Book 2- “The Age of Midday”

Prologue


A warm bed, a place to be happy... It wasn’t exactly what she needed- but it was close. She needs to be happy, even if for a little while. Although she was descended from an infinately powerful lineage, nay, reincarnated from a being of powerful lineage, she was still only ten years old; Still a little girl. It ached in his heart to see her so sad, although he was sometimes a stern  educator himself. But she would make it... somehow.

The little red fox sat on the large featherbed at his young mistress’ feet, his insubstantial tail waving back and forth slowly in a pool of moonlight. This was a nice rest for the weary girl and her spirit guide. After being out on the streets for almost two weeks, these six days under the roof of a couple named Andy and Sara seemed almost like Heaven. But then, nothing was ever like Heaven. Heaven was unpredictable, wild at times, and the city below had a life of it’s own for the souls, and it thrived all on it’s own. Heaven was what the little girl needed; There was a full moon in two days. Then she would be almost completely happy. However, one thing would be missing.


Granted, Andy and Sara were working on it. Trying to find that missing piece. They tried the internet, the police, the phone book, milk cartons, The Lost Children’s Society, even flyers, but to no avail. She couldn’t be whole again until she was back with her again- back with her mother, where she belonged.


She had been separated from her for about five years. Her mother had fallen into despair; The child had fallen into a nasty spiral of severe depression- she wouldn’t move, wouldn’t eat, wouldn’t sleep for days on end. Her father, who had taken her away from her mother out of spite, had kept her locked in his old apartment for many weeks, with only limited food and water while he romanced a woman possessed by a demoness employed by Satan, who knew who the child really was. He then came and moved her in with the demoness, whom he married and made her stepmother. A couple of years went by, and finally the demoness made her move, and tried to kill the child by burning her alive. She then slew the demoness, escaped with only the nightgown she had been sleeping in, her constant companion and trainer, a spirit fox named Eyanda, and her life. 


The child had then wandered the streets, eating food out of garbage cans and sleeping in shopping carts, when the couple found her at a fast food restaraunt scrounging for in the trash cans. They offered her food, board, and were assisting her with finding her lost mother. They were some of the nicest people she had ever met, and this new turn of events made her think that everything was finally going to be alright.


Little did the child know that the worst was far from being behind her. A new power was rising, something evil, deep, dark and sinister- moving upwards, concieved of the cruelest evilest heart ever imagined. She was a living war machiene, set to kill only one target- the one who would become the new champion of Heaven, forced reborn and made to struggle to the top. A child whom Satan would try to make sure had a life filled with letdowns and turmoil. But her destiny would not be so- she was destined to rise up again, like she once was, and fight the most sinister evil the world has ever been faced with alone. That small child would need to grow as that evil grew too. She had to be stronger, and faster, and even better than her predecessor behore her. She would use her old knowlege as a springboard for the new, and become like never before.


It was about four thirty in the morning. Sunrise would come soon, and then midday. Dusk would be upon them and give birth to the many stars that wandered the skies. Then the cycle would repeat, and the dawn would come anew.

