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  This is for all the young girls who wanted to escape the real world, who couldn’t talk to anyone, and wished to be whisked away to someplace else. Girls who spent more time in books, journals, and daydreaming than playing with dolls. Girls who were picked and teased just for how they looked, not realizing that they are beautiful.

This is also for my husband, Yohhanes. Look, babe, I did a thing! Thank you for giving me spirit energy whenever I wanted to give up or needed a boost, just like Goku.
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Codex of Shattered Realms


The Codex is not a single book, but a gathering of remnants. Tablets weathered by celestial storms, scrolls scorched by infernal flame, pages stolen from temples swallowed by time. Fragments  persist in both Elysium and Infernum, though each denies the other’s version.
Angels and demons alike bear wings. They are extensions of essence, summoned in battle, in worship, in fury, or in moments of intimacy. Each can recede or retract them whenever they wish. They are no mere ornaments, but an oath: to take flight is to declare intent.
Halos and horns behave similarly. Halos are not rigid crowns but manifestations of a being’s inner power, light sharpened into shape. An angel can dim or retract their halo as easily as closing their eyes. Demons can bury their horns beneath skin or shadow, revealing them only when they wish to intimidate, or when emotion ignites too fiercely to hide.
Claws and tails follow the same law. They are not constant fixtures. A demon’s tail can slip beneath the skin like smoke; claws can smooth back into hands, and their more monstrous traits remain hidden until the moment demands their awakening. These forms are not disguises, but aspects. Pieces of the soul that choose when to be seen. Revealing wings, a halo, claws, or a tail is never random; it's a revelation. A declaration of mood, power, allegiance, or hunger.
Divine Magic:
Both angels and demons wield magical powers, but their manifestations differ. Yet when joined in union, such forces weave a power that defies every law. It is volatile, forbidden, and undeniable. Angels shape light, wind, speed, and storm. Their magic is carried in hymns, in breath, in the cutting clarity of the sky. Demons conjure fire, shadow, ash, and chains; their power is born of hunger, wielded in rage and revelry. 
The Nephilim is a storm wrapped in flesh, capable of sundering or uniting the realms. She is not blessed. She is not cursed. She is both, and in that paradox lies her peril. 
Celestial Hierarchy of Elysium
(As recorded in the High Archives)
Cherubim:Four-winged guardians who serve as scouts, sentries, and laborers across Elysium. Quick, loyal, and everywhere at once.
Thrones:Keepers of divine judgment. They rarely leave Elysium and exist to weigh fate, rule, and consequence. Their presence means a verdict has been passed.
Seraphim:Six-winged warriors forged for celestial war. They form the armies of heaven, carrying out divine will on the battlefield. Few forces rival their might.
High Seraphim:The elite among the seraphim. They serve directly under the archangels, delivering decrees, punishments, and carrying out the executions of heavenly law. Their word echoes divine authority.
Infernal Hierarchy of Infernum
(As recorded in the Obsidian Ledger)
Legions:The backbone of Hell. These demons are the workers, soldiers, and expendable grunts who fill Infernum’s vast ranks. They are endless in number, brutal in purpose.
Highborn:Commanders of battalions and cities. Highborn demons possess refined power, lineage, or both. They lead the armies, enforce dominion, and constantly scheme for greater standing.
Infernal Nobility:The rulers of Hell—princes, queens, and sovereigns. Their authority shapes the very structure of Infernum itself.
Fragment 22: “On the Fallen”
The Fallen:
Not all who depart Elysium fall with flame and fury. Some drift into shadow, not from defiance, but from hunger. The insatiable craving for more.
Azazel, the Shadow Walker. Once a scholar among the Seraphim, his wings burned with curiosity rather than light. His countless experiments pushed past every law of Heaven, his hunger for knowledge gnawing at the very edges of creation. Where others wielded flame or storm, he bent the shadows themselves. Such powers are forbidden, for shadow is meant only as absence, never weapon. Yet Azazel made it blade and path alike. For this, he was cast from the heights, wings seared black as he fell. The Thrones named him a traitor.  The Legions called him brother. But Azazel names himself nothing, only a walker between realms, forever seeking.
Fragment 57: “On the Weapons”
On the Nature of Weapons: 
Not all weapons are forged from obsidian and steel. Some are wrought from essence, shaped by oath and blood, bound to a bearer’s soul. Such arms are unique extensions of the self, amplifiers of power, curses as much as blessings. Some are forged in trial by combat, others through sacrifice, and others still by inheritance. What is constant is the price: blood, essence, or vow. No two weapons share the same path, for they are born from the soul they bind to.
Known Bonded Weapons:
Ifrit’s Fang-AbraxusA halberd of blackened metal, its blade glowing as if eternally fresh from fire. It channels his Wrath, summoning infernal chains hotter than any forge flame. Its edge drinks fury, burning brighter as his rage deepens.
Caelus-AnielA rapier forged of light silver, delicate yet unyielding. Each strike summons wind and storm, cutting as though carried by the breath of the skies. In his hand, precision becomes tempest.
Solaziel & Umbraziel-OrielTwin blades, radiant and shadowed. Solaziel blazes with dawnlight; Umbraziel coils with darkness. Alone, they are powerful; together, they embody her fractured bloodline, turning contradiction into destruction.
Fragment 39: “On the Sins, the Sovereigns of Ruin”
On the Nature of the Sins:
They are not merely demons or fallen angels. They are not simply lords. The Seven are embodiments of sins made flesh, hungers given crown. They were not born, but wrought, their power gnawing at the very roots of creation. To kill them outright is nearly impossible. Their essence festers, rekindles, returns. The only way to halt them is by sealing and binding their forms with chains of both divine and infernal power, locking their dominion away from the world.
Sealing does not destroy, it only delays. The chains strain with every century, and each breaking demands blood and sacrifice anew. To bear the duty of sealing is to defy the natural order, for the Sins are part of the realm’s balance: its hunger, its ambition, its wrath. Remove them entirely, and creation itself may shatter. Thus, they are endured. Why do they endure? Because the Earth realm itself reflects them. Mortals hunger, covet, boast, desire, slumber, rage. Where such impulses live, so too do the Sins. To seal them is to keep the balance from tipping into chaos. To destroy them outright may unravel the very fabric of creation.
The Sins domains are not mere planes of existence.
Where their essence gathers, the world thins. Stone remembers them. Air bends. Time grows uncertain. These spaces are not forged, nor granted, but claimed. Drawn forth by will, desire, hunger, or wrath made manifest. Such places are said to exist beside all realms and within none, opening only to those whose nature resonates with them. Mortals who cross these thresholds rarely recognize the moment of passage, though few return unchanged.
Yet these spaces are not immutable. When a Sin is bound, silenced, or sealed, the threshold collapses. The place remains, but it no longer answers. Doors refuse their maker. The world grows heavy, inert like a throne abandoned but not forgotten. Scholars argue whether such severance weakens the Sin or merely delays their return. What is known is this:
A sealed Sovereign walks without a home, and the realm remembers the loss.
Fragment 42: “On the Seals”
On the Forging of a Seal:
To bind a Sin is no simple ward or chain. The Seal is a covenant, a fusion of light and shadow wound so tightly that even the strongest embodiment of ruin cannot slip free.Such bindings demand blood, will, and power. Without balance, the Seal fails.
Who May Perform It:
No single lesser angel or demon can seal a Sin. Angels alone cannot weave shadow, and demons alone cannot command light. To forge an authentic Seal requires two powers braided together. Divine light and infernal fire, oath and hunger, restraint and chaos. This is why High Seraphim and Sovereign demons are summoned to the task. Their power, when bound in purpose, can anchor what no mortal hand could hold. The Nephilim embodies what the Seal requires: the balance of both forces in one vessel. Scholars say such a being could weave chains that never break, or shatter them with a word. For this reason, both Heaven and Hell covet, fear, and despise her. In the wrong hands, she is a weapon. In her own, she is a storm.
Marginal Note-The Warning of the Archivists
(etched in the borders of the Codex fragment, its ink faded and smudged)
The Seals do not last. All chains strain. All bonds fray. The Sins are not slain, only bound—and time is their ally. Century by century, the pact unravels, until the hunger within gnaws free again. To renew the Seal demands blood anew, a sacrifice equal to or greater than the first. This is why each breaking is inevitable, why every triumph is temporary, why the war is endless.
Fragment 51: “On the Marked”
Of Sigils and Their Purpose:
Angels and demons alike bear sigils carved not in ink but in essence. They are not merely adornments, but contracts. Symbols of covenant, discipline, and power etched upon flesh and soul. Some awaken at birth; others burn into being only when blood meets vow. Each sigil binds its bearer to a truth that cannot be undone. To carry sigils is to have truth written into flesh.
The Infernal Sigils:
Prince Abraxus:
His Sigils coil along his arms and chest, glowing with ember-light when his fury rises. From these marks, he summons his infernal chains, forged from hellfire itself. To face him unbound is to be caged in flame.
Agrather, Demoness Queen:
Her Sigils wind down her arms and legs, black and dark green. Many say they resemble thorns coiling around her body. From these Sigils she draws her thorns.
The Angelic Sigils:
Aniel-His sigils gleam in the language of the Angels, inscribed in light across his upper arms, shoulders, and down his spine. They are words of devotion, sacrifice, and steadfastness, carved when he swore service to the Council. In battle, they burn with radiance. A reminder of his oath even when his heart strains against it. Among the Angels, sigils are vows first, weapons second. They brand obedience, faith, and sacrifice. To break them is to fall.
The Nephilim Sigils:
Oriel-She bears both: angelic light woven with infernal fire, etched across her skin in patterns no scholar dares to name. Some claim they shift, as though alive, changing with her will and her fury. Her sigils make her a paradox made flesh, covenant and rebellion, storm and flame, the balance of two realms colliding in one vessel.
The Codex warns: Such markings are not meant to exist. They are covenants without law, powers without masters. 
Fragment 63: “On Bonds and Tethers”
Of Bonds:
Not all ties are forged by choice. Some are born of covenant, others of blood, and some by fire that leaps between souls unbidden. The ancients called them Bonds. Unseen threads weaving fates together across distance and realm alike. Bonds are not meant to be woven lightly. Once forged, they rarely unravel, as they are etched deeper than any sigil or vow. Some scholars fear that the Nephilim’s dual nature allows her to carry more than one Bond without breaking—a truth never witnessed before. What such a storm of tethers might unleash... no one dares predict.
The Nature of the Bond:
A bond is not merely a metaphor. It is a tether, an invisible current of essence shared between two beings whose spirits resonate. Through it, emotion flows like breath, desire burns like flame. What one feels, the other may echo; what one suffers, the other may taste. Distance does not break it.
The Intimate Thread:
When passion is shared, the bond deepens. Flesh is not merely touched, it is inscribed. The tether grows taut, and the currents shine brightly. Lovers connected in this way cannot hide from each other’s hunger or grief. That is why bonds are both treasured and feared. To be bound is to be known. To be known is to be vulnerable.
Closing Fragment:
The Codex is incomplete. Pages torn, passages burned, truths erased. What remains is warning enough: the balance between realms hangs not on crowns or armies, but on those who can wield both fire and light. If such a one rises… the Seals may hold…or all may shatter.
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Dramatis Personae


Welcome to the Divine Kaos cast. Here you’ll find the names, faces, and fates of those who shape the story, along with pronunciation guides so the mythos resonates as intended. You’ll also uncover the lore and history behind each character’s name. Step into the kaos, meet the characters, and discover the voices at the heart of the war between Heaven and Hell.
Oriel (OR-ee-el): A Nephilim, daughter of the Seraphim Nisroc and the demoness Agrather. Torn between Heaven and Hell, she bears both shadow and light, destined to stand at the center of prophecy. Her name, Oriel, is derived from the archangel Uriel, of Hebrew origin, meaning “light of God.”
Abraxus (uh-BRACK-sus): Demon Prince of Infernum, reckless and relentless. His fire is both weapon and devotion. Abraxus is a play on the name Abraxas. The Basilidian sect of second-century Gnostics claimed Abraxas as their supreme god. They believed that his name contained great mysteries, as it was composed of the seven Greek letters which form the number 365—the number of days in a year. Abraxas, they thought, commanded 365 gods, to whom they attributed 365 virtues, one for each day.
Aniel (AH-nee-el): A Seraphim and sworn guardian of Oriel. Quiet and precise, a blade of wind and light. Once bound by duty, he has become her closest confidant. The name “Aniel” is of Hebrew origin, derived from “ani,” meaning “I” or “me,” and “el,” meaning “God.” Therefore, the name “Aniel” can be interpreted as “God is with me” or “God is my strength.”
Nisroc (NISS-rock): Seraphim commander of Elysium and father of Oriel. Stern yet unwavering in his devotion. Nisroc is a play on the name Nisroch. In Jewish tradition, the name Nisroch is associated with a Hebrew term meaning “great eagle.” According to some theories, Nisroch was one of the fallen Grigori (the Watchers), a group of angels who married human women and fathered the Nephilim, as mentioned in the Book of Enoch.
Agrather (AH-grah-thur): Demoness Queen of Thorns and Oriel’s mother. Regal and ruthless, steel-clad in brambles. Her love cuts as sharply as her armor, her loyalty unbreakable. Agrather is a play on the name Agrat bat Mahlat. Agrat bat Mahlat is a demon in Jewish mythology. Mahlat and Agrat are proper names, “bat” meaning “daughter of” (in Hebrew). Therefore, Agrat bat Mahlat means “Agrat, daughter of Mahlat.”
The Sins
Leviathan (leh-VAI-uh-thun): Sin of Envy. Whisperer of longing, corrupter of loyalty. His illusions fracture truth itself. Christian theologians associated Leviathan with the demon of the  of . According to the , Leviathan encapsulates the space of the material world.
Beelzebub (BEE-el-zuh-bub): Sin of Gluttony. Hunger given form, consuming flesh and spirit alike. His prison’s seal marks the beginning of Oriel’s war. Also spelled Beelzebul or Belzebuth and occasionally known as the Lord of the Flies, his name is derived from a  god, once worshipped in , and later adopted by some  as a major . The name is commonly associated with the  god .
Others
Azazel (AH-zuh-zell): Fallen angel, walker of shadows. Mysterious but turned ally, his motives remain veiled even as his aid proves indispensable. During the late  (after the ), Azazel came to be seen as a  responsible for introducing humans to , as described in the . His role as a fallen angel persists in both  and  traditions.
Unnaturals: Warped detritus of creation. Monstrous, mindless beings born not by nature but by hubris. Neither angel nor demon claims them… yet both bear responsibility for their existence.
In the earliest days, when Heaven and Hell still believed themselves masters of every form of life, they experimented on mortal beasts, twisting them with divine essence and infernal flame. Their goal was simple: create the perfect soldier. What emerged were abominations—bodies half-flesh, half-essence. Teeth set in the wrong places. Too many eyes. Too few. Limbs bent like broken branches. Souls stretched thin, sanity torn out by the roots. Angels labeled them “miscalculations.” Demons called them “failures.” But both sides feared what they had made. When the war dragged on, and the cost of maintaining these things outweighed their usefulness, angels and demons did what all creators do when confronted with their own monstrosity: they released them. Set loose upon the Earth Realm like a plague. Most will never know that these monsters were once meant to be soldiers.






  
  There was a time when angels turned their faces away from the cries  of mortals, and demons feasted on unanswered prayers. In those days, Heaven was untouchable glass, and Hell was endless fire, and neither bent for the world caught between them. Then one night, beneath blood moons and holy stars, an angel touched a demoness. Not with fury, but with grace. Their union shattered every law carved in stone, every vow sworn before the Thrones and the Legions. From that touch, something was born. Not an angel. Not a demon. A child of both realms, a spark of chaos wrapped in flesh. The Nephilim. And from her first breath, the world began to change.
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Prologue

Ashes in a New Sky


Earth year 0 
The first time Nisroc saw Earth, it was quiet. Clouds pillowed across a blue so soft it almost offended him. The air was thick with scent of wet soil, crushed grass, the ghost-sweetness of flowers. And beneath it all, something raw and new. Creation is still cooling.
He hovered above a broad valley, six wings spread wide, the light of Elysium still clinging to his feathers. Armor hugged his frame: burnished plate etched with the sigils of his legion, a spear strapped across his back, and a sword at his hip. Around him, other seraphim hung in the air like shards of dawn. Below, a river cut a bright scar through the land, silver under the sun. The valley cupped it in green, trees clustered like watchful sentries. Birds wheeled in the distance, oblivious. 
“This is… small,” one of the seraphim muttered at his side. Casiel. Older by a handful of campaigns and therefore irritatingly smug. His six wings rustled. “I expected more thunder.”
“It’s young,” Nisroc said. “Give it time.” 
“You’re defending it already?” 
Nisroc didn’t answer. His gaze followed the river's bend, the way it spilled into a glimmering lake. There was a flavor here he’d never felt in any realm. Fragile and wildly stubborn at the same time. Life clung to everything, desperate to root and spread. He liked it.
A trumpet blast rippled through the sky, silent to mortal ears but shattering to angelic ones. The air brightened, light sharpening into order.
The High Seraphim descended.
They came in disciplined spirals, wings layered upon wings, forming a circle in the air. Six wings each, like the seraphim. It was yet the weight of their presence pressed on Nisroc’s bones. Their armor was whiter than starlight, their eyes ringed with the faint burn of judgment. Behind them, a gate in the sky whispered open: a thin seam of gold, the border of Elysium, shining like a wound in the firmament. 
Nisroc straightened, pressing his fist to his chest. Around him, the seraphim formation tightened. 
The High Seraph at the center lowered her veil. Fire-blue eyes swept the valley. “Report.” 
Casiel nudged Nisroc with an elbow. “You speak, fledgling.” 
Nisroc ignored the jab and slid forward, dipping his head. “No infernal presence yet, High One. No demons. No distortions. The land is… clean.” 
“For now,” she said. 
Her name was Turiel, though few dared use it. Among the ranks, she was simply the Blade of Decree. First to descend when judgment needed teeth. 
Nisroc had seen her cleave a demon lord in two with a word. He had never seen her look… uneasy. “Orders?” he asked. 
Turiel’s gaze lifted, past the clouds, as if listening. “Hold the valley,” she said. “Earth was not meant to be a battleground. But Hell has scented it. They want a foothold in the mortal weave. We deny them.” 
Casiel exhaled. “At last. I was worried we were invited here for a picnic.” 
“The Cherubim will take the perimeter,” Turiel continued. “The Thrones will judge any breach, though they remain in Elysium unless summoned.” 
A muscle in Nisroc’s jaw twitched. Thrones. They always stayed where the ground wasn’t bleeding. 
“Seraphim,” Turiel said, “you are the shield. You will not let Infernum root here. If they arrive, you meet them first. Quickly. Cleanly. No scars.” 
Nisroc glanced down again at the valley. No scars, he thought. He hoped Heaven remembered its promises.
The demons came at dusk.
The sky went wrong first. Nisroc felt it before he saw it. A sour tug in the air, a twist in the unseen fibers of the world. The river’s song faltered. Birds scattered from the treeline in a frantic cloud. 
“Breach,” Casiel snapped, wings tensing. “West ridge.” 
Nisroc turned in the air, heart slamming against his ribs. Along the distant ridge, where the trees grew thick and dark, the shadows deepened unnaturally. Night pooled in the trunks, thick as tar, and then split. Something like a black star burst across the hillside.
A gate.
Where Elysium’s gates sang with light and stone, Infernum’s were a wound. A jagged ring of obsidian floating above the ground, its center swirling with smoking red. The air choked. Grass blackened in a circle beneath it, the ground cracking like parched lips.
Demons poured out.
Legions came first, rank upon rank of armored figures, some humanoid, some monstrous, all wrapped in metal and bone-forged gear. Blades jutted from gauntlets, horns from helmets, chains dragged behind. Their banners snarled in a wind that hadn’t existed moments ago, symbols of houses Nisroc recognized from war councils.
Behind them, highborn. They walked through the gate with the lazy menace of predators who had never been denied a meal. Their armor was ornate, etched with infernal sigils. Eyes blazed in colors that hurt to look at—sulfuric yellow, blood red, abyssal violet. They laughed as they stepped into the mortal air, tasting it like wine. 
“Beautiful,” one said, low and amused. “Soft.” 
“Soft things burn best,” another replied. No infernal nobility yet. 
No king or queen. 
Nisroc doubted that it would last. Nobility loved to arrive once the stage was painted with blood.
“Seraphim,” Turiel’s voice cut through the rising din, “form ranks.” 
The command sank into Nisroc’s bones as naturally as breath. He dropped, spear sliding into his hand. Around him, dozens of seraphim pivoted in the air, wings fanning into formation. He stole one more glance down.
At the edge of the valley, half hidden by rocks and scrub, a cluster of mortals huddled. They were small. So small. Wrapped in hides and rough cloth. Their hair long and tangled, faces streaked with dirt. They clutched crude spears and stone blades, eyes wide, mouths parted. One child hid behind a woman’s legs, clutching a carved wooden charm. 
Nisroc met the woman’s gaze for a heartbeat. Some instinct made her flinch, as if struck by sudden light. She squinted into the sky, tracking… something. “Get them out of here,” he said, his throat tight. 
Casiel snorted. “And where would they go? It’s a small realm, brother.” 
Turiel lifted her sword. Light poured from the blade, bright enough to bleach the edges of Nisroc’s feathers white. “Earth is under Heaven’s protection,” she said. Then she pointed the sword at the infernal gate. “Drive them back.”
When seraphim descended to war, the sky screamed. Nisroc dove. The valley became a blur of color and heat, wind shrieking around his armor. The river glittered up to meet him, then veered away as he angled for the ridge. His wings folded tight, then snapped open with a thunderclap that rattled the trees. Below, legions raised their shields, a bristling sea of metal. Arrows already arced up. Black-feathered shafts carrying small, next-to-nothing threats to seraphim flesh.
Nisroc plunged straight through them. He struck the front ranks like a falling star. His spear carved a line of light through armor and bone, sending demons flying. Their essence crackled against his armor like grease in a pan. The stench of sulfur and scorched iron filled his nose. 
Casiel crashed beside him, sword flaring. Other seraphim slammed into the line further down, turning the disciplined ranks into staggered chaos. 
“Hold the line!” a highborn roared, voice layered with infernal power. “They bleed like anything!” 
Seraphic blades answered instead of words. Nisroc pivoted, spearing a demon scrambling toward him. He yanked his weapon free, letting the creature tumble. Its armor was crude, hammered iron and leather.
Nisroc snarled, twisting the blade away. The demon spat black blood into his face and lunged again. Nisroc ended it with a clean thrust. Around him, the battle widened into a spiral. Seraphim weaved through the demons with practiced precision, wings forming shields and barriers, spears and swords finding gaps in armor. Light ignited across the hillside, hellfire blazing high, turning grass to ash.
Yet for every demon that fell, two more spilled from the gate. 
“Turiel!” Nisroc shouted, ducking a thrown axe that split a tree behind him. “They’re reinforcing. That gate—” 
“I see it,” she snapped from above, voice sharpened by strain. Her wings flared, halo bright. “Hold.” 
Nisroc gritted his teeth and obeyed. He plunged back into the fray, his spear a streak of light. A demon twice his size barreled toward him, tusks dripping with tar. He leapt, wings snapping open, and slashed its throat as he cleared its head. Black blood sprayed, burning the ground where it fell. The land screamed.
He heard it as a low, deep crack in the bones of the world. The valley was not built for this. Its soil is not yet accustomed to the weight of divine and infernal power grinding into it. Grass shriveled beneath spilled ichor. Trees twisted, bark blackening, leaves curling like burned paper. No scars, Nisroc remembered.
Too late.
He felt the shift before he saw it. The temperature spiked, the air grew heavy, crowded. A new presence pushed through the gate, a pressure like a hand on the back of his neck.
Nobility.
A demon stepped out, and the world narrowed around him.
He was tall—taller even than most highborn—his armor a dark mirror of the night sky, black with veins of molten ember running beneath the surface. Horns swept back from his temples like a crown of jagged obsidian. His cloak seemed stitched from shadow and smoke. Legions parted for him without a word. 
“Always so dramatic,” Casiel muttered nearby. “They can’t simply walk; they must emerge.” 
Every instinct in Nisroc sharpened. The demon’s gaze swept the battlefield, interest lighting as it passed over the seraphim ranks.
“Well,” the demon king said softly, his voice carrying easily over the roar. “They sent Turiel. We must have frightened someone.” 
Turiel’s light intensified overhead. “You have trespassed, Infernal King,” she called. “Earth is not yours to stain.” 
“Everything is yours,” he replied, sounding bored. “That is the problem.” Then he smiled. “And this realm is… tempting.” 
The ground beneath Nisroc’s feet cracked. Lava-threaded fissures spidered outward, black rock glowing red from within. The king drew a blade from the air itself, a sword of condensed shadow. Its edge humming with lethal intent.
Demons roared.
Seraphim answered.
Turiel descended in a blinding arc, her sword flaring. The clash of noble and high seraph shook the sky, a shockwave rippling through both armies. For a heartbeat, Nisroc couldn’t see, couldn’t hear—only burned whiteness and ringing. Then the world snapped back. 
“Push them,” Casiel shouted. “Now, Nisroc!” 
Nisroc didn’t think, he moved. He drove his spear through a cluster of legions trying to flank Turiel, using his wings to deflect arrows and thrown blades. Light spilled around him, scorching sigils into the soil. 
Casiel kept pace—every movement synchronized, a deadly dance honed over campaigns.
Somewhere behind them, a mortal screamed. Nisroc risked a glance. At the valley’s edge, the humans were no longer hiding. Some had fled. Others too stubborn or too afraid had stayed. A man had taken a stand in front of the others, holding nothing but a wooden spear. His hands shook as he faced a demon twice his size. Idiot, Nisroc thought, the word sharp with panic. The demon advanced. Nisroc broke formation.
“Nisroc!” Casiel shouted as he pivoted away. 
Nisroc ignored him. Wings beat once, twice—he streaked across the battlefield, skimming above demon helmets. A thrown spear grazed his side, scraping metal, but he pushed through the sting. The demon reached the humans. It raised its axe and Nisroc slammed into it like a thunderbolt. They hit the ground hard, rolling through dirt and ash. The demon cursed, swinging wildly. Nisroc pinned its arm with his spear, drove his blade through the gap in its chestplate, and twisted. The demon convulsed once and went still. Nisroc yanked his sword free, breath ragged. Ash and black blood smeared across his armor. He turned.
The humans stared at him. The woman from before clutched the child to her, eyes wide. The man with the wooden spear trembled. Nisroc took a step back, wings folding tight. 
“Leave,” he said, quietly. His voice trembled the air, though he softened it as much as he could. “This place will not be safe.” 
They couldn’t fully understand his tongue, but the meaning slipped through, raw and wordless. The woman flinched, then nodded, tugging at the others. The man hesitated, glancing from Nisroc to the demon at his feet.
His gaze lingered on the armor. The weapon. The strange, shimmering material of the demon’s breastplate. Fear warred with something else in his eyes, calculation. Nisroc felt the cold note of inevitability. 
“Go,” he said, more firmly. The man tore his gaze away and grabbed the child’s hand. Together, they fled down the slope, into the trees. Nisroc exhaled and turned back to the war. He had taken three steps when the world ripped open again. He was mid-stride, about to leap, when pain speared through his chest. Not physical. Deeper.
“Turiel?” he gasped, looking up. 
In the sky, light and shadow clashed. Turiel and the demon king were locked in combat, their blades clanging in bursts of white and red. Each strike flung fragments of power outward, shredding clouds and shaking trees. The Thrones’ voices rolled faintly from Elysium, the echo of judgment weighing possibilities. He could feel them watching, tallying costs. A decision fell like a stone. The air thickened. A pressure settled over the valley, heavy and final. Turiel broke away, wings beating hard. Her sword lifted overhead, point to the sky. Light gathered around it. Not a sharp blaze this time, but a deeper, more terrible glow, like the beginning of a star. The demon king snarled. 
“You wouldn’t dare.” 
“The realm will not hold,” Turiel said, her voice resonant with borrowed authority. 
Nisroc’s throat closed. “Turiel, wait—” The light dropped.
It wasn’t a beam, not exactly. It was a verdict. It crashed into the battlefield in concentric waves, passing through angel and demon alike. Seraphim staggered, wings flaring. Demons screamed as the light burned through them. Not killing, not quite, but pushing.
Nisroc felt space fold. He saw the infernal gate buckle, its obsidian ring cracking. Demons were sucked backward, dragged toward Infernum like leaves in a storm. The Highborn roared, clawing at the ground, trying to anchor themselves. The demon king dug his blade into the soil, teeth bared. Turiel’s light pressed harder. 
“Fall back!” she shouted. 
Seraphim leapt skyward, wings straining against the collapsing air. Nisroc tried to follow, but his gaze snagged on the valley below.
The humans. They were running, but not far enough. One boy had fallen, his leg caught on a twisted root. He looked back, eyes wide, as light and shadow tore above him. The land shuddered. A fissure opened nearby, belching heat. 
“Nisroc!” Casiel shouted from above. “Leave them!”
He didn’t.
He dove.
Wind howled past his ears, tearing at his feathers. The collapsing magic thickened the air, like wading through honey. Each flap was labor. He reached the boy as the ground beneath them split wider, heat blooming. Nisroc scooped the child up, wings wrapping tight around him like a shield. Light crashed over them.
He felt the separation like a blade sliding between the ribs. One heartbeat, he was in Earth’s valley, holding a mortal child as the sky fell. Next, he was slamming onto polished stone, the cool brilliance of Elysium rushing up to catch him. The boy vanished.
Nisroc hit the ground alone. He lay there for a moment, breath ragged, wings sprawled. 
The silence of Elysium rang in his ears. No demon screams, no crackling fire, only the distant music of the high courts and the steady hum of the realm. His chest hurt. Casiel’s face appeared over him a moment later, upside down. 
“You are the worst at following orders.” 
Nisroc shoved him weakly. “Is Earth sealed?” 
Casiel’s smile faded. “For now, though it won’t last.” 
Nisroc pushed himself upright. They were in one of the outer courts, the floor made of pale stone shot through with veins of faint gold. Above, open archways revealed a tranquil sky, unmarred by war. 
Turiel stood at the edge of the platform, sword sheathed, shoulders taut. High Seraphim clustered around her, voices low in serious counsel. The weight of the Thrones’ judgment still vibrated faintly through the air.
Nisroc approached, ignoring the ache in his bones. “High One,” he said. “The valley—” 
“Scarred,” she replied without turning. “But intact enough. The breach is closed. Earth has been warned what we bring.” 
He swallowed. “And the mortals?” 
“Some lived. Many did not.” She finally looked at him, eyes tired. “They will adapt. They will tell stories of fire, light, wings, and monsters in the sky.” 
“That was never meant to be their burden,” Nisroc said. 
Turiel’s gaze sharpened. “Do you think war does not stain everything it touches, little seraph?” 
“I think,” he said quietly, “that we chose where to spill it.”
Her jaw flexed. For a moment, he wondered if he had gone too far. But something in her expression softened, almost imperceptibly. 
“We did not choose,” she said at last. “We reacted. Hell moved first. We answered.” 
“And Earth pays the price.” 
“Earth stands because we answered.” Turiel’s voice took on that distant, echoing quality again. The tone of one who had sat in the halls of decision. “The archangels have decreed no realm may be claimed by Infernum without contest. Had we failed to contest, Hell would have rooted there fully. The scars you mourn would have been craters.” 
Nisroc clenched his fists. Her reasoning was sound. It still tasted bitter. Turiel turned away, gaze lifting to the open sky. 
“We will watch Earth more carefully now, send more cherubim. Quietly. Thrones will weigh any future incursion. Seraphim will be held in reserve unless necessary. The mortal realm is… delicate.”
Delicate. 
Soft.
Tempting.
Nisroc thought of the man staring at a demon’s armor instead of his own fear—how his eyes had narrowed, not in awe, but in understanding. 
Turiel’s gaze sharpened. “You think they will rise against us?” 
“I think,” Nisroc said slowly, “they will remember. The dead left behind. The weapons. The armor. The way both Heaven and Hell bled on their soil, and then…left.” 
Something like guilt flickered across Turiel’s face, gone as quickly as it came. 
“They are not meant to wield what was forged from divine or infernal essence,” she said. “Our armor will decay without us. Our weapons will turn to dust.” 
“You’re certain?”
She hesitated. Nisroc felt the answer in that pause. 
“We will watch,” she said instead. “If mortals prove… troublesome, we will adjust.” 
He looked back toward the archways, to the slice of blue sky beyond. Somewhere far below, in a valley scarred by light and shadow, humans were picking themselves up and counting their dead. Remembering. He could almost see them in his mind: the man with the wooden spear returning cautiously to the battlefield after the sky quieted. Approaching a fallen demon. Prodding it with his weapon. Then, slowly, prying loose a gauntlet. A helm. A sword. Feeling the weight of metal that hummed faintly under his fingers. Testing its edge. Seeing how it cut stone where his own spear could not.
Others would join him. They would argue over who kept what. They would fight. They would train. They would learn which pieces burned to the touch, which responded to blood, which whispered in their sleep. They would eventually name themselves something.
Guardians. Hunters. Knights.
Nisroc didn’t know the word yet, but he felt its shape forming in the future. “Permission to monitor the valley,” he said abruptly. “Personally.” 
Turiel’s brows drew together. “You grow attached quickly.” 
“This realm has already been dragged into our war,” Nisroc said. “The least we can do is watch how it survives.” 
She studied him for a long moment. Finally, she sighed. “Very well. Within reason. The Cherubim will resent you stepping on their patrol routes.” 
“They’ll manage,” Nisroc said. Behind him, Casiel groaned theatrically. 
“Wonderful. He’s found a pet world.” 
“Careful,” Nisroc said, not taking his eyes off the sky. “It might bite.” 
Casiel snorted. “If it bites, I’ll tell everyone you picked it out.” Nisroc’s lips twitched.
Far below, Earth turned unaware of how close it had come to being claimed forever, by either light or shadow. Unaware that its future defenders were about to scavenge a battlefield and forge an order from the bones of gods. Nisroc spread his wings, feeling the phantom heat of the valley beneath him. 
“I’ll be watching,” he murmured, to no one and to everyone.
The sky did not answer.
But the new world, far below, kept turning.






  
  Chapter one
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Let Her be Unmade


The chains burned like ice against her skin, their glow reflecting in her eyes. Oriel knelt in the center of the Sanctum Crucible, the heart of Elysium’s judgment hall. She was surrounded by wings, eyes, and scrutiny. The hall rose around her like a flawless monument to celestial authority. A wide circular floor of polished marble stretched beneath her, gleaming so brightly it swallowed shadows whole. High above, tiered stands curved in a perfect ring, packed with pristine angels staring down like an unbroken senate of judges. 
Between her and their cold gazes, the Crucible fissure glowed. A gaping, radiant wound in the floor, humming with divine power meant to unmake whatever was cast into it. The whole place was too perfect, sharp-edged in its purity, a sanctum built not for mercy, but for spectacle. The soft sound of flapping wings stung her ears. Rows upon rows of angels, silent, pristine, and perfect all stared down at her as if she were already dead, as if her existence were a blemish they longed to erase. Voices. So many voices echoed in her mind.
“Spawn. Mistake. Abomination.” 
She had heard them all; she had listened to this her entire young life. Above her, the Seraphs sat on gilded platforms, halos spinning like slow-turning blades. The High Seraphim stood motionless behind them, weapons drawn but unnecessary. This wasn’t a trial. It was an execution. Unmade, that was the word they used. A cleansing. A correction. A mercy. Her fingers curled tighter against the cold marble floor, chains glowing along her wrists and ankles, divine light crawling across her skin like frostbite. At the far edge of the platform, bound in his own chains of searing gold, stood her father: Nisroc, Commander of the Eastern Host, Warrior of Heaven.
His eyes—those pale, endless eyes—never left her. Still, he said nothing. Neither did she. Oriel wouldn’t give them the satisfaction of begging. Let them look at her. Let them look and remember. A hollow voice echoed across the crucible, amplified by divine power. 
“Council Leader: By decree of the High Heavens, and by the will of the Thrones and Seraphim, the hybrid creature known as Oriel—spawn of Heaven and Hell—is to be unmade.”
Unmade.
A stain.
A mistake.
Not a child.
Not a person.
Just a thing to erase.
“Prepare the Crucible.” 
The floor beneath her began to hum, ancient sigils igniting in a slow, spiraling motion. Stone parted with a grinding roar, along with mechanical whirs and buzzing. The light became harsh, searing, impossibly bright. The erasure was near. The Crucible: a weapon of Elysium, designed to erase angels and demons alike. Unmake their very being, their core essence. Oriel’s jaw clenched. She would not scream. She would not plead. If this was the end, then let them choke on her silence. She was determined it was cruel, but pointless.
But then, ”ENOUGH!” 
The voice tore through the arena like thunder, splitting the sky. Chains shattered. Wings burst outward. Nisroc moved not like an angel, nor like anything they had ever seen. Like a father: fierce, desperate, already burning his life away for her. His child. His only child. One he had risked everything for and would again. His body flashed in a burst of radiant gold, chains falling behind him like useless threads. Angels flinched. One Throne screamed in horror. Oriel’s eyes widened only when he dropped to his knees before her. Hands gently cupping her face, like sunlight warming frozen skin. 
His voice broke on her name. “My star… my child...” Her throat tightened; he had always called her his star, telling her she was the brightest in all the realms. 
“Father—” 
He pressed his forehead to hers. Soft. Shattering. “Forgive me.” 
A low hum rose from the Crucible, the Judgment Light. A divine execution force wielded by the High Council to erase celestial beings. Then the light consumed him entirely. No time to scream. No time to stop him. His body turned into fire and radiance, flooding the Crucible, breaking through the ritual’s design—destroying their erasure and replacing it with his own life. His soul for hers. His existence for hers. 
When the light faded, when the silence returned, Nisroc was gone. No dust. No remains. 
Gone. 
The chains that had bound her lay in ash at her feet, burned away by the residual divine magic of the Crucible. Eyes watched her from all around—angels frozen, afraid, stunned
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