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CHAPTER 1: CAEDEN’S WORLD 

Many influences come together to create a person. On the surface a baby is always created by 

combining two individual cells, but this physical act does not create the person. Sex does not 

create the soul. It merely creates a housing; the body. No, the soul's design happens long 

before the body is born. Several beings, each with their own purpose and desires, may 

contribute to the design. 

 Discovering the influences of our creation can be an enlightening experience. These beings 

contribute to our understanding of individual identity, mannerisms and purpose. Most people 

strive to discover the reason for their existence, so it's sad that the majority of people barely 

scratch the surface. Most give up before getting anywhere. 

As I realiserealize what it means to be who I am, I still don't have a core understanding. My 

comprehension of the basics of my purpose is emerging, but I don't understand how that will 

evolve. What will to happen to me? What will to happen to the world? Fear and a sense of 

great responsibility isare present. What if I fail? 

 

Everything began when I still considered myself human. Born in the usual manner, I received 

my fair share of human problems. Never knowing my father, I struggled as much to achieve 

my goals. My as my mother did struggled asbeing a single parent. The loss and failures I 

experienced led me to conclude I was a complete fuck-up. I lost my sense of purpose. I lost 

that childlike drive and motivation and instead found comfort in mind-numbing substances. It 

became easier to allow my life to be deadened and dissolved by them. I didn't care if I killed 

myself with the drugs. Nobody cared any way. 

The only thing, besides the drugs, that ever gave me solace was my spirituality. I didn't 

believe in God. Why did terrible things happen if he existed? Was he not supposed to be 

caring and omnipotent? But, not having faith in God did not mean I didn't consider the 

possibility of 'something'. I hoped there was something out there. I believed in the afterlife. In 

Angels, reincarnation and the soul. I still do, more so than ever. 
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Back then, I wanted to reach out. I hoped to escape the hell hole I inhabited. After joining a 

series of spiritual groups, I aimed to learn everything and access whatever was possible. 

Many of the groups I went to helped clean me up a few times. A few gave me direction. Most 

gave me hope, but I always met with a dead end. Nothing eventuated, and hope disintegrated. 

Every time, I returned to the only escape from reality I knew. That was until I met Caeden. 

I met Caedenhim at one of my spiritual group ventures. The group itself yielded the same 

results as other groups, but Caeden appeared different. We radiated towards one other and 

spent hours talking. He presented himself as more spiritually connected and self-aware than 

other people I had met. Only after a few sessions getting acquainted did he attempted to 

explain his existence. Whilst human in flesh, his soul was not. He was, so he told me, a gate 

keeper; part elven-Demon, part deity. He was training in the underworld (part of the astral 

realm, he called it) for battle and other duties of his post. At first I laughed at the notion. It 

sounded too far-fetched, and at first, his stories convinced me he was delusional. The whole 

story had to be mere fantasy. Then he told me he could showshowed me. 

I found Caeden's claims intriguing. Comparable to others, he spoke of wonderful worlds and 

astral friendships. Unlike others, he came to the table with a claim of proof. I had heard many 

excuses attempting to avoid this burden. 

"Oh, it's something you have to experience for yourself.” 

 

"You can only access the realms via your dreams and they're different for everyone.” 

 
 

"It's such a personal experience. There's no way I can prove it to you. You need to have 
faith." 

But Caeden differed from the rest. There were no defensive justifications on why he couldn't  

tell me. He candidly said "I can show you, but you need to be ready,.” followed by a genuine 

offer to help me. 
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It was at this point that our friendship blossomed. Caeden fascinated me. While a few years 

younger than me, he appeared older than his age. He spoke as someone with wisdom. He 

spoke as someone with a history of experience. Despite being outlandish, his spoken 

experiences exerted honesty and plausibility. 

Caeden had an exciting life. He received training from Hades, had relationships with known 

Goddesses and constant battles with Demons. He had deep and meaningful discussions with 

old dragons. What's more, he had his own purpose and heritage in the astral world, and he 

knew where he belonged. Fantasy, right? Yet, when he spoke of it... you couldn't help but 

believe he was telling the truth. I wanted to trust him, and I hoped that he was being honest 

when he told me he'd show me. I hoped I wasn't being an infatuated girl, deluded by my 

dreams of more. 

For me to access Caeden's world, he told me I needed to be clean. The drugs dulled the 

senses and prevented focus. He said that I needed to detoxify the chemicals to clarify my 

mind and open myself to the astral world. 

"For you see," he told me, "if you are not sharp, you open yourself to attack." 

Not only did I have to give up my security blanket, Caeden expected me to exercise. Caeden 

told me it was important for me to get in shape, to make sure my body and mind reached 

optimal condition. For weeks I worked out with him. We jogged in the park and had regular 

meals together. Occasionally, we spent nights in theoretical discussions intended to clarify 

my thinking. It was hard.  

It was tiring and emotionally painful. I wanted to give up and often wondered if it was worth 

it. But Caeden knew how to help raise me from my lows and make me appreciate myself. 

I can't remember precisely now how long it took, but there came a day when I 

realisedrealized I was no longer considering the why. It didn't matter why I was exercising. It 

didn't matter why I avoided my temptations. I didn't focus on what I was doing, but instead I 

noticed that I was enjoying the moment. I was enjoying myself,; I relished being with 

Caeden, and I no longer needed to escape. There was no longer a burning desire to have an 

outcome, and if it never came, I was happy with being just where I was. It was then that 
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Caeden told me it was time. I was ready to be shown his world; to discover the astral and 

begin the journey into learning my true identity. 

# 

Caeden had stuffed a small camo- coloured backpack with supplies. He had taken my hand 

and was leading me on a convoluted journey through dense woodland not far from his house. 

The animal tracks and makeshift paths were barely visible. This only exacerbated the 

desolation and remoteness of the place. A feeling not reduced by the darkness falling in the 

night sky. Visions of horror stories, ending with murder in the woods, came to my mind. My 

thoughts ran wild with the fear of being slaughtered and our bodiesmy body never being 

found. 

Despite feeling completely disorientated and scared, Caeden's confidence eased my 

trepidation. He continued to hold my hand as we weaved past the low fronds that reached out 

like green hands trying to grab us. Thick branches, stretching across our path, declared we 

were walking a track rarely travelled. As we ducked under them, it was obvious Caeden was 

familiar with the surroundings. Not once did he slow his pace or falter. Not once did he falter. 

After what felt like at least an hour, the woods thinned and we came to a clearing. The 

spectacular view was illuminated only by the light of the full moon. What appeared to be a 

shimmering, moss filled lake lay before us. As we approached, it became obvious the 

intricate, patterns belonged to stone. An outcrop of green banded gemstone lay before us. It 

appeared untouched by Humans, and I could hear a soft humming that seemed to come from 

the stone itself. 

"Come." Caeden led me to the centre of the stone and we sat, facing each other. He took out a 

solitary white candle from his bag and stood it between us. "Do you trust me?" 

Do I trust himyou? What kind of question wasis that? I had let this manyou lead me, alone, in 

the dark, to the middle of the woods. Of course I trusted him! "Yes". 

After lighting the candle, Caeden took both my hands in his and instructed me to close my 

eyes. We sat, in silence, listening to the soft hum. It took on a rhythm reminiscent of tribal 
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dancing, and I could imagine myself moving to the beat of the music. I could sense energy 

pulsating through Caeden's hands, and it matchedmatching the rhythm of the humming. 

Instinctively, I allowed my breathing to match it as Caeden talked me through a meditation. 

Intense sensations bolted through my body as Caeden spoke. Tiny bumps prickled my skin as 

my entire being throbbed. My consciousness faded as my thoughts turned to darkness. A 

stream of white specks of light, seeming to come from my closed eyelids, raced through the 

black. I felt as though I was travellingtraveling through space before the stars changed to a 

cascading stream of colour. The movement of the patterns slowed and my breath became 

more controlled and focused. My body and mind united as one. Caeden let go of my hands, 

and they softly lowered to the ground beside me, leaving me bonded to the rock below. This 

created a powerful connection, sending an impression of electricity throughout my body. 

"Open your eyes." As Caeden spoke the words, my eyes snapped open. The unexpected 

brightness blinded me, and I brought my hands up to rub my eyes as they adjusted. I assumed 

that we had transported to another place because we were no longer sitting on the rock we 

had begun on. Instead, we were in a well-lit, but otherwise empty room. Caeden smiled at 

me, with an 'I told you I could show you' look. "We're here." 

Caeden helped me stand up, and I looked around. While the room was obviously different 

tofrom where we had been, there was a sense of familiarity to it. The surroundings echoed the 

clearing on the rock, in the middle of the woods. As I looked around, I felt a vague 

impression we had never travelled anywhere. At least a dozen doors enclosed the circular 

perimeter, reminiscent of The Colosseum. 

"This is the world of light. It's a good starting place to get access to the astral, but you need 

not come here every time. When you get used to coming, you can start from anywhere and go 

to anywhere. You won't even need to come to the stone to focus. Come." Caeden was like a 

little boy showing off a treasured toy. He grabbed my hand and led me towards a door. "I 

want to show you my forge. When we get through that door, I want you to think about being 

next to me. You travel through the astral with thought,. soI'll be going to where we're going, 

but you need to follow by thinking of me. Got it?" 

I was already feeling overwhelmed and excited all at once, yet I nodded and followed him.  
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Think of him. Think of him. We went through the door and Caeden disappeared. Where did 

he go? My first instinct was to panic, but then I remembered his words. "Think about being 

next to me." andAnd so I did. In the blink of an eye, I found myself transported to a new 

place with Caeden beside me. 

"The forge,.” he told me matter-of-factly, with a sweep of his arm and a giant grin on his 

face. 


