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INTRODUCTION
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Trained by her father since she was just a child in the deadly art of Bahad Zu’Bu, Michelle was molded into a warrior with a protector’s heart. When violence threatened those she loved, what looked like a normal student stepped into the shadows as Mayari—a name feared in the underworld. Beautiful, deadly, and driven by love, she wields justice with every graceful strike. This is the story of how a daughter became a legend.

MAYARI: The Rise of the Angel of Death is the story of Michelle of how she became Mayari in her quest to protect the ones she loves and to uphold justice.

This book is part of the Mayari Books Collection, a gripping anthology chronicling the relentless journey of a fearless warrior named Mayari. Each installment in the series unveils a new chapter in her life, filled with perilous missions, deep personal sacrifices, and epic battles as she fights to protect the people she loves. 

Driven by loyalty, haunted by her past, and armed with unmatched skill, Mayari navigates a world of danger and deception—where every choice could mean life or death. Each book in the collection stands as a testament to her courage, resilience, and unbreakable spirit.
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PROLOGUE
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The last rays of sunlight filtered through the dusty windows of the empty classroom. The school was already deserted, save for the hum of cicadas and the distant sound of a basketball bouncing in the gym. It was nearly 6:30 PM. The golden hour cast long shadows on the scratched-up floors, reflecting the mood of the girls inside.

“Michelle, is there still no news about John? I can’t reach his phone! None of his friends have heard from him either. Where is he?” Kryzel’s voice trembled with desperation.

Michelle, leaning against the edge of a desk, clenched her jaw. Her fingers curled into fists at her sides. 

“Nothing. It’s like he disappeared. His family reported it to the police, but there’s still no lead. I’m scared, too.” Michelle answered.

“Told you this ‘great love’ nonsense wouldn’t do you any good. Now look at you—miserable over some guy who just vanished.” Kryzette snapped, arms crossed as she leaned against the chalkboard. 

“Shut up, Kryzette! You see us all worried, and you’re still acting like a heartless bitch! Do you even know what love is? Do you feel anything at all?!” Kryzel spun to face her, eyes blazing. “

“Enough!” Michelle’s voice cracked like a whip across the room. The sudden outburst silenced them both. Her eyes shimmered with unshed tears, her voice shaky from the raw pressure pressing down on her heart.

“Wow, Michelle. Screaming at us now? How dramatic.” Kryzette rolled her eyes.

“Let’s just go home. I’ll ask around again tomorrow...” Michelle sighed, her shoulders sagging under the weight of fear, frustration, and exhaustion.

They started gathering their bags, the heavy silence between them louder than the earlier shouting.

But as they stepped out into the corridor, a voice slithered from the shadows.

“You are one crazy and lunatic girl. You should be in a mental hospital and not in this school!” The school security guard sneered while looking at Kryzel, leaning against the stairwell wall like he’d been watching for some time. “

He burst out laughing, a mocking sound that echoed eerily through the empty hallway.

Michelle froze. Her eyes locked on his smug, wrinkled face.

“Ignore him. Let’s just go.” Kryzel grabbed her arm.

But Michelle didn’t move. Her lips tightened.

“I’ll catch up. I forgot something in the classroom.” She said, handing Kryzel her bag. 

“Michelle—” Kryzel frowned.

“Just go.” Michelle insisted.

Kryzel nodded and walked ahead, casting one last glance before disappearing down the stairs.

Michelle turned back and walked calmly toward the guard, who hadn’t moved.

“What you said... was disgusting. You don’t have to say that to my sister.” She said quietly.

“Oh? Just calling it like I see it. Drama queen screaming like she’s in a telenovela.” The guard smirked.

“You didn’t just see them... you heard everything.” Michelle said.

“I see and hear a lot of things. Might be worth sharing with a few folks, too. Your teachers. Your classmates. Might make the gossip rounds.” He shrugged.

Michelle’s jaw clenched.

“But maybe, we could work something out. You’re a pretty little thing... too pretty to be this angry. Why don’t you loosen up a bit?” The guard said, licking his lips,

A slow smile spread across Michelle’s lips. Not out of amusement, but calculation.

“You want something in return for your silence?” She tilted her head and took a step closer.

He raised an eyebrow. “Now you’re getting it.”

“Then follow me. There’s a spot near the generator. No cameras. No people.” She whispered.

“I like where this is going.” The guard’s eyes gleamed with lust and arrogance.

He followed her like a dog. The shadows thickened as they left the school building and passed behind the gymnasium. The only sound was the low thrum of the generator and the crunch of gravel underfoot.

Michelle walked with practiced grace, heart pounding, her mind already in combat mode.

They reached the vacant lot.

“So, what now?” The guard stepped closer, grinning.

“Close your eyes.” Michelle turned to face him, her eyes soft, seductive.

He smirked and did as told.

She stepped forward—and in one swift, silent motion, pulled a screwdriver from her bag. Her father had taught her well.

In a blur, she thrust the screwdriver to his heart and kicked his groin with explosive force. The man staggered, clawing at his heart.

He wheezed, trying to scream—but the sound never came.

“You should’ve kept your mouth shut.” Michelle hissed.

With a final twist, his body went limp. She dragged him into the dark corner near the generator and covered him with discarded tarpaulin and crates. Her chest rose and fell, sweat glistening on her brow.

Silence again. But this time, it was peace.

She wiped the screwdriver clean, put it inside her bag, and calmly walked back toward the school gate.

“What took you so long?” Kryzel was waiting near the gate, arms crossed, brows furrowed.

“Just had to deal with some garbage.” Michelle smiled gently, brushing a stray hair from her face.

Kryzel didn’t ask further. They walked side by side under the dying sun, the weight of John’s disappearance still hanging over them—but now balanced by a darker secret Michelle would carry alone.

She glanced once over her shoulder. The world was dangerous.  But she was deadlier.

At eighteen, she already bloods in her hands. Not from ordinary men, but bloods from notorious gang members, criminals and trained assassins. 

Because she’s Mayari. 

The Angel of Death.
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First Blood
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MORE THAN TWO YEARS ago......

Michelle moved like poetry on the volleyball court—powerful spikes, graceful digs, and a radiant smile that could silence a stadium. At sixteen, she was the pride of her school. Her jet-black hair always tied back in a sleek ponytail, her sharp brown eyes hinted at a fierceness no one could quite name.

To her classmates, she was gorgeous, intelligent, and cool. But what they didn’t know—what no one knew—was that Michelle had been trained to fight since she was eight years old.

Her father, Major Manolo Montenegro, is a trusted bodyguard of a wealthy businessman, Paul Zulueta. Manolo once served in a covert special operations unit in the Philippine Scout Ranger but was dishonorably discharged due to a sloppy operation. A master of Bahad Zu'Bu, a brutal and efficient Filipino martial art, Manolo saw the world for what it was: cruel, dangerous, and merciless.

"The world doesn’t give mercy, Michelle. So we train until you're the storm no one dares to face." Her late father told her after one brutal sparring session years ago.

And train they did. Rain or shine. Inside the cozy private gym owned by Manolo’s boss, Michelle learned to disarm, to strike, to endure. But alongside her hardened muscles and instincts, Manolo taught her to feel. To be compassionate.

"Strength without love makes you a monster." He reminded her every night.

Michelle was known for her smile, her spiking arm, and her humility. She pretended to hate math even though she solved calculus problems in her head with ease. She laughed at silly jokes and walked home like any ordinary girl.

But Michelle was anything but ordinary.

That day had been long. Practice ran late. Her legs ached from drills, her shoulders sore from spikes. She walked home under the orange blush of dusk, her white sneakers padding softly along cracked concrete.

Her mind was on dinner—her adoptive uncle, Paul Zulueta, has probably ordered his chef to cook sinigang. —and a little part of her was thinking about Kryzel and.....Kryzette.

The pavement was cracked beneath her worn sneakers, each step echoing in the cooling dusk. The air was heavy, tinged with the lingering scent of smog and fried street food. Lamplight flickered overhead, casting long shadows that danced across the graffiti-scarred walls of the alley.

Michelle kept her stride steady. Her senses, however, were anything but calm.

Something was wrong. A shift in the air. A silence too perfect. The hair on her arms prickled before she even heard the voice.

“Hey, pretty girl!” The voice was sharp, intrusive. It crawled up her spine like ice.

Three men stepped from the shadows.

The one who spoke walked with a swagger, his earrings gleaming under the streetlight. A silver chain dangled from his neck. His two friends followed, wolfish grins plastered across their faces. They reeked of alcohol and malice.

Michelle didn’t flinch. Her breathing remained even, but her fingers twitched ever so slightly—years of muscle memory coming online.

She quickened her pace.

“Where are you going in such a hurry?” Another one said, sliding in front of her. “Don’t you want to have a little fun?”

Michelle’s eyes darted around. Three attackers. One alley. Minimal exits. They thought they had her cornered.

They didn’t. She had them cornered. She stopped.

“Let me go.” Her voice was a razor-sharp whisper.

“Or what? Gonna spike us like a volleyball, sweetheart?” The leader laughed.

They closed in. Close enough now that she could smell the sweat under their bravado. Close enough that she saw the twitch in the leader’s hand as he reached for her.

Michelle dropped her backpack with surgical precision. Her right hand slipped to the hidden side pocket and drew the small, flat screwdriver her father gave her and had told her never to leave home without.

“You gonna fix a doorknob with that?” The leader sneered.

Michelle didn’t answer. She moved. Fast. Too fast.

She sidestepped his lunge and drove the screwdriver into his ribcage with a twist that made him scream. He stumbled back, clutching his chest as blood gushed between his fingers. The screw driver found its mark, to the man’s heart.

The second attacker tried to grab her from behind. She flipped him over her shoulder, using his own momentum to slam his spine into the concrete with a sickening crack. Then, she drove the screwdriver to his thighs and shoulders.

The third man was horrified. Big mistake.

Michelle struck him with a brutal side-kick to the knee. Bone snapped. He dropped to the ground howling. She pounced, jamming the screwdriver down into his collarbone. He shrieked. She yanked it out, already turning back toward the first two.

The leader was staggering to his feet, rage overtaking pain.

“You —!”

Michelle didn’t let him finish. She closed the gap in two steps, hooked his leg, and slammed the screwdriver directly into his heart. His eyes widened. He gasped. Then dropped like a sack of cement.

The second man, the one she’d flipped, was crawling. Bleeding heavily.

She approached, eyes locked on his.

He looked up at her, face contorted in fear. “Please... I—”

She hesitated. Compassion. Her father’s voice whispered in her ear.

She didn’t finish him. Instead, she struck him hard in the side of the head with the handle. He collapsed, unconscious but alive.

Silence. Only her breathing remained. Controlled. Focused.

The blood ran like ink across the cracked alley floor. The streetlights flickered again, as if the night itself had blinked.

Michelle stood there, screwdriver in hand, her reflection staring back at her from a shattered mirror on the wall.

She didn’t feel victorious. She felt... awake. Alive.

The mask she wore at school had been ripped away for a moment—and what emerged was someone else. Someone dangerous.

She wiped the screwdriver clean with her jacket and tucked it back into her bag. Her hands trembled for a second. Just one. She shook it off.

She killed for the first time.

She ran.

When Michelle reached the mansion, her chest was tight with the weight of everything she had just done.

The gate creaked as she pushed it open. The front porch light was off. Aunt Emilyn must have been sleeping already. She unlocked the door with practiced silence and stepped into the dim hallway of their luxurious home.

She kicked off her blood-smeared sneakers and padded toward the bathroom, locking the door behind her. There, under the fluorescent light, she stared at her reflection.

Her ponytail was fraying. Her face was pale. Her eyes—her eyes looked like someone else’s. Harder. Older.

Michelle dropped her backpack, turned on the faucet, and began to scrub her hands. The water ran pink, then red, then clear. Her breath hitched. Tears welled up.

But she didn’t let them fall. She sank to the floor, pulling her knees to her chest. For a long time, she just sat there, trembling in silence, the tile cool against her skin.

She whispered his name. “Papa.....”

And in her mind, his voice echoed back.

"You did what you had to do. You survived. But never forget who you are, anak. Don’t let the darkness take your soul."

Michelle was a volleyball star. She was just another teenage girl. A gorgeous one.

That night, everything changed. 

She was a warrior forged in silence.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2
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A Weapon She Didn’t Ask To Be

Later that night....

As she sat alone in her room with her knees drawn to her chest, her father’s boss, Paul Zulueta calmly listened to her. No fury. No softness either. Just his usual calm, calculating stare and the faint scent of tobacco clinging to his tailored suit.

He sat beside her on the edge of her bed, lit a cigarette, and spoke gently.

“So that’s what happened.” He said calmly.

Kitchie didn’t answer.

He studied her, eyes sharp but unreadable.

“You killed them, and not by accident.” He said—not with horror, but with something like curiosity and awe. 

She looked up, meeting his gaze for the first time.

“They were going to do something bad to me.....” She whispered.

“I know. And you made sure they didn’t. Did anyone see you?” He asked.

“No Tito.” She said.

Silence settled between them. Then he leaned forward.

“You’re not like other girls, hija. The world’s cruel. But you... you’re sharper. You survived.” He said smiling.

“I didn’t want to kill them uncle.” Kitchie said.

“Yes I know. But you didn’t hesitate either.” Paul said with a proud look on his face.

Paul’s eyes glinted not just with pride, but with recognition. Like he saw something in her he had waited years to confirm. 

“Your father, Manolo, brought you to my home when you were just three. I still remember... your tiny hand clutching his finger, hiding behind his leg.” Paul exhaled deeply, a hand moving to his chest

She smiled faintly, the memory warming her despite the sting of grief.

“I owe Manolo more than I can ever repay. He protected me. Gave me his loyalty without ever asking for anything in return.” Paul said, his voice thickening.

Michelle tilted her head, curious.

“I want you to protect Kryzel. Be her shadow. Her shield. She's three years younger than you, but I know she trusts you since she’s family. You’re in the same school. No one can watch over her better than you.” He said plainly.

“Kryzel is strong, Uncle Paul. She doesn’t need—” Michelle blinked.

“Kryzel’s strong in many ways, but Kryzette, she’s unpredictable. And I’ve seen the world. I’ve made enemies. I worry. Every day. You know that. I can't be with her all the time, and I don't trust anyone more than you.” Paul said.

Michelle’s throat tightened. “You... really think I’m capable?”

Paul stepped closer, placing a hand on her shoulder. “Michelle, you are Manolo’s daughter. My adoptive daughter. You are the most capable. You are extraordinary.”

Emotion caught in her chest. No one had spoken her father’s name in so long with that kind of reverence. No one had ever connected her strength so directly to him.

“I’ll do it.” She said quietly, her eyes glistening. 

Paul nodded, pride shimmering behind his stern gaze. “Thank you.”

As he walked away, Michelle stood still, gazing up at the sky where the clouds drifted in silence. She could almost feel her father's hand on her shoulder, hear his voice:

"The world is harsh, anak... But you don’t have to be hardened by it. Be strong. Be kind. Be ready."

And now, she was.

Michelle had a younger brother, Benjie, autistic — though many who met him mistakenly assumed he had Down syndrome due to his gentle, innocent demeanor and unique features. 

To Michelle, he was simply her little brother, the brightest light in her darkest days. 

And he must not let her brother know her secrets. It will definitely devastate him.

Weeks passed......

Paul stood at the edge of the training yard, arms folded across his chest, eyes narrowed as he watched the sparring match unfold.

His top bodyguard—Arman, a former marine with years of tactical experience—was sweating and struggling to keep up with the lithe figure moving around him like a storm. Michelle’s movements were fluid, sharp, precise. Her footwork was poetry, her strikes thunder. Arman tried to catch her, counter her, subdue her. But within moments, he was on his knees, gasping for breath, disarmed and disoriented.

Paul let out a slow breath, both impressed and... deeply moved. This wasn’t just training. This was legacy.

Michelle stepped back and bowed slightly, her chest rising and falling as she calmed herself. She looked at Paul, uncertain of his reaction.  She caught Paul stepping out and approaching Arman with a purposeful gait.

“That girl...she’s not normal, sir.” Arman said.

“I know she’s talented. She trained under Manolo.” Paul folded his arms, unreadable.

“No. I’ve fought beside special forces, seen fighters in underground pits... but what she just did? That’s not just training, sir. That’s instinct. Precision. Born for it.” Arman leaned in, lowering his voice.

“She’s a prodigy.” Arman continued, eyes narrowing slightly.

Arman glanced around before stepping closer to Paul.

“Sir—if you ever have... problems... enemies that can’t be handled through legal means—Michelle could silence them. Quietly. She’s fast, deadly, and loyal to you. She’d never be suspected. She’s perfect.” Arman whispered. 

Paul’s expression darkened.

“She is my daughter, not my weapon.” He said, voice flat but laced with warning. 

“Of course. But weapons... they don’t choose to be forged. Sometimes they’re just... used when the time comes.” Arman continued.

“That time will never come.” Paul’s gaze hardened.

Later that night, alone in her room, Michelle stood in front of the mirror, drying her hair. She stared into her own eyes, her mind had already drifted far from the present. 

She was six year old again—back in that room filled with laughter, old books, and the comforting scent of her father’s cologne.

She could still feel the rough fabric of the carpet beneath her small legs as she sat cross-legged on the floor, cradling a raggedy doll named Clara, her favorite at the time. Her father, Manolo, sat on the couch, polishing his battered barung, a bladed weapon used by the Tausug warriors.

“Raul and I go way back. He’s your Ninong, Kitchie. A brave man, someone you can always count on.” His deep voice, calm and steady, came back to her.

Six-year-old Michelle tilted her head, brow furrowed in curiosity.

“What’s a Ninong?” She asked, her voice small, eyes wide with innocent wonder.

Manolo chuckled, setting the barung aside. He leaned forward and gently poked her nose, making her giggle.

“A godfather. He’s like a second father to you. If something ever happens to me... he’s the one I trust to protect you.” He said softly.

“Why would something happen to you?” Michelle blinked, confused.

Manolo hesitated. The smile lingered on his lips, but his eyes, those deep, quiet eyes, turned distant for a moment. The flicker of sadness in them was something she hadn’t understood then—but she remembered it vividly now.

“The world’s not always kind, anak. There are people who won’t care that you’re kind, or smart, or beautiful. Some of them will want to hurt you because of it. That’s why we train.” He said gently.

He reached for her small hands, holding them with his calloused palms.

“One day, you’ll be stronger than me. Faster. Wiser. But promise me, Kitchie...” He paused.

“Promise what?” She looked up at him with wide, trusting eyes.

“That you’ll never lose your heart in the fight. You protect the people you love. Not because you’re told to—but because it’s who you are.” He continued.

Back in the present, Michelle blinked as her throat tightened. Her father’s voice echoed in her heart like a drumbeat, slow and steady. She pressed a palm to her chest as if trying to hold the memory in place.

“You protect the people you love...”

Paul’s words earlier today came back to her, hard and cold: “She is my daughter, not my weapon.”

But was it so wrong that others saw her as one?

She sighed and stood from the window, walking to the corner of her room where her father’s old barung leaned against the wall. She picked it up reverently, her fingers wrapping around the familiar grooves worn by his hands.

Looking into the mirror, her reflection stared back: taller, older, sharper—but still the little girl who once sat at her father’s feet, believing that being strong was enough.

Michelle whispered to the empty room, the barung resting lightly in her hand like a memory reborn.

“Don’t worry, Papa. I remember what I promised. I haven’t lost my heart... but I will never let them take what I love.” 

The little girl named Michelle Kristina Montenegro had grown up.

And the world had no idea what was coming.
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The Angel of Death

Several months had passed.....

The mango farm stretched across hectares of golden trees, heavy with fruit, the sweet scent carried by the late afternoon breeze. The sun was low on the horizon when Michelle, Kryzel, and Aunt Emilyn arrived in Paul’s white bullet-proof SUV, with Arman driving. The long drive from Manila had left them tired, but the tranquility of the farm was a welcome change.

"This place is really so peaceful!" Kryzel said, stretching as she stepped out. Her eyes sparkled under the fading light.

"Your dad loves this place. He says it's his little escape." Emilyn smiled, placing a hand on her niece's shoulder.

Michelle had just turned seventeen last week. 

Michelle took a deep breath. The scent of ripe mangoes and the chirping of cicadas felt like home. She’d been here once when she was younger but barely remembered the place. Now, at seventeen, it seemed enchanted—as if hiding secrets under its trees.

Arman helped unload their bags and carried them to the modest wooden cottage nestled among the trees. It had a porch with a rocking chair, and inside were three small rooms, a kitchen, and a fireplace. That night, the three women shared dinner under the stars, the mango trees rustling gently in the wind. They laughed, shared stories, and forgot, for a moment, the weight of the world beyond the farm.

They decided to stay the night and return to Manila in the morning. Emilyn took one room, while Michelle and Kryzel shared the other.

But at midnight, Michelle stirred.

She blinked into the darkness, heart beating quickly for a reason she couldn’t place. It wasn’t a sound that woke her, but a feeling. Slipping from the bed quietly so as not to wake Kryzel, she tiptoed to the window and saw shadows flickering by the campfire near the caretaker’s hut.

Her instincts flared. She crept outside, barefoot on the cool wooden floor, and leaned around the corner of the house.

Voices. Laughter. Slurred speech.

The caretaker—Mang Kanor—sat with three unfamiliar men, bottles of gin passed around, their conversation loud and careless.

Michelle walked toward them, her presence graceful but commanding. The three men quieted when they saw her—eyes trailing over her like wolves spotting prey.

“What’s going on here?” Michelle asked coldly, arms crossed.

Mang Kanor stood, nervous. 

“They’re.... friends... I-I couldn’t say no. They’re rebels.... ma’am... members of the New People’s Army, just having a drink. They promised no trouble.” He whispered.

“Trouble? Pretty thing like you are the trouble.” One man grinned, leaning toward her.

“How old are you, girl? You look ripe enough for a real man.” Another laughed.

Disgust twisted in Michelle’s stomach. Her eyes burned.

Just then, Kryzel stepped out, rubbing her eyes. “Michelle?”

“Oh ho, another one? She your little sister? Damn, both of you could make a man go crazy.” The laughter turned more sinister.

Michelle clenched her fists. Kryzel looked confused, still waking up.

Aunt Emilyn rushed out, sensing the tension. 

“Go back inside, girls. Michelle, come. Arman’s nearby, I’ll call him.” She said.

Michelle didn’t move. The man closest to them reached out and tried to grab Kryzel’s arm.

That was it.

Michelle exploded into motion—a blur of rage and precision.

Before the man’s fingertips grazed Kryzel’s arm, Michelle’s foot whipped out like a coiled serpent. The crack of her heel slamming into his ribs echoed like a gunshot in the humid night. The man let out a sharp yelp—cut short when Michelle pivoted on her planted foot and drove a palm strike straight into his throat followed by a karate chop to the back of his neck.

He choked mid-breath, eyes bulging, falling to his knees with a strangled wheeze, clutching his neck like it would save him. He trembled violently indicating that he couldn’t breathe at all.

“Inside—now!” Emilyn barked, grabbing Kryzel by the wrist and shoving her through the cottage door. It slammed shut behind them with finality.

The other two rebels blinked, processing what just happened. Then their faces twisted into rage. One snatched a jagged beer bottle from the table. The other yanked a rusted bolo knife from his belt.

Michelle didn’t wait.

The one with the bottle lunged, swinging wild. Michelle ducked low, the bottle hissing past her cheek. Her knee exploded upward into his inner thigh—bone against muscle—dropping him with a guttural scream. 

Before he could fall, she drove an elbow into his jaw with a thwack, disarming him of the jagged beer bottle and driving it to his throat. Blood spattered against the mango tree beside them as he collapsed in a twitching heap.

The last man screamed like a beast and charged. His bolo flashed under the moonlight, slashing down.

Michelle sidestepped with the grace of a dancer and the instincts of a predator. She caught his wrist mid-air, twisted it violently—crack—and he screamed as the blade dropped from his limp hand. She immediately caught the handle of the bolo.

With brutal precision, Michelle struck him with the bolo across the temple. He staggered back, eyes rolling upward. A final kick to his chest launched him into the side of the water tank with a thud. He dropped, limp and lifeless.

The mango farm fell deathly silent.

The only sound was Michelle’s breathing—controlled, even, like a machine winding down.

She stood amid the carnage, bathed in silver moonlight, blood smeared across her cheek like war paint. Her eyes were sharp, calculating... and terrifying.

The caretaker, who had been watching in stunned disbelief, stumbled back, his legs trembling. Terrified. 

“I-I didn’t know they’d do that...I just... I couldn’t stop them...” He trembled.

“You let rebels into the farm. Around Kryzel. You risked her life. That’s not something I forgive easily.” She growled, her voice low and dangerous. 

He fell to his knees. “I didn’t have a choice!”

“You always have a choice,” Michelle said coldly, then turned and walked back toward the cottage, her shadow long and silent behind her.

Inside, Emilyn stood by the door, wide-eyed and pale.

“I saw it. All of it! Manolo trained you well... but my God, Michelle... you moved like a storm.” She said softly.

Emilyn didn’t know what to say. She had also seen death in the old days—Manolo had trained her too. But this was different. Michelle wasn’t just skilled. She was devastating. Michelle wiped the blood from her hand with a towel. 

“They disrespected Kryzel. They looked at her like prey. I couldn’t allow that.” She said, her voice trembling slightly now that the adrenaline was wearing off. 

From the bedroom, Kryzel peeked out, eyes glassy. 

“Michelle...” She whispered, voice full of concern. She never saw what happened but she knew Michelle took care of them.

Michelle walked over, crouched, and cupped her face gently.

“You’re safe now. I won’t ever let anyone touch you.” She said.

Arman arrived, gun raised, scanning the scene. When he saw the three men, his jaw dropped.

“My God!  What... what happened here?“ He said.

Emilyn gestured to Michelle, still standing like a sentinel in the moonlight. 

“She made it happened.” Emilyn said.

Arman knelt by the bodies, checking pulses. Two were dead. One dying.

“I’m a trained soldier. I couldn’t have handled all three. You’re not just a girl. You’re a goddess of war.” He stood, awe and fear in his voice.

“No. I’m just someone who protects those she loves.” She said softly, more to herself than to them.

“Mang Kanor, clean up this mess and don’t tell anyone what you’ve seen. You know the consequences. Dig a hole and bury them.” Arman said.

A storm had passed through the orchard. 

And her name was Michelle.
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CHAPTER 4
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The Truth and the Truce

The air in Paul’s private study was thick with the scent of burning sandalwood. Tall bookshelves lined the walls, ancient tomes and ledgers blending seamlessly with dusty volumes on military strategy and obscure mythology. 

At the center of the room sat Paul. His fingers clasped a glass of dark rum, swirling slowly in thought, eyes narrowed as Arman stood before him, recounting the midnight incident at the mango farm.

"She killed them, sir. Three rebels. Quick. Silent. Efficient."  Arman said, voice low and reverent. 

Paul didn’t respond immediately. He turned his glass in slow circles, the liquid inside catching the soft lamplight. Finally, he looked up, his eyes intense but unreadable. 

"Tell me everything." He said.

Arman straightened, inhaling deeply. 

"They were drunk. Loud. Disrespectful. Emilyn said one tried to grab Kryzel’s arm. She was a blur. Her strikes were... calculated. Lethal. I've trained soldiers, sir. I've seen elite units move. But what she did? That wasn't just training. That was instinct. She’s a predator. A natural born killer." Arman said.

Paul listened without interrupting, his face shadowed but deeply focused. 

"And the aftermath?" He asked.

"The caretaker was paralyzed with fear. Emilyn was shaken but composed. She made sure Kryzel didn't witness the worst of it. But Michelle... she stood there, surrounded by blood, and she didn’t flinch. She looked like..." Arman hesitated.

"What?" Paul asked softly.

"Like an angel of death. No! A goddess of war! Beautiful, dangerous, calm in the storm." He said.

A rare smile touched Paul’s lips, but it was tinged with darkness. 

"Mayari!" He echoed. 

"The goddess of war, beauty and the moon. She shines in the darkness. You know the stories, Arman. Beauty and death, perfectly entwined." Paul smiled.

"Exactly, sir." Arman nodded.

Paul leaned back, taking a long sip of his drink. A flicker of pride crossed his face, but his voice remained controlled. 

"She's always had that fire. I saw it the day her father brought her here. Three years old, and already so aware of the world. Manolo raised her well." Paul continued.

"You said not to weaponize her." Arman said hesitantly.

"And I won’t. She's not a tool. She's my daughter. But if the world threatens my blood..." Paul said firmly.

He trailed off, letting the silence fill in the rest. The lamplight flickered as if in agreement.

"What about Kryzel? She doesn’t know about you. About any of this." Arman asked. 

Paul looked away, his gaze falling on a framed photo of Kryzel as a child, arms wrapped around Michelle, both girls smiling under the sunlit mango trees. 

"She must never know. She sees me as her father. Nothing more." Paul sadly said.

"But Michelle... she knows enough." Arman lowered his voice.

"She does. And she keeps my secrets." Paul continued.

Paul stood, setting his glass aside. 

"From this day, we call her Mayari. Not because she's a killer. But because she protects. Like the
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