Chapter 12-  Shadowed Revelations: The Demon Awakes -
“ Take it girl! Take it! “ The man cried out as he stood over a light brown       haired girl in pale blue garb; “ See how much you like it! We’ll  all see how you fall! “

She was pinned down by a faint gold aura, held down under this man’s incredible strength. And he was a man. Of a 5’9 build, and a fair amount of weight on him. He was the weakest of the strongest: Number ten.

And she couldn’t move! She couldn’t break that spell which bound her. He was using one of the “ special ” medallions to accomplish this, and she was failing miserably to break it. Eyanda was calling to her. Telling her not to give up. She wasn’t giving up, she was just incapacitated at the moment.

“ And now, where is your talent taking you?! “ The man cried out. He was bitter. Bitter with pent up hatred against her: against her talent to combine spells, against her attempt to knock him from his fragile hold on power.

“ They’re always like this! “ Callistia fumed  from the stands, “Always, always, always! It’s not fair! ”

“ Now, Healer, “ Diamond-Opal began, “ You know that they’re all like this because of the fact that if she wins, he’s no longer in the top ten, and he’s upset, because he just got his foot in the door. “ She said, in her British accent, “ It’s a very tentative position. “

“  Blah. “ Callistia pouted, “ It’s still not fair. I think she’s more ill prepared than Moon Angel was. “

“ She may surprise you, healer. “ Diamond-Opal murmured. “ She is the soul of Moon angel, after all, and what’s rightfully just will always be retrieved. “ 

The child, to everyone’s amazement, rolled over on to her stomach. No one could understand this, because that was like leaving herself vulnerable. But this child, this unordinary child, had a plan. And she executed it.

The child was propelled back off the arena floor at an incredible force, right into the man, using her full body weight to knock the man to he floor. This broke his holding spell, and Celes used this time to prepare a light storm spell by combining her Water, Wind, and Earth spirit medallions with aid from her All-Purpose-Power medallion. She built it quickly, and hurled it with all her might at the enraged man. It sent him flying end-over-end, and into one of the arena walls. She stood, and wiped away a trickle of blood from around her eyes that had been caused by an upper level wind spell aided by an upper level medallion. The effect had been that of razored disks of wind.  Then, the man had placed the hold spell on her, so she hadn’t had the chance to clean up. Now, as she wiped away the blood and used a heal spell on herself, it gave the 4’8 girl an eerie air about her. 

The man stood up. Celes attacked him with a fire spell, and then a wind spell. He was thrown again and again into the wall, and finally, when he did get up and rush her, he was flung back by a mysterious force. It was like hitting a wall. He tried it again. And again. And again, but to no avail.

“ What the hell is this? What are you doing?! ” The man screamed, enraged. 

“ I’m not doing anything! “ The bewildered girl cried , holding her palms outward. But from the stands, angels, guides, souls, castle and arena personnel, and  even the royal couple saw it all: somehow, Celes’ aura was reacting with one of the medallions the man had equipped! And it was giving her a forcefield of the auratic type 2, called an “ Aura-Physica “ shield, in essence, giving her a shield against magic and physical attacks. And the couple knew which one was doing it: the one she would steal from this man at the end of the battle-

The Uplift Eurn Light Medallion.

She looked through the haze of a bright, multicolored field that flickered in and out with time to the movements of the man. All she saw was him, now barely strong enough to stand, flinging himself at her repeatedly. 

It really didn’t do him any good, she thought, running yourself over and over into a blockade isn’t the best of ways to break or get around it. But, she was not that man: He was himself, and so be it if he wanted to guarantee his own defeat. Finally, after a few more minutes of this, he slid down at the foot of the field, and lay there stoically at her feet.  He lifted his face, and looked up at her shocked visage.

“ You may call yourself, “ He mumbled, “By a derivative of her name. You may even have her soul, but you will never be anything like our Moon Angel. “ And with that, he passed out cold. The PA blared.

“ Attention! Called battle! Final champion, Ce- er, Malakia Mwezi! The new Ten of the Top Ten! “

The crowd blared it’s enthusiasm all at once. Diamond-Opal covered her ears and hunkered down, while the Healer stood, and cheered the loudest of all. Jesus and Terra stepped down, and showed Celes how to absorb the power of the newly won medallion. Her face was beaming in confused glory: she had won! She was happy about that, but, why had that man said what he said?

Why did he say she had the soul of a deceased hero of Heaven?

The days drug by, slow and rainy. Celes wouldn’t have minded it, but it meant she was stuck in the house. With them. And they were evil.

Well, not in the sense that their mother was evil in. They were just bratty, spoiled kids. However, though Celes couldn’t put her finger on it, her Stepmother…she just had something wrong about her. It wasn’t the way she treated Celes. That was bad, but not just normal bad. She seemed sinister. All her actions did. She even took a shower, and it seemed evil. But wait…had she ever taken a shower? 

She never announced it, and Celes never heard water running. That made her nervous. What were the first signs…

“…of a demon. You children, as magicians, need to be able to detect the presence of a demon in your domicile. They will be there. At one point or another. “ A woman said to the classroom of student magicians. She had dark brown hair, and hazel eyes, with a Russian accent to her voice. Another magician child, a thin, wispy boy, raised a trembling hand. 

“And, no, we are not TRYING to scare you. “ She said, through thin lips. The boy put his hand down, as usual. He asked that question a lot. “ But it is something everyone should know. If Moon Angel had known this, she might have identified the demon that courted her mother, and launched a surprise attack on him. “ The instructor continued. 

Moon angel. Everything came back to her. Who really was that girl?

“ The first sign of a demon- they hate water. They despise it. You will never see a demon swim, shower, or bathe. Nor will you see them take a drink. Ever. No matter how evolved they may become, or what host body they may possess. It is a basic demon survival instinct to avoid water as much as possible, as demons are an inhabitant of the lower pits of hell.

“ Secondly, a demon will display inhuman characteristics of violence. Killing puppies or kittens. Birds. Slugs. Anything to satisfy that bloodlust daily. A household with a demon will have no pets, or pets that frequently “run away”. Another way they cover this is by cooking the dead animal, and serving it up to the family as “chicken” or “ pork ” or “ beef ”. Fish are not an issue, as they are an aquatic creature.

Next, demons have odd hair and eye colors. Everything is matte black. Everything. Hair, eyes, and nails. Nails can be toted as polished, so be extremely careful about that, as in the case of Edex, a major demon who tried to kill Moon Angel, her love, and the thousands of years free floating spirit of Diamond-Opal. She posed as an art teacher at a local high school in Moon Angel’s area, and people passed it off as just “another eccentric art teacher ” . Rule number one should be to always check things out against the list. Later, I will tell you a funny rhyme to help you remember this list.
 

“ Again, next, the demon will be extremely anti-social, and not know to, or forget  how to do basic things. Also, the demon will be subject to loud fits of rage for no apparent reason.

Finally, a demon will have a deep, black, oily aura, or lack of one. When you are all trained to recognize auras with your sixth sense, you will be able to see this for yourself. “ The teacher put down her book. “Are there any questions? “ She asked. No one raised a hand. 

“Alright, then here is the rhyme: “ She took a deep breath.

“ Any three, Demon it be-

match against the list;

Lacks of showers, at any hours,

Check the list and see!

Dull all-over black-

Love of fatality, and lack of sociality,

Aura lacking, or onyx and oily,

Yes indeed any three,

Demon it must be. “

“ That doesn’t rhyme very well! “ A little boy had shouted out. He was forced to memorize it on the spot.

It was kind of like the poison oak rhyme “Leaves of three, leave it be.“ She was starting to memorize it. Actually, she had it mostly memorized. But, now that she did think about it, her stepmother fell under at least 3 of the signs. This shook Celes to the core. Could there really be a demon sleeping right next to where she slept?! She would have to keep watch, and see. If her stepmother was a demon, she would have to alert Heaven, and Jesus and Terra would know what to do. 

They argued. Her, and Him. His soul was like etched glass. And he was still in denial; still young. Of course, she was young too, but he was young in a different way- only physically. That line-traced soul of his seemed to stretch out into Eternity, with no beginning and no end, but with all the belligerence of the Plane inbetween.

“ My Child.”

“ Master. “

“This is my soul. “

“ In this cup? “ The child asked. The red tinged aura seemed to glare.

“ Of course in that cup! “ Caretaker Akana screeched, “ How do you think we’re supposed to defile a ritual if we don’t follow the ritual!? You stupid, STUPID Bi- “

Satan didn’t need to move a non-substantial muscle. Akana flew across the chamber as if she had been struck, and smacked into a wall. 

“ Do not address the child that way. She could annihilate you within seconds if she would wish.”

And it was true. This girl had gained such immense power in nine years! Soon, she would be able to inherit all of Satan’s sealed powers. Yes…all of the power that 

Jesus and Queen Terra had sealed away. Deep within the depths of the palace, that silver guilded monument to all that was wrong with human nature, lurked his true powers. With those, he could easily overthrow the Royal couple and any armies they so chose to throw at him single handedly! However, there was a catch. There always was. They had made the seal so that it recognized him, and so he would be attacked on sight. However, the child…she would be unrecognizable, and thus the main element of a perfect plan.

“ And eat this, this is my body. “ There was a faint disc of energy in the Child’s hand. She absorbed it without question.

Soon, when the Child was of Earthly teenage years, she would first step foot in the Mortal Plane, and hunt down the Child of Jesus and Terra, and then take over Heaven from the inside out.

It was a good plan. All the elements of a perfectly Evil one as well. (Evil as in with the capital “E”) and she was close to that time. Only five more Earthly years. Like seconds to him. He had waited eternities for this day, and so five more years he could wait.

The Child looked at Him, and wondered what he was thinking. He turned a smirking gaze upon her while the Caretaker lay slumped in the corner under a torch that spit firey blood light upon the walls and arched bone ceiling.

“ Come here to me Child. “ The half-human shaped figure of Satan commanded.

“ Yes, O Evil Master.” She replied, and went to him.

He wondered in the back of his mind of his mind how that well-rounded Succubus of his was doing.

E'trein was busy plotting. Busy thinking. That lower-level demoness who was training the child, why was it her? She was headstrong. Irrational. Impatient and tempramental. Those were not qualities that should be passed on to the Daughter of Evil. 

She stood by the sink, pretending to drink coffee by pouring it down the drain in little bits while the Child of Heaven’s father sat at the table reading the morning paper.  He had been the easiest to bring under the Dark influence. He had such a weak and gullible soul. Almost a mindless minion by now.

Turning the children had been a bonus. An accident really, but a bonus. They would make lovely Satanists later on with their now inky-dark auras; Their mother, who’s body she was now posessing, hadn’t taken time to teach her kids about religion. She held none herself. That was why she had been easy prey. The Child, however... she wouldn’t turn. Wouldn’t faulter. Heaven’s strength was legendary, but Satan had made it so that Jesus and Terra couldn’t interfere, so this was all on the child’s own. That child... many times, she had tried to kill her. Accidents. Mishaps. Even the children were assisting. She should have died. And that damn Guide Spirit! E'trein couldn’t discern it’s true form, but it seemed cat-like, or even ferret-like. That damn thing was a problem too.

“Time to go to work, Dear.”  E'trein smiled as she said ths to Celes’ father, “Don’t want to be late!”

“Oh, yes. You’re right. “ He said, and walked woodenly out of the house, leaving his paper and cup on the table.

She poured the last of her black coffee down the drain and rinsed out her cup. Soon, she would have to face the child head on. No child, blessed by Heaven, magician or not, could stand up to a higher-level demon, or demoness for that matter. A showdown would be what it all boiled down to. However, she would try one last attempt on Celes’ life. In all that she had been trained in the Dark arts, she knew a few things coincided with like fundaments in heaven. One of that was the role of the 4 Positions- Familiar, Favorite, Final, and Foreign. 

And a powerful element was Celes’ Foreign.

Diamond-Opal tossed and turned down in her bed in the Earthly Plane. It was a dream... no, a nightmare. Heaven was orange and red, streaked in flame. Snow had fallen, and there was a girl, she was bloody and battered, lying on the ground, bathed in flame. She wore a rose colored dress, and a purple cape, just like all the pictures of the Famous Moon Angel from the history books. But it wasn’t Moon Angel. The hair color was all wrong. Moon angel was blonde. This girl had light brown hair. Flames surrounded her as she lay prone and defenseless in the snow, the Heartwood Staff lying tossed aside from her, glowing faintly in the snow. 

Diamond-Opal began to cry in her sleep, wrenching, heaving sobs. People ran into her room, tried to wake the girl, but it was no use; She was trapped in the nightmare. They shook their heads, said it was because she was so sickly, and left quietly, checking in on her every five minutes. Meanwhile, the British girl dreamed on...

In the background, closer to the city of Heaven, there were shadowy figures. Diamond-Opal looked closer. They were crosses. Crusification crosses. She wept madly now. It was the end of Heaven! Demons were everywhere! She could hear their laughter as they gleefully imprisoned or distroyed innocent souls on their spree of devastation. 

Then, out of the shadows, came a man. He wore clothes of the popular persuasion- knee length jeans shorts, and a white t-shirt. And over his head, rose the widest span of pitch black wings she had ever seen. And he was headed right for the Moon Angel girl.

“NO!” Diamond-Opal cried out, “Leave her alone! Bloody demon!” But she wasn’t really there, and he paid her no heed. He picked up Moon Angel’s prone body, and where he touched, her wounds bound together of their own accord, and her dress magically mended it’s rips and tears. The blood even disappeared. 

The girl opened her eyes, and he set her down. She picked up the Heartwood Staff in one hand, and outstretched the other, and suddenly, a gold light enveloped the area, and the darkness, flames, and demons were driven away. All the damage was gone, and it looked like nothing had  happened. Diamond-Opal was shocked.

“ Moon Angel, how-? “ The girl began as the man faded, but the woman cut her off.

“ I am no longer Moon Angel, Diamond-Opal. Just as you are no longer the Diamond-Opal I once knew. “ She said softly, almost sadly, “This time, I am M- “

The nightmare cut there. Diamond-Opal woke up screaming, but instead of her parents and nurse running in to her, it was her Court. 

“Diamond-Opal-San!” Cried Sapphire, “We’s so worried for you!”

“We thought...you had been posessed.” Onyx stated blandly, Emotionless as usual.

“We’ve sent for the Royal Couple; It will be alright, my friend. ‘Amethyst said in her soothing Native language.

“Just relax here, there you go!” Rose Quartz smiled as she propped Diamond-Opal up on pillows upon the dias. 

“It was horrible...” Diamond-Opal began after the Royal Couple had come, “Heaven had been taken over by Satan, and everyone was dead, even Moon Angel, until this man with black wings revived her, and then she released this wave of gold light and everything was alright, except, that she told me she wasn’t Moon Angel, but before she said who she was, I woke up here!”

“ Demons overrunning Heaven? “ Terra said, “That’s simply awful!“

“ Do you understand what this means, my dear? “ Jesus turned to Terra.

“Unfortunately, yes...” She said sullenly. She took a deep breath. “I think it’s time for them to know, if they don’t already. “

“Know what, Miss Terra?” Garnet queried.

“ Satan is launching an attack. We don’t know when, we don’t know how. We do know that he tried to distroy Moon Angel’s soul in her final hour, but she was strong, fought back, and begged Terra to reincarnate her, as she had seen a glimpse of Satan’s plan. Terra did this immediately, and now Moon Angel, is unfortunately, her own Grandaughter.” Jesus explained.

“ But how? “ Peridot exclaimed, “Who is this girl!?”

“ Celes. “ Terra stated quietly, “ Going under the guise of ‘Malakia Mwezi’. You must tell no one, including her, until the time is right.“

Ruby gasped, “But, ‘Malakia Mwezi’ is- “

“Swahili, “Jesus said, “Swahili for ‘Moon Angel’.”

“Oh no! “ Diamond-Opal cried. “That means-!”

And then she passed out from exhaustion on the dias.

“Believe in yourself. “ Callistia told Celes as she slipped on her mask to go into battle. This is for the second Curse medallion. And whatever medalion you desire off your opponent. “ She added, with a  wry smile.

“I don’t wanna hurt anyone. “ Celes stated again. “I’ll win if I can, but that’s all I’ll promise.” 

“You sound so much older than ten years, Celes.” The Healer smiled and placed a hand on her head.

“No more ‘Celes’, please. I’m ‘Malakia Mwezi’ now, Callistia.”

“Fair enough.” Callistia said. “May I call you ‘Malakia’ for short?” Celes thought about this for a second.

“Um...I guess it’s ok.” She finally conceded.

‘Art thou prepared?’ Eyanda asked telepathically, ‘Have you practiced using the Urn Uplift Light Medallion?’

“Yeah!” Celes smiled, “It can be used to disp-dispen-dispel, dispel darkness, earth, and wind attacks. It is classificated as a “light” Medallion.” She stated proudly.

‘Er...One believes thou meanst “classified”, and thou art forgetting that ere medallion canst also dispel, and even reflect offensives of the flamed persuasion.’ 

Celes looked blankly at Callistia.

“ It can reflect fire attacks, as well as shield you from them .” Callistia translated.

“Oh. “ Celes said. Then she motioned for her to bend over so that she could whisper something to the kimonoed girl.

“Can we make him stop talkin’ like that?” She whispered in Callistia’s ear. The Healer chuckled softly.

“Afraid not, Ce- er...Malakia. “ She stuttered. “It’s a dialect.”

‘It doth be a proper, ne, even noble form of speech!’ Eyanda sputtered.

“Please don’t upset the medieval critters. It causes discontent.” Callistia said jokingly to Celes/ Malakia.

‘Whom dost be a “critter” ?’ He screeched as the two females entered the Arena. ‘Anon! I dost be conversing with thou! Hey! Wait for One!’ The little red fox cried as he scampered after them. 

“Eagle Feather Charm- to me now!” She cried in the Magician’s language and lept into the air to avoid Malakia’s spell. The channeled wind raced under her and into the wall. 

‘Eagle Feather Charm? A special medallion!’ Malakia Mwezi thought to herself. ‘I want that if I win.’

“ And Burning Starlight dodges the attack with the power of levitation! “ The p.a announced, “ What will Malakia Mwezi do next? The next move is hers. ”

Think Celes, think. Wait....that’s your problem! You’re not Celes anymore! You’re Malakia Mwezi, so think like Malakia would. What to do? What to do? She’s in the air. Use an un-grounded area-affect spell. An upwards one. But, what would make it go up? Wind...and...what?

Then, she had it. It had “uplift” in the name, didn’t it? It wouldn’t hurt to try...

She pulled out the Uplift Urn Light Medallion, and her Wind Spirit medallion.


“What’s this? Malakia is going to use her newest medallion and, uh, she’s combining it with..a wind spell?! Oh, this is gonna be good folks!” The announcer narrated excitedly. 


Wow, he’s exciteable. Malakia thought as she created a base for her spell. This might not even work. They had just been going around in circles for fifteen minutes. They were evenly matched in power. It was kind of...boring.


How am I being so calm?! Malakia thought to herself as she climaxed the spell, getting ready to send it. This isn’t me! But then again, I am being someone else; In a sense. 


The spell grew larger and larger. She wasn’t paying much attention, but she was paying enough to watch it, to see when to let go.

Now....

Just as she let the spell go, her world seemed to fluxuate, straining out into long, thin strands of color. She felt herself being stretched every which way, then her vision snapped, and all was darkness for a split second. Then, she saw reality, and it hit her cold. 

Diamond-Opal burst into the arena just as this ended and Celes’ form shot froim the floor. “Jesus! Queen Terra! Someone, anybody! Malakia is in trouble- I had a-“ The British girl stopped dead, her Court flanking her, when she saw the residue of the unfinished spell hanging in the air where the light brown haired girl had once stood. The young head of The Court of Jewels dropped to her knees in the middle of the Arena doorway.

“ I’m too late! “ She screamed in her unmistakable accent, “ I was one second too late!”

