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Chapter 1  

Thank you, you're welcome.



On a rainy morning, feeling helpless to move, he just watched that beautiful person who watched the rain in  silence  from  the  small  window  of  that  hospital room. His pale complexion blended perfectly with his black robes and white shirt. The light reflected off his perfectly polished shoes.

_ What is your name? _ asked the dying man.

_  Whiro.  _  He  replied,  turning  his  head  slightly  and looking at him from the corner of his eye.

_ Thanks. _ Said the man _ It was a pleasure to see you. I don't know the deities, but I have always lived well with others. I was happy, I created a family, I was respectable.

The  light  faded,  leaving  a  twilight  sensation throughout the room. The beautiful boy passed by the foot of his bed, and touched his feet, turned his back and  left  the  room,  stopping  at  the  door.  The  door closed, and he, as if counting the seconds, ended up hearing the sharp sound of the life support machine beeping. He closed his eyes for a few seconds.

_ You're welcome. _ He said.

 Whiro. A deity who did not know his place, who did not identify with the terrestrial world, nor with the world of the gods. He had always doubted his origin and had stopped  enjoying  fulfilling  the  task  set  for  him millennia  ago.  Whiro  was  the  god  of  death  and collector  of  souls.  Loved  by  his  brothers  and  divine parents, Atinia's twin by day of birth, he spent his days wandering, always fulfilling the callings that were his destiny  to  fulfill.  He  had  already  seen  people  of  all types, all skin colors, all types of souls and some of them  he  liked  less.  After  taking  a  deep  breath,  the young  man  walked through  the  long  corridors of  the hospital,  while  everyone  looked  at  him,  to  the  main entrance, where, with a sigh, he managed to breathe the  fresh  air  that  accompanied  the  rain,  walked slowly, tried to light his cigarette, an impossible task for someone who was in the rain.

_ I'm tired of this shit! _ he thought.

He  left  the  hospital,  with  a  feeling  of  relief,  as  if nothing had been left behind. It was done. To his left there was a café, where he thought he would enter. He remained at the door for long seconds, watching the movement inside, as if waiting for someone to invite him in. He breathed in the cold air, and smiled.

 A  beautiful  woman  was  getting  ready  to  leave,  and she noticed the sadness on his face.

_ I hope that whatever you are going through today will disappear tomorrow. _ she murmured, even though he wasn't looking at her.

He said nothing to her, just put his hand on the door and  opened  it,  walked  between  the  tables  full  of people who were laughing and drinking their various drinks.  It  brushed  against  a  coat  and  it  fell,  he promptly picked it up and placed it back on the back of  the  chair  while  people  looked at  him. He  sat at a table in the corner and ordered tea. He gathered the crumbs  and  placed  them in his  hand.  After  taking  a small sip of the tea, he wrapped his hand around the cup, feeling the heat, looked out the window and saw a  familiar face.  When  the  strange  character  entered and sat down at his table, Whiro frowned. Inside the cafe  there  was  an almost  silent  silence,  exchanging laughter for  murmurs.  Heffest  by name, his  brother, the  deity  of  fire  and  calamities,  with  a  troubled  and challenging heart, looked at him with an evil smile.

_ What calamity brings you here this time? _ he asked in a discouraged tone.

_  Actually,  none.  _  he  replied  _  there  are  calamities every day, I am only in the worst of them. In fact, my brother, I came to tell you that they are still waiting for you today.

_ And don't they wait for me every day? _ questioned Whiro, this time in a spiteful tone.

_  Wow,  we  are  grumpy  today.  _  he  joked_  but  this brother  of  mine,  is  special.  I  think  he  has  been  my biggest fan in all these millennia.

_ Hmm... _ whispered Whiro.

The  brother  touched  his  hand,  and  Whiro  could glimpse all the atrocities committed by the one whose soul he was supposed to collect. Heffest, with red hair and  a  pale  complexion  that  made  him  stand  out among  the  others,  stood  up,  delicately  placing  the chair in its proper place.

_ See you soon, brother. _ said goodbye.

Heffest  stood  still  for  a  few  seconds,  hoping  to receive a parting word in return, but received nothing more  than  a  silent  look.  Then  he  left.  After  drinking some more tea, he left a note under his cup and left the place heading home. When he arrived, he lay down

on  the  sofa  and  closed  his  eyes.  In  the  distance  he heard a voice.

_  What  are  you  doing  with  your  shoes,  lying  in  that posture?

She was really upset.

_ It's always the same bullshit, the years go by and you become more childish!

Whiro didn't respond, he just got up and went to his room,  throwing  himself  on  the  bed  and  closing  his eyes.  He  couldn't  take  another  day  of  this,  what Heffest had made him see was throbbing in his mind.

_ What a shit.

He lay down on his stomach, placing the pillow on top of his head to muffle the sound coming from outside, but  his  peace  would  not  last.  His  phone  rang,  he grabbed  it  and  answered  it,  without  saying  a  single word, just waiting to hear the inevitable, and then he got up. Before putting on his shoes, he rubbed his face and remained for a few seconds with his face hidden between his thin hands.

In a nearby house, a woman received a visitor, whom she had been waiting impatiently for a few years, and while at the door, looking at that approaching figure,

she wasn't sure if she should invite him in, so Whiro stood at the door, watching the woman. She had a soft smile on her lips, an expression of joy that didn't fit in with  the  somber  setting.  He  hesitated,  surprised  by her reaction.

_ You seem... happy, _ he said, unable to help it.

She  laughed  lightly,  a  sound  that  seemed  like  a mixture of release and contempt. _ It's not every day that we have the chance to see freedom coming.

_ Freedom? _ Whiro repeated, intrigued. _ He is about to leave this life.

_And where he goes doesn't matter anymore,_ replied the woman, her smile widening. _ For years, I dreamed of this moment.

Whiro frowned.

_ Don't you fear his death?

_  Fear?  No.  _  She  shook  her  head.  _  You  know,  it's ironic. While everyone in the village begged for mercy, I waited for you. For me, this is not a tragedy, it is a liberation.

 Her statement was a mix of courage and desperation.

He knew there was more behind her words, an untold story that had shaped her.

_ Are you aware of what this means?

_ Of course, _ she said, with a twinkle in her eyes. _ It means that I will finally be able to live the life I deserve.

No fear, no pain. He was never the man I expected him to be.

As  she  spoke,  Whiro  watched  as  the  light  of  hope began  to  shine  in  her  eyes.  The  man  in  the  bed,  so close to the end, didn't notice the transformation that was happening around him.

_  Don't  you worry about  what  comes  next?  _  asked Whiro, curious.

_What  comes  next  no  longer  concerns  me,_  she replied,  her  tone  firm.  _  What  matters  now  is  the freedom that is about to be granted.

With that, she took him to the man who was causing her pain, looked at her husband, who was on the verge of death, and smiled, as if saying goodbye to a shadow that had  accompanied her  for too long.  He  entered, observed  the  room  with  two  sofas  with  the  same pattern, a square table full of sewing rollers, fabric and

scissors, and with the woman's indication, he went to meet  the  one  who  deserved  his  visit.  Whiro,  on  the other hand, felt the weight of his task. He was more than just an  emissary  of  death; it was  a  catalyst  for transformation. As soon as the eyes fell on  him, the man's heart started to beat faster, sweat began to flow involuntarily, and his eyes opened, as if they wanted to pop out of their sockets. He planted himself at the foot of the bed, watching.

_ Good night, mister. _ greeted.

He received no response.

_ I don't want you to think that I'm here because I love doing this _ he said _ but we all have a purpose, we don't choose how we are born and how we die. We can only choose what happens between these two points.

I see you've been busy. Today I also received a visit.

The man followed him with his gaze as the young man walked  slowly.  The  only  thing  that  could  be  heard besides his voice was the panting of the judge.

_ Don't think that I'm here to give you extreme unction, that doesn't work like that, I'm not a priest or pastor. _

he  continued  _ and  you  will not  die  until I  complete what I came here to do. I'm sure you already know who I am and why I'm here.

 The man stopped breathing for a few seconds, as if he expected  to  die  then  and  now.  Whiro  sat  in  the armchair  next  to  the  bed,  He  traced  his  leg  and straightened  up,  laying  his  head  back  with  his  eyes closed.

_  I  know  exactly  what  you've  been  doing,  and  it honestly disgusts me to have to deal with a piece of shit. Yes, let's leave the formalities. All I wanted was a normal life, but I have to do this shit every day, every day  of  my  infinite  life,  and  every  day  feels  like  an eternity. I've met shit like you, even worse. If there was a  better  category of  shit,  then this  wouldn't  be it  for me.

_ Do you know when everyone is about to die? _ asked the condemned man.

_  For  some  reason  I  know  every  being  inside  the womb, and  I know everyone I visit in their final hours.

_  he  said  with  an  uncharacteristic  calm.  64  years  of your life and all you did was waste your reincarnation.

Your soul will be dissolved and will not return to this plane, at least not by the will of the gods. The soul that is  dissolved  does  not  reincarnate,  does  not  live  or survive, it is a soul that has no essence, and not even master Heffest will value what you did, no matter how much  misfortune  you  may  have  caused.  This  only

makes him stronger, but he is not a grateful master, he is a deity.

He  approached  the  man  and  grabbing  him  by  the collar, looked him in the eyes.

Whiro's  eyes,  black  as  his  hair,  began  to  become redder  and  redder,  inflamed  by  the  weight  of condemnation. With each passing second, the man's ability  to  breathe  decreased,  as  if  an  invisible  hand was squeezing his chest, stealing his air and soul. But that was just the beginning. With a subtle gesture from Whiro, the condemned man was forced to relive every ounce of pain he had caused.

First, he felt the terror and anguish that his wife had endured for years. The humiliation, the constant fear, and the  physical  pain  that  she  had hidden  behind  a fragile smile now cut through him like invisible blades, cutting him from the inside out. In his mind, he saw his children's  eyes,  filled  with  fear  and  helplessness, reliving  the  screams  he  had  caused  when  he mistreated them for no reason.

The pain worsened when he felt the life draining from the  man  he  had  killed  with  his  own  hands.  That stranger,  whose  eyes  now  appeared  in  his  mind, carried the same expression of despair that he carried

now. The bitter taste of blood invaded his mouth, the same taste the man had felt when he was beaten to death. He screamed, but the sound came out only as a faint, inaudible moan, trapped in the void between him and his tormentor.

Then came the memory of the helpless creatures he had  tortured.  Every  animal  he  had  beaten  or slaughtered for no reason, for sadistic pleasure, now surrounded him in his mind. He felt each broken paw, each broken bone, as if it were his own flesh being torn apart.  It  was  unbearable  agony, and Whiro watched impassively,  his  eyes  burning,  like  an  eternal  judge, determining  that  the  condemned  man  should  feel everything he had inflicted.

The man's breathing became even more scarce, his soul  being  slowly  sucked  away  by  an  invisible  and relentless force. His eyes rolled back in their sockets, his limbs shook violently, and all he could say was a suffocated  moan,  which  Whiro  completely  ignored.

When the heart finally stopped, and his senses were erased, Whiro dropped the limp body as if discarding a dead weight, allowing it to fall heavily onto the bed.

Whiro  admired  it  for  a  few  moments,  and  got  up, crossing the foot of the bed, and heading to the door.

On the other side of the door, he faced the woman who still had that slight smile.

_ Thank you _ said the woman.

Hearing  this,  he  went  to  the  main  door,  passing through the room again, his eyes, as if he were being attracted, fell on a photograph of the executioner, and he  picked  it up.   He looked  at  it,  and in  a  disdainful gesture, threw it into the burning fire.

_ You're already where you belong  _ he murmured.

Once at the door, he lit a cigarette, and in slow steps, counting the large slabs on the path, he continued as if the path had no end, hanging his head and leaving the gate, he arrived at a bus stop. He looked at the now dark sky and took a deep breath.

_ You're welcome.

In  the  distance,  a  light  could  be  seen  and  some melancholic  music  could  be heard.  He went  to that place, which turned out to be a small bar where the women  in  life  earned  their  money  and  where  drunk men gathered. He sat in a corner, observing everyone around  him,  admiring  the  lights  and  judging  his father's creation, secretly, in his head.

 _ It looks like your day didn't go very well. _ observed a woman who sat in the nearest chair.

He looked. To his surprise, it was the woman he had met earlier in the cafe.

_  It  seems  that  your  wish  did  not  come  true!  _  he exclaimed _ tomorrow will be the same as today and the day after tomorrow the same as tomorrow...

_ My name is Anna _ she introduced herself _ I am a coroner at the city's legal institute.

_  Wow,  fantastic!  _  he  retorted  _  and  with  this  we marry  and  had  seven  children  and  we  call  each  of them one of the seven deadly sins. I don't know why, this reminds me of the day my brother set fire to the forest, it was also very casual.

She laughed and with that, he gave a small, shy smile.

Whiro didn't look at her, instead he just glanced at her, and looked back at his glass.

_ In the morning you were in a formal suit, with small, discreet earrings, and a cherry lip balm, which you put on after drinking chamomile tea. Now you are here. In a  black  dress,  with  your  hair  down,  with  some unflattering  earrings  and  rouge  lipstick.  Which  the waiter has some difficulty removing from the glasses.

You drinks three whiskeys without ice, and look for a man who catches your attention. _ he described.

_ I... _ interrupted Anna _ how did...

_ I have nothing to do with this, but you should consult a  doctor,  before  you  end  up  on  another  coroner's gurney. _ he said, getting up.

She  followed  him  with  her  gaze,  perplexed  by  the words she had just heard.

_ What the hell... _ she thought.

The night passed, and at dawn, Whiro arrived home.

His  sister  was  waiting  for  him  with  a  warm  cup  of coffee and a generous smile.

_ Good morning, brother. I'm sorry to tell you, but you have to go. I need you to collect a precious thing for me. _ she said.

_ For you, I will do everything, my sister. Where do you want to take me this time? _ he asked.

_ Right in the mountains, in the temple. _ she replied _ the monk Gion is in the final stretch of his life and is going to meditate.

 _ Do you think he will try to reach nirvana? _ Whiro was amazed  _  few  managed  to  maintain  their  physical shape and keep their soul.

_ I'm sure he can do it if he tries. I need his soul to be reincarnated,  and  a  new  hero  to  be  born.  _

commented _I feel that darker times are approaching.

Something isn't right.

_ What do you say, sister? _ he asked uneasily.

_  Discordya,  she  came  here,  she  seemed  very  sure that she would take her father's place. _ she explained _  I  don't  understand  why father  would  make  her  his successor.

_  Hirya,  my  sister,  is  what  she  does  best.  _  he observed _ reminds me of the day she planted discord between the two rulers and in the end neither of them was elected.

_ She did it for fun _ she remembered_ and in the end it was the worst of all.

_ But she didn't make you understand that she would be the successor for fun_ he warned _ she is preparing something.

The young woman looked at him.

 _  Sowing  discord  is  her  job  _  he  said  with  an  air  of enjoyment _ I don't think that her father hands over the destiny of humans and divinities to her, after all, what destiny would that be?

Whiro  got  up  and  when  he  was  about  to  leave,  his phone rang.

_Whiro: Yes?

Antirius: Where are you?

Whiro: With Hyria at home.

Antirius: Show some politeness and open the door for your older brother.

Whiro opened the door, and glimpsed the face of his older  brother,  who  had  been  outside  for  ten  long years. Before he could say anything, he was shocked by  his  appearance.  He  was  dressed  strangely,  with flower-printed  shorts,  a  short-sleeved  shirt  with  a pocket  on  the  left  side  of  his  chest,  with  a  small, pointed  collar,  with  half  of  the  buttons  undone, showing his torso, and bright blue flip-flops. .

_  My  God!  _  he  exclaimed  in  his  surprise  _  what happened to you? Who are you?

 Antirius hugged him tightly. Looking over his shoulder he saw his sister. She threw herself at him, with open arms, and letting go of Whiro, he hugged her, turning her in his arms.

_ My sister _ he said, squeezing her _ I missed you so much.

He let go of her, standing straight in front of her and admiring her beauty.

_  With  each  passing  millennium  you  become  more beautiful! _ he observed _ and I don't know how you do it, but you still remain my favorite!

She  laughed.  Whiro  was  still  dumbfounded.  Antirius sat down and crossed his leg.

_ Did you go to see your father? _ he questioned.

_  No,  I  came  straight  here  _  replied  Antirius_  I  only came back because it seems like something strange is happening.

_ And when we talk about strange, are you talking about?... _ Whiro asked again.

_ Discordya has his own plans it seems _ clarified his brother.

 _ I'm sure they'll be paying attention while I'm gone. _

said the pale young man, trying to leave immediately.

