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Behind the Red Door  is the prequel to Without A World Kirasu Rising Book One and tells the story of how Beda chose to give up her safe, loving life to try to save another world. Without A World is out now. 
If you have already read Without A World, thank you. I’d love to hear what you think about how this prequel explains Beda motivations. Leave a review for any of the works at kristenillarmo.com. 
Thanks to my beta readers and everyone else who helped along the way. 
You can find me at these spots.
Website kristenillarmo.com
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-Kristen





Also By


Kirasu Rising Series: 
Without A World Book One
Collapsing the Divide Book Two 
Behind the Red Door Prequel 








Chapter 1
A Glimpse of Darkness


Beda clasped her daughters’ hands, slowing their roiling wiggle to a simmer. She blinked at the bright blue sky. Earth loomed large above them, dwarfing the translucent moon. Beda plumbed her mind for the source of the cold dread seeping into her stomach, but the pause was too much for Miranda. She wrestled her hand free and ran, howling with glee. 
Monrovia looked at Beda with wide eyes. “Are you sad about Earth, mommy?” 
“Yes.” She should never doubt the perceptiveness of their young minds. 
“Daddy says it’s yucky there.” 
Beda sighed, “He’s right.” 
Monrovia squeezed her hand tighter. “He told me you used to go there to try to help them.” 
“I did, many times.” 
“I bet they wish they lived on Nibiru!” She yanked her hand free, chasing after her sister. 
If they believed it existed. 
Beda squinted back up at Earth. A haze covered the blue that must still be there. 
The dark feeling lingered. 
Miranda zoomed ahead, then fell back, then zoomed ahead again, like a puppy who hadn’t been trained to walk on a leash. Monrovia shadowed her sister until Miranda weaved off the sidewalk into the path of an oncoming bicycle. Monrovia jerked her out of the way, and they both tumbled into a heap on the sidewalk, giggling. The man rang his bell, muttering as he pedaled by. 
Beda trotted up to them, pulling them to their feet, dusting them off. Side by side, they were near-identical replicas. Both with long white hair, just like Beda’s, and cute button noses. They chose to wear matching khaki rompers. “Are you girls ok?” 
Monrovia nodded and moved toward a shop window as if hypnotized by a magical tune. Rainbow-colored pastries lined the display case shelves of the bakery window. 
“Ooooohhhh.” She pressed her hands to the glass. Miranda joined her. 
“Oh! Mommy, Mommy, can we get one?” Miranda asked. 
Their hot hands left prints on the glass. Beda’s heart hurt as she thought of the suffering children who could never have anything like this. She had seen them. She knew where they were. 
Beda gently lifted their hands from the glass. “Ok, but you don’t need to paw the glass.” 
The girls ran squealing into the shop. 
“No screaming in there!” Beda chided as she stepped in behind them. The smell of icing sugar hit her nose and turned her stomach. 
The woman behind the counter smiled. “Good morning. How are you today?” 
Beda managed a nod and a smile.
“Enjoying the sunshine after all that rain? It’s supposed to be coming back, though.” The woman tutted as if the rain should know better than to come back so soon. “Do these lovely girls want a treat?” 
Beda nodded. “Girls, you can pick out one pastry to share.” 
Miranda shouted, “I want the pink one!” She hopped up and down, pointing to a pastry with a thick coat of icing. 
“That one is apricot on the inside. Do they like that?” The woman scrunched her whole face as if each muscle wanted to participate in the question.
“We’ll find out. Monrovia, is pink ok with you?” 
She bobbed her head up and down. 
“Good. Can you cut it in half, please?” Beda asked. 
“Of course!” The shopkeeper whistled as she pulled the pastry out of the case. The girls danced on their toes, peeking over the counter. 
“And what can I get for you?” 
Beda looked at the icing-covered pastries, yellow, blue, pink, red, each one representing excess. Her stomach tightened. “Nothing, thanks.” 
The woman’s smile deflated as she wrapped each half in rice paper and leaned over the counter, passing them to the outstretched hands. 
Miranda nibbled at the treat and wrinkled her nose, holding it out to Beda. “Yuck!” 
Beda smiled. “Well, it’s good to try things. Monrovia, do you like it?” 
Monrovia nodded, her cheeks bulging. She grinned, and dark orange goo oozed out, adding sticky to her smile.
“A hit and a miss.” Beda put two thick coins on the counter. “See you again.” 
“Have a great day!” The woman sang out as they walked back outside. 
Monrovia inched along beside Beda, eating both halves while Miranda bounced ahead. Cheeks full, she handed Beda her trash and scampered to her sister. Beda looked at the sticky trash. They need a normal life. None of this is their fault. 
The low hum of electric flying ships for hire was the constant background noise as they floated overhead, tracing their traffic patterns in the sky. The morning sun warmed the stones that made up the street and lent a glow to the passing faces. The steady ting of bicycle bells rang out as cyclists wound their way through the street. 
Each person here worked hard to make this a comfortable, safe place. She should be satisfied with that. But what about the others?
The girls raced to the twisted branch archway framing the park’s entry. Beda stepped inside as small children climbed, clung, and hung from every available surface, darting in every direction. Beda took a breath, accepting the energy of the chaos. Screams and squeals bounced through the air, and her own children melted into the sea of small heads bobbing up from behind pieces of wood or poking out of tunnels. 
She stood under a tree and stretched up to the clear, blue sky. Bending at the waist, she pressed her torso into her legs and welcomed the pull of her muscles down her spine. Howls and laughter bounced around the playground. 
She planted her palms on the ground and kicked up one leg then the other, squeezing her core to keep her legs straight. A boy with tight blond curls and chocolate on his cheek stopped and watched her. His round belly poked out from his blue and green striped shirt, shaking as he pointed and laughed. Beda looked past him and watched Monrovia sliding down the slide. She glanced at Beda but ran full speed for another trip. Beda’s arms held her weight, but it was a strain. She was out of practice. She concentrated on pulling energy from the ground to see how long she could stay up. 
A scared cry of ‘Mommy’ had every woman searching for the source of the plea. Beda strained to see if it was one of her own without breaking her handstand. 
“Miranda is stuck!” Monrovia’s high-pitched voice split the air. 
One of mine. She dropped one leg, then the other, and stood quickly. A pain shot through her head, blurring her vision and washing the park in a blinding white light. She shielded her eyes and stumbled forward as a stabbing pain burned its way from her feet through her body, exploding from the top of her head. She grabbed at her head, expecting to feel a gaping hole, but her skull was intact--still covered in hair but tender to the touch. She swirled in a dizzy haze as the last images of grass and trees melted into blinding whiteness. 
She floated, breathless, afraid to move as a distant sound worked into her consciousness. Was that crying? The sound morphed into agonized shrieks and hollowed-out moans surrounding her, filling her head and bathing her body in waves of misery. The overwhelming hopelessness of these screams seeped into her bones as if her body had no choice but to soak up their pain like a sponge. The blinding whiteness dulled and revealed contorted bodies suspended around her, some twitching in pain, others moaning a deep, restless sound that scraped her soul. She hovered in the clutches of their misery. 
A loud gurgle rose as if from deep water, and the moans around her became shrieks of terror. Beda fought to regain control of her thoughts, but something wrapped around her legs, pinning them together and squeezing. It coiled around her torso, binding her arms and squeezing tight like a giant invisible snake come to claim its prey. She fought for small mouthfuls of air as it crushed her. The bodies around her writhed against their own unseen enemies. A woman locked eyes with Beda, her thin gray skin giving way to blue as the last breath left her body. She held up a bony finger and moaned, “You must stop this pain.” 
Beda whimpered, “Stop.” The crushing hold weakened and then evaporated. She blinked and was in the park again, the blue sky dotted with concerned faces. 
A woman with a scarf tied tightly around her head leaned in close. “Are you ok?”
“You were screaming,” another woman said. 
Beda patted her body and touched the ground for confirmation that it was real. “Am I ok?”  
A woman holding a fat baby on her hip stood over her. “You dropped to your knees screaming. We tried to talk to you, but you wouldn’t answer.” 
“Then you fell over.” The woman with the scarf added as if to suggest Beda shouldn’t have scared them so badly. She reached out a hand. Beda took it, leaning on this stranger’s strength to stand. 
“Is my daughter ok?” she asked, remembering that Miranda needed her. 
The woman bounced the baby on her hip. “She was fine, just got her foot stuck in something for a minute, but she was already out of it by the time I got there.”
Beda held the side of her head, feeling dizzy. “Thanks for checking on her. We should go home.” 
She took a step toward Miranda and Monrovia, sitting side by side in the sandbox, but the ground shifted. A cold wind blew across her face. The bright sky vanished, the day replaced with cold gray on gray. Dread yanked at Beda’s stomach. 
Another vision. 
Miranda and Monrovia sat with worry painted on their faces, but the rest of the park was empty, and so was the street. The unnatural silence filled Beda’s ears. She kept her eyes on the girls, terrified they would disappear too if she looked away. The pain crushed down on her again. She was wrung out, useless, and heavy— so heavy it seemed impossible to take a step. It was hard to breathe. She waited to get pulled into the harsh whiteness again. 
Miranda called out from the sandbox, “Mommy, are you ok?” 
I have to get to the girls. 
The thought made sense, but she couldn’t get her muscles to obey. The crushing weight of this agony smothered her like a wool blanket in August. 
This is not my pain. 
The thought broke through a corner of her brain, lessening the weight. She seized the change and forced her foot forward. Piles of twisted metal and cracked cinderblocks sprung up all around. She slipped, crashing into a heap of metal shards. A piece of jagged metal filleted the sharp bone of her shin, stopping as it dug into the soft tendon below her knee cap. She screamed, grabbing her knee. Blood oozed between her fingers. 
Where did this come from? Her leg shook as she stood to get a better look. 
The sidewalks, the streets, everywhere, a chaotic mess of debris that could not be from Nibiru stretched as far as she could see. Smoke rose from the hulking shafts of splintered buildings. Samsara, maybe all of Nibiru, was in ruin. Fear pushed out her sadness as she shot her eyes back to the sandbox, praying to see her daughters’ faces. 
The girls gripped each other’s hands, watching her. 
Miranda reached out. “Mommy, come get us!” 
Beda took a careful step, then another, picking her way through the rubble. Blood trickled down her leg. 
Monrovia cried, “Mommy be careful!” 
Both girls were standing now, shoulder to shoulder, wailing with their hands in the air. 
Beda screamed, “I’m coming!” as a loud boom shook the ground and kicked up a cloud of dust. 
A thick curtain of soot swept across the playground, obscuring
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