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Author's Note
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Welcome to Areth where humans and otherworldly beings reside together in somewhat harmony and the Gods reign supreme.  

The moment you turn the page you're stepping into a different world. Some spellings might be different than what you're used to so I've included a glossary of terms in case confusion arises. Continue forth to be swept away into this other Earth-like world…




For all those who believe that love is the ultimate adventure 
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Chapter one
These Dreams
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Cold moisture hung heavy in the air, blanketing the world in a thick fog. She was lost once again in this never-ending darkness. The pitch black she was engulfed in pressed upon her, holding her down. 
Nothing had ever happened in the countless times she had been here before. Why was she here again so soon in the darkness? All that ever happened here were conversations in the dark with a voice that had no face or form.
She opened her mouth to speak but no words emerged this time. No matter how she tried, she could not find her voice to even ask. She brushed her fingers across her ivory throat, swallowed hard, and tried yet again to speak, to no avail.
With a single step the cold stone beneath her bare feet gave way. In her surprise, she floated down, down through a watery substance, but to her fascination she remained dry. Her world turned and twisted upside down in her slow descent until she landed on firm ground with a gentle touch of toes and bent knees.
Now, with one knee on the ground, she raised her eyes upward toward the darkness where she had previously been. Overhead was now a star-filled sky, the stars shining like tiny diamonds glittering there. A dark sphere appeared outlined in sparkling gold energy which gave off the barest hints of light—enough that she could, at the very least, now see her hand in front of her face. She took one more glance up toward the sphere, which reminded her of an eclipsed sun.
This particular sun was familiar, though, even if she had never seen it before. Its warmth was like a comforting embrace. Why did this feel so familiar to her? Like some lost feeling that she had always known buried in the recesses of her mind?
“Kyra Connelly…” 
A man’s melodic voice whispered and she turned her head toward it. A calming breeze blew through her short ruby hair and she tucked a stray strand behind her ear. It was the same voice she had often heard here since she was a little girl, and she was twenty-two now. Still, after all these years, no figure belonged to the voice. It would be nice to finally put a face to the one she conversed with.
“Follow my voice.” His smooth command was firm but also sounded as gentle as an ocean breeze.
Whatever it was this time sounded serious. Her heart hammered and she wondered just who was beckoning her this way and why. Never had the voice demanded anything of her…until now. The command in his tone made her question if she should even follow it.
“You can trust in me,” the voice assured her, as if sensing her apprehension.
Her curiosity about who was speaking to her won out over her fear, and just maybe she would get her answers this time. Kyra was compelled to follow it, no matter what.
“This way.” The voice sounded again, coming from her right. She pivoted on her heel and took her first steps to follow.
[image: image-placeholder]Had she been walking for a few seconds or a few hours? She could not be sure. With an abrupt stop, she twirled around, her eyes trained on something glimmering over her head that had peeked out of the night sky. A long-tailed, bright-shining star was raining golden light down on her from above. She was, in an instant, filled with warmth and trust.
The surrounding open air around her morphed into an ancient hall of tall gray and white stone arches reaching high and blocking the night sky from her view. She took a staggering step back in alarm when torches flamed to life and lined the narrow walls. The fires flicked away from her, indicating the direction she should go. Sure, follow the line of self-lighting torches. What could possibly go wrong? was her cautionary thought. She breathed out, unsure but still determined to quell her curiosity, and moved forward.
The path, although it resembled stone, was as soft as sand and she wiggled her toes in it, making little indents before she continued forward, passing through numerous halls. Her brow furrowed as she came to a large room. Standing before her in the center of this room was a tall gold-framed mirror adorned with jeweled scarabs scurrying about. She could hear the little clicks of their tiny feet upon the golden frame.
Her reflection looking back at her broke into a slow smile that twisted up into a smirk. Kyra yelped aloud and took a wary step back. Her heart just about jumped out of her throat; she knew she made no such facial expression herself. 
That wasn’t the only thing strange about her reflection. Her whole body was engulfed in glittering golden light. In the middle of her forehead was a sparkling eye of a god. Kyra thought she should know who the eye belonged to, but for the life of her could not come up with the owner. This was enough to drive her anxiety through the roof, since it seemed to be most important.
“Legacy…” said her reflection, in her own voice. “Power, strength—you reflect…” Her image clasped her hands against her chest, and from her spun golden sparkling light, growing to near-blinding intensity.
Kyra had to cover her eyes to protect them from this radiance. Something sparked hot and was bubbling just beneath her skin and she cried out as searing pain ripped through her. Her agony was swallowed by the empty dark—




Chapter two
Suspicious Minds
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Kyra Connelly shot upright. Cold sweat plastered her hair to her nape and forehead. She shivered. Tingling in her latex-gloved fingers drew her attention to the receding whorls of glowing energy which had not pierced through the tips of the gloves. 
“What in the—” she whispered in stunned astonishment as the sparks faded from her fingertips. She shook her hands to see if the energy would spark again, but nothing came of it. Why would it? It was a dream, right? She just…had to finish waking up from it was the only thought in her groggy, sleep-raddled brain.
As she rubbed her tired eyes, the heavy scent of musty leather hit her nose in a powerful wave. She glanced about the wood-paneled room. The double doors behind her and to the right of the brightly burning fireplace were adorned with stained-glass panels in reds, blues, and greens, a few white frosted panels near the brass knobs. She knew that the old doors had been put in here sometime during the turn of the century and led back into the main library.
The heavy floor-to-ceiling bookcases held hundreds of antique books, the old leather-bound, withered, and worn tomes a familiar setting for her. She glanced down at the antique, faded, wooden desk she had been resting on, and to the book on ancient beast lore. It lay…open. She watched in abject horror as a wet spot, from where she rested her head, grew across the yellowed page. It was as though the souls of millions of historians, past and present, bore down on her in enraged disappointment, glaring at her. She wiped her mouth and then wiped the moisture from the ancient volume with all her might. She knew without a doubt she would receive an earful from her boss should he notice the ocean of her saliva ruining its brittle yellowed pages.
She cradled her face in her hands and wanted so much to hide from the destruction she had caused. He would never trust her with his prized possessions ever again and she was sure he’d be able to feel her guilt seeping from her pores. She was never very good at hiding truths.
The necklace she wore swung from her neck as she rocked back and forth in worry before lifting her face from her hands. Kyra’s eyes were drawn downward and to the necklace. She lifted the solid gold ornament in between her fingers and studied it—it was surprisingly light for its size—tracing the engraving with the gentlest of touches. Her forefinger brushed across the ruby at the tip before gliding along the smooth gold, through the engraving of the eye.
She thought back to her dream. Her reflection had worn the same eye on her forehead. Was there a connection? She knew both the eyes, the one in her dream and the one on the ornament belonged to a god—just which, she couldn’t be sure of. She sighed and rested her chin in the palm of her hand and her face scrunched up. She was too exhausted to even try to make sense of it. Too many strange dreams, she mused, and blew a breath of air to ruffle her ruby bangs.
She looked up at the sounds of multiple footsteps coming toward the archway and the thick, open door to see her boss Ivan coming through. Walking beside him was her coworker Kahma. As they came closer to her behind the desk they both wore smiles.
“Kyra, my new business cards arrived. Have a look,” Ivan said. The man was from Ruskia and his accent was thick. With a proud smile, he held a small white card toward her. She caught his eye. Kyra always thought that Ivan was a good-looking older man. She knew he had lived here in the country of Amaris since he was eighteen. She often wondered what he was like when he was a kid. It was a time he never really talked about. She figured it must have been traumatic for him, and never pressed him on his past.
Today, Ivan was clean-shaven, though it wasn’t unusual for him to sport a bit of a scruff, especially if he had been away on a hunt. His facial hair, when he had it, matched the rich brown of his full head of hair. If ever she was in turmoil and suffering at the hands of bullies, Kyra was always calmed by the kindness in his eyes that were as blue as the ocean itself which could rival the cerulean shade of her own, even if his held so many secrets. They peeked out at her from a pale face.
The man was in excellent shape himself. He had to be, for relic hunting could be physically taxing. If she wanted to follow in his footsteps she had to be as well, even if she hated working out with every ounce of her being. Ivan was more than his looks, though. She had a set of wonderful parents, yet Ivan listened to her as a father would, was there as a friend when she needed one, and gave her so many insights on life and what was most important in it. He was kind and considerate of her always. It was a shame that the man never had time for a family. He would have made a great father.
“He’s quite proud of this set,” Kahma said with a gleam in his eye, and she was more than compelled to stare in his direction. She tried hard to pay attention to what he was saying, but whenever he entered a room she was in, she found herself lost in deep, dark-walnut eyes that were almost as dark as his short hair. He was only a year older than her and Kyra’s gaze lingered on that face of his. He was so stunning, he could indeed inspire most women into a heated fantasy.
Her mouth ran dry as she looked at the glistening hue of Kahma’s dark bronze skin against the deep red of his shirt. Short sleeves wrapped around his thick muscled arms, and she imagined what he looked like under his clothes. Looking at the state of his arms it was more than certain he was built, and it was enough to make her belly swell with heat.
She had no clue what he was saying, and when Kyra tuned back into him, she caught the tail end of his comment. “I mean, they’re just business cards.” His teasing tone flowed between full lips that she couldn’t stop herself from watching, how kissable they looked. 
Aiya, Kyra, get a hold of yourself… She needed to stop thinking about him like this. They were just coworkers. They never even hung out outside of work before. It was silly to regard him so.
Kyra’s face heated just a little bit more with how inappropriate her thoughts concerning her coworker always turned. It wasn’t nearly as bad as her thoughts about his cousin, when he would visit. That was the worst; her mind could possibly drown in dirty imaginings and thoughts when it came to that man. She was actually relieved not to see him here today. Having both him and Kahma in the same room would cause her to explode in a flurry of heat and want.
“Hey, ultimate judgment comes to those with business cards. Ask anyone who has them.” Ivan’s voice brought Kyra out of her stupor while she caught sight of his forefinger lazily pointed in Kahma’s direction. “I have a lot to compete with—including your sister.”
“You two and your rivalry,” Kahma said with a shake of his head and soft laughter starting in his throat. “It’s been going on for close to fifteen, twenty years now.” He snickered. “I don’t see how this is a competition, though. She runs the historical department of Egyptah at the Museum of Ancient History and doesn’t want to play these games with you. It’s also a well-known fact that my sister doesn’t condone hunting relics for profit like you do.”
Ivan snorted. “Are you kidding? All she ever does is try to thwart me at every turn. But I always get what I’m after.”
Kahma scoffed. “In all of your thirty-nine years, Ivan? I doubt she spends her time looking for ways to thwart you, she’s much too busy for that.”
“Tell that to her, then.” Ivan laughed.
Kyra cleared her throat. She had watched the back-and-forth between from both of them for long enough, so she snatched the card from Ivan and read it aloud. “Hmm…Ivan Katzev—relic hunter and mystic goods dealer.” She nodded with approval, reading the top corner where the address of his shop and the phone number was printed. “Direct and to the point. It’s very nice, Boss. I like the new card.”
“Since I’m all about Amun Ra as he’s the path I follow and pay tribute to, I decided to honor him by also decorating my business cards with his symbol.” Ivan still looked as pleased as pop about it.
Her eyes swept over the fancy gold ribbon around the edging of the card. At each corner was a tiny eye and she realized that it was that of Amun Ra. Her eyes widened in recognition. It was the same eye as the necklace and her dream. She at least knew who it belonged to now.
The room dropped at least ten degrees and Kyra shivered, she then realized why…Ivan’s ocean eyes were narrowed in on the spot in the book that lay open on the desk. His jaw dropped looking much like it would also hit the desk and he reached for the book. 
“What happened, Kyra? Do you know how old these books are?” He tapped the large, glaring spot.
Kyra silently cursed his eagle eyesight and looked away in shame. “Sorry. I was studying and then fell asleep and I found the puddle when I woke up.”
Ivan huffed and turned the page to discover the page beneath it was also graced with a small puddle—more damage. “I have to clean this expertly now,” he said with a grunt. Kyra was surprised at the level he was controlling his temper. She was sure that if it were some priceless object of hers, she would be ragingly angry and unable to stop from showing it. She found she couldn’t look at him as he was continuing to look over the damage to his book and he grumbled, “I guess I should be at the very least happy that you’re wearing gloves, but you really need to be more careful. I don’t mind you using my entire library for your studies, but try not to let anything happen to these priceless antique books.” The obvious disappointment in his face had Kyra feeling even more guilty than she already felt.
“It’s not really her fault that she’s a drooly, soggy sleeper.” Kahma’s crooked smile curved the corner of his mouth.
Kyra’s face flamed at Kahma’s comment. Drooly, soggy sleeper? She rubbed the back of neck awkwardly. “I didn’t mean to fall asleep and drool all over your book!” She tried to smile but Ivan was not amused. Kyra knew how much Ivan adored all these old books, not to mention that the value of some volumes was in the eight-figure range. She had to shift the focus of this conversation and quickly or else her guilt would destroy her. Perhaps he wouldn’t mind hearing about what happened while she used his book as a pillow…it was worth a shot. “I did have another one of those dreams.
Kahma’s brow arched. “Oh, really?”
With a dejected sigh and one last devastating look at the damaged pages, Ivan closed the book and held it beneath his arm. He stroked his chin, curiosity spreading—and his eyes shot right to her forehead as if looking for something. 
“What happened in your dream?” He leaned over, inspecting the desktop first and smoothing his hand over it. She watched him, unsure, and when she caught his gaze he said to her, “Just checking for drool spots,” before setting the book on the desk. Kyra released a breath of air. Would he ever trust her again with what was in his library? She sure hoped he would even after this. After all, she had gotten high marks in her history classes over the years because of the use of his books. It would completely ruin her good marks if he forbade her from using them.
Kyra could feel Kahma’s eyes on her and she turned her head and looked at him. He was indeed interested in what she had to say. She found his areth-shattering gaze so riveting that she squirmed beneath it and tried to ignore the hard pounding of her heart. Knowing she couldn’t maintain proper thought when she looked at him, it was better to put focus back on Ivan—so she did.
“It was more than just me standing in that black void and talking with the disembodied voice—I actually went somewhere this time.”
Ivan sank into the green worn leather couch that lined the boundary of his library. The shelving behind him up over his head held eight color monitors that gave access to all rooms that belonged to this building. The screens were part of Ivan’s state-of-the-art security system that was created by Cyintech Industries, the same company her parents worked for. Ivan twisted his head a little to look behind him at one of the screens before casting a glance at Kahma, who leaned closer to him and whispered something in his ear. 
Kyra’s eyes narrowed. She despised secrets, especially ones being told right in front of her.
Both men turned and looked at her and a sense of foreboding crept up Kyra’s spine.
“I’ll let you take it from here, Ivan. After all, this is your show now,” Kahma said, forcing a smile that sent chills rushing through her.
Kyra looked between the two of them.
“Why are you guys looking at me like that?”
“I want to first explain the dreams you’ve been having for as long as you can remember.” Ivan folded his hands between his spread knees. “The ones where you’re shrouded in darkness aren’t just dreams. You’ve been communicating with one of our deities.”
Kyra scoffed, the corners of her mouth curving up in amusement. “Sure, right. If the gods just wanted to talk to me, they would appear before me and not use my dream state for communication. They like to make their presence fully known—even I know that.”
A soft smile curved the corner of Ivan’s mouth. 
“Didn’t you feel a connection to this place—before you started working here, I mean?” His dark brow arched. “Something compelling you to be here, and not just because you’ve seen every manner of mystic, beast, and human walk through the shop door looking for relics that also caught your eye. I know you value fighting for equality between our species and want to help mystics and beasts the best you can. What you really are will contribute to that fighting spirit you have.” 
Ivan rose from his seat.
“There’s a much bigger reason why you were drawn to my shop.”
“There’s not a bigger reason than I just liked your store,” Kyra said with a carefree shrug of her shoulders. “I randomly came across it while running away and hiding from bullies when I was a kid.”
“Then why did you apply for a job here when you hit age fifteen? Do you remember what you told me?”
“Sorta…” Kyra looked at Kahma, who stood there quietly. She remembered that he had also been present the day she asked to be part of this store. “I found your stories about relic hunting when I was just a shopper or when I would visit you fascinating and wanted to be a part of it. I liked the feel I received each and every time I set foot in your shop. Like I could stay and work here forever. I felt safe near you, and not just because you chased bullies out of your shop that were intending on hurting me after they followed me in. It’s hard to explain.”
“You should feel safe around me,” Ivan replied. “It has always been part of my duty to watch and guard you.”
Kyra’s eyes widened. Watch me? Now he was sounding crazy, and her eyes shifted to Kahma who was standing there not saying a single thing. The seriousness on his face made her so uneasy that the hairs on the back of her neck were standing up, and she wondered why he wasn’t saying anything. Here Ivan was being creepy and Kahma wasn’t doing anything to refute that. 
“What’s going on, Kahma, Ivan? I don’t like how you two are making me feel right now.”
“I’m sorry, Kyra,” Kahma said. “We’re not trying to make you feel bad and I can’t…I want…we want you to know the truth now. Ivan will not steer you wrong here. I promise.”
Keeping in a frustrated grunt and rising to her feet, Kyra stood in front of the stone fireplace and ripped the gloves with a snap from her hands. She tossed them into the waste basket on the floor next to the desk. She rubbed her hands together and sighed deeply. “What truth? Stop talking in ways that are just going to frustrate me. Just speak plainly.”
Ivan peered down, trying to catch her nervous eye, and she had an inkling that she was not going to like what he was about to say. 
“There’s something I’ve been meaning to explain to you for some time now, but I wanted to wait for certain things to happen to you first.”
Just explain it already, she thought. This was only adding to her anxiety.
“Will you please follow me to my altar chamber?” Ivan asked.
Something in the back of her mind was telling her to flee from this uncomfortable situation. He wanted her to follow him to the altar chamber, why? Was he going to sacrifice her to a god or a demon or something? After all, he did say it was part of his duty to watch her. Was he simply gaining her trust for all these years just to drain her of all her blood? She shot a fleeting look toward the open doorway, but both Ivan and Kahma were standing in her way for her to even think about making a break for it.
“Please, Kyra. It’s really important,” he added.
Kyra noticed that the only move that Kahma made was to fold his hands in front of himself and glance at his feet. It’s not like either of them made any threatening advances toward her, so maybe they weren’t planning on doing anything nefarious. Ivan was indeed waiting for her answer. She gave him a slow nod, and he smiled.
Ivan turned and left the library and Kyra followed him out, all the while keeping a safe distance between herself and what could turn out to be a possible threat. Kahma, she could hear, was coming up behind her, still as silent as the dead with each step they took. They passed beneath the archway, moving further and further away from the library door. Her feet padded across familiar white tiles, the same tiles she had passed over countless times—so why did they feel unfamiliar to her now? Even the black pattern of the eight-pointed star in the floor in the middle seemed different in this ballroom sized space. She glanced up in trepidation at the smooth, light gray stones that made up the interior all the way up to the ceiling, three stories above her head.
She could see the outlines of iron bars with glowing runes and rivets in between each stone that she knew was part of the warding against evil spirits from entering this space as well as the frame of this building.
She shivered and rubbed her hands up and down her arms to stave off the cold. This time Kyra was not sure if it was the frigid temperature down here or her apprehension that was responsible for her skin prickling with little bumps. “It’s always so cold down here,” Kyra murmured in her unease.
“Imagine the heating bill if Ivan attempted to heat the whole building,” Kahma said. Gentle kindness was shining in his eyes when she looked at him.
Expressionless, she nodded. “I couldn’t possibly imagine how much that would come out to. This whole part of his building with all the rooms are under the streets of San Sisko, so of course it’s going to be cold.”
“It is after all the middle of winter so it would be even colder down here than the street level where the shop is,” Kahma added.
Her need to make small talk was necessary to try and help calm her raging nerves. “When I come down here to Ivan’s private library I scurry as fast as my feet can carry me just to make it in front of that fireplace that’s always burning bright and warm. At least there’s some heat there.” Kyra continued to follow after Ivan at what she felt was a safe distance.
“This cold air feels refreshing, though, after a workout in Ivan’s gym.” He pointed to one of the six closed doors beneath dramatic stone arches.
“Sometimes, I guess.” Kyra tried to smile. As she crossed the eight-pointed star, she looked up to stare at the iron chandelier hanging directly overhead. Its electric bulbs flickered like candlelight. Matching wall lamps lit their way, providing all the illumination needed to light the expansive space brightly.
All the fixtures’ arms seemed to weave in and out in the shifting light, as if they were intending to launch themselves out to grab her. She shivered again, and this time not from the cold.
The further across the floor she moved, the stronger the scent of sweet flower incense burning became, so intense that she finally noticed it. After all the years she had worked here she had gotten used to the smell as it was constant and pumped through the entire ventilation system; it too kept evil beings away. The nearer she got to this particular section of the space the stronger the scent grew, nearly attacking her nose.
Without conscious thought, she took a few steps closer to the large iron vault that had glowing runes engraved in exact patterns going up and down the sides. The door was bolted shut with three thick, wide slides, and a round spinning wheel with more runes that would match up in a combination lock. She gulped down a nervous breath. She never liked going near Ivan’s Cursed Objects Vault. She knew it was chock-full of the most dangerous relics in the entire world.
“Kyra,” Ivan said, getting her attention, and she looked over at him, not even attempting to hide her fear. “Ignore the vault. It’s secure.”
Kyra cleared her throat. “I hate that vault.”
“I know,” Ivan said in sympathy.
She shifted worried attention from the vault, back to Ivan, and then to the set of stairs the led up to the shop. Those same stairs went up one more flight to his apartment where he lived on the third floor. She pondered for a brief moment whether she should head for those very stairs to make a run for it. Or even to the second set of stairs all the way across this expansive space that led up to a solid iron door which let out to the back alley; it was the door she had used earlier today to enter.
Why was it taking so long to get to Ivan’s altar chamber? Perhaps it was her nerves that was making her brain race and slow down time. After what felt like ages they reached the door that was across from the library door.
Ivan’s altar chamber door was curved at the top with more iron rivets and planks. She stared at it and swallowed a hard lump of air that had seemed to lodge in her windpipe.
“You know about the Stars of the Gods, yes?” Ivan then asked.
Kyra nodded. “Yeah, they’re normal humans who are born with the power of gods to protect their fellow humans from mystic threats. The threats were thousands of years ago, though. Mystics and humans get along well nowadays.” She cast a glance back at Kahma, who nodded to her answer. Why was he so silent? This was unlike him at all. Kahma was the one who never shied away from explaining everything under the sun, but now he was just standing there like a beautiful statue that should be out in a flower garden.
“Kahma, why are you so quiet?”
“Ivan is the one who needs to explain,” Kahma replied, and glanced at Ivan. Kyra saw a shared look pass between them. “I wasn’t allowed to say anything about this.”
“‘Allowed?’ What are you, five?”
Kahma snickered, then sobered again. “There are rules I need to follow.”
“Rules to what?” Kyra’s temper sparked, she lifted and balled her hands inches from her body in frustration. She’d had enough of all of this.
“I’ll get to it if you’d stop interrupting and let me,” Ivan chimed in, annoyed.
“Sorry.” Kyra grumbled. She shouldn’t feel bad about any of how she was acting or what she saying. It was him that was putting weird, suspicious thoughts in her mind.
Ivan straightened his posture, no longer appearing annoyed. 
“Give me all the details of the dream you had today. Where exactly did you go and what did you see? Leave nothing out. Everything you experienced is important.”
Lowering her hands and settling her nerves, Kyra watched him grip the handle on the door and pull it open, the bottom of the heavy wood scraping against the tiles. The lights flickered on and they stared into the room. Kyra spoke. 
“Okay…what happened was this…”




Chapter three
Believe it or Not
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The room was small. Kyra stood on one of the many golden woven-thread rugs that were strewn about the floor. Her eyes wandered up to the elaborate gold and pink silk tapestries that hung from the ceiling. Against the wall, raised on a short platform between unlit candles, was a statue of a muscular man that had been painted gold. A gold disk that had been chiseled into an ivory crown was adorning his head. Kyra narrowed her eyes in thought as she looked at the attractive figure—a painted white kilt with no pattern had been belted around the statue’s waist and was held there in the middle with a large jeweled scarab ornament. 
She couldn’t seem to tear her eyes away from the statue as familiarity settled in. Amun Ra, she mused with a slight tilt of her head. She knew that this was the deity that Ivan paid the most tribute to over all others. Automatically, her hand clutched at the necklace she wore.
Kyra’s complete focus was on the statue and the feeling that swelled within her was...comfort. She didn’t even register that Ivan was speaking until she heard him say, “Kyra, are you listening to me?”
With her mind slamming back into focus, Kyra turned her head in Ivan’s direction. “Sorry, what were you saying?”
With an annoyed sigh, Ivan said, “You, Kahma, and I are human, yet even some humans are gifted with the power of the gods.”
“Okay, and?” She peered up at the statue once more before putting her finger to her chin and tapping it there.
“You are one of them,” Ivan announced.
Kyra spun toward him, her ruby brows arched high.
“What?”
“You, Kyra Connelly, are part of a legacy. You are a Star of the Gods.”
Her world fell away and she stared at him, expressionless.
This has to be some kind of joke. Kyra started to laugh. When she found him not joining in with the laughter and standing there with the most serious look that she had ever seen on his face, her anger started to bubble inside at his crazy lie. 
“Ivan, you need to take a vacation. You’re out of your damn mind!”
“Your dreams have been telling you the whole time who you are.”
“Nothing ever happened in them.” She swiped her hand downward in her rage. “All I did was talk to someone I couldn’t see!”
He took a step toward her but she backed up. “You hadn’t manifested the power that has lain dormant inside you all these years. The vivid dream you had today was showing you that it’s about to happen,” Ivan explained. “A little late, at that, but it’s going to erupt and you should be prepared for it.”
“That is just insane.” Kyra crossed her arms and glared up at the statue. “There’s no way I’m this ‘warrior of the gods.’ For one, I’m not even strong. I hate working out. Not to mention I couldn’t even stand up to school bullies that tormented me daily while growing up.” 
She shook her head in denial. “If I had any power, where was it when I would have needed it most to fend off the beatings I was always on the receiving end of?” 
Her face twisted up in shame at her past.
“Didn’t you mention sparks bursting from your fingertips not even an hour ago?” Ivan asked.
“Those sparks I determined weren’t real.” She looked away from him. “I just wasn’t awake yet. It was one of those double dream things—we get them all the time. You think you’re awake but you’re really not.”
Ivan facepalmed. He then gestured to the statue. 
“How do you feel standing before this altar?”
Kyra shrugged. “It’s a nice statue you have here, Ivan. That’s all I feel toward it,” she lied, looking at it out of the corner of her eye. “I don’t care one way or another about it.”
“Nothing seems familiar about him?”
Hesitant to answer, Kyra shook her head.
“That’s surprising, as Amun Ra is the one who has bestowed his power unto you. I can almost guarantee the voice talking to you in your dreams is his, as I have heard it in mine as well.”
Kyra’s eyes widened, as large as saucers. 
“You think I’ve been hearing Amun Ra’s voice?” 
She recalled the gentle tones that held a strength that compelled her to listen to him. No other voice had been like that. Her mind echoed with disbelieving thoughts. No, that’s impossible. Her dreams were just that…dreams. Amun Ra wouldn’t waste his time on someone like me.
“I’m no one special here. It would make a lot more sense if Amun Ra gave his power to King Hector. He rules our country well and is working with ancient elders trying to abolish outdated, archaic laws. If he’s not a man who deserves a god’s power, then I don’t know who is.”
She began to pace. 
“Besides, you’ve always said that Amun Ra doesn’t like to meddle in the affairs of us on Areth who reside outside the gods’ realm. Now you’re telling me I have his power inside me? That would be considered meddling under all circumstances.”
“Is it really up to us to tell Amun Ra who is worthy of his power?” Kahma, who had been silent, spoke up and Kyra turned sharply toward him.
Ivan clicked his tongue, “I hate to say it like this, but it’s your—”
“If you say ‘it’s your destiny,’ I’m seriously going to lose it.” Kyra’s eyes raged with fire and she curled her fists tightly down at her sides.
Ivan inhaled through his nose, then exhaled, his expression softening. “I promised myself to never do this in front of you, but you’ve left me little choice.” 
He took two steps back before calling out into the empty room, “Anen!”
“Anen is here today?” Kyra glanced around, but the empty space around her was quiet. “When did he get here?”
“Anen is always among us, even when you think he’s not,” Kahma replied.
Her necklace heated and Kyra stared down at it in shock. A stream of golden light shone from the medallion’s gem and streamed across the room to a spot on the floor. 
“What in the hell?”
When the pool of light dissipated, standing in its place was a man two heads taller than her, with immense broad shoulders and sculpted arms that appeared as hard as rocks. He wore woven leather and metal armor on his muscled, defined chest, and his waist was wrapped in a pure white linen kilt. He had a head of short raven hair and a deep warm complexion, a most remarkable shade of bronze.
Kyra knew that face—smooth, chiseled perfection that even the gods themselves would envy—but for years, she had known him as Kahma’s cousin. His obsidian gaze stared back at her, and her face heated with the familiar infatuation that she harbored since her very first day of work seven years ago. 
That was definitely a long time for an attraction that never went anywhere.
None of this was making any sense. She rubbed her eyes and shook her head as if that would unlock her answers to this puzzle. 
“Ivan, please tell me why this person who seemed to spring forth from my necklace looks exactly like Anen?”
Ivan was about to answer her question when Kahma talked over him, “This really is Anen, and…he’s not actually my cousin.”
She squeaked and her jaw dropped.
“I know that you have questions.” Anen’s familiar deep voice was as rich as dark hot chakolate in her ears, and heat swirled in her belly. She made another involuntary noise of surprise.
“We thought it best that you believe he was related to Kahma,” Ivan said.
Anen cleared his throat. 
“I am not human, at least not anymore. My soul is tied to the medallion you wear through the power of Amun Ra. The truth is that I was ruler of Southern Egyptah over three thousand years ago, and gave up my soul in a battle against a dark force.”
Kyra’s brows knitted together as she looked him square in the face before her eyes roved over the now questionable form of Anen. Her mouth twisted as uncertainty gave way to a raging fury as she realized the truth.
“You’re a spirit?”
”Yes,” Anen answered devoid of emotion.
How dare they all lie to her like this? For what purpose would they even do such a thing? Did they think she wouldn’t believe it? Considering where she worked, she was used to crazy spirits. 
“You’ve been a spirit the whole time?”
Anen nodded.
Kyra pulled in a sharp breath and shook her head.
“Nope, no way!” She ripped the gold and ruby ornament from around her neck and tossed it at Ivan. “I don’t want any part of this insanity.”
“Whoa!” Ivan tried to catch the medallion and it bounced between his fingers before he clasped it protectively against his chest.
“I don’t need a cursed object, Ivan,” Kyra said, seething. “You know how much those things freak me out.”
“This necklace is not cursed!” Ivan countered.
“How am I supposed to know that?” she snapped at him, burning with rage. “You all hid the fact that Anen’s been a spirit for years! I can’t trust a single thing you say. I certainly don’t believe that I’m this ‘Star of the Gods.’ You’re all mental, and I’m leaving.” Kyra turned to go.
“Miss Kyra, do not be alarmed.” Anen’s deep, sultry voice beckoned her, and she stopped mid-step. Her eyes snapped to him, sharp as a razor’s edge. “Ivan felt it best that we wait until you manifested before telling you who I really was.”
“That makes no sense! You aren’t the first spirit that I’ve come in contact with. Keeping this from me was stupid.” Kyra looked at all three of them as suspicions set in. 
How many more secrets did they all have?
“I know you have little reason to trust anything I might have to say, all things considered.” Anen took tentative steps toward her. “I have not been the warmest toward you over the past many years.”
Not exactly warm? Ha! The man is a frickin’ iceberg! He’s always treated me like I was an annoyance in all the time I’ve known him. Kyra snorted and shook her head in disbelief.
“However, you need much schooling.” He cast an irritated glance back at Ivan, who looked away. “If I had been in command of your education, I would have insisted on a much earlier lesson in all of this for you.”
Kyra twitched. All of this pounded in her head like a violent wave, and she was going to unleash a tsunami if she didn’t get away from them fast. Fury and fear swirled until they broke in frustrated tears wetting her lashes.
Too much. This is far too much. Trembling hands tightened again at her sides, although a storm raged beneath the surface. 
“I’m not listening to any more of this.” Without another word, she spun on her heel and fled from the room. She grabbed her small backpack from the library, ignoring the calling of her name as she rushed up the stairs and left through the iron door that led out into the back alley.
Her bike was resting against its post, and before she even finished hitting the pedal, she was pushing off onto the street. In her haste, she didn’t dare check if she was being chased.
Kyra pedaled until her breath caught in her chest, forcing her to slow. Veering away from the street and onto a quiet sidewalk, she paused to get her bearings.
Just ahead of her on the other side of the street was her favorite building in the whole of the city, the spiraled spires of City Hall’s clocktower, which loomed over the city center. Large bells sounded from the clock, cutting through the haze of city noise and she sighed as relief washed over her, relief to be far away from any of the crazy that had been told to her.
“It’s only nine o’clock?” she said aloud, surprised that it was still so early when the morning had surely felt a hell of a lot longer than that. Normally she would be at work all day today, but being there right now was out of the question. She needed something to do and didn’t want to go home.
The mental gears in her head turned. She knew that her best friend and roommate was usually jogging in Silver Strait Park these early Sønday mornings.
She began pedaling again, heading toward the park, hoping to find her friend still there.
Kyra navigated San Sisko’s rolling hills and artistically fashioned buildings looked like two different time periods blending together in harmony, and had beckoned many a human and mystic from all over the world to live there among the grandeur.
She was fast approaching a group of protestors on the corner and Kyra slowed her pace to hear what was on the agenda this week.
A deep, rumbling, beast-like voice made her perk up her ears. She squeezed the brakes, and her bike tires screeched as she came to a stop. The voice’s owner was a couple of heads taller than most of those he protested with. Despite his size, he appeared mostly human, if you took away the short white hair, pointed ears, and golden spiral horns protruding from his forehead. DarVin Smalt, a half-demon and frequent participant in pro-marriage equality protests across San Sisko.
“Marriage equality!” he chanted along with the other protestors, who were waving signs and chatting with those that passed.
Kyra saw him all the time on one corner or another, joining in as many protests as he could. It was excellent to see that, as busy a lawyer as he was, he still went out there among the people fighting for rights.
She waved at him, and he nodded in her direction and held up his sign.
“Kyra, you’re of legal voting age—come and sign our petition!” DarVin said with a proud smile and hope sparkling in his magenta eyes. He handed his sign to a young human woman and headed toward Kyra.
“I signed it last week on my birthday,” Kyra said with a smile. “Don’t you remember?”
DarVin fluffed his white hair with a long claw, smiling sheepishly, revealing sharp fangs, “Sorry about that. I sometimes forget who’s signed it.”
“That’s quite alright,” she said, staring up at him.
“Every signature helps in our cause. We’ve come a long way since those old days of our forbidden unions, whether it be friend or romantic. It’s time the law allows us to marry whoever we choose. Mystics and humans should be allowed to unite with each other. There are still many things we can’t do for each other, even joined in civil unions.”
She nodded along at his empowering words. 
“It’s stupid that we can’t. These things needed to change a long time ago.” Kyra let out a large puff of air while shaking her head. “What is so wrong with our species uniting?”
“Let’s ask our ancestors, who all made these outdated laws.” DarVin rolled his eyes “I understand thousands of years ago the need to keep our species separate, but no longer does that apply to these modern times. At least it’s no longer a death sentence to live together as couples. We still have a long way to go.”
“If I could sign it again, I would.”
“I know you would,” DarVin said, looking back at his group. “If you ever want to join one of our protests, you’re more than welcome.”
Smiling, she said, “Thank you. I’ll remember that.”
“I better get back to the protest,” DarVin said, thrusting a thumb over his shoulder.
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