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Before You Read

	A NOTE ON LANGUAGE

	This book serves as a record of the legendary tales told from the perspectives of multiple aingeals who have lived through the troublous times of a brewing Rebellion. With that being said, this story is set in Xhian, an omniverse whose inhabitants are considered ‘celestials’. Celestials may be synonymous to what we, as humans, may consider ‘spirit beings’, but this is only the closest translation that can be provided.

	Some celestials may be referred to as ‘aingeals’, which we humans may recognize to be synonymous with ‘angels’, but again, this is simply the closest translation that can be provided. That’s why this record precedes with a list of celestial ranking for your understanding. 

	In this book, you may be inclined to think that ‘sanyas’ are humans, but they are in fact wingless celestials who are mortals. They do closely resemble humans, but they only reside in Xhian. 

	You may also see ‘ehol’ which is synonymous with ‘demi-god’: again, the celestial ranking list should help to clarify any confusion that you may have.

	A NOTE ON THE ASAYLI 

	You must also note that ‘Asayli’ (majestic plural) means ‘Originator’ and is a title of God in this book. The Asayli are made up of three persons, each considered an Asaylin who makes up the Asayli. 

	Each Asaylin is given a title. The Head Asaylin is titled the EzeKasala (meaning: Divine Creator). The Asaylin holding the Second Seat is titled the EzeDanzya (meaning: Divine Judge/Governor), and the Asaylin holding the Third Seat is titled the EzeNyera (meaning: Divine Giver). 

	The Asayli are in most cases referred to as a single unit, though plural pronouns are used for you to remember that the Asayli are made up of three individual beings. In cases when they act separately, this will be noted by the use of the individual title (as listed above) or by the word ‘Asaylin’. 

	A NOTE ON TIME

	As a reader, you will notice that the time designated or set in Xhian is marked by the abbreviation ‘OI’, which means Odunti Ikpe or ‘The Year of the Judge’. More information about this designation of time is given in the Glossary of this book. In the meanwhile, it should be noted that time in Xhian does not operate the same as time on Earth, and as you read, you may notice this. 

	However, as foreknowledge, you should know that the events in this particular book is set in the year 6345OI, which roughly corresponds with 4.6billion BCE on Earth’s Georgian Calendar. This means that this book is set during the time when the Solar System (and Earth) was formed. 

	You should note that while time in Xhian and time in Earth ‘feels’ the same, it does not translate the same. An example to relate can be that if an astronaut is in space for what is ‘one day’, then more than a day has perhaps passed on Earth. 

	The time translations can be seen below:

	
		42,000 Earth Years – 1 Eholic Day

		1.176 million Earth Years – 1 Eholic Month

		7 million Earth Years – 1 Eholic Year (there are six months in an Eholic Year)

		70 million Earth Years – 10 Eholic Years – 1 Age Cycle

		756 million Earth Years – 108 Eholic Years – 1 Sovereign Day

		49 billion Earth Years – 7,000 Eholic Years – 1 Ezekazi



	 

	 

	
The Celestial Ranking

	Rank #1 – The Asayli

	Rank #2 – The Elohim 

	The Illiyhads (Ancient Gods)

	The Azharanians (Ancient Gods)

	The Adēhi

	The Almases

	Rank #3 – The Erelim (Demi-Gods)

	The Ehols

	The Ọbakun

	The Awakeners

	Rank #4 – The Malakim (High Aingeals)

	The Seraphim

	The Cherubim

	The Ophanim

	Rank #5 – The Ishim (Low Aingeals)

	The Sprites

	The Jinns

	The Earthbornes 

	Rank #6 – Immortals

	The Nephilim

	The Inwas

	The Faeries

	The Hyljas

	Rank #7 – The Mortals

	The Sirens

	The Sanyas

	The Humans

	The Hybrids

	The Otherkins

	 

	 

	
Prologue

	The letter Written to Samael

	The Ancient Ones did not live long enough to tell us the tale of Old Dynasty’s destruction. The ones who survived the war were sedated, locked away in endless darkness. 

	The others were killed.

	The only ones among them who escaped the treacherous burnings of an old realm were the ones who started the fire—the Asayli.

	They are not like the other gods. They are immortal beings who transcend time and space. They are not forged of anything—They are not made like us. Their true bodies are invisible beams of energy, so They dress in skin that we might see Them. Yet…

	Something is not right. I don’t know what it is. I only wrote this letter to inform you that I will be missing for a while. I am going to discover Their secrets.

	Whatever the Asayli are hiding from us is the key to unlock unlimited power, to become what They are—to finally put an end to Their eternal reign.

	Luce

	 

	


Chapter 1

	The year 6345 OI (Odunti Ikpe)

	The moon was brighter tonight than any other night; than any other cold, early spring night that Ịtoba would ever see. In less than a week, the Orin-Jua Festival would commence. Yugi of Daun Kingdom, Head Reaper—Ehol of Death. That’s what they called him. 

	The mortals referred to him as a Titan, their faces twisted, their noses upturned. He understood. Being a Titan was worse than being a Reaper. Titans were notorious for their betrayal; their ruthless thirst for power had torn Xhian apart. A bloody massacre led to many fatalities. Many Ịtobans lost their lives. And that night, when the Asayli singlehandedly expelled them all, it was the first time in eons since Ịtoba saw peace.

	Before the Titans, Ariwa-Ịte and Ịtoba were one realm—Xhian. After the wars … Yugi pulled in a deep breath. Yugi wasn’t sure what happened after the wars. All he knew was that he was the only one—the only one to survive the slaughter. 

	His eyes danced toward Kireh. He was the only one to survive, too. Albeit, Kireh’s clan wasn’t being hunted by the Asayli. They’d died of the disease—

	“Aren’t you going to answer the question?” Kireh’s eyes narrowed. His green eyes twinkled underneath the lights; his fingers drummed on the obsidian table. The other ehols looked on—waiting.

	“What question?” Yugi hadn’t heard Kireh. 

	“Can you provide Reapers?” Kireh furrowed his brows. The freckles around his nose paled. 

	“Reapers?”

	“We need Reapers on the Azharanian Council. The Councilors have been asking that we provide an answer to the deaths—the sanyas.” Kireh’s eyes darted to Levi seated in the corner, then back to Yugi.

	Right. The Reapers. 

	He pulled in a breath. The last time, it was simply a rumor. Sanyas were dying in the Central Octeract Kingdom. No one had questioned it at the time. The sanyas were of the lowest rank in Xhian—the Seventh Rank. Also known as the mortals. 

	No one had concerned themselves with the sanyas. At least, no one presently seated around the obsidian table. Everyone here were ehols, and ehols were the Third Rank—the erelim. Also known as the demi-gods. The erelim had three orders: the ehols were the highest, then the Ọbakun, then the awakeners. And the Ọbakun weren’t exactly an order. Instead, they were simply awakeners elected to serve the Asayli. 

	Yugi tapped his fingers against the table and straightened himself. 

	“So, what’s the plan?” Kireh’s fingers danced around the lapels of his coat. His eyes glowed in the moonlight, fixed on Yugi, tracking every move he made.

	“I’ll see what I can do.” Yugi slouched in his seat. The start of a new year saw the turn in seasons. Spring was here; Yugi had too much work piled on his table. The Orin-Jua Festival required the first month’s harvest, and Daun was not an agricultural kingdom. Perhaps he’d need to meet with Adriel after this meeting. 

	“You’ll need to think of something before the festival.” Kireh’s face hardened.

	“I’ll pass by your residence,” Yugi said, hoping it would ease the tension; Kireh squared his shoulders in response. 

	Defiant. That’s all Kireh ever was. That’s all he’d ever been since the last of the Eccentrics succumbed to the disease. 

	“Does anyone else want to add to this?” Kireh asked. His eyes locked to Levi. 

	The ehol slipped into his seat, arms folded. Something was off about the ehol. Yugi couldn’t quite place it, didn’t try to. Levi, the Ọba of the Central Octeract, a Kingdom most prized by the Asayli, was tyrannical. And tyrannical was a gross understatement of the rumors Yugi heard about the male. 

	“No plans for the festival,” Levi said. “At least, not on my end.”

	“I wasn’t talking about the festival,” Kireh snarled. 

	Levi frowned. His porcelain skin seemed gray underneath the lights. His black hair was sculpted to his head, like molded wax. Levi was no doubt beautiful: any ehol should be. Power came with beauty. The more enthralling a god, the more powerful he was. So, sẹda bubbled from Levi; his embers skirted around him whenever he walked. Yet … something about him didn’t sit right with Yugi. 

	“Shall we adjourn this meeting?” Bry asked. He’d been silent throughout the meeting.

	“Yes, but I need to hold a private discussion with you after this,” Kireh answered. 

	Bry. Bry was another one. He wasn’t an ehol; Yugi was sure of that. Bry was of the Second Rank—the only remaining elohim there was. The Second Rank, known as the elohim, were completely wiped out. When Yugi was born, there were around thirty of them. By the time Yugi awakened, only twelve still roamed Ịtoba. And now, there was only one. Bry.

	Yet … Bry wasn’t among the highest order of the Second Rank. Perhaps Bry was simply an almasi, the lowest of the Second Rank. Bry was different. He was darker, more powerful than the ehols seated around the table. He never spoke of his past, never mentioned anything about his clan—he never entertained any question about it. 

	Yugi looked around. The other ehols were already gone, leaving Bry and Kireh in the room. Yugi stared at Kireh; the ehol frowned. 

	“I’ll get the Reapers,” he said under his breath, but then again, when did Yugi ever keep a promise to Kireh?

	∞

	For the past few months, Kireh lost Sleep planning the Orin-Jua Festival, visiting each Kingdom to ensure everything went smoothly. He’d known of the deaths, but ignored it for as long as he could. Ignored it until the Azharanian Council had pulled him up on it, until he could no longer ignore it.

	“What should we do about Levi?” Kireh asked Bry. He’d hoped the deaths would’ve subsided by the time the new year came around. 

	It only got worse.

	The festival was supposed to be a time of celebration: a time to sing praises to the Asayli for creating the realms, but the air seemed off this year. 

	Everything felt stagnant. Within the last week, there were around forty-five deaths, all in the Central Octeract. All unaccounted for. And Levi couldn’t give an answer for any of those deaths. 

	Kireh was reluctant to ask Yugi to put up the Reapers, but the Council forced his hand. That was certainly never a good sign. Anything that got to the Azharanian Council would go to the Ọbakun. Anything that got to the Ọbakun would make it to the Asayli. 

	A cold wind brushed across his skin; Kireh’s shoulders tensed. The Asayli were the last set of people Kireh wanted to deal with.

	“And what about the other ehols? What should I do with them?” Kireh pressed.

	Bry ignored him, his eyes glued to the outside, tracking the moon as it lazily moved across the night sky. 

	“Levi’s control of the Central Octeract is concerning. The people are afraid of him.”

	“Isn’t it a god’s duty to make his people fear him?” Bry finally turned to face Kireh. 

	“Not the way Levi does it.”

	Bry crossed his legs, closed his eyes, and took in a few breaths. When he finally opened his eyes, he said, “Levi has gone insane. His mind is bent and twisted. His soul, tortured.”

	Did Bry mean…

	No. He couldn’t have meant that. Bry couldn’t have been speaking of Age. Not when the Eccentrics had died out because of it … because of the disease. Kireh’s breaths became heavy. If the disease had reappeared, then it was the end for Kireh. He’d trained all his life to manage his sẹda—control his power so that he’d never have to succumb to the fate of his ancestors, and yet….

	Bry stood up, his hands pushed into his coat pockets. He made his way across the room to the window, his face pressed against the glass as he stared into the courtyard below. “Power,” Bry said.

	The word sliced through Kireh’s shielded mind. 

	“But we Age in power,” Kireh argued. Sẹda was what made an ehol, an ehol. It set them apart from being mere mortals. It distinguished them from the aingeals. 

	But Bry…

	Bry smiled. “The more we use the sẹda we have, the more we thirst for it. To use it is to drink poison. It acts slowly, but with each sip we take, the crippling effect of it hastens to destroy us.” Bry stepped away from the window. “For Levi to be saved, he must let go of power. Or, at least stop using it. Sẹda is needed to sustain these Kingdoms, this is true, but the younger ones, they aren’t wise enough to know how to use it properly.”

	Kireh swallowed. “What are you going to do about it?” he asked. 

	“I spoke with the Asayli, but I’m afraid the ultimatum and its consequences are too harsh for now. So, They’ve given me the go-ahead to instruct you the way I see fit.” Bry tapped his fingers together. “I think that for now, it’s best to have the ehols refrain from using their sẹda. For a short while.”

	Kireh blinked. “All of us?”

	“Yes. But I’ll have to ask you to talk to the others.”

	“But no one would agree to that.”

	“It’s not indefinite,” Bry continued. “Only until I can stabilize Levi. If I don’t try it this way, then I’ll be forced to strip their sẹda from them, and that’s a fate no ehol wants to endure. It’s much too painful. Too radical. It’s akin to death for the immortal god.” 

	Akin to death. 

	A chill brushed against Kireh’s skin. He didn’t want to know what Bry meant by that. And he didn’t want to know how Bry understood how such pain would feel. There was this look in the ehol’s eyes like he’d been there in a place wanting to die. 

	“I must go now.” Bry turned toward the door. “But know that something must be done, whether by will or by force.” Then, he vanished. 

	Whatever Bry had gone through wasn’t the loss of power. It was something far greater. Something much more terrible than what Kireh knew or could ever imagine.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 2

	Eros stepped inside the room, taking in the decadent details around him. Yesterday, he and the other ehols were crammed into Kireh’s Winter Palace. Kireh primarily used that residence for his business meetings, but tonight, Kireh called an emergency meeting at Summer Court. 

	Eros left the comfort of his home in Kidul to come face to face with the one regency he’d hated the most, but he pressed through his seething hatred and pulled into Summer Court with the grace only an Ọba could possess. 

	Kireh never invited anyone to his private residence. This was the first time Eros was ever going to see the place. He’d been impressed so far. The entrance was exquisite, with landing balconies built on the inside rather than on the outside. Even the lobby was outfitted with the latest technology. It was strange to come across an iris scanner as Summer Court was notorious for being stuck in First Dynasty. 

	Eros tucked in his wings and pulled a seat, scanning the room to see who all had come before him. Adriel was unusually early—he was normally the late one. 

	“Is there a problem?” Eros asked.

	“We should wait till the others get here.” Kireh’s attention was still outside the meeting room. 

	The last time, Kireh practically accused Levi of the murders in the Central Octeract. But sanyas died all the time. Perhaps the uptick was because of the seasonal changes. Still, Eros couldn’t push the possibility out of his mind. He’d seen things; he’d seen what Levi would do—had done—whenever someone defied his rules. 

	Soon, the other ehols started pouring in. Luce came inside first, followed by Yugi, then Bry. Levi was the last to arrive. Yugi seemed amused, a smile plastered on his face as he took a seat next to the window. Levi, on the other hand, twisted his face into a frown the moment his eyes landed on Kireh. 

	“Is everyone here?” Kireh asked. He glanced around, then perched himself on the table, folding his wings into his back. “This is about Levi,” he stated a-matter-of-factly.

	“What about me?” Levi straightened himself. 

	Eros quietly thanked the Asayli that he’d sat at the farthest end of the room—near the door. He didn’t want to think that what Kireh accused Levi of was true, but Eros had heard the rumors. And he’d seen the sort of punishments Levi handed out to those who dared to break his rules. 

	“All of you, actually.” Kireh’s eyes narrowed on Levi. “You must give up using your sẹda. An order of the Triune Monarchy.”

	Eros’s lips tightened. Give up their sẹda? It was an unusual request coming from the Asayli.

	“Why?” Adriel picked the question right out of his mind, and with that, Eros tightened his mental shields. 

	“It’s much too dangerous,” Kireh replied. “At least for now, at this stage. Sẹda is too great for your minds to handle.”

	“I’ve been using my power just fine,” Levi protested. 

	“I see.” Something ran across Kireh’s face, some strange emotion Eros struggled to make out. “But you use your power to suppress your people, and they suffer because of it.”

	Air caught in Eros’s throat. Goosebumps rose on his skin, and a swelter of cold sweat beaded on his forehead. Perhaps the rumors were true. The cruel punishments Eros had seen with his eyes—he didn’t want to believe that Levi was using his sẹda to torture the sanyas. He glanced at Levi. The ehol was stiff, his eyes glued to Kireh. 

	“No one complains,” Levi said. 

	Kireh’s lips formed somewhat of a smile, but Eros could tell the ehol was upset. “I’ve heard rumors you kill the sanyas mercilessly.”

	“Rumors are just that.” Levi sat up in his seat. “What does Bry say?” His eyes darted to the ehol who lounged on the sofa opposite the rest of them. 

	“It was Bry’s suggestion.”

	Bry was seated by the window, his eyes fixed on whatever was happening in the lower courts. Bry was strange. He was the oldest among the ehols, but he never let his embers flutter around him, as though his sẹda was too precious to let roam.

	Eros shut his eyes; the image of blood sprawled across his mind. Sanya blood. He smelled the iron thick in his nose, burning his skin with each breath he took.

	He remembered. 

	The child Levi held, her limp body dangling between his fingers. “She stole,” Levi had said, his words heartless and filled with poison. “She stole … bread.”

	To survive.

	“Would you prefer your core ripped out?” Bry didn’t address anyone, but Eros knew those words were meant for Levi. 

	“I prefer to be left alone. How I do things have always worked for me,” Levi replied.

	Blood and oranges.

	Eros smelled it, the odor taking the shape of light pink embers that trailed behind Levi. Blood dripped from his alabaster fingers, the young child lifeless in his grasp. 

	She stole the bread because she was starving. But why? Why would she be starving? If Levi was her Ọba, he could’ve easily helped her family. But he chose to kill her instead.

	“Never did I dispute that. But if believing such pleases you, then so be it. Blood will be on your shoulders if the Asayli find fault with the way you do things.”

	“It’s always the Asayli with you. When would you state how you truly feel? You know my way is right. There are legends—”

	“Legends can be interpreted in any twisted way you desire.” Bry cut Levi off. 

	Eros opened his eyes. Bry now stood in the center of the room, too close to Eros for comfort, but his back was turned. Thank the Asayli. 

	“But if how I truly feel is what you want to hear, then I will tell you this: this meeting is a cause of the Asayli and Kireh.” There was a pause. “Not me.” That was a threat. 

	Eros’s chest tightened. He knew what Bry meant. This was a meeting of chance. Bry was giving them an opportunity to make amends for their actions—but if Levi was the only one committing these crimes, then why did the rest of them have to be punished?

	“And the death of the sanyas,” Bry continued. “I have been given reports that the sanyas from your Kingdom have suddenly been dying. You haven’t given either Kireh or me a response to that.” The chill in his voice and the coldness of his words kept Eros frozen in his seat. 

	What if Bry could kill Levi? What if Bry threatened to kill all of them? 

	There was a time in Ịtoba’s history, a legend, where an ehol singlehandedly murdered a slew of Titans. Stories were written, and songs were sung. Eros swallowed. He’d never witnessed any of the more powerful Titans kill another ehol, but it could be done. It was done before. And if Bry was threatening…

	“Also, I’ve observed that your inability to properly handle your sẹda is just shallow water compared to the insanity it can cause if used excessively. Insanity, I fear, has already begun manifesting in some of you.”

	The hall fell deafeningly silent. 

	Eros quickly glanced in Levi’s direction. The already-pale ehol had grown paler. Levi knew fear, but he was always the one to cause it—never to show it. 

	“Insane?” Yugi repeated. “How?”

	“Your mental capacity as ehols is built to withstand many things. As ehols, you have transcended even time itself, but as much power as you have come to gain, you lack the comprehension of it, and as such, the power steals from you the ability to control it. With each use, your mind deteriorates. You become more mortal and ignorant in your understanding. You slowly die.”

	Yugi’s face went blank. “So, because we’re not old enough to use our own sẹda, we’re going crazy? Am I hearing this right?”

	“Half of it.” Bry’s tone held amusement, though his face was stoic. “You are old enough. You are just an idiot.” He turned to the others. “For the rest of you, he is right.”

	Yugi raised a questionable eyebrow at Bry.

	“Does this ring true for you as well?” Eros pulled himself up in his seat. Images of dead sanyas saturated his mind, picking at his skin. If he stayed silent, engulfed in the memories of the dead mortals, he’d only sink deeper into the hole inside him. 

	“No.” Bry let the word slip out with no remorse. “I had no reason to use my sẹda in my youth.” It was the first time Bry ever mentioned anything of his past. “I was able to control it. Age has fused my power with me. I have become it.”

	“Sounds silly to me.” Levi got up. “You can’t become power.” Levi pressed his hands against his coat and strode toward the door.

	“Sit.” The word swarmed toward Levi, draping him in some sort of sẹda so ancient Eros couldn’t depict what it was. Bry’s eyes were glued to Levi, glowing silver, but something dark was beneath his gaze. 

	Levi’s face turned red, sweat beading on his forehead as he carefully sat back down, unable to fight against whatever Bry did to him. 

	Eros clutched his arm. 

	If Bry could do that with spoken word alone, what else could he do?

	A slight smile formed on Bry’s lips. “It’s true that to you, I cannot become power, but if you ever live to see my Age, then you would think otherwise.” His gaze shifted to Yugi. “To give up power isn’t a hard thing to do. It is merely a question of trust and greed. We all want power, but we don’t need it.”

	“And what if we don’t stop using it?” Yugi pushed. 

	“Then consequences will follow. But for now, I’ve given you the choice.”

	 

	


Chapter 3

	“Adriel.”

	The thin, drawn-out sound of his name startled him; he swung around only to meet Yugi’s witty, golden-brown gaze. 

	Adriel sighed, stopping to allow Yugi to catch up with him, the ehol swinging his arm around Adriel’s shoulder. 

	“What do you say we team up for the festival?” Yugi asked.

	“Why?” Adriel was never too fond of Yugi. He’d learned to be very wary of the other ehols—especially Yugi. 

	Yugi’s smile got wider. “You’re Ọba of Kekere-Daun, and I’m of Daun. It would be easier on us both if we just paired up.” His smile quivered with excitement as he spoke. 

	He knew why Yugi came to him. The Orin-Jua Festival often required each Ọba to present the first harvest’s offerings, and Daun wasn’t necessarily an agricultural Kingdom. Yugi and Eros always came to him around this time to purchase something from his Kingdom since Kekere-Daun was mainly forests and fields. 

	Adriel took in a breath. He’d only been an Ọba for three years—he was the youngest ehol. It wasn’t fair they were coming to him for help. “How do you feel about what Bryël said?” Adriel asked, quickly changing the subject.

	Yugi arched his eyebrows at the question but soon released a hearty laughter. “You actually believe him?”

	Adriel shook his head. Perhaps he’d believed Bry at first, but he was beginning to have his doubts. Still, during his training, he’d been taught that sẹda was what made an ehol, an ehol. To give up such a valuable aspect of his life would make him just a mere aingeal.

	“Do you believe him?” Adriel questioned. He’d heard stories of past ehols dying because of insanity, but Adriel always wanted to think of those things as myths. 

	Yugi shrugged, nudging Adriel to continue walking down the corridor. “Probably,” Yugi said. “But then again, Bry is old. He gets a little ‘aṣiwere,’ if you know what I mean.”

	“But what if he’s telling the truth?” Adriel wanted to believe Yugi, but he’d heard the rumors about the Central Octeract, and lately, he’d been experiencing migraines. 

	Every time he summoned his energy, a slicing pain would cut through his body, rendering him tired after each use. Adriel had long shrugged it off, chalking it up to lack of Sleep. 

	“You worry too much,” Yugi said. “Even if that were to happen, it wouldn’t be until another lifetime. Especially you. You’re in your Ujana Age.”

	Adriel pulled a breath in. Yugi was right. It wouldn’t be until another ten years before he saw his Ukuaji Age. He shouldn’t have to worry about that now. 

	“But what about Leviathan?” Adriel asked. “He can’t be going insane. He’s still young.”

	Yugi stopped, prompting Adriel to stop as well. “You think Levi is young?” 

	Adriel nodded. Wasn’t the ehol in his Ukuaji Age?

	“Levi is overusing his sẹda. I’ve seen it for myself. I wouldn’t blame him, though. Using power is quite addicting.” Yugi smacked his lips.

	Adriel couldn’t disagree. If it weren’t for the migraines, Adriel would’ve probably licked it off the very ground. Yet he still continued to use it even though it ripped through his body, threatening to unmake him if he dared to push his luck. The power was almost orgasmic, an adrenaline rush.

	“Couldn’t you just convince Bry we can control ourselves?” Adriel asked.

	Yugi shook his head. “The god is old-fashioned. He would never listen to a thing I say.” Yugi continued walking. “Of course, Bry also gets his orders directly from the Asayli, and once They make a decision, everything else is a done deal. Unless Bry convinces Them to change Their minds, and by the looks of things, he won’t.”

	 

	


Chapter 4

	Kireh spread his wings out, his feet positioned just beyond the landing balcony. He took a breath in, ready to take flight. He jumped, his wings catching his weight, then he pulled himself upward. 

	Kireh kept his mind on Kidul as he angled his body toward the Kingdom. Eros, the Ọba of Kidul, wasn’t the smartest ehol, but he got around and knew many things. Kireh had long suspected that Eros knew about Levi, but Kireh couldn’t figure out why Eros would’ve stayed so quiet about it. 

	Kireh pushed himself down, gliding over a kaleidoscope of colors that lit the ground beneath him. Central Octeract was a city overrun with skyscrapers, while Daun was covered in a low-lying fog hiding in mist and smoke. Kireh wasn’t in too much of a hurry; his mind wandered as he devised various plans to approach Eros. 

	When the mist below him cleared, he saw the towering fortresses of Kidul peeking through the clouds. 

	What would he ask Eros? Perhaps, he could first question the ehol about Levi, but with the rumors spreading like wildfire, Eros would’ve expected that Kireh already knew about him. Or, Kireh could ask about the deaths…

	Kireh angled himself lower, the air scraping his wings. 

	Kidul’s city took shape, walls suspended in mid-air as the depths of the Abyss’s blackness sunk lower into the fog. Lights from the city and the fortress glowed yellow and white. High Liners zipped through the towering buildings, transporting celestials from all walks of life throughout the Kingdom. Kireh lowered himself, close enough to see sanyas boarding the next Liner as it pulled up to a run-down station. 

	He circled the lower part of the fort before his feet grazed the charcoal concrete of Eros’s landing balcony. Kireh tucked his wings into his back as he strolled up to the iron double doors.

	Two meetings. 

	Kireh still didn’t have an answer for the Azharanian Council. They had their dates set for tomorrow, and Kireh needed to get them to postpone it. Yugi still hadn’t gotten any Reapers, and Kireh still didn’t have a solid answer from Levi. 

	If the Council saw it fit, they’d take the situation to the Ọbakun, and if it got there, the Asayli would get involved. Kireh’s chest caved. He couldn’t afford for this to reach the Asayli. 

	Kireh took in a breath and looked at the fort. Eros had a dull palette. Or, more accurately, an industrial taste in style. The walls were thick slabs of concrete coated with black paint, and the columns were nothing more than raw cement. 

	Kireh pulled on the knocker. Eros opened the door, letting Kireh in. 

	Inside the main room was worse. The floor was raw concrete with a dull rug thrown into the center to ‘liven up’ the room. Eros’s taste was nothing like the brightly-colored ehol standing in front of Kireh. With his cherry-blossom skin complementing rose-colored hair braided down his back, Eros looked very different from the fort he lived in. 

	“Why are you here?” he asked, his thin blue eyes narrowing. “This is about Levi, isn’t it?”

	Kireh nodded. “Any intel is good intel.”

	Eros led Kireh to a leather-upholstered chair; Kireh sat, making himself comfortable. “The only thing I can add is he’s killing sanyas.”

	Kireh tightened his lips. “That’s an issue.” He wished the statement sounded more pitiful, but it came out harsh and cold. If Levi was killing sanyas, it explained the bizarre uptick in deaths, but none of the Reapers Kireh spoke to reported collecting any additional souls. “How long have you known this?” Kireh probed. “And why is he killing them?”

	Eros sat in an armchair adjacent to the balcony door. “He claims these are punishments for crimes. As far as how long he’s been doing this, I can’t give you an answer. But I’ve taken a personal pledge to take a hiatus from using my sẹda.”

	“Only you?” 

	Eros shook his head. “I spoke to Adriel. If you want me to speak with Levi, I can do that as well.”

	“What about Luce?” He’d observed how quiet the ehol was for the past few meetings. Luce, Levi, and Eros were the closest in terms of friendship. The only person who would’ve known about Levi was Luce, but even something seemed off about him.

	Eros shrugged. “I don’t know.” He pushed himself back into his chair. “I’ll ask him. I think he pities Levi.”

	“I’ve observed. I think it’s best you confront Levi first.”

	“I will.” Eros smoothed his hair down. “Luce is the closest to Levi out of all of us.”

	“That’s why I’m worried about him.” Luce had just been inaugurated as Ọba of Lower Kalér five years ago. Since then, he’d latched on to Levi, admiring the way Levi ran his Kingdom. So far, nothing unusual happened in Lower Kalér, but Kireh was told to keep an eye on him two years ago when the Asayli had made Their annual rounds. 

	Kireh got up and headed to the balcony. “What time is best? I can come with you.”

	“No need. Levi is extremely private. It would be better if I talked to him alone. I will let you know what he says on the morrow.”

	Kireh stretched his wings, ready for flight. “Keep your word.”

	∞

	Something was off.

	It wasn’t the tainted blood in the air or the orange-scented embers Eros came to associate Levi with. It was cold and dark and smelled of copper. Eros stepped farther into the room. Inside was clean, yet the atmosphere was daunting. A string of embers picked at Eros’s skin. He pulled in another breath, choking back the scent of blood caught in his throat.

	Was it true? The rumors? Was Levi feeding on sanyas outside the Sikukuu Ya Damu? He’d neglected to tell Kireh of the rumors, thinking the ehol already knew. But perhaps Eros should’ve mentioned it.

	The Sikukuu Ya Damu, the Feast of Blood, wasn’t until another two months. It was the one time the ehols were invited to Mount Meji’s Temple to partake in a special ritual organized by the Asayli. A small vial of blood would be given to each ehol to help stabilize their sẹda. 

	Levi shouldn’t be feeding outside the feast, and if he was, then it meant he was overfeeding. What would happen if an ehol overfed? Would an ehol go insane, as Bry said, or worse? 

	“Why are you here?” Levi stepped out of the shadows revealing blood smeared on his clothes and skin.

	“To talk.” Eros forced the words out. 

	Levi shook his head, a smile forming on his lips. “I’m not submitting myself to Bry’s silly wish. The taste of power is too fresh and filling. I refuse to give it up.”

	Eros swallowed the lump in his throat. Raw pleasure coated Levi’s voice. “Not give it up,” Eros said. “Just use it less.”

	Levi vigorously shook his head, stumbling toward Eros. He steadied himself, bracing a hand against the wall. Levi’s hair drooped over his face, wet and sticky. “I said what I said.”

	The blood overpowered Levi’s natural embers, turning them into something raw and putrid. Levi stumbled closer to Eros, the stench of death on his breath causing Eros to step back. 

	Then cherry blossom embers snaked into the room—Luce….

	“He’s one of us,” the ehol said, stepping between Eros and Levi.

	Levi’s eyes glowed a poisonous red.

	“He’s one of us,” Luce repeated. He swung his head to Eros. “If I were you, I’d leave.”

	Eros swallowed again, sweat washing his tunic. He couldn’t move.

	“Go!”

	He forced himself to move toward the balcony, one foot in front of the other, his leaded steps weighing him down. He pushed his wings out, hoping to reach quickly enough to take off. Eros took another look at Levi and saw fangs flash across his vision. 

	Something was wrong. 

	Eros launched upward, careful not to stumble over himself as he flew through the townhouse and into the open. Something was wrong with Levi. He’d gone completely insane. 

	Eros raced away from the townhouse, zipping through High Liners as they passed him with intense speed. He didn’t stop. He wouldn’t say anything to Kireh—at least, not yet. 

	How did … how did Luce know he was there? At the townhouse? 

	Eros took a breath in, tightened his mental shields. Why did Luce come?

	Kireh’s embers drummed on Eros’s shield, threatening to break in. Eros tightened his grip till blood seeped through his nostrils. Another drum on his shield caused it to fly open, and Kireh’s embers rushed in. 

	<Eros.> Kireh fused his sẹda with Eros’s synapses. It was better this way, though he’d felt Kireh searching.

	<I learned nothing,> Eros lied. He pushed the thought of Levi to the back of his mind. 

	There was a stillness to Kireh’s power—he was pondering. <Then I want to speak with him.> The words raced through Eros’s mind too fast for him to process. <Where is he?>

	<I’m not sure. But I’d suggest you don’t go alone.>

	<I’ll consider Luce.> Kireh’s embers left. 

	 

	


Chapter 5

	Porcelain skin touched with a hint of gold. A naked torso. Golden blond hair tumbling over intricately sloped shoulders. The painting on his ceiling.

	Luce pulled in a breath.

	He’d commissioned the paintings of himself three years ago. None of it eased the pain drowning his mind. The only thing Luce saw was a helpless ehol. A helpless, abandoned ehol thrown out in the cold, Ariwanian streets, with nowhere to go. No place to call home. 

	The taste of blood rested on the back on his throat, both bitter and sweet. His tongue felt heavy whenever he swallowed. He tried not to think of it—he tried not to think of Levi. Or Levi’s secret. And he tried not to think of the Asayli.

	They were after Levi, and soon, They would be after him. 

	Luce’s heart thudded against his chest. 

	Two more meetings passed, and no one said anything to him. Luce should consider himself lucky. Kireh was too occupied with Levi. Bry seemed distant. And Yugi, though among the oldest of the ehols, was too stupid to notice anything. And that might have been a good thing, except…

	Except Bry claimed Levi suffered from insanity, and from what Luce could recall, insanity only affected those in their Ukuaji Age. Both Kireh and Yugi were much older than that. And so was Bry….

	Luce swallowed a breath, sat up in his bed. If the Asayli found out about Levi, They would kill him. They would kill all of the ehols. Or worse, torture them. 

	Sweat dripped from his forehead. The balcony door rattled, the wind pulling at the handles. 

	The chiffon curtains swayed.

	What if They knew?

	His breathing was tighter.

	What if They saw?

	Powerful Gods would do terrible things. Luce witnessed it, had gone through it many years before he became the Ọba of Lower Kalér. 

	The EzeKasala had been ruthless, golden embers twisting into Luce’s mind, breaking synapses, shattering bones. Luce begged for his life. And then … begged to die. 

	Lenient. 

	Lenient, He’d claimed. The EzeKasala claimed to be lenient. What if, this time, there was no leniency? 

	Luce remembered it, how his blood pooled on the floor. He remembered the vanilla-clad embers cradling sẹda so potent and deadly, its presence alone could burn the skins off even an Ancient God. The Asayli were of the First Rank. They were not made of anything. They were timeless and formless. Their sẹda was that of Iyùn. There were three of Them, ruling as one God, and yet, currently, only two of the Asayli sat atop the Throne. The EzeDanzya had long disappeared, even before the Zamŷni Wars began. That was centuries ago. 

	The balcony doors continued to rattle. Luce’s heart raced. A shadow silhouetted in front of him. Luce could see the EzeKasala now: skin as dark as Celiphan obsidian, face concealed by the hood of His night-black cloak. White locs dangled at His sides; His eyes glowed golden in the night. Luce’s heart tensed.

	His power was nothing but a flicker of a candle’s fire compared to what the Asayli held in Their palms. And Luce, at one point, had longed to seize such sẹda the Asayli possessed. Yet, the EzeKasala claimed that no one, celestial or mortal, could ever Age to become an Asaylin. The highest any celestial would ever attain would be the Second Rank, and even then, it would be extremely difficult and painful to go through the Ages to achieve such a rank. 

	“Luce,” He called. His voice rattled out into sheets of metal, rippling through waves of liquid gold. “Luce,” His voice thundered.

	Luce shut his eyes, trying to push the voice out of his head. 

	“Luce,” the voice called again. Louder this time. “Luce, open the door.” The thick, mahogany doors rattled, threatening to break away from their hinges. “Luce, it’s me…” the voice trailed in the wind. “Kireh.”

	He opened his eyes, the door still in place. The room stopped spinning, and the shadowy figure disappeared. 

	“Kireh?” he repeated. 

	“Yes. Open up; I want to speak to you.”

	He dragged himself out of bed, grabbing the emerald green robe hanging over his dressing table. He opened the door, and Kireh stepped inside with a twisted expression on his face.

	“Blessed night. Is all well?” Kireh’s green eyes searched Luce.

	Luce nodded. “Everything is fine.” But it wasn’t. Night after night, nightmares and visions plagued his memories, forcing him to relive the day his mind was bent to such precarious degrees Luce was paralyzed for weeks. 

	“Join me at Levi’s place.” The command was straight, but Kireh’s tone was deadly. 

	Luce looked at Kireh, his fire-colored hair pulled back into a tight ponytail revealing his angular jawlines. He looked like an Azharanian—an ancient clan of ehols who died out long before the Eccentrics were even a thing. With his goatee neatly trimmed to a point and pixie-cut ears lined with gold cuffs, Luce couldn’t fathom how the gods managed to con Kireh into believing he was an Eccentric.

	Luce narrowed his eyes. “I’ve already been there.”

	“I know.” The words were chilling. 

	Luce pulled on his emerald robe, pushing his wings out through its slits. “Do you think he’ll let us in for the night?” Luce asked. He never wanted to go back. He smelled the blood—he tasted it, the strong liquor tinge still staining his tongue. To go back meant to relive the nightmare. 

	“Hope and pray,” Kireh said, unfurling his wings and taking to the sky. 

	May the Asayli be with me.

	∞

	Luce landed on the balcony first, then Kireh followed. 

	Kireh pushed past him, knocking on Levi’s door. Levi opened up, his face flushed red, but his cheeks hollow and sunken, his skull more prominent than the last time Luce saw him. 

	“In here stinks of blood,” Kireh said. “And you look like death.”

	Kireh pushed past the ehol and made his way inside. Luce and Levi locked eyes for a moment, the hazy green of Levi’s eyes wobbling; his skin was whiter underneath the balcony lights. Levi turned inside, Luce following. 

	The townhouse reeked of death, blood staining the floor and the once-white sofa now covered in brown and red. The odor of copper filled the air. 

	“You know why I’m here,” Kireh said.

	“To beg me to succumb to wishful thinking.” Levi stepped in front of Kireh, his eyes still cold and unrelenting. 

	“Why do you love power so much?” The words slipped out of Kireh with hate. 

	Levi’s lips formed a smile, revealing the fangs he’d shown Luce and Eros earlier in the day. The fangs weren’t normal. Only the Ancient Gods had fangs—something Luce had seen firsthand when the EzeKasala had shot him a menacing smile as He tortured Luce. 

	Luce shut his eyes, forcing the memory out of his mind. Fangs were a sign of power. Levi’s fangs weren’t normal. He’d probably had them sharpened, like what the almases did before one of their Games. 

	“It fills me,” Levi said. “It gives me meaning. What is a god without the use of his power?”

	Luce opened his eyes. Useless. A god was useless without his power. 

	“You are no god,” Kireh shot back. “Why do you force the people to fear you? Do you see the others doing that?”

	Luce swallowed the anguish resting on his throat. Fear was the only way a god could rule. Luce felt it; he felt fear zipping, coursing through every vein in his body.

	“It is the only way to truly execute power.” Levi laughed. “Any true god knows that.” The ‘true’ was harsh and unforgiving.

	“Then I suppose you’re the only true god; am I correct?”

	“I wouldn’t flatter myself, but the others grow afraid to use the sẹda they awakened with. I unleash mine to its fullest potential. I bask in my power, and I revel in it. Power tastes as sweet as honey to me. It sustains me. What you ask me to do is sacrifice a part of myself that creates the very essence of my being.”

	“You’re haughty. And while I do agree power sustains us, it isn’t us.”

	“Didn’t you hear Bryël?”

	Kireh shook his head. “You’ve misunderstood. Bry only spoke of Age. Not of glorification.”

	Levi’s gaze shifted to Luce. “You heard the god, didn’t you?”

	Luce nodded. 

	Every word that slipped out of Bry’s mouth was coated in a power Luce could not describe—at least, he didn’t try to. Bry kept his embers at bay, but his words rattled like the songs of the Ancient Gods who once walked the realms. 

	“I also heard you drink the blood of the sanyas you kill,” Kireh said. 

	Luce clutched himself. In truth, the ehols were usually given a minuscule portion of sanya’s blood during the Sikukuu Ya Damu, but that feast wasn’t for another two months. He’d cheated, but only when his energy was low and his sẹda was weak. Luce knew Levi had also indulged, but he never had to kill sanyas to get the blood. Often, they would volunteer. 

	Unless the ehol was taking too much. He and Levi agreed to only take what they needed. 

	“The blood feeds the power. It gives it life and regenerates it. The power becomes stronger,” Levi said.

	“I know that. But it’s taking over your mind and controlling you. Can’t you see your own power is becoming untamed and devouring you? Stop using it.”

	Levi snarled, his eyes glowing red like the last time Luce saw him. 

	Luce stepped back, holding himself tighter. His red eyes were almost a perfect replica of the Eyes of Fire. Luce drew in a breath, smelled the blood in the air. 

	“Tell Bry I am the insane one. If he can stop me, then he, in my eyes, can truly be known as a god.”

	 

	


Chapter 6

	Yugi could hear any ehol approaching by their embers alone.

	But Bry, he always had a hard time identifying Bry. The ehol rarely let his embers loose, preferring to keep it concealed. Bry was a strange one. For years, Bry walked the realms cloaked in a sẹda too ancient for Yugi to figure out.

	Luckily, Yugi could stay from his balcony and see the ehol coming. Bry approached the palace steadily, his raven-black hair flying behind him in the wind. 

	There were many angles to Bry, many undiscovered secrets. As much as he commanded attention, Bry always managed to hide within shadows, something no other ehol could do. Bry resented confrontation, preferring to be alone and often disappearing during a crisis. But today, Bry took his time to pay Yugi a visit. Yugi was flattered.

	Even though Bry outmatched the other ehols, Yugi liked him. They were close enough as friends that Yugi could visit Bry at his manor any time, but their relationship was formal enough to allow him to admire Bry. 

	Bry was something to be revered. Maybe Bry was aware of it, but Bry rarely acknowledged anything or anyone. Yugi sometimes wondered if Bry was even an ehol by definition. An ehol technically was any god from the Ujana Age to the Ustadi Age, but once an ehol reached his Unabii Age, he was considered an almasi. 

	Yugi barely remembered anything in his past, but he did remember Bry and seeing something about the ehol that struck him odd. He just couldn’t bring it to mind.

	Bry made his way upstairs, the darn ehol refusing to ever fly or show his wings. He’d rather climb a thousand stairs than fly. Yugi couldn’t tell if Bry was simply showing off his ability to never use his sẹda or if Bry was so old-fashioned he’d seen his own wings as new technology. 

	But Yugi was never one to complain. And as slow as the ehol was, he was still incredibly fast, making his way up all those flights of stairs in no time. Yugi didn’t have to turn to know Bry was standing right there on the balcony. He could feel the ehol’s candle-scented embers as they burned through the air. The faint scent of sugar spiced the embers, reminding Yugi of the power the almases held. 

	“You must be tired climbing all those stairs,” Yugi chuckled.

	“I’m old, not weak. You had me for a feeble sanya.” Bry laughed. That was the other thing Yugi enjoyed about Bry. The other ehols were quite stuck up—serious all the time—but Bry knew how to take a joke and how to give one out too. He was a more lighthearted ehol, one who seemed callous but was actually warm and cheery. 

	Yugi turned around to see the ehol sitting. He was tired, after all. “What brings you here?” 

	Bry hung his midnight-black coat over the back of the chair and adjusted his linen tunic. “I’ve just gotten back from Kireh.” He smiled. “He made a visit to Levi and found out Levi was killing and feeding on the sanyas. It’s confirmation Levi’s gone insane. I have to do what I should.”

	“What will that be?” Yugi pulled a seat for himself. 

	“Kill him.”

	“You could do that?” Yugi twisted his lips. “You could kill an ehol?”

	“Can I?” Bry wondered out loud. “If I succeed, would you dispose of his core?”

	Yugi shook his head. “I can’t. And I’d rather not be the one to have to do it.” 

	“But if I taught you how, would you?”

	“Yes.” Yugi leaned back into the chair.

	“I have enough reason to believe you lie to me, Yugi. But I trust you.”

	“When do you want me to do this?”

	“I’ll have to catch him first. He has made it hard for anyone to know where he is at these days. Kireh only found him on a whim. It was night; there was hope he would have been at his residence.”

	“So, you don’t know where Levi is?”

	“I never said I didn’t know where he was. I only said he makes it hard for anyone to know his whereabouts.”

	“So then tell me. I could catch him for you.”

	Bry chuckled. “Can you?” Yugi was sure the question was more a threat than a question. 

	“If I do, would you start believing me?”

	“I would rather die first. But if you do manage to catch Levi, I will lessen your own punishment.”

	“I’m being punished? For what?”

	“For resistance. I did say if an ehol refuses to stop using his sẹda, he will face the consequences.”

	“You did say that, but I did give up the use of my power.”

	“You still make, and you still heal. I know all these things. There is little you can hide from me. And nothing you can hide from God.”

	Yugi sulked. “If it lessens my punishment, I’ll bring Levi to you. Dead or alive?”

	“Can you kill him?”

	“No.”

	“Then bring him alive. I will kill him for you.”

	 

	


Chapter 7

	Nausea took over Kireh’s body as he quaked, drenched in cold sweat. “I’ll deal with it,” Bry had said. The promise wasn’t enough. The Azharanian Council had already questioned Kireh twenty times for the day, demanding answers for the unexplainable deaths.

	Kireh’s job was at stake. He could be dismissed from the Council if he didn’t give them an answer by week’s end. His incompetence wouldn’t slide with them, and they were sure to take their concerns to the Asayli if they suspected worse. 

	Kireh pulled in a breath. He needed to get to Bry. Kireh unfurled his wings and launched toward the sky. Soon, he was flying into the Kalér Mountains’ cold. Kireh recently learned to fly in the terrain, his body still unaccustomed to the dreadful wintery air. 

	When Mount Meje’s peak formed among the mist-gray clouds, Kireh lowered himself. Opal Valley sat at the base of the mountain, the capital of the Kalér Mountains Kingdom. This was where Bry lived. It wasn’t too cold in the valley, though snow covered the ground in thick sheets of white. 

	Opal Valley was a different sort of city. Not a city littered with skyscrapers like the Kalér Kingdoms, or riddled with High Liners like Kidul. It was simpler, much more benevolent in its design. 

	Kireh slowed his speed as he approached Bry’s two-story manor. There was no landing balcony, so Kireh suffered himself to land on the ground, his knees buckling at the sudden change in pressure. Kireh straightened himself, folding his wings into his back. Cold air passed through the wing slits of his coat; his skin tightened at the sudden jolt of cold. 

	The porch lights swayed in the breeze, its golden lights flickering. The porch leading to Bry’s manor was made of rustic wood and old copper, fitting for the type of celestial Bry was. Though Bry was the Ọba of the Kalér Mountains and the Ambassador of the Triune Monarchy, he was simple and quiet, preferring to be by himself. 

	So, it was fitting that Bry would make his home here. Perhaps another person would’ve chosen Mount Okan, where Michael, the Chief Warrior, was stationed. 

	Kireh pulled a key from his coat pocket, and let himself inside. The manor was much warmer than what Kireh anticipated. He pulled off his coat, hanging it on the rack near the door, then made his way toward the sofa. He glanced at the books and scrolls spread across the glass table. Bry must’ve been drafting another meeting with the Azharanian Council. 

	Kireh’s heart sank. 

	The house was silent except for the crunching snow sliding off the windowpanes, and the hollow wind whistling among the conifers outside. Pine and juniper spiced the air, and soon, the faint scent of incense followed.

	Light footsteps tapped on the stairs; Kireh turned around to see Bry making his way toward him. The male wore a long-sleeved coat, his black hair pinned back into a ponytail. His eyes were tired.

	“What are we to do about Levi?” Kireh asked. 

	“This rests on your mind?”

	“Yes.” 

	“Yugi will get him for me. And then I’ll do what needs to be done.” 

	“You’ll kill him?” Bry could do that?

	Bry shook his head. “I planned to.” The words were careful. “But the ehol deserves a fair trial first, don’t you think?”

	So, Bry could kill an ehol? What then, did it mean of Bry? Was he a celestial of the Second Rank? An almasi, whose Ruby Sẹda was more complex than the Silver Sẹda that most celestials wielded? Or was he something, someone, much more powerful?

	Kireh sighed. “Do the Asayli know about this?” 

	Bry nodded, taking a seat on the other sofa. “They were the ones who recommended Levi be tried at the Ariwanian Court.”

	 “That’s the highest court,” Kireh protested.  “The EzeDanzya will be the one to try him. That’s not fair. Shouldn’t he be tried by the Azharanian Council first?”

	Bry smiled. “I asked Them about it. They said They’d rather have him tried there. Besides, the EzeDanzya is not here.”

	Kireh slipped down into the sofa. Bry was right. The EzeDanzya was said to be missing long before Kireh was even born. Rumors that the Asaylin was dead circulated Xhian. “How long will it take?” Kireh asked.

	“The trial? A few days.” 

	“That’s too fast,” Kireh protested. Trials normally lasted several months.

	“Are you afraid?” Bry asked.

	How was Kireh to answer that? Fear was the least of his worries right now. First, there was the reemergence of the disease—the disease that wiped out Kireh’s clan. And then, Bry asked the ehols to stop using their sẹda. Worry after worry drowned Kireh. 

	“I’ve seen Levi’s condition. He has gone insane. He drinks the blood of those he kills. He won’t remain alive for long. It’s either that or eternal torture.”

	“But why? He only uses his power.” There was no reason to execute such harsh punishment simply for using sẹda. Even killing sanyas never bore that sort of punishment.

	“Do you understand the danger Levi poses?” Bry asked.

	Kireh took a deep breath in. “He’s killing sanyas,” Kireh said. 

	“There is a place in Kekere-Daun known as the Abyss. I believe that’s where the Asayli may condemn Levi to.”

	Condemn? Bry didn’t mean it. Kireh sat up, pulling his thoughts together. “What do you mean by that? No one has seen what lies in the Abyss, and to condemn Levi to the pits is crueler than killing him.”

	Bry grinned. “I’ve seen what lies beneath the pits,” he said. “And it’s not as bad as you’re led to believe.”

	“The Abyss?”

	Bry shook his head. “No. The punishment.”

	Kireh studied the lines in Bry’s face. “You saw what lies at the bottom of the Abyss?” There was no question about it. Bry was not of the Third Rank of celestials.

	“There is a lot about me I prefer not to share. But this I can: Levi can save himself for now. For while he is yet amongst the living, there is hope. But when he is cast away with the dead, all chances are void.”

	“He may put up a fight.”

	“I’ve thought about that. I know he will. It is inevitable.”

	Kireh’s heart raced. If Levi fought back, civil unrest would break out. The Kingdoms could not afford such disruption at this stage. “Should I evacuate the Kingdoms?” Kireh asked. 

	“Do what you must,” Bry stood up. “For the peace of all seven Ịtoban Kingdoms, I will do what I can, but I cannot do everything.”

	The silence between them cut deep into Kireh’s chest.

	Power shouldn’t cause this. Power was written in an ehol’s DNA, his embers. Sẹda should not cause insanity. But Kireh knew better than to believe such foolish thinking. He’d seen what sẹda did to his clan. He knew what sẹda could do to him. 

	“I’ve gotten the rest to give up using their sẹda.”

	“Is that all?” Bry asked. 

	Kireh nodded.

	“Then that is not enough. I must force them to give it up for good. They could go insane. Power—the taste of it is too addicting.”

	What was Bry planning to do? Had he been scheming all this time to ban them from Aging? It was impossible. An ehol was meant to Age. It was their only chance of advancing to the Second Rank—to become elohim. And yet….

	“But Bry, you don’t understand,” Kireh pleaded. “Without our sẹda, we’re mere aingeals. Why do you want them to give it up?”

	Bry refused to answer.

	∞

	May the Asayli always be with you.

	 

	 

	
Get More

	Did you enjoy the sample of The Stars That Fall? If you did, you can order and download the full version of The Stars That Fall below and begin reading on your Kindle or Kindle App!

	Download The Stars That Fall Now!

	You can become a part of the KOY Team by signing up using the link below:

	Kingdoms of Yah Street Team

	Add my book to your Goodreads TBR list!

	The Stars That Fall Goodreads

	Or you can sign up to my newsletter as a regular fan to get other free goodies (such as free, signed books, exclusive access to secret chapters, or early access to purchase links). 

	Sign Up to be a Ravynade

	BIA Book Club

	If you’d like to support more indie authors or if you’re an indie author yourself, you can sign up to the BIA Book Club or join the Facebook group (new) to get new indie reads or have your indie book reviewed on my site. 

	BIA Book Club 

	BIA Book Club (Facebook Group)

	Check out my Blog!

	Want to read more books by the author? Head on over to my blog and see what’s up.

	The Pink Ravyn Writes

	 

	 


cover.png
KINGDOMS OF YAH

THE LEGEND OF THE GODS

1 HE

STARS

THAT

FALL

SAMPLE VERSION
First Seven Chapters

by R. N. Headlam





