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Chapter 1: THE PRINCE’S 

DEMISE

The kingdom of Ashenburg fell silent as the death of their prince neared. Their beloved prince, Aurelian, altruistic, charming, and kind to all, had been struck with a disease so severe that he had lost all his strength. All he could do was stare at the canopy of his bed, his hair spread on his pillow like molten sunlight.

He had been waiting for his demise to come.

The Queen, back in her room, had been sobbing and praying. But all that prayer wouldn't do Aurelian any good, as life had been fading from his eyes.

His father had long given up on him, taking away the title of ‘crown prince’ and giving it to his younger brother, Luchiel.

Because nobody wants an ill king who ought to die anyway.

It would be a waste on his part.

The only ones who remained by his side were his younger brother Luchiel and his two guards who had been his playmates ever since he was a lad.

Luchiel was already sixteen years of age, with great potential. He was sociable and had always greeted people with a smile on his face. But right now, he looked like a boy who had lost his older sibling.

Aurelian could only smile at his younger brother. Yet that smile felt like it would hurt his jaw.

He closed his eyes. He couldn't hear what his younger brother was shouting about. He let the darkness consume him whole. The dark did not feel painful, not even a single bit. It felt peaceful, as if swimming through a lake made of ink and ichor.

Until he felt a soothing hand on his chest.

It felt bony, like a hand that had its skin and flesh removed, leaving the bone behind. Aurelian finally felt at peace... until someone jerked and pulled him out of that darkness.

Aurelian's eyes fluttered open.

His emerald green eyes gazed upon a pair of amethyst purple ones. He hadn't expected a pale woman with a dark hood and a scythe on her back to pull him out of death. She looked beautiful. Too ethereal.

“An angel?” he muttered.

He felt the pain in his throat no more, as if he had been healed completely.

The woman was holding something protruding from his chest.

“Close enough,” she said, her voice rasping as if it had been unused for years, “but no. I am not an angel, but rather Death.”

Death? She is Death? Like the grim reaper in the stories he used to read about?

“It is quite infuriating that my scythe has been rendered useless in collecting your soul,” she said as she pulled on the thing protruding from his chest.

Aurelian glanced down.

It was him. He was seeing himself lying lifeless on his bed, and the thing that the grim reaper had been trying her best to pull out was his own soul.

He was a ghost.

With much effort and sheer determination, Death finally pulled him out of his body. Aurelian could tell it had been a workout, because she had been breathing heavily after having to pull him out by hand.

He did not feel pain or fatigue after being separated from his body.

“Now you tell me why my scythe has been rendered useless in reaping you?”

Aurelian's eyes widened. “You are really not an angel?” he stared at her in wonder.

“Mortal, you dare answer my question with another question?” she scoffed. “No, I'm the grim reaper.”

Aurelian averted his gaze to look back at his body. “So... I am really dead?”

Death rolled her eyes. “What do you think?”

Aurelian smirked. “I thought you would be a skeleton.”

Death raised an eyebrow. “For someone who is a wandering spirit and supposed to be dead, you are quite infuriating.”

“Why doesn't your scythe work on me?” Aurelian asked. He remembered her saying that her scythe had refused to reap his soul. She had to do it by hand.

“You expect me to know that?” She pulled out her scythe and held it in front of her. “After sending you to heaven, I would have to find that out. On what phenomenon a reaper's scythe would refuse to reap a mortal's soul.”

“Heaven?” Aurelian's eyes widened. “I'm going to heaven?”

Death looked him up and down as if judging him, though she was not the one who made such decisions.

“Even if I find you quite annoying. Like a pest,” she sighed helplessly, “you had been altruistic and quite good in this life.”

“Oh?” Aurelian tilted his head.

“So I had been ordered to send you to heaven. Yet it seems like you aren't ascending either.”

She smiled condescendingly. “Maybe they wouldn't accept an infuriating angel like you.”

“You think I am an angel?” Aurelian smirked again.

“Every human who goes to heaven becomes an angel,” Death rolled her eyes yet again. She was annoyed and did not want to remain in the mortal realm for long.

Aurelian wanted to tease her more. He wished to burst her little bubble, yet he asked sincerely,

“Maybe your scythe rejected my soul as if it were part of something far grander?”

That made Death look at him thoughtfully.

“You might not be wrong. We have to research this.” She looked determined as she clutched her scythe.

“What do you mean we?” Aurelian raised an eyebrow.

Death scoffed. “I can't just let you wander around the mortal world as if it's normal for a spirit to roam here.” She smiled. “So it would be best if I take you with me.”

Aurelian thought for a while, then shrugged. “I don't have any other choice now, do I?”

Death shook her head. “No, you don't. Let me open the portal for us to enter the Veil.”

“Alright—”

Aurelian's voice was cut off as he heard a loud cry.

He and Death both turned their heads toward the noise.

Luchiel clutched his brother's hand tighter as he yelled, “Brother! No, please! Please! Hold on!”

Aurelian felt conflicted about leaving his younger brother behind. He hadn't heard him cry like this before.

Death looked at the scene and sighed. “Do you wish to come with me after your funeral?”

“No,” Aurelian shook his head. “I fear if I stay longer, I won't be able to go.”

He turned away from the scene.

“Please open the portal, Miss Reaper.”

Death did not say anything as she swished her scythe through the air. It was as if the world had slit open, and the only ones who could see that slit were Aurelian and Death herself.

“Mortals first,” Death nodded and stepped aside.

With a final glance at his sobbing brother and his two guards comforting him, he walked beyond the portal.

Death walked in after him.

And the slit gradually closed, as if there had been nothing there to begin with.
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