the three of swords which represented sadness, betrayal and grief,
the devil card which indicated negativity and the tower which
suggested a big catastrophic change would be coming in his life.
Jenna’s heart ached for the quiet man who had come to her seeking
positive answers, but instead all he seemed to be getting was more
pain and misery.

‘Would you like me to
stop?’ She asked.

‘No please carry
on.’

Jenna had a hunch what
the last card would depict and her hand hovered above it reluctant
to turn it over. Keeping eye contact with Mr Thomas, she turned the
last card, glanced at it and gasped. She had predicted right, the
card she had expected to see, the death card, stared up at her. How
was she going to explain this? Her mouth turned to sandpaper, and
she swallowed hard a few times. She always hated it when this card
appeared. Without looking at him, she interpreted the card. He sat
unmoving and pale faced as she told him that he would suffer with
his health and his future would be short-lived.

‘I am so sorry you had to
hear this.’ Jenna said her voice thick with emotion.

Mr Thomas reached across
the table and patted the back of her hand. ‘Don’t fret. I had a
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