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  Introduction






No more shall I carry the malice within me.




I will alleviate this affliction.




Trial after trial, I have witnessed my hope leave me.




This ends now.




Your god is too small.




Your faith has left you kneeling at the edge of pain.




Fear is your noose, and every chain strapped to your conscious is deserving.




The soothing breaths of tearful weeping conjure at the gates of hell for your arrival.




I bleed for this type of love, this riveting infestation that has brought you to this state.




You are an evil, that should not exist.








  
  
  Chapter One

  
  




The First Pledge




Am I not a child of God? How dare I be cast into the lot of despicable sinners, when I alone judge their fate. To put me in such a frame is the highest form of punishment. The disrespect. My judgment of souls has never been faulty, but yet my home is a void. Exile! How foolish! But I am not worried. I’ve devised a plan that will grant me the respect I deserve. Then Yav will be God.




Truly, he who stand at the highest point in heaven does not see with my eye. How I can truly create a balance that harmonizes all realities. But for this particular project, I will need something of rooted components. Souls.




“Bleeding lamb, heed my call! All that speaks, be cautious of my name. Soul for soul, I declare my craft. With this life I exchange.”




With this prayer, I forge my curved dagger. Elements from this prison void are woven into this blade, and It will hold my eye to guide me to the prey that walk. I can almost taste the soaking blood dripping from its curved edge. The bodies will pile and bathe my blade. This offering will be given to you, and I will have my throne.




Itching ears always touch the base of wandering minds, so all I will use is my words. I’ll tear the consciousness from its resting place and merge it with my own. This practice will solidify the tether to the physical, and I’ll claim what is mine.




They will beg for my mercy, and they will weep for their loved ones. Their pain will be my siren for the deserving judgment that can only be mended by me! I won’t settle for such blasphemous love. These creatures are not worthy. Who you deemed redeemable should have burnt flesh in the depths of hell for the sins that were committed, but you forgave them? I love you truly, but this I cannot stand. Your love must truly be everlasting if you have not sent me to my extinction.




This trial you have put me on will be your undoing. I love you, but I will not allow those who are heinous and far from purity to be free to walk among the gates of heaven. Our heaven. The one given to us by a most blessed being. Gracious are you who seek the light, but tread on what is shown. For I, Yav, keeper of souls and rightful ruler of judgment, will show the most high through pure acts alone that I will achieve what the precious savior seeks. Woeful souls, but not by grace will they enter the kingdom, but by Yav, who will peel their spirits from the flesh.




I will bring them down to the lowest depths with only simple whispers. They will burn from my soft words, then follow my every order. Sick pieces of meat deserve no affection. Betrayers, cheaters, liars, thieves, murders, adulterers, gatekeepers who think their judgment is justified by them alone, violators, predators who feast on the vulnerable, and tainted bloodlines whose heritages are forged from brittle ashes. This entire race of filth should have never been made in your image. Your holy image. I share no empathy for those hollow shells of meat. I will show them the true afterlife, what they deserve. An exit that is fit to the brim of the expectations that they have made for themselves.




This established doctrine will solidify our bond. Their bodies will no longer belong to them. I am their God. For the righteous will be determined by me after I have graciously given you what is deserved. Their souls. And if they do not yield.




They will bend.








  
  
  Chapter Two

  
  




Find Me


On the hottest of evenings, the sun burns the sky with its steady glow, and shines its beams onto a calming farmland. In front of their cottage, a father walks with his son through the living soil festering life, and on the porch of their home, a captivating wife stands pregnant. While gazing at the two, she dries off her hands with a damp rag.


“Come inside, the food is ready!” She calls out to them.


They wave, and make their way to the steps, but before they reach the house, the little boy holding onto his father’s hand sees something gleaming in the grass. Without a second thought, he sprints to the object, mesmerized by its weird shape.


“Wilson!” His father exclaimed.


Ignoring, he runs closer to the curved item. Feeling drawn to touch it, he slowly reaches for its handle. But before he can fully grab it, a forceful hand grips his wrist.


“Inside, now!” His father demands, staring worriedly at the object.


Wilson quickly darts to the house, with his father following close behind him, examining the strange item in his hand.


“What’s that, Will?” She questions as he steps onto the porch.


“I have no idea.” Will answered as they walk inside.


“Looks like a knife.”


“Yeah, Wilson was about to grab it like it was a shiny toy.” Will places it on the dining table and sits in an open chair.


“Where did it come from?” She asked, beginning to softly rub her belly.


“I don’t know.”


“Why is it curved like that?”


“I don’t know, Beth.”


“What’s that red thing on it?”


“Looks like an eye or something.”


His response causes a brief silence, and her rubbing becomes more up pace as she stands motionless.


“Well, I don’t like it, Will. Get rid of it.”


“It’s just a knife, I think?”


“That isn’t funny, I don’t want it in the house.”


“Okay. I’ll get rid of it tomorrow.”


“I bet it’s one of Dana’s boys.” Beth scorns as she walks into the living room.


“How do you figure that?”


“Just the other day, I caught both twins in the barn giving one of the horses a hard time.”


“That doesn’t mean that-”


“They were poking at her with sticks and making her angry, Will.” Beth explains from the living room as she places plates on the oval table.


“Right.” He sighs.


From the stairs leading to the upper bedrooms, little rapid bare feet come rushing down.


“Wilson! What did I tell you about running in the house?”


“Sorry mom.”


“Did you wash your hands?”


“Yes Ma’am.”


“Are you lying?”


“No Ma’am.” He answers quickly as he sits on the floor next to the set table.


Will walks into the living room with the dagger and sits.


“What is it, Dad?”


“None of your business.” Beth interrupts. “And sit on the couch. It makes no sense to wash your hands then sit on the floor.”


As Wilson stands up and hops on the couch, Will sees his son fixated on the object.


“Wilson, listen to me and listen to me carefully.” He says, leaning forward to hold his boy’s attention. “Do not touch this. You hear me?”


“Yes, sir.”


“Don’t just say yes, then do it anyway. Say, I will not touch it, Mom. I mean it.” Beth orders.


“Mom… I mean it…to not touch it.” He stammers.


She reluctantly giggles at his failed attempt to mimic her and runs her fingers through his hair.


“I really doubt this could be the twins.”


“They broke my bike.” Wilson mumbles.


“I know, honey, we’re still saving up for another one, okay?” She continues to rub his head. “We should get it by next week.”


“I don’t want to wait that long.” Wilson mutters.


“Well, you don’t have much of a choice.” His father says as he grabs his plate from the table. “After you get done eating, get ready for bed.”


“I don’t want to see them.”


“Don’t whine.”


Wilson leans back on the cushion, flailing his arms as he scrunches his face.


“Eat.” Beth refutes his pouting by handing him his plate.


The little boy lets out a dramatic sigh, then begins biting into his food. As he ate, Beth looks at the table, and her iris locks to the pupil of the red eye protruding from the curved blade. Oddly, her ears start to flood with a muffled silence that drowned out the idle chatter around her. As she stares longingly, her trance stood still. Then, the distracting eye meets hers with a blank glare.


“Mom.”


Beth rapidly blinks her eyes, and looks to her left.

“Yes, honey?”


“Are you okay?” Wilson asked, cheeks full.


“Of course, sweetie. Just a little tired, that’s all.” Beth answers with a weak smile.


The next morning, Wilson stands outside in the front yard while a calm breeze brushes over his loose hair. He watches as the world around him invades his ears. The sound of birds calling to the sky, an occasional car or two driving down their lonely road, and the zipping insects that scurry through the tall grass. A hand resting on his shoulder snaps him out of his immersion, and he looks up to see his father, then feels the gleam of the dagger in his other hand hit the corner of his eye.


“Can I hold it?” Wilson asks.


“No. Thought I told you that yesterday?”


“Why can you hold it and I can’t?”


“Because, it’s something that can hurt, and I don’t want you touching it.” Will says, nudging his son forward off of the porch.


As they walk down the road to the neighboring house, they notice two young boys wrestling on the ground in the yard.


“Hey! Are your parents home?” Will calls out to them.


The boys stop their horse
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