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Authors Note:
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and references made throughout this book, it is still a work of
fantasy fiction. The characters, places, and ideas are from the
sole imagination of myself, and were meant to be entertaining for
the sake of story-telling.

That being said, please enjoy the final book in the
Divinity Saga!

 


Susan Reid


Ephesians 6: 12, 13, 14: …For our struggle is not against flesh and
blood, but against the rulers, against the authorities, against the
powers of this dark world and against the spiritual forces of evil
in the heavenly realms…

 


 


 


“Darkness is inherited in all beings, but light will
always dominate.”- Cam`ael (Former Chief Angel of All
Powers)


 


 


Genesis of the Divine Warriors


Every living creature is subconsciously
indoctrinated with distinguishing levels of both Divinity and
Darkness. Maintaining balance between the two is necessary.
However, whichever side that one feeds becomes the side that one
gives power to — and thus ultimately becomes.

Until now, the origins of the “Chosen” has
remained elusive. Only the Creator maintains this knowledge, for he
is the one from which it began. Documentation and proof of the
texts have been recently discovered and no one knows who wrote it.
Speculation leads us to believe that it has surfaced, because we
must all begin to prepare for the impending invasion of darkness
and the Fallen.

 


**The following is a
translated version of only a portion of those texts**

“In the beginning, the
first wave of Angels fell from Heaven, shortly after the banishment
of Morning Star. Not long after the second human was created, a
woman, the male Angels began to take notice. When the Earth became
fruitful with life, these original Angels began to lust for and
assume physical vessels in order to lie down with the Creators’
most desirous creatures. Those Angels were swiftly condemned, and
cast down into several different dimensions, including
Earth.

They eventually came to be permanently
branded as the Original Fallen.

The male Fallen began to purposefully
conceive children with human women.

The Nephilim.

That era had been Morning Stars’ first
attempt to obtain reign and complete rule over the dominion of
mortal man and Earth.

The Creator became extremely displeased. He
called forth deadly and catastrophic rains, which completely
submerged the entire planet of Earth under water. His sole purpose
for the deluge and flood was to rid the Earth completely of all the
abhorred half-human, half-demonic giants that roamed the Earth.

In rebuttal, Morning Star and those in his
liege grew even more defiant, refusing to bow down or be stopped.
They lay low and silent, watching and waiting for another thousand
years to pass, enough time for the human beings of Earth to begin
repopulating once more.

Shortly thereafter, the Fallen and Morning
Stars’ newly created army of Demons began to rise once more.

Preying upon the free will of man, they
worked to influence, mislead, and destroy. Once again they sought
to impregnate unknowing, young virgin women. They began to fortify
and sustain their growing army of dark ones against the presence
and power of light.

Being all powerful and omnipotent, the
Creator took on a more cunning and irreversible approach. Without
impinging upon the gift of free will among his most prized
creations, he began to construct Universal Law.

He was not going to destroy the Earth again.
If his treasured humans gave up and continued to destroy the land
and each other — then he would simply step away and hand rule of
Earth to Morning Star.

Meanwhile, the Creator set forth to mark
each new seed of life conceived by the Fallen with a tempting
aura.

Their auras would be different from normal
mortals. It would be auras of unnatural white light and a unique
intense energy. They would possess auras that the darkness would
automatically be drawn to, like magnets to metal.

Darkness always seeks the light.

These unborn babes became “Chosen”

Free will is a gift from the Creator, so he
simply waits and observes.

Each Chosen child grows as any mortal child,
with supernatural exceptions of which they are unaware nor
understand. They were no longer giants. The Fallen had cleverly
found a way to prevent those anomalies from ever happening
again.

The children that did not succumb willingly
to the temptations of darkness that made up half of their souls
were set for death by the time they matured spiritually.
Unfortunately, many of the Chosen children are unable to resist
such temptations.

The Creator expected that probability.

Angels are not allowed to interfere in the
lives, fates, and destinies of mortal beings unless commanded by
the Creator — as per the Universal law of non-interference.

Death is necessary in order to reclaim,
renew and repurpose the vessels and mindsets of the matured. This
is needed to take away all knowledge and memory of their former
existences, memories, and fears.

The rising of a Chosen from their temporary
death slumber and Transcendence into the Spirit Realm establishes
the beginning of their new superhuman and immortal vessels. But
their journeys have just begun.

Acceptance, allegiance, and a ceremonial
oath is still required for all new Divine Warriors. Essences and/or
Talents are developed and perfected, knowledge and honor will be
ingrained, and each weapon will choose its master. Tenets, tiers,
and ceremonies are overseen by Divine Elementals (Angelic
messengers in the form of supernatural animals), to instruct the
Elder warriors in the establishment of a council, and the covenants
within each Divine Hall. There are several located all over the
Universe.

Even still at this juncture, Divine Warriors
retain their gift of free will, just as all of the creatures in the
Universe.

During training, Divine Warriors live,
sleep, and eat in the oldest realm of all time. Cloaked and
parallel to the mortal realm, the Spirit Realm remains invisible
from the eyes of mortal man.

Morning Star, his created and recruited
children, and the rest of the Fallen remain oblivious. Just as they
continue to gather and amass their army of darkness in preparation
for their invasion . . . so does the Creator.

What started as few Divine Warriors has now
turned into thousands upon hundreds of thousands.

Only the Creator knows what will bring about
the end of this world. The time will soon come when Morning Star
and his army will attempt to claim Earth once more.

Some say that when a certain Chosen dies,
rises, and takes the ceremonial oath . . . all of the complete
pages to this text will suddenly appear, left to be discovered and
deciphered by another being who has also been Chosen.

 


—Author Susan
Reid: The
Divinity Saga: Books I-IV
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 Prologue

 


 


The one Universal Law that kept any of us
from destroying Morning Star no longer applied, thanks to me.

I had broken it and he had intended for it
to happen.

Morning Star knew that if he had Starling
and Edanai, I would not hesitate to come for him.

Though I should have been angry with myself
considering what it all meant now, I wasn’t in the least.

Nothing was off limits in both realms
anymore but at the same time, neither was interference by the
Angels.

In fact, it wouldn’t be long before His son
would emerge, turning this into an all-out war against darkness on
a grand scale that no man or beast has ever seen or experienced
before.

“Cam, please answer me!”

Starling’s voice was shrill and desperate in
my head. It meant that she was alright but I couldn’t be distracted
by her right now no matter what.

“I’m alright, get to safety. I’ll come
for you soon.”

Hysteria was prominent even in her mental
voice. “I’m with Ry . . . but I don’t know if Rahab and Edanai
are okay. I need to check on the others and my friend, China .
.”

“Get yourself to safety first, don’t
worry about anyone else. When I get to you, we can both check on
everyone together.”

She began to sob and it pained me.

Damn!

I couldn’t allow her to believe that I was
hurt or worse.

“Ry, please get Starling to safety
quickly. I’ll find you all soon. I cannot afford to be distracted
right now.”

“Safety? Where do you want me to take
her? There’s shit going on everywhere right now.”

“Take her back to her apartment if it’s
safe and then have some of the others meet you there if they are
able. If not, then take her back to my place and please don’t leave
her alone. Do not tell her anything, it’s going to take me a little
bit before I can find and join any of you.”

“Are you hurt badly?”

“Let’s just say that I won’t be able to
fly or ghost anywhere for a while.”

There was a long pause before he finally
raged. “Damn you, Cam! Let me come help you!”

“No. If you want to help me, then protect
Starling. I’ve got this.”

Starling’s voice was a sudden, pleading
whisper.

“I love you, Cam. Please promise me that
you’ll come back to me.”

She was killing me.

I may have been jumping the gun but setting
everything into motion was my doing.

I had to finish this for her and my
children.

I was going to kill Morning Star once and
for all.

“I will, I promise.”


 Part I


 I: Starling:

 


 


My heart was filled with both fear and anxiety, but
it had nothing to do with fear over what was starting to
happen.

What I was fearful about was Cam, and I felt guilty
for leaving the others with no way of getting in touch with me.

I couldn’t have prevented or predicted any of this
though. I never imagined that Cam would be the one to flip the ‘on’
switch for the chain of events that would quickly lead to the end
of the world. Ever since I woke up in the spirit realm, I’ve always
had this bizarre, irrational feeling that I was going to be the one
responsible for either causing the destruction of the world or
ending it.

Well, no one could deny that I had definitely been a
big part of the launch.

I thought about everyone from China, to my divine
warrior friends, and even the other warriors and elders that I
would never come to know personally. Then, I thought about Lira and
Spencer. Wherever they were, I prayed that we would find them soon
and that they weren’t suffering.

Though it couldn’t be seen by mortal eyes yet, the
dark crimson coating slowly oozing across the surface of the
luminous moon made my skin crawl with an eerie sadness of a
frightening distant memory.

It felt as if I’ve seen it before.

The sky arks that Durien told me about were soaring
in and out of the atmosphere in masses, like shimmering cloud
formations of all sizes.

Spaceships.

Who were the beings inside? Actual aliens, some
other advanced species of humans, or assistants to the Angels?

Shadows and various dark forms streaked across the
sky beneath them, disappearing into the nearly indistinguishable
barrier of both the spirit realm and the human realm.

Hearing Cam promise to come back to me should have
been reassuring enough but deep down, it wasn’t.

I had to get back to the apartment and make sure
that China was alright first. Then, I’ll need to contact the others
to find out where they are right now, and if they’re ok.

“Son of a bitch!” Ry growled.

All at once, he simultaneously drew his sword in his
free hand while clutching me tighter against his body. Then, he
secured his legs around mine. My heart began to hammer wildly as if
it could beat any harder and faster than it was. I lifted my head
to get a glimpse up ahead of what provoked his sudden
exclamation.

An entire gang of Fallen were heading straight
towards us and they didn’t appear to be friends of his.

Ry slowed and finally stopped altogether, choosing
to hover while assessing the situation and his options . . . though
I could tell that he really wanted to fight.

He wouldn’t be able to fight while balancing me in
one arm, and he surely couldn’t take all of them on by himself.

Even if he could, I wouldn’t let him.

Abruptly, the pack dispersed, spreading apart to
form a circle and surround us in order to block our option of
retreat.

There had to be at least twenty of them, and they
all had either a weapon drawn or flickering magic ready to be
thrown.

I suppose I could get ready to throw some fire in
return but Ry might get caught in the crossfire.

I glanced downward. We were way too high up and the
ground below reminded me of a patchwork quilt of geometric lines,
greens, burnt orange, dark red, and yellows.

I felt Ry slowly start to descend
inconspicuously.

Did he plan on just dropping me? I wondered.

“Ry, what are you doing?” I whispered.

“Stay still and silent. They’re wondering if I’ve
captured you and what I plan to do with you. They want to make a
deal if I’m interested. You’re extremely valuable if you didn’t
already know.” He hoarsely replied.

Pursing my lips, I frowned up at him even though he
wasn’t looking down to see me do it. Even if he were, I couldn’t
tell behind the dark tint of the sunglasses he was still
wearing.

It was his signature accessory.

I assumed that Ry was still engaging in some brief
telepathic conversation with one or more of the other Fallen. He
seemed mentally occupied.

“There’s too many of them. You’re gonna have to drop
me.” I suggested with insistence.

“Are you insane? Don’t try to play martyr or heroine
right now!” He reproached.

My breath hitched as the gap of distance between us
and all of them began to shrink quickly. Every muscle in my body
went rigid with tension and anticipation of the worst.

Yeah, they definitely planned to strike first
without hesitation, which meant Ry must have told them to screw off
or something.

“Take my sunglasses off for me and shut your eyes.
Do not open them once they’re off until I tell you to, got it?” He
instructed firmly.

I wanted to ask why but there was clearly no time
for that.

Freaked out by his statement, I quickly reached up
over my head, grasping for his sunglasses and pulling them off with
my eyes pinched shut. Despite being morbidly curious, I kept them
closed. Wanting to gawk at whatever it was that he was going to do
drove me crazy though.

“What are you doing?” I decided to ask anyway.

“Buying a few minutes.”

Suddenly, high-pitched shrieking echoed all around
us and we began to descend superfast this time.

Ry curled his wings around me for added protection
and my stomach lurched into my throat.

Curiosity about what he’d done and what was
happening was killing me, so I peeked.

A vibrant, neon-red, sheer curtain of light
surrounded us in the form of a giant cylinder. Beyond that, the
Fallen on the other side appeared to be temporarily blinded. They
scrambled to attack us, only to end up attacking and flying into
each other in confusion.

The brilliance of the stinging red color was like
looking directly into a high-powered red laser light. My eyes
immediately began to burn and water. I shut them quickly but not
before a sharp pain began to radiate in between my eyes, finally
settling in the form of a pounding ache in the back of my
skull.

I winced, my thoughts were scrambled and not making
sense, and I felt as if my entire skull was going to implode.

That’s what I get for being hard-headed.

“Damn, they’re still coming!” Ry cursed.

“I don’t think they’re gonna hurt me. I think I’m
beginning to understand why they all want me alive.” I informed
him. I grit my teeth against the slowly subsiding throb in my
head.

I didn’t tell Ry anything, but my assumption
included everything that Morning Star said to me back at the
apartment not long ago.

“Don’t count on that. Universal Law is dead now.
It’s every demon for himself, and I’m not gonna have the loss of
two lives on my hands. I can’t ghost out because I have no idea
what effect it’ll have on you.”

“Cam did it before. He created and used a portal
though.”

“Do not mention him by name at all out here!” He was
gruff. “It doesn’t matter anyway. If something happened . . . I’m
just not gonna risk it. I can handle this a lot easier once we’re
on solid ground.”

Crap, I forgot all about doing that, especially in
this situation.

Even though Cam`ael wasn’t his true name, it was
enough to let the other Fallen know who I was soul-bound to, and
whose children I was carrying.

Cam told me what his true God-given name was when he
proposed to become soul-bound to me. He gave me a gorgeous,
custom-created ring and I accepted it. I would have said yes even
if he had been empty-handed, and I promised him my soul in
return.

Technically, I guess we’re considered to be married
. . . at least by spirit realm standards. I would protect his trust
at any and all cost.

I vigorously rubbed my eyes, and then my lids slowly
fluttered open. I squinted in an attempt to prevent another full-on
exposure to the eyeball- melting red film of a wall.

To my complete shock . . . everything was blank and
flat gray.

Oh my God! Rapidly blinking, I furiously rubbed my
eyes one more time, only to open them to the same endless gray
screen.

“Ry, I . . . I can’t see . . . I’m blind, I can’t
see anything!” I shrieked. I freaked out in panic as if flapping my
arms like a drink chicken would force my vision to return.

I felt him inhale and exhale coming from deep within
his chest. It signaled a weary sigh that vibrated against my
back,

“Stop squirming and relax. You looked when I told
you not to, didn’t you?” His tone was abrasive.

“No.” I weakly lied, barely loud enough to
hear myself.

“No? Really, Starling?”

“Alright, I barely peeked but it was just for a
second.” I reluctantly admitted, though my response was full of
shame. I was hysterical with the thought of being permanently
blind.

He laughed briefly. “You’ll be fine in about five
minutes. For future reference, stop being so headstrong. Unlike
your man, I have zero patience. I tend to get aggravated and pissed
very easily, understand?”

I frowned and nodded

Even though he came across as harsh, I didn’t
believe that entirely. Ry was just as caring about humans as Cam
and the rest of the Fallen in his circle were. I haven’t had a
chance to really get to know him as much as I’ve come to know Rahab
and Edanai, but he was definitely one that I wanted on my side in
this new state of the world.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t apologize, just stop doing the opposite of
what you’re told to do. We’re gonna have to find someplace to hang
out until your sight returns, because it looks like I’m about to
embark on a killing spree.”

The image of Ry’s words awakened something
significant deep within me. It was the same energy that forced me
to stay coherent when I was on the verge of total KO, right after
being thrown into the Dark Lands. It happened not long after Devlin
returned to the Hall. Despite being told not to, I helped her
anyway. Funny, I guess Ry was right about my habit of doing
that.

There was no other choice, and for that I was
automatically shunned. I accepted it but it was for a completely
different reason than just risking myself to save her.

I would have had to leave the hall eventually
because Cam was a Fallen. I was in love with him and I was pregnant
with his children.

“Don’t worry, I’ve got your back.” I affirmed.

He laughed. “No, you’re gonna stay out of the
way.”

“What? I don’t think so! I may not belong to the
Hall anymore but in my heart and soul, I’m still a Warrior. My
brandings are silver, Hallowed Fire is my essence, and I can wield
my Deific blades. I’ll fight and continue to protect all people,
especially my friends until I absolutely can’t fight anymore. That
includes you guys too, Ry, even if you never consider me or us as
your friends.”

“Applause-worthy speech. We’ll see how long that
lasts now that the Earth is spiraling straight into an abyssal shit
hole.” Ry quipped.

“It will if we give up and let it. Even an army of
one can make a difference somewhere and it could spark a domino
effect.” I defended.

He didn’t respond, choosing to remain silent for
whatever reason.

Daring to open my eyes again and test my vision, I
decided to wait and keep them closed until I finally felt solid
ground beneath my feet.

The air was crisp and the earthy smell of wet
leaves, ragweed, wildflowers, and water hit my nose all at once. It
was a little chilly but not cold.

I didn’t need to see to know that we were probably
in a meadow or the woods.

I couldn’t wait any longer.

Five minutes or not, I had to know if I was
permanently blind.

I slowly opened my eyes. Though my vision was a bit
hazy at first, I could see again! The environment around us
verified what my senses were acutely relaying to me.

We were in a clearing next to a forest of large
trees in the midst of losing their orange and brown leaves. A light
layer of fog hung in the air about a foot above the ground, giving
the landscape a somewhat haunting appearance even in the
daytime.

A narrow stream wound endlessly through a bank of
smaller bent trees, seeming to go on for miles. Somewhere in the
distance, sheep were bleating. This desolate area of nature in the
human world hadn’t been reached or touched by darkness —yet.

However, it wouldn’t be long before the leaders of
the free world would begin to panic. They would end up causing more
destruction when their man-made mass weapons failed against the
armies of darkness.

I didn’t need to be a psychic, a seer, or a scribe
to predict all of that. It was exactly what those armies and
Morning Star wanted. As humans, we would end up doing the majority
of their work for them ourselves.

Ry quickly ushered me behind the trunk of a
gargantuan old tree. Continuing to use his wings to help protect
and conceal me, he held huge and wickedly curved swords in each
hand.

The sound of the babbling water, the unseen sheep,
and a few woodland birds were the only things that I heard. I
didn’t want to speak or move, wondering if he were doing more than
just listening and watching.

After about five minutes of silence, and without
looking at me, he finally spoke. “For the sake of being heard, all
I’m gonna say is that I wouldn’t have risked catching you back
there if I didn’t think you were pretty cool− for a warrior.”

Surprised, I smiled.

Then, he laughed and turned his head slightly to
glance over his shoulder. I could only catch sight of his profile
when I tilted my head back to look up at him.

“You jumped blindly and chose him over your own
destiny as a warrior. Not a wise use of your free will but you
could’ve chosen worse. You’ve got defiant balls and spunk though,
so you definitely have my respect.” That was a compliment coming
from Ry and I appreciated it.

“My destiny as a warrior is still the same for me. I
don’t believe that things can’t be changed or made better.”

“Well, you’re several steps ahead of the rest of us
then.” Ry replied cynically.

Sympathetically, I thought back to the things that
Cam told me about being branded a demon forever, and that would
never change for them no matter what they did for repentance.

Sudden thrashing came from the other side of the
stream. It was followed up by shaken trees, uprooted bushes, and
violent sloshing through water. I backed a few steps away from Ry
and quickly wielded both of my blades, infusing white flames into
the inscribed, razor-sharp edges of each one.

At first, he reached out to stop me but then quickly
drew his hand back, almost touching my burning blades.

We both anticipated being rushed and attacked by
that gang of Fallen from all sides. Defensively, Ry risked himself,
despite my fire, and his wings quickly snapped out and curled
around us again.

I immediately dispelled all traces of my fire so I
wouldn’t accidentally burn him. This time his black and white
feathers transformed into a full layer of solid metal plates right
before my eyes.

Before I could even marvel at the new state of his
wings, he pulled me close and hunkered over me to make sure that I
was covered entirely. A deluge of tiny solid objects hailed against
his newly armored wings at lightning speed. It was like nails
against a sheet of metal

I gasped, more worried about Ry using himself as a
shield over anything else. I pressed myself against him, feeling
helpless for the duration.

Once he was sure that the brief assault had ceased,
he straightened and quickly began to look me over.

“Are you hit?” He asked.

“No. I don’t think so.” I replied, glancing down at
my thighs and calf-length, combat-style boots for any damage.

“You’d know it, trust me.”

“What were they shooting at us?”

“Hell-thorn coated needles and Grethlor claws. The
smaller the form, the more difficult it is to see and dodge until
it’s too late.”

“What about you?” I anxiously asked.

“Don’t worry about me, I’m fine. Still think they
care about not hurting you?” He breathed.

I bit my lip and sighed.

The ground began to rumble, and then it started to
undulate and move like rolling waves on the ocean’s surface. I
imagined there being something grotesquely hideous right under the
Earth, and it was trying to break free. I didn’t know what to do
initially, especially when it threatened to topple me over and make
me lose my balance.

Then, the air and atmosphere began to shift all
around us with a palpable thrumming, and it was getting louder and
closer.

“Grab onto me!” Ry ordered. He still held a sword in
each hand, and his feathers had returned to their normal pitch
black and sparse white coloring. His large wings snapped outward
and he began to ascend.

Before I could even get my arms fully around his
lean torso, a sonic blast of power exploded between us. Its intent
was to separate me from him, and it sent me hurtling as if I were
nothing more than a tumbling leaf caught in a strong breeze.


 II: Cam`ael:

 


 


Allowing Morning Star an opening to inflict
yet another serious injury to my right wing didn’t serve to slow me
down.

Knowing that I wouldn’t be able to ghost or
fly away for a while until it healed completely was my fault.

Seeing this realm fall away like shards of
glass and meld into the mortal one was unlike anything I imagined
it would be.

It was subtle yet fast reaching, like vile
and greedy fingers reaching across the pale blue skies.

The dominant, dark colors of Morning Star’s
dominion steadily pooled into the mortal world like thickly spilled
poison. The wave of catastrophic damage and assaults had yet to
begin taking place.

Thinking of Starling’s safety only made me
more determined to end this. I’d deal with the consequences of what
murdering him by my own hands would mean later.

This battle had been a long time coming
between the two of us, and it could only be settled one on one. He
wanted my death all to himself and I severely wanted his.

The loud, resonant clang of our swords
echoed and vibrated with blade against blade for the hundredth
time. I grunted with teeth clenched, forcing my weight and momentum
forward to throw him off balance.

If I couldn’t fly, neither would he.

The first moment that one of his enormous,
leathery wings splayed wide, I drew my short obsidian knife into my
free hand and swiped. I forcefully jerked the blade upwards,
ripping halfway through, and then across towards his shoulder. The
sound was like cutting through several cheap bed sheets at once or
several layers of thick tape.

Snarling, his face contorted with rage and
he began to morph.

Leaping away from him, I prepared myself to
defend against one of his beastly forms. Morning Star’s body began
to deform and elongate but he was struggling to do it. It was clear
that he was starting to weaken physically.

“Having trouble?” I purposefully poked fun
at his efforts with a sarcastic grin.

His expression turned into an odious scowl.
“Though you hate me as much as I hate you, Cam`ael . . . I still
hesitate to end your existence just when we’ve finally been given
control of this Earth.”

“And why is that?” I derided him.

“It’s simple. You make things interesting
and keep me on my toes. Even I grow weary and tired of those who
try to please and completely obey my every whim and command. And I
deplore those who cower in fear of deserving punishment.”

“Isn’t that what gets you off?” I
heaved.

He cocked his head and gave me a patronizing
smile. “Actually, watching you try to protect something that you
were never meant to have in the first place gives me an incredible
hard-on. Anticipating your despair and heartache gives me the
orgasmic release that could never compare with any other I’ve
experienced.”

Wrath flared anew in me and with much
vitriol I replied, “I won’t stop or rest until I’ve obliterated you
and everything that you’ve built around yourself, including all of
your acquired dark servants.”

A twisted grin creased his face. “I believe
you. None of those things mean anything to me anyway. You could
never hurt or destroy me in the same way that you’ve allowed
yourself to become weak.”

“You’re wrong. And if I have one more reason to
destroy you, it would be for the simple fact that you talk way too
fucking much about nothing!” I grunted the last few words and
quickly pulled forth my light. Its humming power awakened on
command.

I summoned a massive amount of energy and magick
straight from my core, and it spread quickly throughout my entire
vessel. It slipped down the length of my right arm, vibrating as it
formed a hovering sphere above my palm, pulsing and deadly.

Surprise claimed his cocky expression, but
quickly turned into a sneer. A detesting grimace pulled at each
corner of his mouth once he realized what I was about to do.

Readying himself to counter me, darkness
burst outward from his aura and slithered down into his own arm
like large, venomous snakes, conjuring itself into a living spiked
ball with multiple writhing tips.

“How many times have we done this? We don’t
have to settle things this way. You choose to fight me when you
should be praising me! This planet was ours. I’m simply taking it
back. I’m the only one with balls enough to render those useless
Universal Laws obsolete! Now Earth and these wretched,
easily-controlled humans left behind are mine and yours to do with
as we please. Take your pick and take as many as you wish to
enslave, I will deny none to you. But if you insist on battling me,
you will lose.” he attempted to threaten me.

Apparently, he was already certain that he
wasn’t going to walk away from this fight, and more than likely, I
wouldn’t either.

But unlike him, I had too much to fight and
exist for now. I wasn’t going down without taking him with me.

We were separated by a fiery lake on a
desolate black sand, and dead stone oasis, not far from his domain.
In the background, shrieks of victory, excitement, and malice
echoed. Dark malevolent spirits, demons, and many other foul
creatures spread out in all directions.

Gleefully, they wrought chaos and havoc,
chasing down humans as they ran away in terror, and then devouring
them —soul and all.

Fire, Sulphur, and bloodstone, burned and
billowed like massive yellow and crimson entities. The poisonous
combination floated across the sky, turning the mortal realm into a
sickening red-orange tint. It overpowered the light of the sun, and
cased completely over the luminescent silver moon, turning it into
a blood-red color.

Several, enormous rectangular and
round-shaped sky arks loomed closer to Earth, and at the same time,
trying to avoid the turbulence of demonic activity. The arks began
to send down trajectories of light, in order to save those humans
as they were instructed to do. It was the Rapture that the
religious and faithful had been waiting on for centuries.

Hopefully they would recognize it and not
misinterpret it as something to fear. In reality, it was ironic
that many of the humans seemed more fearful of the sky arks than of
the dark things running amok.

Running from what they’ve decided the sky
arks really were, they would miss their only opportunities to
escape this world before it literally went to hell.

Though the normal humans could not see us
for what we were, they saw enough to believe that they were caught
in the middle of something profoundly supernatural and
inescapable.

Their version of the end of the world.

Armageddon.

He watched me for a moment with chest
heaving and thick, black blood oozing from his many cuts and wounds
sustained from our fight.

The middle of his ravaged and shredded left
wing hung and flapped like dried-out leather in the hot acrid
breeze. The almighty evil was in pretty bad shape but I was no
better off either.

My hesitation was exactly what he was hoping
for and he held the launch of his attack coiled and ready.

His voice became low and sinister. “Killing
me won’t stop the millions of my own children who are waiting in
line to carry on my rule.”

“I see them all as waiting their turn to be
slain just like their repugnant piece of shit creator, who has the
despicable balls to consider himself a father!” I derided through
clenched teeth.

He snorted with maniacal laughter though
there was a slight twitch of agitation in his eyes. “And who will
be the one to slay them? You? Your pathetic legion of twelve
members? I don’t think so. As a matter of fact—” His grin grew
darker as if something had just occurred to him. “We no longer have
to wait for humans to give themselves to us before taking
ownership— especially those divine warriors who have recently
become . . .open vessels.”

His words ignited another maelstrom of fury
in me. I knew exactly what he was talking about.

I readied my sphere of light by raising my
hand ever so slightly. He tensed and braced himself, doing the same
with his own wicked sphere.

“We’ve discussed this already. You traded
several of your offspring for the price of two worthless Chosen. I
wasn’t the one who went back on my word. This could have been
avoided. I only want the children,” He paused in revelation. “For
now.” He quickly added with a superior smile.

A comet of darkness was tunneling towards me
and I released my light just in time to intercept it. I reeled
backwards to maintain distance between us.

The collision of our magicks was like a
near-blinding supernova. Without hesitation, he was on me, raising
his sword high above his head.

I blocked his attack and our blades collided
with yet another powerful clank and a wild spray of sparks.

Unable to strike me physically, he leapt
onto an elevated stone out-cropping several feet away.

Raising his arm and reaching forward, he
clawed his fingers and grinned. Muscles and veins twitched in his
forearm as he began to make a motion of twisting his hand.

A burst of pain assailed deep within my
shoulder blade and fanned outward. I grit my teeth as parts of my
good wing began to crumple, and a flurry of feathers began to fall
away.

The bruising, burning pain in my back was
the equivalent to what I imagined being skinned alive must feel
like.

I refused to give him any hint that it was
excruciating. I couldn’t help but panic internally at his
deliberate destruction of my left wing, just as my right one had
begun to heal.

“You will never have Starling, and you sure
as hell will never have any of our children!” I vowed with
vehemence.

“Keep telling yourself that if it makes you
feel heroic. Your constant resistance and fight for a world that is
already dead amuses me. No rules, Cam`ael. There is nothing left
for you to do or accomplish anymore.”

He clenched and twisted his fist again, and
a wash of fresh pain ripped through me. It radiated from the roots
of my wings and straight into my lower back this time.

The severity of the damage brought me to my
knees with a teeth-gnashing grunt. Rage quickly cancelled out the
pain, and I began to conjure light into my hand once again. I
didn’t have to do anything past that though.

Faster than the speed of light, two
unearthly bright orbs with pinkish hues in their centers rushed in
between us, blinding me. I turned away and shut my eyes, which left
me vulnerable, but I couldn’t look directly at them in that form
even if I tried.

However, neither could Morning Star.

The smell of ozone was strong, and the
bright flash of glittery sparks nearly burned through my eyelids.
Morning Star cursed out loud, his tantrum was like rolling
thunder.

A hint of burning flesh sizzled in the air
as the light orbs began to dim.

I opened my eyes slightly, smiling with
satisfaction to see Morning Star on his knees with his hands
covering his smoking face.

Aon and Aliks stood before him with their
weapons drawn in all of their glowing glory and power.

“Let us remind you that Earth has not
automatically succumbed to your rule or ownership. You will need to
take it from those who are destined to defend it, as well as the
humans who may possess the fortitude and spiritual strength to defy
you. The no law principle also applies to us.” Aliks’s voice boomed
with Angelic authority, and then he smiled.

Though Morning Star was gravely injured, the
defiance in his expression was beyond the hatred he had for me. It
was more over the fact that to him, they had come to my rescue.

Morning Star faced away from them while he
laughed with an exaggerated humor.

“Earth is mine and it has been since the
beginning when I became bound to it! I was the first! As for free
reign of Angels, believe me, I have taken that well into account.”
He said with subtle provocation.

Aon turned to me, choosing to speak in
Angelic for obvious reasons. “Well, looking around I do not have to
ask what it is that you have helped advance to fruition. However,
we came to stop you.”

Anger, impatience, and confusion contorted
my face.

I replied in Angelic as well. “Stop me? Nice
of you two to conveniently show up right when I decide to attack.
Where were you guys a moment ago? Why would you stop me let alone
care what happens to me or him anyway? The time has come and if I
don’t do it now, then . . .”

“Morning Star will be dealt with but it will
not be by your hands.” She interjected before cutting her eyes to
Aliks. He remained watching Morning Star, barely acknowledging her
gaze.

I know what she meant but I wasn’t trying to
take it away from his Son. Fighting with Morning Star right now
wasn’t to simply hone my battle skills.

What difference would it make who dealt with
him and when? Why give him the opportunity to wreak more
destruction or did it just not matter at all anymore to them
either?

Aliks addressed me, also speaking in
Angelic. “As promised, I have your text translations and permission
to reveal them to you.”

His expression remained blank and
unreadable. Nothing shimmered in his eyes, and he was about as
serious as an Angel could get while delivering either punishment or
an important message. My anger swiftly morphed into part elation
and for some reason, part dismay.


 III: Starling:

 


 


Thinking quickly, I pulled in one blade and reached
out to grab a thick branch as it whizzed above my head.

I grasped it firmly, stopping myself with a hard
jerk that nearly took my arm out of its socket. After making a
complete loop over the branch like a gymnast, which seemed to come
natural for me, I dropped several feet down and landed lithely into
a low crouch.

Without missing a beat, I wielded my blades once
again, setting them on fire, and then assessing my surroundings. If
what I was hearing was right, at any moment something big was going
to come tearing through the trees and brush about two hundred yards
ahead of me.

I had no idea where Ry was but I could hear
commotion somewhere far off to my left.

My first thought was to run back and help him, but
that idea was cut short by ghastly hedgehog-like beasts closing in
on both sides of me.

On their backs sat grinning beings that I’ve never
seen before. They were all androgynous, their skin was a glistening
mottled gray color, and they were strapped with bizarre weapons of
all sorts.

Coiled and slithering around each of the beast’s
feet were clouds of black, oily vapor that appeared to be
grinning.

I prepared to throw one of my flaming blades at the
beast first in order to knock the rider off. But I quickly halted
myself, clutching the hilt tightly just as I started to throw
it.

I nearly launched an automatic death sentence
straight into Ry’s back. He had literally dropped down from the sky
right in front of me without warning.

Then, he was on the first beast and rider like
lightning, slicing and stabbing so fast, all I saw was the result.
The demon being slid off of the collapsing and dying foul beast in
just as much shock as I was. Before he even hit the ground, Ry was
onto the next one like an executing shadow.

It took him no time to take down all three of the
beings and their beasts before he returned to me. The heat of his
power and the fight made the air around us buzz hotly with dark
energy. He was wearing sunglasses again, which I supposed he must
have conjured up since I carelessly dropped the other pair at some
point.

“We’ve got a window of two minutes to get the hell
out of here!” He said, leaning down to slide a hand around my
waist. I swiftly drew in my blades.

“Time’s up!” A female voice called out with a
teasing sense of victory.

I turned to see a gang of six Fallen emerging from a
stand of broken trees. The female had wispy but long blue hair and
luminous yellow eyes.

She was dressed in a silver and black leather halter
top with matching skin-tight pants, and she held a deadly halberd
with a lucent red edge in one hand. There were two other females in
the group, but the other four were male.

“Long time no see, Ryziel. I would ask why you’re
running from us as if we were the enemy here, but I think the
obvious question on all of our minds is, why the hell you haven’t
killed that warrior yet? Better yet, why hasn’t she tried to kill
you?” Even though she spoke to Ry, her eyes never left mine.

“Since when do we inform our prisoners of our
intentions anyway?” The other female Fallen added.

The male Fallen beside her spoke. “That one is the
one that Morning Star has been attempting to claim since her
discovery. She is worth four dominions, several hundred servants
and over a thousand human slaves. But it would be wise to knock her
out first before seizing her. I have heard of her hallowed
fire.”

“Is that so?” She cocked her head, still gazing at
me with curiosity and a complacent smile.

“It appears that she is also with child. How
unusual. Is it yours, Ryziel?” A third female Fallen commented.

Ry didn’t reply. I assumed that he may have been
brainstorming on an escape plan, or telepathically communicating to
another in his silence.

An alpha male type, taller than the other already
giant Fallen, suddenly stepped forward next the yellow-eyed female.
His body was defined and well-built, his skin a glittering
alabaster white, and his bald head was tattooed with sinister, red
symbols. I’m going to assume that all of the Fallen, including the
females, were muscular and athletically built.

“Don’t be stupid. It is impossible for a Fallen to
procreate with a Divine one.” He snapped as his fiery eyes fell on
me.

“You clearly know nothing!” She barked back at him.
Then, she turned back to me, “What’s peculiar—is that she is a
warrior, but she is also an open vessel who appears to be
soul-bound to another. That is quite unexpected, especially since
one can only become soul-bound to one of us.” The female was
confounded. In fact, they all became perplexed once she pointed
that out.

Her blue brows wrinkled, and her eyes penetrated
into mine with intense curiosity. I casually averted my eyes from
her intimidating stare.

Ry huffed impatiently and with much attitude. “I
don’t know what you’re all hoping for. She’s my captive and I don’t
intend to give her up. There’s nothing for any of you here.” He
declared as he pulled me tighter against him.

They suddenly broke out in abrupt laughter as if
they were drunken buddies hanging out in the forest.

“Is that a threat? Ryziel, you haven’t changed.
Still running with Cam`ael are you? He’s the one that I really miss
seeing. Tell me why she hasn’t incinerated you yet?” The female
asked.

A sudden rise of jealousy made my cheeks burn. She
has a history with Cam too? Damn, and she was gorgeous, just like
Edanai. I was momentarily not so worried about him anymore. For
now, I just wanted to confront and tell him that I no longer wanted
him to touch me anymore.

Well, that last part probably wouldn’t last long. I
couldn’t resist him even if I wanted to, and it wasn’t because he
was an Incubus.

“She’s tapped out.” Ry quickly answered.

“Ah, an excellent tactic. I forget that their
essences are driven by energy.” She grinned malevolently.

I turned towards Ry and pressed my forehead against
him, “I have a plan. Just follow and be ready to grab me when the
time comes.” I whispered against his bare torso.

His breathing was heavy, and the smell of his skin
was slightly musky. It was nothing like the bitter scent of the
others though.

“Now is not the time to try anything stupid or
crazy.” He barely whispered back.

Though I was sure they could probably still hear me,
I kept my voice low and my lips pressed against his skin.

“Let me be crazy. You take flight on the count of
three. I told you they wanted me, but they’re going to have to get
through my fire first. I don’t want you to get caught in it.” I
said looking up at him.

I could tell that he really didn’t like my plan at
all, but he was starting to realize that we didn’t have any other
choice. His biggest concern was my safety, but if I hadn’t been
with him in the first place, then he wouldn’t be in this
predicament.

“If anything happens to you, I will never be able to
forgive myself or face Cam again.” He warned.

“It won’t. This was my idea. I can outrun them,
remember?”

“That won’t be good enough.”

“Ryziel, what’s the deal? Is she your captive or are
you hers?” The female called out. Another eruption of laughter from
the other Fallen only served to piss me off even more.

“Perhaps we can share the bounty if we make it look
like it was a group effort? There is enough of a reward to go
around. We would all like to stake our own individual claims.” One
of the male Fallen spoke up after realizing Ry wasn’t going to give
in easily.

“We all have free reign now. Why do you still insist
on pleasing Morning Star and buying his permission to lay claim to
any territory? Take what you want, or do you all still fear and
serve him?” Ry replied, veering their attention away from our
plan.

“Fear? None of us fear or serve him! However, it is
wise to begin acquiring dominance and establishing power while we
still can.” The alpha male Fallen rebutted.

“One . . .” I whispered. My face was still pressed
close to his torso as I glanced out of my periphery to find an
opening.

Ry tensed his grip on me.

“Two . . .” I continued to mouth silently, my lips
brushing softly against his skin. The act was almost intimate and
sexual. I strangely felt a hint of guilt.

I wondered if Ry took as such when he tensed against
me. His fingers clawed into my hair, and he gave me an affirmative
squeeze.

“Well, if you all remember me correctly, then you
also know . . .” He began.

“Three.” I finished.

“That I don’t share shit!” And with that, Ry let me
go and ascended, rising swiftly into the air.

I ignited myself and a burst of white fire engulfed
me entirely. I faked them out and quickly darted to the right,
slipping through an opening between two of them.

I had no idea where I was or where I was going to
run. But if Ry understood what I meant, then I wouldn’t have to run
for long once I managed to get far enough away.

God, please let this work.


 IV: Cam`ael:

 


 


The absolute realm is a realm that is rarely spoken
of, therefore very few humans are even aware of its existence. It
exists only to the Angels and Elohim. I only maintained small
remnants of memories from the time that I existed here. It’s a
plane of solace, full of wisdom, love, and purity.

I missed it very much.

I was bewildered that Aon and Aliks would even bring
me here in my imperfect flesh form. Nonetheless, I was humbled and
honored that I had been granted temporary entrance.

Both Aon and Aliks’s true forms took precedence here
and I couldn’t look directly at them. With my face turned away, I
only sensed Aliks’s signature and approach behind me before he
spoke.

“Before I say anything, I need to have your absolute
guarantee that you will remain calm. This is what you wanted to
know and what you were allowed to know by the grace of Elohim.”

I didn’t like the way he was building up to it so
far. I instantly tensed. “Calm? Why would I need to remain
calm?”

He didn’t clarify himself.

Contrary to what I was feeling, I agreed after much
apprehension.

“This is being revealed to you for a reason, and you
are forbidden from revealing it to any other being, especially
Starling. Do we have your word on that?”

“What do you mean, especially Starling?”

Neither Aon nor Aliks addressed that either. Their
drawn out silence bore down like a mountain on my shoulders.

I finally groaned with impatience. “You’re killing
me, Aliks. Yes, you have my word.” I urged.

Even though half of me didn’t want to hear this, the
other half of me desired to know and understand it. There was
another bout of silence, and I was beginning to think Aliks was
doing it on purpose just to drive me crazy.

“The first part, you already know. Starling
is a weapon, a weapon that is strong enough to kill and imprison
darkness.” He finally said.

I simply stood there as if he’d just
assaulted me with magick that left me both mute and paralyzed. It
took me a long while to begin to comprehend his words.

Imprison?

“What?” I hissed, wanting to whirl around
and face him, almost forgetting that I couldn’t even if I wanted
to.

He went on, “Starling’s hallowed fire is
capable of forming a permanent and indestructible prison. One that
you have already witnessed.”

The dome of light that surrounded her in the
field that night. I nearly evaporated from the shock. Then, fury
began to slowly take over. This was nothing close to what I
suspected had been written in those texts. That couldn’t be
right!

“Is this a cruel joke? The ultimate
punishment of my condemnation? Her fire requires her own energy!
How can she possibly keep that going for so long, and what will
happen to her during this imprisonment?”

“She is a warrior. It is her destiny. One that she
accepted of her own free will.”

I felt sick to my stomach imagining myself
being without her, and knowing that she . . . I couldn’t even
handle the thought anymore.

Sadness and anger were churning viciously
inside of me like a deadly whirlpool. Darkness was rising as a
result, waiting for me to call upon its destructive purpose in
order to vent my anger.

Through clenched teeth, my jaw working, I
replied. “I doubt she would have accepted it if she knew what it
meant for her! What if it all goes wrong?”

“Elohim does not make mistakes. Until now,
no being was allowed this knowledge.”

“Then who was the text for? What was the point of
all of it? Of giving me its knowledge at all?”

“I cannot answer that for you.” Aliks was
way too cool for my patience. It was hard for me to calm myself
down. This was too much for me to bear.

“What about our children? What if she
decides that she won’t? Her choice can still change.” I was defiant
in my response.

“Naturally. Anything can change.” Aliks
said.

I wish I hadn’t known this. Now, it would always be
on my mind when I was with her, and it would hurt to even think
about.

In my silence, Aliks added, “Despite that
probability, none can interfere.”

“The Universal laws no longer apply!”

“This circumstance extends beyond Universal
law. The essence belongs to her and only her.”

“No!”

“This cannot be changed, Cam`ael.”

“I don’t care!”

“She was chosen.”

“Many were chosen!”

“And only she possesses hallowed fire, and
the Deific blades chose her as their master. Combined, both were
meant to create an inescapable prison for Morning Star.”

“There are many ways that he can be secured
and bound. Elohim can do it easily himself if he wishes! It doesn’t
have to be her!” I was crazed with anger, no longer able to hear
reason.

“Yes, it does.”

Not caring about potentially losing my
sight, I turned to face him. My eyes literally felt as if they were
liquefying in their sockets.

Aliks’s calm expression infuriated me even
more. He had subdued the glory that his spirit form emanated for my
benefit, but I was still unable to look at him full-on without
pain.

“What are you talking about? Why?!” My body
was on fire as waves of dark magick began to slough off of me
involuntarily.

He waited patiently for me to reel the
negative darkness back in before he answered me.

I finally relented, bitterly.

“Because— she is his daughter, of his flesh
and from his flesh.”

I hadn’t been prepared for that bomb.

It was more like a nuclear explosion of catastrophic
proportions.

I howled, the words stung more than getting
hit directly with any kind of weapon of light. This, by far, had
been my worst nightmare come true.

The sudden urge to vomit was swiftly
followed by rage. Darkness was guiding itself down my arm and
straight into my fists.

I didn’t even bother to wield my sword.
Closing my eyes, I lashed out in a blur, connecting with Aliks’s
face and sending his petite form flying.

Aon didn’t react or move, choosing to remain poised
and silent with her eyes fixated on me.

Filled with denial, I lost control hearing
the blasphemous words that came out of his mouth. I know he
couldn’t have made them up, or tell me anything that wasn’t true. I
didn’t want to accept that revelation.

With my eyes still closed, I relied on my
other senses to pinpoint his location. I dove forward after him,
grabbing him by the throat and revving up to strike him again.

His retaliation was swift, and suddenly his
hand pressed hard against my chest. It burned an imprint into my
flesh with an excruciating sting that totally sapped me of my
powers, both light and dark.

I growled in frustration. Aliks had me
facedown, completely restraining me under his power. Paralysis and
agony rippled through me.

“Corral your temper, Cam`ael. You wanted a
translation of the texts and I delivered on my assignment. The
confirmation came straight from Elohim, so if you want to strike
out at anything or anyone, well, good luck.” He spoke evenly.

I clenched my teeth, grunting against the
punishing pain he was inflicting in sporadic doses to keep me
tamed. The realization of the truth was more painful than my
original banishment from the heavens.

“Why would you burden me with this knowledge?” I
seethed, demanding to know.

“No knowledge is a burden. It is an advantage.
Elohim recognizes that you have remained true to your word.” Aliks
replied coolly, easing his hold on me just a little.

I wanted to be honored but I couldn’t help my
reaction. I grimaced cynically. “An advantage? How is knowing
Starling’s despicable fate an advantage?”

“How can safeguarding the world from evil influence
be considered despicable?”

“It’s not her job! It’s all of yours!”

Aliks’s face remained neutral and he addressed my
statement. He released the powerful hold he had on me and finally
let me go

I shrugged him away and swiftly rose to my feet in
one motion. “So that’s it isn’t it? Just like all of the other
Nephilim and the children of the original Fallen, she was never
meant to be. She can be sacrificed because her life was meaningless
to begin with!”

“No life is meaningless.” Aliks defended.

“If you did not know and understand the reasons, you
would have attempted to prevent this.” Aon finally spoke.

I glared at her out of my periphery. I couldn’t help
but wonder if these two couldn’t wait to stab me with this
information, and then watch me bleed with punitive
satisfaction.

“What do you expect for me to do? Of course I’m
going to stop this. I’m warning you both now. No matter what the
reasons, it won’t change my intention.” I huffed.

“Your intentions could be detrimental. A manipulated
ending may not be a good one.” She replied.

“For who? The only one who ultimately wins in all of
this is Morning Star! He wants to take Starling away from me, and
when he finds out that she’s his daughter, it will make it that
much sweeter for him!” I argued.

“Morning Star knows not of who she is nor what is to
be.” Aliks continued to torture me.

How could that be? How does he not know? I didn’t
believe that. “Morning Star has fathered thousands upon thousands
of children. You don’t think he’s the slightest bit confused, or
that he wonders himself why he seems so focused on Starling?”

“Morning Star has created many children that have
served and continue to serve him loyally.”

Then why the hell isn’t he content with that? Why
did he want or need Starling too?

“If he’s been after her, what does it matter that he
knows who she is now?” I challenged them.

Aon answered, “Imagine the extent of his efforts if
he did.” She paused for effect, giving me time to process that
thought,

“Morning Star can procreate with human women, but he
cannot with a female divine warrior . . . at least, not with a
warrior who is not of his own flesh and blood.”

I couldn’t believe that Aliks just said that. The
very thought disgusted me beyond all comprehension. He wouldn’t
care that Starling was his daughter.

“But you just said that he doesn’t know who she is
to him.” I reminded them both.

“Yes, for now.” A genial smile appeared on Aon’s
face.

She went on, “A supernatural balance of dark and
light in one being is an incredibly dangerous thing. But we do not
have to tell you that, do we Cam`ael?”

“For now? What’s that supposed to mean?” I was irate
again, still reeling from this revelation.

Aon took a step closer to me. “I realize that you
may not remember or maybe you have chosen to forget, Cam`ael, but
the balance between light and dark must be managed while humans
exist. After all, it used to be your primary duty to oversee that
as Chief Angel of all Powers, was it not?”

The sudden urge to weep suddenly overwhelmed me.

The thought of Morning Star trying to do anything
sexual with Starling revolted me, and not just for the incestuous
aspect of it either. Even if he did realize that she was his
daughter, it wouldn’t stop him from doing her.

I would never let that happen.

Darkness has always been both afraid of and drawn to
Starling. Apparently, it was because her aura held the same
brilliance and power of her
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