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Prologue

Michael


5 years old

“Jump out the window.” 
These were the first words Michael remembered from his father. Memories were so fleeting. The pictures and sounds were there, but the meaning was all over the place.
This one painted a tranquil cozy day he spent in his old room in the palace. The sound of birds came through the open window and there was a slight cool breeze from his side. His father was looking down at him, arms crossed, expression firm.
Back then, Michael only knew he had to do as he was told. So, he pushed the closest chair next to the window. He remembered feeling proud for managing to do it all by himself.
As he climbed on the chair, he opened the window and let the breeze inside the room. It was cold, but it also brought a sense of freedom. The entire capital was before his eyes, and most of his vision was taken in by gardens of Elden Palace.
From this height, he saw the colorful spring patterns of the blooming flowers, patterns that could only be enjoyed from above. Alirie spread to the ends of the horizon, glorious and seemingly infinite. Not too far in the distance was Judgment Mountain, with snowy peaks half-hidden by the scattered clouds.
And straight down was the garden pathway, like the bottom of a huge well, so deep, it made his five-year-old head spin and brought a notion that the world was oddly tilted on its side.
Fear didn’t exist back then, but somewhere in the back of his mind, Michael felt the hardness of the white marble. The deepest parts of his psyche knew the intensity of his skull cracking against its unforgiving surface. His bones would shatter, as would a porcelain doll.
Despite that, hovering so close to the edge raised no alarms in his mind. He simply had to reach his goal, and it was as clear as this beautiful spring day.
“Stop!”
His father interrupted the mission and something snapped inside his mind. Now, Michael turned into stone, unable to move from his spot. He heard frantic footsteps from behind, as his father yanked him away from the window and collapsed on his knees.
Michael found himself wrapped in a tight embrace.
“Stop! Please, stop,” the old man sobbed.
Muffled cries filled the silence.
Michael couldn’t move, and he could only look at the sky through the opened window. The curtain was waving on the breeze and a small fluffy cloud slowly appeared into view. He could feel his father’s erratic heartbeat through their clothes.
There were many things Michael did not understand, but he knew to do as he was told.
17 years old

Michael silently cracked open the gate and peeked into the empty ballroom. It was dark, no servants in sight. The quiet corridors of Elden Palace were so eerie at this time of the night, he could almost hear the soft whistling of the wind bouncing off the walls.
“Come on,” he said and walked inside, holding a large metal piece, wrapped in a beige cloth.
His brother Gabriel, one year younger than him, followed with a folded metal stand over his shoulder. And after him was their youngest brother. Raphael at only twelve barely reached his chest in height, but he was doing his fair share of carrying too, holding a toolbox.
The brothers crossed the large hall in the dark. Their steps were quick, but measured, making sure they didn’t alert anyone on the lower floor.
“I don’t think anyone saw us,” Gabriel said.
Michael opened the terrace door and walked out in the cool tranquility of the night. “No, but someone will notice we replaced your mother’s artifact with a replica made of garbage.”
“Doubtful,” Gabriel assured, placing everything on the floor. “The academic community didn’t even look at it properly. They won’t see the difference when they toss it in the fire tomorrow.”
“What if there’s a good reason to destroy it? What if this is a weapon?” Michael said. “I don’t even remember how I agreed to help you.”
Gabriel took the metal tube from his arms. “You agreed, because you’re a reasonable, educated man, who knows the value of archeology and scientific research. Also, no one can use a telescope as a weapon.”
“How do you know?”
Michael watched his brother tinker with the tube and attach it to the stand. The telescope wasn’t a forgotten piece of technology. Heaven only knew how many telescopes there were that consisted of just a tube and several pairs of lenses.
But this tube was a heavy mechanical piece of technology that had no place in their world. There was a keyboard with symbols in the language of the ancients and it gave the impression it provided more functions than just looking into the distance.
Archeological discoveries like this brought a lot of dread around the university, especially among the oldest professors. But he also understood why others would want to preserve it.
“Since when are you interested in stargazing?” Michael asked.
“I always was,” Gabriel said, as he finished the setup, and turned to him proudly. “And if you must know, there is a planetary alignment in three weeks, which I don’t want to miss.”
Michael smirked and crossed his arms. “Oh? So which planets can we see in three weeks?”
“All of them.”
“Only five. Five planets and four moons will be visible to the naked eye in this general location,” Michael pointed at the sky and then glanced at his brother unamused. “Pretending to enjoy astronomy will not make seraph Arya favor you.”
“I’m not pretending!” Gabriel’s face turned red, and he looked away. “Why? Did she say something about me?”
Michael shook his head in disapproval. “I understand your hormones are raging, but she’s an adult. You’re a child. And, she’s your servant. You’re being inappropriate and pathetic.”
Gabriel stood there in silence for a moment. Michael expected some smart comeback, but his brother seemed to have taken his words too deeply.
“I haven’t said anything to seraph Arya yet. I just enjoy her company,” Gabriel said.
He looked so lost right now. Maybe Michael was too harsh. He was so focused on taking the high ground, he completely ignored that his little brother was having his first crush. In a way, it was adorable that it was an older woman.
“I thought watching the stars with this ancient telescope would be a unique experience for her. And make her smile. What’s so pathetic about that?”
“I’m sorry,” Michael said, looking at his feet for a moment. “It’s not pathetic. She is beautiful and sweet. And she has an interesting hobby. I see why you fancy her.”
“Hands off! She’s mine!”
“What?” Michael scoffed, as Gabriel went right back to his jokester grin. “I’m not claiming her! And it’s still inappropriate! Our family already has a bad reputation with bedding servants.”
“Yeah, you’re the result of that.”
Michael was ready for a fight, when a blue sheen appeared behind Gabriel’s back. While the two older brothers were squabbling about stupid topics, Raphael had turned on the telescope. It certainly was different from anything they used today to watch the stars.
“Raphael, don’t touch it!” Gabriel said.
But the boy was already looking through the ocular. “I can see the storm on Jupiter!”
“Are you sure? It cannot be that clear,” Gabriel pushed his little brother to the side. “Amazing! Michael, you have to see!”
Reluctantly, the crown prince looked through the ocular on the ancient telescope. And indeed, it was a view he did not expect to see in his lifetime. This was a scientific tool used to expand the mind, and the contemporary academic community had voted for its destruction.
It was a pity, and he understood why Gabriel and Raphael were so adamant on preserving it. Even if Gabriel’s motivations were a tad self-centered.
Once they were done looking, the two brothers opened a hidden door into the terrace’s column, revealing its hollow innards. They carefully placed the ancient telescope inside and closed the column shut. There was barely any visible crack. Nothing could give away that there was a secret hiding place in plain sight.
“I’m glad we preserved the telescope,” Raphael said with a beaming smile. “Aren’t you glad, Michael?”
“Fine, this is not a weapon,” Michael said, and looked at Gabriel again. “But what if your mother finds something else that is? Are we hiding that too?”
“No,” Gabriel said. “Because next time they want to destroy our mother’s discovery, we’ll go out on a public protest. We’ll raise all of Alirie if need be! Right, Raphael?”
“Yes!” the boy chimed excitedly. “We’ll preserve all the ancient knowledge and technology! And everyone will listen to us, because we’re the heirs of Heaven. But we have to be united in the name of the cause. You’re with us, right, Michael?”
The eldest prince stared at his little brother for a lone heartbeat.
“Of course, I’m with you.”
Their happy faces were genuine, yet so distant.
Why couldn’t Michael refuse anything his brothers asked of him? Why couldn’t he refuse his father’s orders, even though they were usually opposite to whatever his brothers asked? How could he so naturally agree with two opposite worldviews?
These questions found an answer later in his life.
For now he enjoyed the last normal talk he had with his family.
27 years old

Lady Lily had enraptured him from the moment she appeared before his eyes. Her beauty and grace were unparalleled, and the intense look she gave him caused pleasant goosebumps. She knew something that seemed to get away from Michael, and before he knew it, he started craving her presence.
For a long time they weren’t allowed to be alone without a chaperone. He hated that, and so did she, judging by the impatient smiles she gave him every time. And as soon as they stole a moment of solitude in each other’s company, she reached and pulled his soul out.
It took mere seconds.
She looked into his eyes and a single moment extended into eternity. Chains and restraints, he never knew existed inside his mind, snapped and released him from their weight. Michael’s eyes, once dull, flared with sudden, unbearable clarity.
The sense of freedom shook him with the force of the truth crashing into him, an avalanche of lost time, of stolen choices. Every command he had obeyed, every action he had performed against his will flooded back, each one a wound tearing through his mind.
He had never lived.
In an instant, twenty-seven years meant nothing. But after he stopped screaming, she was still there, holding him. Smiling and patiently waiting for his tears to stop. She was his liberator. Her radiance could cast a shadow over the sun itself. She had ripped out his soul, cleaned it from the filth of his family, and given it back.
And for the first time, the concept of conditions entered Michael’s life. He had the power not to follow orders anymore. His life had just started, a toddler making his first steps.
“I want to stop using the eyedrops,” Michael said, at the next private meeting with his father. His father looked at him from across the table, like he was just asked for something ridiculous. A desire that did not even deserve his attention.
“You can’t stop using your eyedrops,” his father replied.
“They damage my eyes,” Michael insisted and adjusted his glasses. “These lenses are rapidly becoming obsolete. My physician is concerned about my eyesight too.” 
“That’s unfortunate,” the old man said without a shred of emotion. “But you’ll keep using the eyedrops. And you’ll keep hiding the Ascent.”
Something inside Michael was craving to start an argument, yet arguing was a novel idea for him. He had never done it before. It felt wrong, but at the same time, so natural. But he wanted to argue so badly, but twenty-seven years of unquestionable obedience were still a part of his being. Getting rid of this habit would take time.
And now, two strange forces battled inside him, keeping him at a catatonic standstill. So, he ended up just staring at his father blankly.
A lost child.
The king focused on him again and scowled, as though he had just noticed something foul in his son. “Did you hear me? You will keep using the eyedrops.”
Michael decided to be courageous and do what he had never done before. “I think my health is important. Good eyesight will make me a better ruler some day, so…”
His father suddenly stood up from his chair and Michael tensed. The king grabbed hold of his chin, tilting it up so he could look into his eyes. He was searching for something, and the scrutiny in his father’s gaze was staggering. Michael heard his heartbeat in the back of his head.
“Michael,” he spoke quietly. “Jump out the window.”
All of a sudden, this command acquired a whole new meaning. It wasn’t anything special before, but now an uncomfortable dread nested in Michael’s gut. These words had always been a test. A test to see whether he was still influenced by the Azelys command.
His father was afraid of him.
Laylah Azelys quietly appeared behind Michael’s back. Ever since Lily enlightened him with the memories of his ancestors, she had been one of the first to impose her wisdom.
“Don’t let him find out.” Her voice was as husky as a snake. “He doesn’t deserve to know.”
Michael made a step back, his face expressionless, never breaking eye contact with his father. The king remained on his spot, observing carefully. Michael turned to the window and walked as casually as he did every other time he was given this order.
Laylah was right. His father did not deserve to know Michael was awakened. He shouldn’t know his eldest son was in full control of his mind and his demon heritage. He had no right to know Michael was seeing the truth of their kingdom’s past from the eyes of their ancestors.
At least, not yet.
Michael opened the window and let the breeze in. The weather was clear and the smell of fresh greenery and blooming flowers permeated through the air.
Michael climbed on the window’s ledge and as soon as he looked down, he tensed. For the first time in his life, an unfamiliar primal fear made him so painfully aware of his mortality. If he jumped, he would die. One step, a single second of losing his balance, and he’d be gone forever.
He would never execute this order, no matter what the man behind him said. Michael had a reason to exist in this world and no one would take it away. His hands gripped the sides of the window with all their strength. He would not move any further.
“Stop,” his father ordered.
Don’t exhale.
Don’t visualize the enormous sigh of relief, begging to come out. The display of obedience so far was enough. The old man was satisfied. Michael did well. His first mission, the first goal he set himself and reached with his own strength and will power.
Michael climbed back down and closed the window, conveniently placing his hands behind his back, to hide the shaking. But his face remained blank and serene.
His father placed a hand on his shoulder with a pleased smile. “Keep using the eyedrops and hide the Ascent. No one must know what you are. Just keep being a diligent crown prince. One day, you’ll inherit the throne. We must continue the tradition of the Great Angel Ancestors. We have to preserve the peace.”
He was lying.
Ever since his awakening, Michael noticed another layer of information in his environment. He was familiar with lying, but his sense of liars had become stronger.
His father did not love him. Someone who loved you would not ask you to lose your eyesight just to hide your natural eye color. Demons were hated all over the world, and so was Michael. He was hated in his own unique way, disguised as love, but he was hated nonetheless.
He would not receive the throne either.
His father pretended to respect the tradition of primogeniture, but was already looking for ways to pass on Michael’s succession. He just had to find a way that would hide the fact that the king’s first wife was a demon. So much heartache and bitterness dwelled in his father’s heart.
Michael pitied him.
“I will,” he said.
31 years old

Michael wasn’t used to free will. His mind frantically explored every option it came across, only to end up with none. He felt like a toddler with ever changing opinions. But exploring the world anew brought an unexpected glee. And he couldn’t help but revel in his every failure, as much as his successes.
He made so many mistakes.
Maybe, he shouldn’t have wasted time and resources on the futile endeavor to restore his eyesight. Investing in Jaziel Hana’s experiment had made him more vulnerable than blindness ever could. But mistakes were also an important part of growth. And in the end, his failures were proof that he could withstand any storm.
“What have you done?!” his father yelled in the confines of his solitary bed chambers.
Michael had to admit, he did not expect to kill his own brother. Murder was new for him, and right now he felt nothing. No sadness, no special kind of guilt for this being his own kin, just a familiar sense of accomplishment. An additional step to his goal. And like with everything else, he also learned a lesson.
Today’s lesson was that angels could not be trusted.
Family meant nothing. His father had proved it by making him a slave. Gabriel had proved it by his indifference. Raphael had proved it by turning into his enemy. And all three of them stole his free will for most of his adult life.
Now, there was so much pleasure in watching this family burn.
“Wasn’t this exactly what you wanted from me?” Michael asked with a serene smile. “I heard someone wanted to usurp my throne, so I removed the threat. Like a diligent crown prince.”
“What diligent prince murders his own brother?!”
“I didn’t murder him. The demon did.”
It was difficult to keep a straight face while saying this. Using his own father’s methods against him was such beautiful karma. And his father didn’t even realize he was awakened yet. He believed this was an unintended consequence resulting from his commands.
Michael’s eyesight was poor at this point. He couldn’t make out his father’s expression, but he could sense his guilt, his outrage, the loss of hope for the future, the frantic calculations on how to fix this mess, only to come up with nothing.
It was hilarious.
“Why so glum?” Michael asked amid the delicious panic permeating through the air. “I did as you told me. As you’ve always told me.”
“You will…”
His father started saying something, perhaps a new command, but he fell silent. He did not know what to command. He did not know how to fix this. Raphael was dead and Gabriel had been gone for years. Michael was the only heir left. The old man wasn’t even sad, even though he had just held his dead son in his arms.
“You…” the king sighed and buried his face in his hands.
A smudged silhouette dropped to his knees on the floor, breaking down in utter desperation. Michael remained on the spot, waiting patiently to hear something from his father. He did expect to catch the old man by surprise, to give him a merciless blow, but he also expected some kind of retaliation. Breaking down like this was tedious.
Michael tossed his glasses to the side. With or without, it made no difference anymore. And besides, he had developed his own way to navigate.
An otherwise unnoticeable burst of low-frequency energy spread from his frame and painted a picture of his surroundings. An ability that helped him move through the world without relying on his sight. It wasn’t perfect. Reading was impossible, and human faces were invisible, but he did not need his eyes to function anymore.
“Go on,” Michael said. “Give me your order.”
“You will stay in your room and not go out until I tell you to!” his father shouted. “Don’t talk to anyone! Don’t show your face outside, until I decide what to do with you!”
These orders used to be the meaning of life itself, and now they were as empty as air. They’d been meaningless for years, but for the first time Michael would reveal it.
“Go, now!” his father insisted.
Michael slowly paced forward, causing the king to shudder in a horrid realization. “I’ve spent my life doing everything you say. As though the part that was responsible for questioning you was missing from my brain.”
“Michael,” his father gasped in horrid realization. “Are you…”
“So now that I have that missing appendage, I have a question for Your Majesty.” He stopped right before him. “Would you jump out the window?”
Michael grabbed his father by the collar and the window behind the old man shot open by itself, the cold wind lifting the curtains in the air. The king gasped in panic, as he leaned back over the window ledge with only Michael’s extended arm to hold on to.
“Michael!”
The old king dangled over the edge, holding Michael’s arm, as the crown prince kept holding him by nothing but his collar. It wasn’t any different than what this old man had done to that unfortunate demon Raphael brought to the palace. While Michael did not care about his fate, his father had left a rotten taste in his mouth after that stunt.
“Michael, pull me back! Pull me back!” the king ordered.
“No!” Michael said and burst out laughing. “It’s so satisfying to say no to you! I’ve had my free will for a few years and I still can’t get enough!”
“Michael, listen to me,” his father choked out. “We have to keep the peace. This has been our only duty since we rebuilt this world. This is what makes us Azelys. Are you an Azelys, Michael? Or are you just a demon? Choose now!”
And with this, the king let go of Michael’s hand and he left himself at his son’s mercy. All that was left was for Michael to simply loosen his fingers and let his father drop to his death. A single breath and it would be over.
But something about this sudden display of trust, softened his heart in a way that would make him regret it later.
Slowly, Michael brought his father back into the room. The two men collapsed down on their knees looking at each other.
“Of course, I’m an Azelys,” Michael said. “And I wasn’t lying, when I said I’ll keep the traditions. The world will continue the way you want. I won’t enforce grandiose changes like Raphael. And I won’t abandon my birthright like Gabriel. I’ll be the ruler you want to inherit your legacy.” He paused. “But, it will be me. No one else but me.”
His father was silent. Strangely, there was no more of that pleasantness he saw just a second ago. His expression was empty. His eyes had darkened in a way that left the impression his mind was far away from here.
Michael stood. “Now, let’s preserve the peace.”
It didn’t take long to realize he had once again made the wrong decision. He should have realized it when he was asked to choose between being an Azelys and a demon. There was no point in choosing, because he was both. He was one of a kind, the first one in history to be both a ruler and a slave.
When the prison bars shut in his face, Michael knew, it never mattered what was his by right, or what he deserved. It only mattered what he got.
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Chapter 1

Lily


Lily pressed her lips against Michael’s and pushed her fiancé down onto the couch. He eagerly ran his hands down the curve of her waist, enjoying her curves, while allowing her to pin him down on the soft cushions. 
He tasted sweet. Michael loved sweets. The first thing he had done when they arrived at this house was to order a tray of chocolates from the chef.
While engrossed in having her fiancé beneath her, Lily pulled a small, sharp blade from her sleeve. She wrapped her fingers around the small handle and with a swift turn of her hand, she made a shallow slice over Michael’s forearm.
Her prince flinched, as his blood soaked into his torn royal attire. The sudden pain shattered the intimacy, yanking him back to reality. His unfocused eyes found hers, and with a small smirk he revealed his satisfaction.
“Harder,” he whispered.
Lily chuckled and kissed him again. She hid the blade back inside her sleeve. Next time, she’d be more merciless with the cut, but it wouldn’t be any time soon. Michael was most pleased when he didn’t see the attack coming. Keeping him guessing for a while always brought him the most pleasure.
For most of his life, Michael had no control over his actions, which had left him disconnected from his own body. Now, he wanted to experience life on his own terms. He adored pleasure, but his taste for pain had developed in parallel. These small, unpredictable cuts served his healing psyche. He did not find satisfaction in inflicting the pain himself, only if Lily did it.
An intriguing little detail of his transformation.
Lily was still getting used to these activities, but she aimed to please. Michael undoubtedly had a distorted sense of normalcy, but he associated these sensations with freedom and agency. He savored every moment like it was a special treat.
Who was she to deny him the release?
This was a dance of trust, power and playfulness. And she couldn’t truly hurt him. His regenerative ability healed him fast. Every time, his reactions filled her with excitement, deep amusement, and even… love? Could she dare to call it this?
Someone knocked on the door.
“Go away!” Michael raised his voice.
“I’m sorry, Your… Highness,” the timid voice of a servant spoke from the other side of the door. “The heads of the noble families demand an explanation.”
“They demand,” Lily said mockingly and they burst out laughing.
Michael stared up at the ceiling. His eyes had the most gorgeous blood-red color. Lily never had the chance to see it before he was sent to prison. In a way, she felt robbed.
The current queen made their plans a lot easier. Apparently, she was told that he was a demon and had decided not to expose this secret to the public. She also had the benevolence to have him stop using the Ascent so he didn’t damage his eyes any further.
And as soon as she came to power, she had him moved to a private prison, established by the Azelys family centuries ago. Since this wasn’t the first time they had proven criminals in the royal family, they had made their own private property for detainment of the most privileged.
There, Michael did not have to worry about mistreatment. He could spend his days in leisure, taken care of by servants and guards who were sworn to secrecy. Of course, he couldn’t leave the property and the queen assumed he’d cause no problems, since he was almost completely blind.
This was her biggest mistake.
Michael spent these five years understanding and mastering his demon heritage. Lily visited him occasionally, for comfort, and to synchronize their plans. Because Michael would have his birthright back from the usurper. He just needed the right tool.
On the outside, Lily organized the Azelys loyalists, and with the help of her sister Nadya, they now possessed the Commander. Now, Michael had every demon on the face of the planet under his control. For more than two decades he was a puppet. Now, he was the one pulling the strings to get what he wanted.
“Tell them, I’m coming!” Michael said and the servant quickly ran away. Michael’s attention returned to his fiancée. “Where were we?”
He pulled her down to devour her lips again.
His fingers traced the scars on her face. The self-inflicted wound that brought her into this new life, had made her face unseemly for someone with good vision. Michael never truly got to see them, since his eyesight was already bad when they met. And she did everything in her power to hide these scars with makeup.
Now, when he was completely blind, he couldn’t see her face, but he had made it a habit to touch them at every opportunity. He found the scars fascinating, maybe because the only reference he had of them was about their origin. It was ironic. On the one hand his blindness gave her peace that he cannot see them. But at the same time, he refused to ignore them.
Every time he focused his attention on the scars, he smiled, as though somewhere deep in his soul he saw exquisite beauty. So, after Michael escaped from prison, Lily decided to stop hiding the scars with makeup. No point in hiding them from the world, when the most important person in her life enjoyed them so much.
“Aren’t we going?” Lily asked, gently pulling away from the kiss.
“They don’t deserve my courtesy,” Michael said. “Let them wait until morning.”
She laughed. “That’s so petty, my love.”
“They all want to kill me. I felt it the moment I arrived.”
She expected this. None of the loyalists knew Michael was a demon.
Lily did not tell them, because she knew their stance about the demon race. They’d turn their backs on him if they knew Michael’s origin. She already received their help and support during his stay in prison. They had served their usefulness. Now, they only wanted to take. Of course, they expected their loyalty to be rewarded by the rightful sovereign.
But Michael’s escape from prison became immortalized into an iconic picture. No one could unsee his flight to freedom. The entire world knew he was a demon now. And when the loyalists saw him arrive, with a pair of white wings, unashamed red eyes, and an entourage of awakened demon guards, the outrage on their faces made it obvious they regretted their decision.
“Let’s play a game,” Lily said. “We shall meet them, and based on their attitude, we separate them into cowards and opportunists. The cowards, you kill. And the opportunists, you give tasks to prove their loyalty.”
“You’re amusing yourself with this, aren’t you?” Michael smirked.
Lily chuckled. “It would be a waste not to.”
He ran a tender hand through her hair. “Well, we are guests in Mrs. Baglis’ home. I suppose we should show courtesy to our hostess.”
They were in the home of Rubiel Baglis’ widowed wife. She had been a fervent Azelys loyalist ever since her husband was declared an enemy of Heaven. She was no longer a Baglis. She and her entire family did their best to distance themselves from the disgraced name. Yet many still called her that, as if to cruelly remind her of her fallen social standing.
Lily found it extraordinary how no one from Michael’s family saw his transformation coming. How come the world didn’t see him coming?
Michael was not an angel. He might as well have been a stranger, a black sheep that took the Universe a thousand years to put in Elden Palace to ensure its demolition. And the Universe was as witty as it was cruel. Michael was surrounded by angels yet no one knew him, and no one wanted to know him. He wasn’t a demon either, he did not understand the demon’s plight.
He had his own plight no angel or demon understood. Now it was about to be unleashed upon the world, and it would be so entertaining to watch.
Lily still did not know when she would drop dead. It could be on her next breath, or it could be after fifty years. It didn’t matter how much time she had left. If she was breathing, she needed to be entertained.
Lily and Michael entered the large dining room, holding hands.
Inside were the heads of every noble family that assisted her in bringing the Commander to this house. They were the representatives of four families, the Azelys loyalists, who advocated for Michael to take his place on the throne even after Queen Sienna’s coronation.
Now, they were surrounded by a dozen demon criminals roused from Alirie’s ghetto, along with honorary angels stirred from this and the neighboring mansions. They were all under Michael’s command, and the noble angels were terrified.
“You’ve asked for me, my esteemed lords and ladies,” Michael spoke with the usual pleasant demeanor he showed all his guests back in Elden Palace.
“Your Royal Highness,” one of the men started speaking with a fake pleasantness. “On behalf of all your supporters, and friends, let me bid you welcome home.”
He attempted to walk closer, but one of the demon servants, this one wore an honorary angel uniform, placed his hand against his chest, forbidding him to approach any further. Or more likely, forbidding him to exit the small circle the demons made for the nobles to stand in.
“We’ve been working hard and awaiting your return to your rightful place on the throne of Heaven,” the man continued, through the worry and discomfort. “But, could we perhaps receive a more dignified existence here? You are surrounded by friends.”
“Am I?” Michael asked and stepped closer. “I remember your friendship. You surrounded me every time I had a public presence. Some of you were part of my private circle. We bonded over our plans for the future and all the ways we would make the world richer and better than it was during the reign of our parents.”
“Yes,” the man said with excitement.
“I remember all the different ways each one of you planned to crush the demon population to further your schemes,” Michael continued, and several nobles shivered visibly. “Granted, I’m not innocent of that either. I’ve done many things I wouldn’t do today. But times have changed. And we should correct the mistakes of the past. How many of you think the same?”
“We all do!”
The noble glanced over his shoulder at the others who didn’t appear as certain as him, but were nodding anyway. It was incredible how difficult it was for these people to stop trembling. They had no values. They could change their hearts in the blink of an eye. Yet, somehow, their acting skills had left them. Their body language couldn’t pretend, even to save their lives. 
“We all share the guilt of treating the demon population unjustly,” the man said, dramatically placing a hand over his chest. “But we, as everyone else, are a product of flawed times. It’s time we embrace the new world with all our hearts. We believe in you, no matter your origin. We were your friends when the world turned its back on you, and we remain your loyal supporters, fully leaving our fates and the fate of the world in your worthy hands.”
The nobles chose well when they let him be their spokesperson. He was eloquent and the untrained ear could wholeheartedly believe every word he said. But someone who grew up in the royal court would never be fooled. Michael’s expression remained cold and unimpressed.
“We want to repent for our sins against the demon race, by placing the rightful king on the throne.” Another noble dared to speak, though his voice was shaking.
“The first demon king of Heaven!”
“A historical precedent!”
“Such an honor to be alive in these modern times!”
Lily expected to have a bit more fun with this. Not even a blind person could miss how fake all this was. They were all opportunists and they were all cowards.
Suddenly a bottle flew in the air from the side. Michael caught it, just before it smashed against his head. The only person out of the demon encirclement, Mrs. Baglis, threw an empty bottle at Michael’s head without even a shred of timidness. She swayed and groaned in pure, unrestrained, inebriated rage.
“Get out of my house, filthy demons!”
Grave silence weighed upon the room and all those eloquent words were reduced to dust. Lily could taste the incoming panic on the tip of her tongue.
“She doesn’t speak for us,” the man said in panic. “She doesn’t speak for us!”
Michael turned to Lily. “What category is this, dear?”
“Neither,” Lily said with a grin. “This is new. This is honesty!”
Michael chuckled. “I like honesty.”
In a single instant, every angel in the room, except for Mrs. Baglis, was lifted in the air. They all yelled in panic. They flayed around, trying to somehow free themselves from Michael's telekinetic control over their bodies, but to no avail.
Mrs. Baglis stumbled backwards and dropped on the floor, petrified with fear. The demons remained in their places and expected an order from their new leader, but this was one thing Michael wanted to do by himself.
A vein almost popped on his temple as he stared at the hovering angels in the room. His pupils shrunk to pinpricks, as focused energy made the air in the room as thick as honey. 
Everyone’s necks snapped at once.
The scream and panic ceased in an instant and they dropped on the luxurious rug, dead and silent. The air lightened once again. The only one who was still in distress was Mrs. Baglis, curled on the ground in horror, pressing her palms against her mouth.
Michael turned on his heel. “Was this entertaining?”
“So much.” Lily wrapped her arms around his waist and kissed his lips.
Michael was a masterpiece.
She had watched him struggle, suffer, make stupid mistakes and learn from his failures. He enjoyed and appreciated every second he was in control of his free will. Each day he found new ways to assert his existence upon the world, experience life to the fullest and ultimately be free. Watching his every move, be it right or wrong, was her reason to live.
Something caught Lily’s eye as she noticed a shadow approaching the vaulted window. A winged figure neared and shattered the glass with little effort.
It happened behind Michael’s back, but he didn’t even flinch. He just turned around curiously. He must have not felt any killing intent. His reactions to surprises were starting to become the main indication whether Lily should be worried about their safety or not.
A new demon arrived at the house and after scattering broken glass all over the carpet, she landed carefully on the floor and folded her wings. It was a short woman wearing a black uniform. Her clothes were worn out and she seemed sick. She must have taken a very long flight. There was a crusted wound on the back of her head.
“Michael Azelys,” she spoke calmly, as though she did not even notice her condition. “My name is Mayu Moretti, first captain of the Demon Resistance. Here to report that Raphael Azelys is dead.”
“Dead?” Michael looked at her confused. “You killed him?”
“As per your orders, I did,” she said. “Seven bullets in the chest and a plunge in the ocean.”
Lily gasped in awe. “You ordered this?”
“I didn’t specify how she should kill him, but I did toss an order into the ether. I wasn’t even certain it would work.” Michael chuckled and explained, “The order was, if you know Raphael Azelys and he is close by, kill him. I just wanted to test whether these general orders would reach everyone. Apparently they do.”
Lily sighed. “Did you want him dead so badly?”
“I believe my family has proved its values long ago,” Michael said. “So no point in delaying the inevitable. It’s better to remove the obstacles one by one while they’re not too troublesome.”
This was sad to hear, but Lily understood. She couldn’t boast of a great family either, but the Azelys were notorious with their utter dysfunction. In a perfect world, they wouldn’t exist at all. The Azelys massacre would have wiped them out so no one would bear witness to what the latest descendants would go through.
In a perfect world, Michael would not exist. That’s why a perfect world was dull. Michael made this world interesting. And even though some of his decisions were sad, they were a result of his never-ending transformation.
So why shouldn’t he get rid of the old to make space for the new? The family one chose was always better than the one they were born into.
“This is an interesting way to use the Commander,” Lily said, deciding to change the subject to something amusing. “If you can send such variables, imagine how much change you can enact all over the world. With nothing but a few words.”
“Now, I should expect news from the Holy Land too,” Michael said. “I ordered every demon present in the Holy Land to slaughter everyone.”
“You what?!”
Michael placed a playful finger on Lily’s lips. “Ah! I also ordered that they should protect your sister and bring her to the palace.”
Lily sighed in relief. As much as she did not care about her birth family, there was one person she did not want to lose. The only person she was willing to keep from her former life.
“So, Nadya is coming?”
“If the order worked in the same way, then someone should be escorting her to Elden Palace right now.” Michael pulled her by the hand to the circle of their demon servants. “We should head there too, so we can prepare a room for her before she arrives.”
Lily smiled. “I love how you always think of me.”
Michael eyed the demon newcomer. “You, Mayu Moretti, was it?” She nodded, and Michael muttered to Lily, “I’ll have to start remembering their names for more specific orders.” He turned back to the injured woman. “You’re promoted to my first general.”
“Understood,” she said.
Lily cast one last glance at Mrs. Baglis, who was shaking like a leaf in the corner of the room. She was one of the few people of the old order who would be allowed to live. Her honesty, her alcoholism and her uncovered racist tendencies saved her.
“Thank you for the hospitality,” he said.
Michael walked in the middle of the demon circle, holding Lily’s hand. “Now, let’s disturb the peace.”
Michael’s wings burst out of his back. The demons encircling him all looked up and a vein swelled on their foreheads and temples. The ceiling above their heads cracked and the house tore open from the inside, presenting them with the open sky.
Then all of the demons grew their wings and shot out into the air.
Michael lifted up Lily’s hand, prompting her to twirl as though they were dancing. As soon as she did, he felt something invisible sweeping her off her feet. It felt as though the air had picked her up with its strong, yet gentle arms and she flew around her fiancé higher and high, as his wings flapped gently.
Lily laughed. As they reached the altitude of the other demons, she could see more and more gathering from every part of the sky. Michael gave them an order and they flocked like birds, ready for the most important migration of their lives.
Several others on the side carried the Commander in the air, holding it with their telekinesis.
Lily saw Alirie in the distance. This was their target, their destination and the last place she would fight for. This was the place where the man she loved would create the most entertaining performance just for her.
The stage was set and she was in the first row.
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Chapter 2

Dante


Dante lay on his back, facing the dark sky. Heavy raindrops beat over his face, as he relished the sensation of solid earth beneath his body. After so many days of flying, he reached this inhabited island. He wanted to cry, but he was too dehydrated for that. 
He hadn’t spoken to anyone yet, but he was certain this was Thessomir. No other island on the Impact Land had angel settlements. Several houses reminded him of the houses in Alirie when he got a glimpse at them from the air. There was also a huge building surrounded by reinforced fences, the renowned prison that hosted most of the world’s criminals.
Footsteps vibrated in the sand.
Dante rolled over, sitting up carefully and taking in his surroundings. He had landed on a wet, sandy beach. The sound of the crashing waves behind him was deafening.
A hooded figure approached, and though Dante craved social contact, he wasn’t ready to face another person. His heart leapt with joy at the thought of speaking to someone, but his instincts never let him forget that people could also be enemies.
He sensed no killing intent, so for now he was calm.
When the person stood before him, Dante noticed he was holding something. A black cloak dropped on his naked shoulders, shielding his upper body and his drenched hair from the rain. It only took a lick of warmth against his freezing, damp back and Dante’s defenses were gone.
His vision cleared from the blur of suspicion and antisocial dread, and he allowed himself to look up. And there, beneath the hood, was a familiar red-eyed gaze and the smile of an old friend.
“Eric,” Dante muttered.
“I knew you were still alive,” Eric said.
The island of Thessomir was known for using the prison inmates as low-paid labor to work in the mines. Lumina crystals could be mined only from the territory of the Impact Land.
The inmates were the only constant population. Ships arrived here every six months to change the prison guards, who lived here in temporary settlements around the prison. The ships also transported the managers of the mines and occasionally brought scientific personnel.
No one wanted to live on this island, and the constant storm wasn’t the only reason. There was no vegetation, no wild animals. The entire island was one huge rock. Their food consisted of what they caught from the sea and the only dietary variety came with the ships every six months.
Why Eric was here, Dante couldn’t even imagine.
After Dante took a much needed hot shower and put on dry clothes, he snuggled in a warm blanket before the fireplace in one of the prison settlements. He spared his ears from the relentless roar of the waves and realized he’d been living with an unceasing headache until now. The wind still howled in the chimney, but now it was distant and unthreatening.
How long had he been flying over the ocean?
After the ninth day he’d stopped counting. Sleep deprivation was something he was not ready for. He greatly underestimated the distance. He overestimated his strength and endurance. Not to mention his orientation and mental state. He could have wandered over the ocean until he died from exhaustion. Finding this island took a great deal of luck.
Eric brought them both a porcelain cup of chamomile tea, while something tasty was being reheated in the oven. Last time Dante saw his childhood friend, he was just an honorary angel, a servant to a noble lady with some hidden privileges. Now, he was a part of the royal court.
“Nobility suits you,” Dante said.
Eric sat on the couch next to him. “I’m not a noble.”
“Could have fooled me.”
Of course, fucking the sovereign doesn’t make anyone a noble. Dante knew this better than anyone. It was amusing comparing their experience in Elden Palace. Dante got to bed His Royal Highness, but Eric was sharing Her Royal Majesty’s bed. It must be a bit different.
“This place is completely isolated,” Eric said. “Messenger birds don’t fly here. It’s like time has stopped. I have five more months until the ship sails back to Alirie.”
“So, you don’t know,” Dante said. “There might be a war.”
Eric spilled his tea and choked. He put his cup on the side table, while coughing. “I had a feeling you’d have an insane reason to be here.”
“Why are you here?”
“Sienna gave me the automation technology you found under the Baglis Orphanage, and I adapted it for work in the mines, to alleviate prison labor. Mining Lumina crystals is much more efficient now, and safer for the inmates. I came for an inspection.”
Dante scowled. “The inmates use a machine to excavate the Lumina crystals?”
“I adapted it,” Eric pointed at himself proudly. “They’ve been using it for the last four years. It greatly improved the working conditions and drastically reduced the death toll.”
“Why didn’t the newspapers write about this?” 
“Sienna wanted to publicize this as my invention, but her advisors convinced her to take the credit. She needed positive publicity. The Azelys loyalists opposed her publicly for having a demon favorite.” Eric sighed. “When I suggested to personally make the regular inspections, her advisors were more than happy to send me to the second most remote area in the world. No one wants me near the queen.”
“Assholes,” Dante spat. “They’re all assholes, and not just in Alirie. I used to think it was only the nobles and the guardians, but it’s everywhere. Even on the Preserved Land, so far away from the capital, the newspapers are so busy spitting on Sienna.”
“You’ve been to the Preserved Land?” Eric smiled and his eyes sparkled with curiosity. “I’ve always wanted to visit.”
“It’s racist, entitled, and full of crime and corruption, like any other place. And they ban you from public baths, because of a single blowjob! I mean, come on, I swallowed everything. We didn’t even make a mess.”
“Yes! Thank you for the details, Dante! What I meant was…”
“The academic capital of the world,” Dante interrupted. “Yes, Raphael gave me a rundown of the place. What I’m saying is, I was not impressed.”
“So, you’re still together.” Eric’s eyes dropped to the gold wedding ring shimmering in the light of the fireplace. “Did you two get married?”
Dante followed his gaze and shrunk a little, for the first time experiencing the kind of bashfulness that would make a maiden blush. Everything within him wanted to say a happy, smiling ‘yes’. But something prohibited him from even calling it a marriage.
“It’s not real,” Dante said. “We’re playing make believe.”
“We’re all playing make believe,” Eric leaned back on and let out a deep sigh. “Sienna and I liked to think that one day our relationship would be accepted. After five years, it’s obvious it will never be.”
Dante sighed in disappointment. True, Eric has been on Sienna’s side ever since she ascended to the throne. In the last five years, numerous articles described their relationship in every shade, from laughable, to progressive, to traitorous, to a doomed romance.
Of course, those were free press articles from all sides of the political specter. Elden Palace never issued an official statement that they even had a relationship.
“Back in the day, Raphael didn’t care about social norms,” Dante muttered under his breath.
“He had the privilege of being an Azelys,” Eric said. “The Azelys had no opposition. He didn’t need to prove to anyone where his place was.”
“Still, there must be a way for you to be happy with Sienna.”
“I don’t think our kind was ever meant to be happy,” Eric said in resignation. “We could steal a piece of happiness in secret. That’s all we’re allowed. And, it’s always short-term.”
Dante wanted to object, but he couldn’t. Even though happiness materialized for him, it came with so much effort and sacrifice. Raphael lost everything. They had to hide in the mountains. They assumed fake identities. Eventually, they were forced to run from every town and village once they were recognized.
Yes, they stayed together and it was the happiest time of Dante’s life. But they never had a moment of peace. Constantly on their toes, always making sure they had a way out. Even the meaning of this wedding ring was imaginary. And, still they had to separate.
The flight on the way here had focused Dante’s mind on survival, so he didn’t ask himself uncomfortable questions. Now, he was ready to talk about any other topic, to distract him from the very possible reality that Dante and Raphael might never see each other again.
“So, why do you think there could be a war?” Eric asked.
Dante took his time and told him everything about the Commander, about the secrets no one knew of their past, about the real purpose and abilities of their race. About the fact that Michael Azelys now held them and every other demon in the palm of his hand. And why Dante flew over the ocean, to look for demons immune to the Azelys command.
Eric shared the same curiosity as Raphael. He loved to uncover secrets, take things apart and learn how they worked. But even he needed time to process all this.
“We should get some rest,” he said.
Dante was given an empty room in the settlement. Because there were fewer people than usual on the island at this time, most rooms were empty. The single bed in this room was the most comfortable surface in the world. He drifted off to sleep the moment his head hit the pillow.
The morning wasn’t any different than the previous day.
The storm kept howling, the day was gray, the sun was practically invisible and the distant horizon was as dark as the night. In the distance, there were ominous flashes of lightning.
Dante spent the day exploring the island of Thessomir. The inmates were on a strict regime where they were sent to the mines, not too far from here. Most were demons, but there were a few angels among them too. The guards were a cast of guardians Dante had never seen, since they only operated in prisons.
None of the demons here were awakened. Otherwise, they wouldn’t be prisoners.
Isaac told Dante to go to the Impact Land, not the island of Thessomir precisely. Thessomir was angel territory. There were over eighty thousand known islands on this archipelago. If Dante wanted to find others like him, he would have to fly into Gargantua.
Staring into the chaotic horizon was frightening. No other island was in sight. They must be quite deep into the storm. Flying there would make Dante’s trip to Thessomir feel like a stroll on a sunny day. The ocean was as rough as yesterday, as it was a day ago, a year ago, a century ago.
This was the most hostile environment on the planet. It had been a thousand years and it still offered a post-apocalyptic glimpse of the Great War.
Dante took a deep breath and let his wings grow.
He strapped on his new warm clothes, and lifted himself into the air, heading straight to the center of the storm. For a while, he had decent visibility, and he knew which direction to follow. The rain beat at his face and it was getting stronger the further he went.
Several hours later there was nothing in sight, just dark water, a dark horizon and lightning in the far distance.
Ten hours into his flight, the wind started turning into an obstacle. Gliding was impossible. The wind tried to push him back, as though warning him not to come any closer. Dante wasn’t having it, he kept forcing his way forward.
Soon, he was in the dark.
Everything around him was pitch black, with lightning casting a momentary glow upon the chaotic clouds and the gigantic waves resembling mountains. Lightning sliced the air so close to him, he could feel heat against his skin. Blinding bolts branched from the sky, only to strike the dark ocean waves. The noise was deafening and he couldn’t even hear his own thoughts.
After a certain point, Dante couldn’t tell if he was even advancing anymore. The wind was too strong. It altered between hot and cold, while the rain had gradually turned into small chunks of ice, beating him sideways. But the hail was the least of his problems.
He had a hard time taking a breath.
Dante lost his grip on the momentum and the wind tossed him sideways like a grain of sand. He shouted in panic, but his voice was lost in the chaos. His vision alternated from blackness to a gigantic branch of blinding light. Thunder vibrated through his body, as though his flesh had become one with the storm.
Up and down lost meaning. He barely managed to inhale, when his chest smashed into a wall of water. Dante’s surroundings grew heavier, his ears rang with the rising pressure. He was moving, but he couldn’t tell in which direction. The ocean current was just as strong as the wind and the water made movement even more strenuous.
Dante separated the wings from his back, and they were instantly lost in the abyss. He relaxed, allowing the current to glide him, just as he did in the sky.
The water was warm. After giving himself a few seconds to calm his mind, Dante opened his eyes and saw shimmering bright pools and rivers, like scattered hot cinders.
He was looking at the ocean floor. That’s right, Raphael had said that this part of the world was covered in underwater volcanoes. So, this was down. Dante propelled himself in an opposite direction to the volcanoes. It took forever to reach the surface, but his efforts rewarded him with a blessed intake of air.
The thunder and lightning greeted him once again, but this time, he wasn’t taking his chances. His wings burst out of his back anew, tearing off his new clothes. Dante immediately discarded them, so they didn’t weigh him down, and headed back.
His brain couldn’t tell which way was back, but his instinct sent him where it was easier to move. To get away, he just had to go where he could breathe easily, where he could fly and move his limbs. There were places in this world that were not meant for living beings.
This was one of them.
Once Dante escaped the pull of the wind, he was in the clear. He headed to the gray part of the sky and the rain was slowly turning back into the drizzle he was used to. Dante felt like an empty shell, unable to comprehend what had just happened to him. He almost died in Gargantua.
After some hours, which felt like mere minutes, Dante was once again over the island of Thessomir. He dropped face down on the closest shore. His wings detached and burned around him. The blue flame didn’t seem to be vulnerable against the rain.
“Dante!”
Eric’s voice sounded close by and he heard his friend’s running footsteps approaching. This had been an absolute disaster. Not only did Dante find nothing, but he wasted so much time, only to put himself in unnecessary danger.
Eric dropped to his knees, pushing him up by the shoulders so they could look at each other. “You flew into the storm?! This is insane even for you!”
“Why did Isaac tell me to come here?!”
Eric stared at him in stunned silence.
Dante rose to his feet, turning back to the black horizon and screamed into the wind. “No one in their right mind would fly to these wretched islands! Except for me, because I’m an idiot!”
His voice broke and weakness spread through his limbs. Dante grabbed his head and pulled his hair in frustration. He sobbed and tears rolled down his cheeks, mixing with the rain.
His wedding ring was somehow still on his finger. He didn’t even check it was there during the flight. He could have lost it so easily, but it stayed with him like a small, golden miracle. A reminder that he used to have something precious that might now be lost to him forever.
“Why did we separate?” Dante mumbled and dropped to his knees. “He’s alone and I’m here doing nothing. We had it figured out. He’s my guide, and I’m his guard. It’s how we work best. I’m useless without him. And he’s in danger without me.”
Eric leaned closer, resting a hand on Dante’s shoulder.
“I’m lost, Eric,” Dante sobbed. “I was lost in the ghetto, and I got lost coming here. I’m always lost when I’m alone.”
“That’s not true, Dante,” Eric said. “You used to be everybody’s rock when we were little. Mine included. And today, you’re a beacon of hope for all demonkind.”
Dante looked at Eric confused. “How?”
“I’ve returned to the ghetto many times in the last five years. You’ve touched so many people. Even those who used to hate you are now spreading positive rumors about you. Most of them are untrue, but they want to believe in you, in your abilities, in your immense contributions. So they believe.”
Dante remembered the children of the orphanage loved his picture in the newspaper. In every room there were clippings of that photo glued to the walls, to the headboards of their beds, or hidden under the pillows. Dante was an idol to those young minds.
But, they were kids.
Of course, they would enjoy such news.
“For our people, there is meaning in everything you do,” Eric said. “You inspire them. You inspire me too.”
“How do I inspire you?”
Eric looked away. “In many ways.”
He was hiding something. Dante sighed. “It doesn’t matter. I failed everyone.”
“Not yet.” Eric looked at the horizon before them. “It’s not certain, but some academics believe Gargantua is a cyclone.” He paused to let the information sink in. “It means, there’s a center of low pressure in the middle. An ‘eye’ of complete stillness of the wind. And it should be open from above.”
Dante had heard of this before.
Raphael had spoken about such storms during their many free days in the mountains. His beautiful mind dabbled in all kinds of topics, especially then, when he had nothing to do during the day. That man could never be bored.
If Gargantua truly had an eye, it should be huge. It shouldn’t be impossible for him to enter it from above. It was worth a try.
Eric smacked Dante across the head. “Next time, talk to me before you take off!”
Dante nodded. “I will. Sorry.”
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Chapter 3

Philip


No matter how much they pushed, there was no moving that boulder. Philip doubted Dante even realized the kind of power he wielded with this telekinetic ability. And now he was trapped with most of the Resistance and a small number of Red soldiers. The cave had no other exits. 
It had a multitude of openings, letting in fresh air and sunlight, but they were all overlooking a steep fall over the ocean. No one could escape this prison.
“What do we do?” someone asked.
“Wait for Mayu to come back?”
“And what is she going to do?”
Philip sat on the cold ground, holding his head in desperation, while people bickered around him. Whenever he closed his eyes, he kept seeing Dante’s betrayed expression just before he trapped them in here. It was the same expression he had when Philip framed him back in the ghetto. Philip betrayed him a second time.
The day unfolded, night fell, and no one came back.
Not Mayu, not Remiel, no one. Dawn brightened up the place, and still no one. Another night, and they were still alone. On the next dawn, fear was starting to settle in. Their food and water supplies had finished and now morale was dying.
Was Philip going to die here with all these people?
He decided there would be nothing else for him to do but try to meditate. Ever since Dante taught him what to do to unlock the demon abilities, he’d been meditating several times a day. Whenever he had any free time to himself, he would meditate. It took serious focus, but he got used to keeping his distracting thoughts away.
With each new session, he got closer to… well, he wasn’t entirely sure what. But he refused to think this was useless. If Dante could unlock their heritage by himself, he could too.
Sunrise had just started casting light upon the cave when a sudden tension in the air pulled Philip out of his meditation. All at the same time, his comrades looked up at the ceiling. Those who were asleep awoke in an instant and sat up. No one was saying a word. Those who sat in the shadows had an eerie red glow in their eyes.
The Red soldiers seemed disturbed by this too. Whatever was happening didn’t seem to affect them. It didn’t affect Philip either.
“What’s wrong?” he asked.
No one answered. Instead, they hunched over and screamed in agony. Philip looked around in horror, as numerous pairs of white wings pierced through their backs, tearing off their clothes and splattering blood on the ground.
Philip pressed his back against the closest wall. He had seen this before. Dante’s first growth of his wings was just as painful. But unlike with Dante, this was not a personal achievement for anyone. Something just forced the wings out of them.
They simultaneously turned to the small group of red-uniformed soldiers, who had already drawn out their spears. Killing intent filled the cave and on a deeply instinctual level, Philip knew he had to move out of the way.
What followed was a massacre. His newly awakened brothers and sisters slaughtered the Red soldiers, as a child would step on an anthill. Philip had been in the midst of a melee before, but there was something unnatural about this. Massacres were usually charged with emotion. This was cold and meaningless.
After the last soldier was dead, the freedom fighters started flying out of the cave through the side openings. Philip grabbed the nearest comrade by the hand, stopping him.
“What the fuck was that?!” he shouted. “How did you do this?! Where is everyone going?!”
“The Holy Land is next,” he said. “Why aren’t your wings out?”
“Next for what? Are you…” Philip’s voice hitched. “Are you attacking the Holy Land?”
This was the only conclusion he reached. The Red soldiers were dead, next was the Holy Land? But they were working with the Red soldiers until a moment ago. They worked with the elders in the Holy Land. Mayu worked closely with archangel Remiel.
“Who gave you orders?” Philip asked. “Mayu hasn’t come back. We’ve been trapped for days. And we worked with the people you just killed! Who gave you orders to attack the Holy Land?”
“Obviously…” He was about to shout something back that seemed clear to him a second ago, but now that he carefully thought about





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
i e
ST S =5

RIGINIE ST A NEK (VS
. il






OEBPS/images/0081fa8c-57af-43a9-95a3-f7da3628721b.png





OEBPS/images/c58604c3-b87a-4200-95c7-36d2f2bf4693.png
CIleDREN
HEAVEN










