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	Foreword

	“The thread master weaves, polishing His final works for one He will call for such a time, as predestined in the beginning. 

	As the polish of the champion is revealed with the final grain of sand, the time has expired where one may rest. Alas, the champion must stand and fight, or fail and be dusted away with history.”

	 

	Alethea Stauron

	 

	For my thread master.

	 


Pronunciation Guide

	 

	Lucius(lü-shŭs)      Dextorus(dĕks-tȯr-ŭs)      Yuleshua(yü-lĕsh-yü-wŭ)

	Deasja(dēz-jŭ)      Oobadoave(ü-bŭ-dōv)      Artorus(är-tȯr-ŭs)

	Akhtar(ăk-tär)      Gamerilaye(gŭm-ĕr-ĭ-lā)      Nicholson(nĭk-ŏl-sŭn)

	Hatrueshian(hŏ-trü-shē-ĭn)      Vuedoe(vü-dō)

	Kilomoraus(kil-ō-mȯr-ŭs)            Varradaye(văr-ră-dā)

	Therimbalm(thĕr-ĭm-bŏlm)      Jazee Su Thrace(jā-zē\sü\thrās) 

	Tyrandrecaurous(tī-rĕn-drĕ-cȯr-ŭs)

	 

	Pronunciation Symbols

	 

	ā …. aid, made, tray       d …. dare, dull, fad       z …. sneeze, raise

	ē …. feed, seed, meat      f …. far, whiff, full       ow …. cow, meow, how

	ĕ …. elephant, egg, led       g …. gig, gone, gore       p …. pop, tip, pray

	ă …. apple, map, trap       h …. hollow, hum       s …. sun, sauce, sir

	ī …. eye, thigh, rye       j …. jet, gelatin, jack

	ŭ …. umbrella, mud       l …. limbo, lull, loud

	ŏ …. ball, ominous       m …. man, mambo

	ō …. boat, slope       n …. nice, non, naked

	ĭ …. it, hip, sister       r …. race, runt, reek

	ü …. moon, tune       sh …. shadow, shush

	är …. ark, star, mark t      hr …. three, throw

	ȯr …. shore, floort      r …. tree, trunk, troll

	ĕr …. air, tare, where       t …. tut, mitt, tail

	wŭ …. wall, what       v …. vow, vacate, stove

	b …. baby, bark, tab       w …. wane, water

	k …. carrot, car, crack       y …. you, yule, yolk

	‐ …. Hyphen divides syllables.

	( ) …. Pronunciation of item word is placed between parenthesis.

	\ …. Usage of reverse virgule indicates transcription break for dual items.

	, …. Commas separate variant pronunciations.








	One

	Mourning a King

	 

	The lachrymose landscape through the Gamerin world of Gamerilaye is brushed by a mournful wind as rain showers shield the atmosphere from the sadness of the royal family. News has spread throughout the world—the Gamerin principality is dead. 

	Josephine has ordered that all who know about her pregnancy are to remain silent, not wanting Lucius, who might still be trapped in Hell or within the spirit realm, to hear of the newest addition to the family that he has left behind upon his death. 

	Dextorus has commanded the guardians over the Gamerin household to comfort the Gamerin family through their remorse. Twelve hours have passed since Lucius’s death, and Deasja observes the household as Yeshua had instructed Deasja to do before giving his report on the Oobadoave moon. 

	Deasja steps by one of the private rooms of the children. He witnesses Josephine consoling her five-year-olds, Brittany and Heather, as she explains their daddy will not be returning home. Calming each other, every one of her children are huddled together.

	Joshua fails in his attempts at fighting tears that stream down his face while holding little Heather. Joshua whispers to her, “This too shall pass, little sister. We’ll see him again when the war is over.” For he too is unsure of where his father now is after receiving news of him sacrificing himself by entering Hell.

	Deasja listens to the words of Joshua and remembers how he has been fighting for thirteen thousand years. The phrase of This too shall pass has become a common saying, but works well on the younger creations who experience time differently.

	Artie holds on to Claire who is curled up in his lap like a child while they mourn together. Deasja witnesses Artie struggling to speak through his hyperventilating sorrow, “It’s not your fault, Claire. The Lord knew this was going to happen. He has a plan, and He doesn’t always tell us what His plan is to protect us from our own flaws. This had to happen. I don’t know why, but this had to happen.” 

	Artie’s words strike at Deasja because many have speculated whether God knows the future or not. 

	Deasja thinks, Why does the General put us through this if He knows what’s going to happen? 

	Even though Deasja understands the answer, he cannot help the natural question that arrives in his mind. He knows that the natural body is always to ask questions so that His children will trust God more. Deasja has seen that the Almighty has planned out wonderful ideas that involved much disaster during the polished result in order to have an eternal peace attached. He knows that there is an intricate design to the plans and ways of God, but in moments like this, he struggles as he watches the devastation of the heart suffer the loss of any love.

	Deasja walks himself down the royal corridors, passing by weeping angels, guards, and servants until he stands between the mighty staired tree columns. Against the banister, he looks down toward the Gamerin tree. Catching his attention, Deasja studies Dextorus hunched down beside the benches as he prays under the Gamerin tree and is slightly hiding to be alone. 

	Placing his hand briefly to his sternum, “My friend,” Deasja whispers to himself. Deasja had forgotten how much Dextorus has come to life by helping Lucius be restored. If it weren’t for Dextorus’s counsel in the beginning and having experienced the same things as Lucius had gone through, Lucius never would have had the family he had.

	In a way, Dextorus often thought of Lucius like a happier version of his own story. One with a wife at his side, children, and a happy ending, except now, it was the worst outcome with the saddest of endings.

	Looking down at Dex, Deasja has witnessed Dextorus’s heartbreak before, and with it, Dex’s history of shutting out his own emotions and forgetting what a smile feels like. Dextorus becomes solid and cold when he loses those closest to him. Just when Dextorus has finally started smiling again, he loses one of his best friends in combat.

	Combat, Deasja thinks. This war has taken nearly everything from us.

	To keep Dextorus from disassociating from everyone, Deasja speaks toward Dextorus in an attempt to divert Dextorus’s mind from his current troubles. As he walks down the steps, he says, “There is a multitude of soldiers that will be here soon.” 

	Before Deasja can see his tears up close, Dextorus wipes his eyes and stands to his feet before turning around to greet Deasja with damp cheeks. Clearing his throat, Dex says, “Correct. I received the transmission, as well. They’re to guard Josephine and the children.”

	Holding his shoulders back, Dex straightens his stance up to appear on guard, but his puffy eyes reveal what he was doing while hiding behind the trunk of the tree. 

	Deasja continues, “I’ve been ordered to report to the General with my account. In case I don’t come back, send me a message of when Artie and Claire, and Lucius’s other children are married. I’d like to be there for the ceremonies.”

	As Dextorus lowers his head, he thinks, Lucius will miss the weddings of his children. He tries to stop from crying again and says, “I know that you know this about me.”

	“What do you mean by that?” Deasja asks.

	Dex continues, “Because I know what it’s like to lose loved ones.” He briefly shakes his head. “They were family to me. In a way…In a…He was what I saw of myself.”

	Deasja nods. “Lucius was a close brother.”

	“And now he’s gone,” Dextorus blurts out and quickly inhales. “He was supposed to live.” He activates a message written in Jett Commdearadea writing over his arm and says, “Do you see this? I’ve been ordered to stay away from Oobadoave because of the family. I’m not even allowed to visit with him to see if he’s there or relay any information about his whereabouts.”

	Reaching out with a gentle hand toward Dex, Deasja starts to say, “Dex—”

	“No, don’t counsel me. I guess it’s fair that I have no closure like with…with my…What does it matter anymore? It’s been thirteen millennia. She’s never coming back now. It’s my fault he’s gone. And it’s my fault V will never see me again.”

	Deasja asks, “Why do you say such things? You had no fault in Lucius’s death. He sacrificed himself to save his daughter. You didn’t lose him.”

	Staring off, Dextorus sits on a bench and says, “Because I was told Lucius was the only one to get her back if I succeeded in my missions with him. I shouldn’t have let my guard down so he would also be stronger. I became soft, and so did Lucius.” Looking off at paintings of Lucius’s family with Dextorus standing proudly in the background, he says, “Fitting. Because I indulged in the small matters of his family, I am to suffer like the rest of the family because they can’t go to Oobadoave due to their human DNA.”

	Deasja says, “Dex, you know only half of that is true. No one is allowed to see the things that the General has in store for them, but that isn’t the same of you. You’re not being punished. But you do need to mourn.” Deasja gestures at how Dex slouches in sorrow before saying, “They need you here, and you, likewise, need them. You are a part of this family.”

	With a single nod, Dex rubs over the band on his forearm. “I guess my visiting Lucius, if he were saved from Hell, would be too depressing if he knew he had a new son to be born.”

	Shaking his head, Deasja replies, “I know. And I know you miss her. Maybe someday—”

	“I don’t want to talk about her anymore. The discussion is fruitless and dead, like the only one who would have gotten her back for me.”

	Deasja says “Surely, you don’t believe there is none other in all of existence to retrieve her?”

	Staring into nothing, Dex’s brows furrow as he says, “It was on my wedding day. The day the war began. We were dancing with her family, the royals of Heyune, and her sisters when the emergency broadcasted on all our time bands of those who were in the army to resist the Shadow Cluster’s scandals and threats of danger. The siren was buzzing across my arm for Jett warriors to evacuate as many as we could carry in our ships. My bride could read my aura. I remember she looked terrified as she grabbed the royal children, handed them to me, and screamed, ‘Get them out of here! They’re coming!’”

	Deasja says, “You never told me this part of that day.”

	“I never got to kiss her, Deasja,” Dex says, closing his eyes and covering his face. “How I wish I would’ve kissed her before leaving to save the children of her realm. How I wish…” he pauses with a slow drop of his hand to his knee. “But that realm went into lockdown, and the way was shut before I could go back to save her. The General gave the order, cursed the realm, and barred it from ever opening again. I didn’t know it would only be one trip out. One evacuation.” Dex stops for a moment. Gazing at Deasja, he says, “My entire unit held me back to keep me from flying in and getting her.” His eyes stare down for a moment before he says, “How I hated my brethren for obeying their orders. It was many cycles before I could look at the General or speak to any of them for making me live alone.”

	“You would’ve died,” Deasja says.

	“Hmmm,” Dex huffs through his nose. “I did die on that day. When I finally visited the General, He said He would get her back. He promised me that if I were successful, He would be able to get her.” Dex stops to stare at his hands and thinks, I’m powerless. “In a way, not knowing what happened to her is easier. I guess that’s why Lucius is not to know of his son.”

	With subtle nods, Deasja says, “I knew you were to be married, but I didn’t know that you tried to sacrifice yourself to be with her. Thank you for telling me. You really did know Lucius more than he knew himself.”

	“Yes, I did, for I suffered the same temptations,” Dextorus says, closes his lips tightly, and tries to fight agony. “I have waited and finished every mission I was told without fail. I’ve never complained.” He gazes at Deasja, who stares at the floor. Dextorus pauses twice as he says, “I know why you counsel me. Because I have once shut off everyone…like…like Yuleshua once did.” When Deasja looks at Dex, he says, “Don’t worry, Deasja. I will continue to be obedient. I am a soldier and do my job without any questions or second-guessing.”

	Dextorus stands to his feet, says, “This is my family now. I have such little hope left to believe that my wi…” he pauses saying and stares into the trunk of the Gamerin tree before finishing, “my wife can be found. I know that I have lost everything. Like this stupid war is doing the same thing here. None are immune.”

	A solitary tear rolls down Dex’s dark cheek as he says, “Speak not of my lost story, a story where nothing ever ends well. All memories of mine end in sorrow. Where I am is all that is left.” He gathers a straight face and says, “I believe and I hope, Deasja, but I can’t stand empty promises. I promised the family I would protect them, and that’s what I’m going to do.” 

	Deasja replays the second portion of Dextorus’s comments in his mind and knows what he was truly saying. Dextorus feels as though God has not fulfilled his promise, meaning Dex has done something wrong. And now, Dex is destined to maintain the only truth he has left, to guard the Gamerin family.

	Standing to leave as ordered, Deasja holds his portal key in hand and says, “I’m sorry, Dex. I’ll try and return from Oobadoave as soon as possible. I don’t know what my next orders are.” And he leaves.


Two

	Waiting in Line

	 

	Deasja opens a portal and leaves the Gamerin realm. As he was told, Deasja enters two separate portals before arrival on one of the moons above Oobadoave to give his report. 

	As he enters his final portal into the throne room for judgment, Deasja bows on holy ground. He hears, “Arise servant. Come forward,” the Spirit tells him in his heart.

	When Deasja stands, he sees the Trinity speaking to a tall, well-built soldier. Deciding to wait his turn in line, Deasja studies the person standing meters in front of him. 

	The beastly creature Deasja studies is strong and favorable, well-framed like Lucius, but he does not have simple Gamerin markings, like that of a human. Although bipedal and still in the likeness of the Creator, the person has multiple markings across his body. As a wild leopard does, the designs are intricate with dark blue and purple spots running down his neck, arms, and chest. His skin is slightly blue with the darkest of blue toward the middle of the creatures back. His spots and markings lighten toward the end of his forearms and feet.

	Deasja watches as the creature places on his boots and acts almost as shocked at his color as Deasja is. After tying his boots, the creature stands proud and different as if he had previous knowledge like a royal to stand upright and not slightly stooped with his height. With blacker than black hair, the creature also has a blue hue that caresses each follicle.

	I’ve never seen his kind before, Deasja thinks. But I know all kings.

	“Keep watching,” the Spirit transfers the thought to Deasja.

	Watching as he is told, Deasja sees the new creature pulling a fresh hooded shirt down over his markings, only revealing the leopard spots that lighten in color until faded into no marking on his fingers.

	“I don’t know him,” Deasja tells the Spirit. Slightly annoyed that he waits his turn to give report, Deasja looks off. Thinking of Lucius’s last moments, Deasja tears up and wants to see if Lucius was freed from Hell so that he may visit with him in the spiritual realm after meeting with the General.

	The Spirit brushes peace over Deasja and transfers the thought, “My servant, please see Sombera. He will need your counsel, for he mourns.” And without being told, Deasja knows the one in front of him is Sombera.

	“I too mourn,” Deasja thinks in reply and immediately feels empathy for the creature, as he watches Jesus handing the newest recruit a long-hooded jacket to wear for his mission. 

	“I’m troubled,” the creature says with a pause before grabbing the overcoat. “Thank you,” he says.

	Wait a second, Deasja thinks, shocked from the voice being familiar to him. He studies from where he is at while the soldier continues to ready himself with several pauses of staring at his own body, as if discovering new arms and fingers for the first time.

	The Lord pulls a mirror from a portal for the creature to look at. The soldier poses at first and then stops, licking at his teeth as if shocked that he has saber like canines when raising his upper lip.

	Deasja studies the recruit poking at leopard teeth during his examination. Deasja realizes that this is a new breed of soldier who is inspecting himself for the first time. He must be the king of a new realm, Deasja thinks. But shouldn’t he be on his soil and learning his world?

	Patient and folding his hands behind his back, Deasja is tolerant of the new creature. The General smiles, looks over at Deasja, and says, “My servant, I’m glad to see you have come. Please come and meet Sombera. You will be piloting him in my own personal vessel to where he needs to go for his new mission. He does not have a portal key.”

	Not in the mood to meet or counsel a new partner or comrade, Deasja takes his time with his steps while looking at the ground and still mourning his friend. With each step closer, however, he notices a few likenesses that catch his attention. 

	Sombera turns his head and winks at Deasja.

	Suddenly, Deasja throws his hands forward until dropping them. Hunching over in relief, he says, “I was hoping you weren’t dead.” Deasja gasps and holds back tears. He says, “I knew you were alive, but I didn’t want to break my own heart.” Holding his neck and leaning his head back, Deasja whispers, “I guess you can’t put a good principality down.”

	Sombera says, “So you were sad that I was gone?”

	“You have no idea, Lucius. I had to put on my strongest face,” Deasja says with a few steps closer. “What are you?”

	Jesus corrects Deasja, saying, “Sombera. His name is Sombera, not Lucius or Yuleshua.”

	Deasja has never heard the Lord refer to Lucius by any other name than Yuleshua. Surprised by the correction and the new body, among many things, Deasja asks, “Why? Why a new name?” He looks at Lucius and points at him. “Why a new body? He looks completely different. I can tell that it’s him a little bit, but just a little bit.”

	“I was listening to your heart to be sure you didn’t recognize him,” the Lord says.

	Nodding, Deasja says, “I believed he was a different person when I came in here. The only reason I was thinking of it being Lucius was because of what he just did. He winked. And nobody ever does that to me but Lucius.”

	“Sombera,” the Lord corrects.

	Deasja studies as Lucius—Sombera—activates some of his new powers. A blue burning ball of fire caresses across Sombera’s fingers as he studies his hand. While Sombera moves his arms, several arms appear like tracers in his movement. Deasja sees how much stronger Lucius is, for he is now Sombera, and Sombera is built to be a weapon. Deasja barely restates his question, watching the magnificent power of Lucius’s new Sombera body, asking, “Why is he so different? I can barely recognize him.”

	“That’s exactly why,” the Lord explains. “Where I am sending him, they cannot know him as the Gamerin king. I’m trying to protect him and his family during this mission. With the news of Yuleshua’s death, the new name of Sombera and a new body, I can reduce the damage that might unfold by his mission.”

	Deasja points at himself while Sombera looks in a mirror to study his teeth again. Deasja asks, “Am I going on this mission too?”

	“No,” the General stands from the throne and answers him. “I can’t afford any more losses. Sombera is the last one.”

	Deasja asks, “Then, what am I doing?”

	“You’re the only one to drop Sombera off with a short-range transporting device. You’ll take my ship. By landing on an outer rouge moon, you can get Sombera as close to the cluster as you can—”

	“The Cluster?” Deasja asks.

	The General continues, “—but from the rendezvous point, it’ll be up to Sombera to transfer onto the planet he needs to go to in order to start his mission. One of my children has been crying out for a long time for me, and he is going to start there.”

	Deasja asks, “How do I know when to pick him up? What’s my mission? How many will I be picking up with him?”

	The Lord pauses a moment. Concern folds his brows briefly before saying, “I need everyone to leave my presence, except you Deasja.”

	Sombera holds his hands out and asks almost defiantly, “Why? I’m the one going on the mission. I’d like to know how many I’m bringing back.”

	The Lord tilts his head to the side as He looks at Sombera and says, “Just like I told you about your mission in secret, I will tell him his in the same manner.” Realizing that Sombera is uncomfortable in his new skin and has lost much without being consoled, the Lord says, “My son, I know that you are struggling because of the family you feel that you have left behind, but hear me when I tell you that what I do for you, I do to protect you, so I can see you again.”

	Because Sombera was putting on a front to appear stronger, he finally breaks down from the spoken truth in front of Deasja.

	Realizing that Sombera’s emotional state is currently unstable, there are many things that must be hidden from him to be successful in his mission. What Deasja has discovered of how Sombera feels is only confirmed when he cries out in Lucius’s voice. “Can’t I see them one more time? One more time? Please.” Crying, he falls to his knees. “I didn’t get to say goodbye to her. I was angry, and I don’t want her to remember me that way. Please? Can I just hold her one more time? Just one time. I won’t tell her.”

	Deasja’s heart breaks for him, for he knows Sombera cannot see Josephine. Knowing that Josephine is carrying his son in her womb, Deasja thinks, He must not know of his new child in order to concentrate on his current mission.

	The Father kneels beside Lucius who is wailing from not knowing when he will see his beloved family again. The Father uses a comforting voice and says, “Sombera,” but Lucius doesn’t respond to the changed name. The Lord tries to gain his attention to calm him down and says, “Yuleshua.” 

	Hearing his name causes Lucius’s wailing to become a whimper.

	The Lord continues, “My son, these are the pains we must go through in order to win this war.” He places comforting peace upon Sombera and whispers, “Keep your head in battle. Don’t forget who you are because I don’t want to lose you. If you are successful and do what I have asked of you in secret, I will bless you with more than you have received in the past.” The Father’s eyes tear up; he is bothered when seeing one of his children suffer. He holds on to him and says, “My son, with the abilities I have given you for this mission, you should be able to withstand the physical torture you are going to go through. You have never been faced with the anguish you are about to undergo. I will be able to hear you cry out, but I will not be able to look upon you.” Placing His hand upon Sombera’s heart, He says, “I’m with you. I will protect your family, but I need you to rescue mine.”

	Very few times has Deasja seen the Father open up while counseling his children in such a way, and it moves him. Deasja’s eyes become heavy with tears, for he knows the mission is substantial and will be done in the dark.

	Sombera wipes his nose onto his sleeve. Using his jacket to dab his eyes, he pauses before slowly nodding. He pauses when he says, “Okay, you know more than I. I trust you…and…I’m coming back, Father. I will be Sombera, your champion, and return to be Yuleshua, your son.” 

	Sombera looks up at his Father.

	The Lord smiles. “That’s my Sombera.” The Lord helps Sombera to stand to his feet and studies him when he leaves the throne room. He is ready to receive Deasja’s report.


Three

	Mission Pilot

	 

	Deasja remains for what he knows is going to be difficult information. After Sombera has safely left the room by escort of the Archangel, Michael, the General signals Deasja to come toward him. The Lord uses telepathy and says, “Deasja, we are to use telepathy for now.”

	“Why?”

	“Because Sombera can hear us without trying,” the Lord answers.

	Deasja says, “But we are here and in the holies of holies.”

	Nodding, the Lord says, “Correct. I have made him powerful for a reason.”

	Also giving a subtle nod, Deasja says, “So be it. What are my orders?”

	“There are principalities who are hiding in the Shadow Cluster who know who Yuleshua Gamerin is. If they find out that Sombera is truly Yuleshua, then they will attack the Gamerin galaxy somehow.”

	“How can they leave the Shadow Cluster? You barred the way out.”

	The General answers, “Never assume. The fallen who fled during the battle of Gamerilaye had portal crosses from the soldiers they had killed. Principalities have their ways of getting to where they want to go.”

	Deasja transfers, “We can put more troops on the barriers and borders of his realm.”

	The Lord shakes his head. “You don’t understand, my servant. They won’t let you know they’re coming. They are principalities, and they are sly. They have portal crosses, and they did have access to the Gamerin portal keys upon Baàlsarideem’s vessel. They could design a vessel and sneak in below the Oobadoave shield to appear friendly if they wanted to. 

	Deasja asks, “What would you have me do?”

	The General says, “There will be an archangel to attend the family, as well as you. Your job while he is gone doing what I have commanded him to do is to protect his family and his legacy. His new son is to be born; however, he is not to know of his new son. You’ve seen his reaction, and it would destroy him before he even steps foot on the rendezvous point. I want extra guards placed around my Gamerin children. My daughter cannot know why the guards are there, other than for the fact that she is not completely trained as a principality yet, and we are in a war. I will relay to you when you need to free Sombera from his mission. Only I will relay this message to you. The arcs will report to me any disturbances.”

	Deasja asks, “So, I’m dropping him off and leaving? Am I going to be the only one picking him up?”

	The General answers, “No. You’re going to use my vessel again, but when you go and retrieve him, I want Dextorus and an entire army ready for any battle that might be awaiting you at the rendezvous point.”

	“I’ll make sure he gets safely on board.”

	The Lord holds Deasja’s shoulder when speaking with a different tone in his transferring voice, “This is going to be difficult for you to hear.”

	Deasja pauses in stunned paralysis. “What?”

	The General says, “If Sombera has turned from us, the Jett army is to protect you. It’s not for him.” 

	Deasja’s jaw drops, and he becomes silent. 

	The General continues, “I can’t allow my technology to fall into their hands, and I cannot allow for your torture. Sombera will be suffering when he boards the craft. There is no stopping the pain he will endure until he is in my presence.”

	“Pain?” Deasja asks.

	Nodding, the General says, “And because of the pain, he will try and lash out at you. You must detain him and place him into stasis. The Jett warriors Dextorus will bring, have been through similar matters before. They will know what to do. Do you understand, Deasja?”

	“Yes, my Lord. Are you speaking of Dextorus?” Deasja asks.

	Nodding, the General says, “Because my servant Dextorus told you earlier, I will say, yes. Dextorus had to be placed into stasis once. And is why I trust them to overcome Sombera safely if they can subdue him.” He pauses before saying, “if not, they are to destroy Sombera.”

	Lowering his head with a distraught frown, “What?” Deasja asks.

	The General says, “I know it’s difficult to hear, but that’s why I have been preparing Yuleshua for becoming Sombera. I have done everything I can for the success of this mission. There are only two ways in which I will call you for the reconnaissance. The first, to destroy evil, for there is no more light within the darkness that has been a disease among my creation, and the second, Sombera calls me because he has completed what I have told him.”

	Deasja asks, “Lord, what do I do when I get him? Just leave without any other passengers?”

	The Lord half smiles, and says, “When Sombera boards the vessel, race out of there as fast as you can, and don’t look back, or ask questions. Do not hesitate, or you too will die.”

	The Lord signals for Deasja to exit the throne room while finishing the reason for Deasja’s quick departure from the Shadow Cluster. “There will be only one trip out. No returns.”

	Deasja’s jaw drops as he walks backward from the Lord. For a moment, he doubts how fast the Creator’s personal vessel is. Before he exits, the Lord says out loud, “Don’t worry. As soon as you take off, you should be safe within my vessel. There’s none like it that can match its speed.” He holds up one finger while Deasja looks at him and says, “And pay attention while you’re maneuvering my vessel. The galaxies don’t line up, and you might need to swerve to avoid a few of them.” 

	Deasja takes one step out of the room. Concentrating, he tries to figure how fast the craft must move to swerve around an entire galaxy.

	As Deasja is busy in thought, the General says, “And Deasja, don’t put a scratch on it. I just waxed it.” He winks like Sombera had done.

	Slowly grinning, Deasja meets up with Sombera in a garage bay for his next mission. The bay is empty where Sombera stands. Sombera turns back, says, “This is where Michael said the portal will…” and pauses when static causes his black hairs of his arm to stand. “What is happening?”

	Before anxiety hits, there is a burst of energy as a spherical portal opens. “Enter,” the voice of the Lord speaks from nowhere.

	As soon as Deasja and Sombera receive their special permission to enter the spherical portal, they step through and into a hidden bunker. The Lord’s voice speaks again, “You are on holy ground. This bunker is within one of the transverse moons. The moon is known as Duel and orbits between Oobadoave and Jett Commdearadea.”

	Deasja nods and says, “You want me to keep it secret.”

	“He does,” Sombera says when he senses the Spirit. “He wants you to know where to get the transport when I call you. So not to waste time.”

	When Sombera calls me, Deasja thinks. Please let him call me. And a feeling of worry robs Deasja’s smile.

	“What’s wrong? Why are frowning?” Sombera asks with notable worry of his own.

	“Nothing,” Deasja answers. He senses someone near, and says, “I’m receiving information and listening to the Spirit. There is someone else here.” And Deasja opens the hidden warehouse bay doors within a mountain.

	As the doors open, Deasja and Sombera stand still and silent with the vessel in front of them.

	Shocked, Deasja thinks to himself, How am I supposed to put an entire army in that thing. It’s only the size of a pointed, sharp-edged minivan.

	“Hmmm. It’s smaller than I thought,” Sombera says out loud. He shrugs and says, “This is God we’re talking about,” and holds out his hand. “Look at how small it is. There’s barely any room. If I stood up in there and held my arm up, I could touch the top without standing on my toes.” 

	“I was thinking the same thing,” Deasja replies. 

	They both walk around the oddly shaped vessel. Throughout the detail, purple, charcoal, and translucent pearl colors shine. As they look, both blink and then wipe their eyes, saying nothing of what causes them to do so.

	Sombera walks around the vessel away from Deasja. Again, Sombera shakes his head and rubs his eyes. “I think…” Sombera pauses talking before continuing, “Never mind,” he finishes as hidden mechanisms lined within the detailed framework of the craft cause confusion. 

	Also experiencing confusion during his examination, Deasja turns the corner, and from an angle, for half a moment he sees a multilayer dimension, like a flash of a translucent haze, almost as if camouflaged somehow from his sight. Deasja realizes that there is more to the ship than what can be determined with the physical body. 

	Deasja smiles and says, “This ship defies the very existence of physics.”

	Walking around the corner, Sombera glances at Deasja and says, “Okay, I thought I was seeing things. I’m glad I’m not the only one.”

	“I can’t wait to fly this thing now,” Deasja says. He touches the panel of the door, searching for a handle or something that resembles a handle. The door obeys the permission of its Creator through thought. The walls melt away. As the walls fold back to allow its passengers, both Deasja and Sombera take a step back. 

	Sombera asks, “Did you break it?”

	“I didn’t do anything,” Deasja says.

	Echoing from all around them, “I’m with you,” the Lord says.

	Deasja and Sombera look at each other. Smiling broadly at each other, they know that they are about to experience what few have ever dreamed. 

	Deasja says, “I’m about to drive the Creator’s personal vehicle.”

	“Dad gave you the keys to His car?”

	They enter the vessel with respect, all the while investigating how tremendously large it is on the inside. 

	“Wow,” Sombera says with an echo wrapping his word around surfaces.

	Deasja says, “It must be due to its relationship with trans-dimensional technology.” Every now and then, Deasja can see multilayers of dimensions from the side of his eye, but when he turns his head, there is nothing there. Deasja praises God. “He is so awesome.” 

	In awe of the splendorous wonders of God, Sombera senses that there is more going on around him. He says, “Many things of God are hidden.” His voice echoes while he speaks. “He never ceases to amaze me. There’s more to this ship. I can feel it.”

	“Yes, there is. But we’re not here for exploring. We must get you to the rendezvous point the Lord placed in my mind.”

	“Did he tell you how to come and get me?” Sombera follows Deasja toward the cockpit area a couple hundred feet from them.

	“Yes. He’s going to tell me personally. I’m to arrive in this bunker as you know. This mission is too sensitive to retrieve all the information ahead of time. He only told me a small portion. His Spirit is with me. In fact, I’m receiving information as we walk closer to the cockpit on how to fly the vessel.” Deasja pauses from walking while looking at Sombera and says, “It’s alive.”

	Sombera asks, “What? Is that the life I’m sensing?”

	“Yes, and it obeys its Master. It’s only allowing us in here because He gave us permission. It’ll only allow me to fly it while on this mission. This craft is a faithful servant of its Creator.”

	“Is it a boy or girl?”

	“I don’t know. And I’m not going to look under the hood to see either. That’s completely rude.” Deasja chuckles at the thought.

	Sombera says, “I guess if the rocks can cry out to Him, a detailed piece of art like this can have wisdom as well.”

	“I’ve learned a lot in forty-seven trillion years,” Deasja says as he walks toward the cockpit while finishing his thought. “Never question the things of God. Just do as you were designed to do, and you’ll be blessed by His love.” Deasja enters a vestibule area of the cockpit. The cockpit is narrow within the oblong vessel. Immediately when entering, Deasja sees extremely complicated seam work over almost leather and metallic material.

	Wincing, Sombera stares at the design and says, “I’m not saying that I doubt your skills here, but…to the untrained pilot…” he stops talking.

	Because he has been receiving information, Deasja smiles and says, “It’s all hidden under the seam work. Watch.” Deasja reaches forward, and a panel appears from under the material, forming buttons and gears.

	Sombera takes one look at the intricate mechanisms and asks, “Are those for finger pads that just raised up from a living material?” As Deasja steps forward, Sombera asks, “Whoa, Deasja, are you sure you know how to fly this thing?”

	“Yes, definitely. It’s has been taught my fingerprints”—looking back at Sombera—“and is awaiting my orders.” As soon as Deasja answers, the colors of the panel shift its metallic structure. Like a chameleon, the dash of the cockpit changes its mood in response to the conversation.

	“What is it doing?” Sombera asks.

	Deasja psychically understands what is happening. He turns toward Sombera fully to see that his jaw has already dropped from the creature they have boarded. Deasja smiles when he is honored to speak for it. “He says, ‘I hope you have a safe journey. Come back safely, fellow servant of God. The Father trusts in you.’ It’s speaking to you, Lucius. I feel what it feels.” Deasja touches the panel. “It knows you feel him. He knows that you are an empath, Lucius.”

	The colors on the panel shift again, and Deasja corrects himself, saying, “Oh, that’s right. Sombera. He just reminded me that your name is Sombera.” Deasja looks back toward Sombera. “He knows exactly who you are. Almost as if he knew you would meet someday. He’s been expecting you for some time.” Deasja lightly touches the dashboard again. 

	From behind Deasja, two items pour like liquid from the dash area. Sombera moves a step back, as each of the items transform to mold into the shape of a comfortable chair. One of the chairs is suited for the pilot, while the other, is simple but elegant in design. 

	“Unexpected, but cool. I wish it would’ve warned me,” Sombera says. 

	Deasja smiles. “I forgot to tell you what he was doing. My apologies,” he says.

	The slanted wall in front of them becomes clear, revealing multilayers of the creation around them. Sombera leans forward as he sits in the personal chair made for him. He glances over at Deasja and watches the Oobadoave angel looking into a world he has never focused in on before.

	“What are you staring at?” Sombera asks.

	Deasja answers, “The vision through the shielded wall…” he pauses with a gasp before continuing. “It’s vividly crisp and clear.” He points. “I can see the rocks, walls, flooring, however, I can see beyond the bunker. I’m sensing what I’m seeing. I’ve never experienced such vision. I see everything,” he says and points off to the right. “I can see four different galaxies as clear as day and how many planets are within those realms.”

	Realizing that the Oobadoave angels are not the same as principalities, Sombera says, “This is the same as principality vision.” 

	Shocked, Deasja turns toward Sombera and asks, “You see like this?”

	“Within my realm, nothing is hidden from me when I’m looking. I can very easily access this whenever I want. However, I’m not needing to access this vision now. The visor is doing it for me.” Sombera stands and points at several clusters. He says, “Within my realm, I see this clearly. However, when I’m somewhere else, many things are hidden from me. Earth was like that for me. There were many things hidden there because it’s not my realm. Usually, by using a lot of power, I can see almost this clearly in someone else’s realm.” He pauses because of what lies ahead of him. Troubled at first, he breathes for a moment before continuing and finally says, “As long as the principality there hasn’t hidden it from me.” 

	The colors on the dashboard change again because of the conversation. Deasja relays the information of what the spacecraft is saying. “He wants to know what you mean by your last statement. He’s curious.”

	Sombera nods and answers, “The Shadow Cluster is dark. Many servants have been there before me, and they’ve all said the same thing, ‘No natural power of a principality is used without a price.’ The principality over the Shadow Cluster has been blocked of every mind from being read. None can hear thoughts there. The atmosphere on every world within the Shadow Cluster has been altered to drain all inhabitants of their abilities. Cursed and barred.”

	“What do you mean?” Deasja asks.

	Sombera turns to sit back down in his chair. “I was told my powers will not naturally be restored. Principalities are cursed to be like humans. Powerless. Hunted. I don’t know why He gave me all these extra abilities if my having them is useless. I’m scared, Deasja. If I have no power, then how can I do what he told me to do without getting caught? I feel like I’m being set up to fail.”

	As calming as a delicate spring, the voice of the Lord blows through the vessel and says, “I would never do that to you, my child. I have built you up to flourish you. There are abilities that I have planted within the very fiber of your being that no one will take from you. Go, my son, and come back to me.” 

	Encouraged by the love of his Father bathed over him before leaving, Sombera bows his head and says, “Oh, how I love you, Father. Don’t forget me. Keep me strong and be with me.” Deasja pauses as he watches Sombera fall to his knees as he prays. “Father! Father, how I love you. Do not forsake me. I beg of you. Stay with me.”

	“Do not fear. Fear is the enemy’s weapon,” the Lord says as He sweeps peace over Sombera. “This is why you are my child, and why I trust you. For you come to me when troubled. You call upon me when afraid. It is for this reason, I am, and will always be your Father.”


Four

	Journey

	 

	While in transit toward the Shadow Cluster, Sombera sits quietly and meditates on what bothers him. Deasja swerves carefully around several galaxies. The vessel’s aeromechanics make swerving feel as though floating on a cloud. Smooth. Gentle.

	During a straight path of flying, Deasja glimpses Sombera wiping his eye. Feeling sorry for him, Deasja says, “Lucius, I mean, Sombera. What’s bothering you, my brother?”

	“Josephine,” Sombera whispers softly before covering his face with his hands.

	Several minutes pass with silence.

	Knowing Sombera will speak of his troubles when he gathers himself enough to control his emotions, Deasja says, “Take your time.” Several times, Sombera moves his jaw like he is going to speak, but nothing comes out as he wipes his eyes again. Deasja sits, piloting, and waiting for his friend to talk.

	Sombera takes in a deep breath and sighs. “She can’t live without me, Deasja. She thinks I’m dead.” He cries as the agony overtakes him. 

	Listening to its passengers, the vessel makes a sound. Knowing that the vessel feels sorry for Sombera, Deasja whispers to them both. “I’ll protect her, my friend. This too shall—”

	“Quit saying that! Why does everyone say that?” Sombera stands to his feet to pace while ranting, “She doesn’t think that because I’m dead to her.”

	“What are you talking about?” Deasja asks.

	“I’m not an idiot, Deasja,” Sombera breaks down, finally saying what his worst fears are. “We both know why He did this mission like this, by getting me out of the picture, and not saying goodbye. It’s because if I fall, it’ll be easier for her to get over me.”

	“That’s not true, Lucius. Sombera.”

	Sombera says, “See there, even that. He changed my name to make it easy on Him too. Yuleshua is dead.”

	“You’re not—”

	“…and I’m no more than a lost soul on his way to his death because of what I’ve done. I almost caused two to fall from glory yesterday because of who I am. I’m being sentenced to death, and He’s hoping I can at least do one good deed before I’m lost for good.”

	“Stop,” Deasja says. The ship makes a noise in response. Deasja glances over to Sombera, and says, “Don’t put words in the General’s mouth. Does he ever lie?”

	“No,” Sombera answers as he plops into his chair.

	“Was He lying when He said He wanted you back?”

	“No, but that doesn’t mean I’m coming back. It only means He hopes I will,” Sombera says and crosses his arms.

	Deasja answers, “I’ll give you that one although you’re acting childish. But was He lying when He told you that He built you up to flourish you? Was He lying when He told you that you would have many sons and daughters? Was He lying, when He told you that He trusted you above others for this mission?” Deasja stares at Sombera for a moment before saying, “Was He lying when He said He would bless you?”

	Sombera lowers his arms to his thighs. Deasja sees from Sombera’s expression that he has gotten to him with his words. He continues to pilot the ship while speaking to his friend. “I don’t understand the ways of the Father, but I know He sends you because He believes in you.”

	“You just said Father,” Sombera says, “You never call Him that.”

	Pausing in thought momentarily, Deasja stares forward. He says, “I did.”

	Sombera asks, “What about all those others He sent? Why have many enemies said that I would fall? I even believed it.”

	Deasja says, “Our enemies have already fallen. There is no life on their tongues, and they hold no sway over the righteous. You are holy. You are righteous. For a mind that has been corrupt, corruption devours it. You are not corrupt. The deceitful only plan to deceive. You speak truth. Thieves only plan on stealing. You do not steal. Haters only hate. Only evil do you hate. As for evil, evil has already fallen and thinks of falling as their primary objective for everyone else. Therefore, the fallen think on falling. But we are to speak life because we are alive to speak it into existence.”

	Silent in his chair, Sombera listens to Deasja’s counsel.

	“Sombera, God has made you a new being for this mission with the humble heart of one of the most loving principalities in existence, you Yuleshua. You have been tested for this mission and have passed every test. The lessons you have learned are rare for celestial beings. Who else can He call? He has hidden your life from our enemies for a reason. Even Oobadoave had been shrouded from you, as I am a witness of this testimony. Our General…” he pauses before saying, “Our Father…”

	Sombera gazes over when Deasja calls the General, Father.

	Deasja continues with a pause of reverence. “Our Father…He cannot allow for anyone to expect you to come. He has changed your image, so none can look upon you, who has seen you before, and know you. He is protecting you in ways you have not thought of yet and will never understand. Don’t allow a treacherous mind to be planted within your spirit. Get up, soldier, from your wallowing. Get up and fight like the assassin I know you are. Yuleshua Lucius Gamerin would have never doubted God’s plan for him, for he knows his Father works in mysterious ways because he does not owe us an explanation.”

	Looking at his fingernails, Sombera begins to stare as though the floor is no longer there. Silent for a moment until, he says, “You’re right. I never would have said that before.” He turns his gaze toward Deasja. “I don’t know what’s come over me.”

	“You’re scared,” Deasja starts to say but changes his mind and says, “You’re mourning your—”

	Gasping. “Don’t say I’m losing her!” Sombera presses his fists to his eyes and rocks in his chair. “I can’t. Don’t say it.”

	Stretching his arm toward Sombera, Deasja says, “I didn’t. That’s not what I was saying. Let me finish.” Lowering his hand, Deasja continues, “The loss of your own flesh and—”

	“No, no. I’ve lost them. My wife, daughters, Joshua, and Artie. They’re all gone. They think I’m dead. She’s going to mourn me and leave me. All humans do that. They move on.”

	“Lucius!” Deasja raises his voice. “Stop!”

	Sombera still rocks in his chair, and his knees buckle beneath him when he falls to the floor as he feels the unnatural teeth against his lips. Staring at his alien hands and different features, he says, “I’m a freak.”

	“Shhh, I know you’re scared,” Deasja shushes him. 

	The Holy Spirit speaks to Deasja and transfers, “Remind him.” Deasja is given exactly what to say.

	Deasja says, “Josephine is young. You’re right.”

	Pausing with wet eyes, Sombera looks over with regret in them.

	Deasja continues, “She was how old when you two met?”

	“I met her when she was nineteen.”

	“Was she only nineteen when you kissed her?” Deasja asks.

	Shaking his head and standing, Sombera says, “No, she wasn’t nineteen, nearly twenty-one. She…” he pauses, touches his lips, and says, “She was the one who kissed me when we met.” Sombera stares forward. “She said that she felt like she knew me.” As he remembers her, he says, “It was because I would visit her in her dreams. After more than a year, she wanted to see me. I didn’t know how much I needed her until then.”

	“How come?” Deasja asks.

	“I don’t…She doesn’t get close to people.”

	Shaking his head, Deasja asks, “How could you possibly prove that?”

	Nearly offended and defending Josephine, Sombera says, “Because it took her eighteen months for her to feel safe around me. She wouldn’t even go into her parents’ bedroom after they died. She couldn’t…” he stops.

	“She wouldn’t move on?” Deasja finishes the sentence the Holy Spirit had led him to say, and continues as he is led. “From the beginning of your relationship. There was already a plan for you to be here. Your wife will not move forward without you. He knows because He chose her and you to be together.”

	Sombera asks, “Then why am I so troubled?”

	Deasja says, “You’re not scared of Hell because I watched you jump in without a second thought to save your daughter and keep your word. You’re scared because of the unknown.”

	Sombera asks, “What if she finds somebody who comforts her while I’m gone? What if she forgets me? If that were to happen, a part of me would never want to come back.”

	Deasja stops him and says, “How dare you, my brother, who have been so faithful, speak about my sister in such a way.”

	“I’m not saying—” 

	“How dare you turn your back on her faithfulness toward you. I have seen beings so in love that no one could imagine their separation. Although I never knew the female personally, I know of one being who was in love once. When the war started, she disappeared. His smile vanished, but he continued with his work. His jokes stopped, and he rarely shared anything, but his faithfulness to the Almighty stayed steadfast. The Father never told him if she fell or not. He continues to believe that she might return to him. He never fell in love again, and to mention her name hurts him. He only had eyes for her because it was right between them. If you and Josephine are right with each other, then she will not move on. She has your legacy and the love that you have planted into every heart around her. The very aroma of Gamerilaye is your scent. Every evening when the sun sets, there is a song that is played by the mountains that sing of your love for her. She cannot forget her love for you because you are in everything she sees, touches, smells, tastes, and hears. That woman loves you, and you doubt her less than one day after telling her you love her. How dare you?”

	Sombera’s tears stop when he hears the truth in the words that Deasja speaks. Comforted by his testimony, Sombera is encouraged. He situates himself within the chair, wipes his eyes, and says, “You’re right. I don’t know why I was doubtful.”

	Exhaling, Deasja says, “You’re mourning for her, but don’t. You’ll be back.”

	“Dextorus was right. I’m a spoiled brat.” 

	The console makes a noise, shifting its color of metallic waves to communicate to Deasja who chuckles.

	Sombera asks, “What’s he saying?”

	“You don’t want to know. He’s only agreeing with you.”

	Sombera stares off at the clusters whizzing by. After a moment of silence, Sombera says, “I want you to take care of her, Deasja. I trust you and Dextorus.”

	Deasja asks, “What about Artie?”

	Sombera says, “Artie.” He shakes his head, smiling about what will be taking place in his best friend’s mind. He says, “He will be a royal prince, but that won’t matter to him. Artie won’t be able to think of anything for a while. I’d like to say it’s because he misses me, but that won’t solely be the case. He will seek comfort.”

	Deasja asks, “How do you mean?”

	Sombera says, “I lost an entire world, and all I could think about was the next time I was going to lie down with my wife. The comfort that a woman gives you is unlike any I have ever experienced. Completely opening with all of her being to accept you in, and you pouring out everything within yourself to experience being one flesh with her. In her comfort, there is no greater joy for a husband.”

	Deasja maneuvers the vessel and says, “Sounds lovely.”

	Sombera says, “A wife’s love is like warm oil getting rid of the chaff. The healing of every cell within your body tenses up for the fall, but she saves you. You’re healed. When you hold her in your arms after you’ve experienced that beautiful moment with her, that’s when you understand that she has given herself to you and she trusts you. It’s also when you know beyond a shadow of a doubt, that you’ve needed her from the very beginning.” 

	Sombera looks over at Deasja deep in thought for what has been said. Sombera concludes, “That’s why Artie will be busy. His wife will comfort him and heal him, as he will also comfort her and heal her. There is no relationship like it in creation. God has designed lovemaking between masculine and feminine to accommodate each other in a way that brings joy in places you never knew existed.” 

	There are still no words from Deasja after hearing what it is like to make love to a woman. After a few minutes, Deasja slightly changes the direction of the conversation and says, “Well, that makes me want to go to Verde and pray,” he says, slightly looking with the side of his eye at Sombera and then back toward the front shield of the vessel.

	Sombera is deep in thought, and doesn’t catch on to the small attraction that Deasja has developed for the priestess on Verde. Sombera looks up toward the expanse of space and watches as the multitude of galaxies whisk by them as though they are only feet apart from each other. Sombera wonders how long the trip will be from where they currently are and asks, “Deasja, how long do we have left of this trip?”

	“I’m not sure.”

	“Then how do you know when we get there?”

	Deasja explains, “The Lord is flying through me. It’s hard to explain. He’ll let me know. It’s several hours, I feel. Just hang tight, my friend. There will be a large moon on the outer rim of the Shadow Cluster. From there, you will access the altered Nephilim transporting devices within your cells. You should know where to go.”

	Sombera answers, “I know, Deasja. He’s already told me that part.”

	“Did he tell you anything else?”

	Sombera holds his head down low and thinks of the secret plans he was given. Knowing that he can only say a few things, Sombera says, “I only know that I have a few minutes to get to where I need to go before I can’t use any of my power.” Deasja remembers that principalities do not retain their power within another principality’s realm. As he is thinking, Sombera reminds him, “There is no power there, Deasja. It’s darker than Earth, and my skills will vanish within the first day.”

	“How will you get to the rendezvous point when you leave, then?”

	“He said I’d figure it out.” Sombera tilts his head. “He said it might kill me if I’m not careful.” Sombera looks over to Deasja. “I told him that it was okay that He could give me my body if I die. That’s when He looked at me and said, ‘Sombera, you are in your body that I have altered. The pain will be unbearable, and I need you to not act on anything during your suffering.’ He told me that.”

	Deasja remembers what the Lord had told him about Sombera suffering when aboard the vessel after the mission. Although he does not know why he will be suffering, Deasja knows that it will be difficult for him to control with all his new powers and abilities.

	Deasja asks, “Do you still have your Gamerin ability?”

	“Yes. I have all my Gamerin power and then some. I feel like I can stop time if I wanted to. It frightens the hell out of me.”

	Deasja says, “Well, that’s a good thing. You don’t want to have any hell in you.”

	Sombera stays momentarily quiet before answering, “Where I’m going, Hell will be all around me. And I’m supposed to try and fit in.” He shakes his head at the thought of him trying to fit in with evil. “Deasja, I just recently found out what the F-word is. I hate evil, and I hate being anywhere near it.”

	Deasja says, “That’s probably one of the reasons why He chose you. You’re diverse. Many look at you and wonder how you can dance alongside evil. But the entire time, you are resisting its repugnant nature because of your hate for it. Your stealth is amazing when battling the enemy, Sombera. You were made for this mission on many levels.”

	Nodding, Sombera says, “Well, I have a few minutes from the time that wall thing opens to get where I need to go. One second, you’ll be looking at me within God’s holy personal vessel, and the next, I’ll be immersed in evil from all around me in one of the largest galaxies within the universe. And all of this is happening to a dad who just wants to go home and kiss his wife and comfort his family. I don’t want much, Deasja. I just want to wrap up with my wife in a blanket on my beach while watching my children play.”

	Deasja says, “That’s why.”

	“What do you mean?”

	Deasja answers, “Gamerin have always enjoyed the simple pleasures of life. You don’t want more than that. It keeps you humble. Wanting to go back home will be your biggest ally where you’re going.”

	“Home. I hope I see my children and my grandchildren.”

	“Grandchildren? Now, there’s a thought.”

	“I know I’ll have many sons and daughters through them.” He continues to think about his last statement. “Deasja, what if that’s what He meant? What if the unthinkable happens? What if I don’t make it home, and I forget who I am.”

	Shaking his head, Deasja says, “You won’t forget.”

	Sombera says, “I’ll be in a new situation, Deasja, with new lives around me. I have a new name, image, and powers. I’ll be playing the role of a whole new character, and forgetting who I am will be my biggest threat against me.”

	Laughing through his nose, Deasja says, “Wrong. You’re a professional at trying to forget who you are, but you always come back. I think you’ve trained yourself to fear this possibility, but for the last twenty years, you’ve embraced the person God has made you to be. I doubt you’ll forget. I think you’ll be too excited about…about,” he pauses when he catches himself before mentioning his unborn son, saying, “about coming back home and having more children with her.”

	Sombera smiles. “I’ve been begging her for a while now. She closed her womb and reminds me that it’s not a good time.”

	“That’s right. I remember you saying that.”

	Sombera says, “Maybe when I come back, she’ll say differently.”

	 

	Several hours pass, and a bright light within the expanse shines in the distance where an enormous cluster of galaxies have formed together to make one colossal realm. Deasja says, “Get ready. There it is.” Deasja orders the controls to slow down the vessel in order to discreetly drop Sombera off on a rogue moon that orbits the outer rim of the Shadow Cluster.

	Getting into position beside the door, Sombera pulls his jacket over his head. He stops at the door and takes in several deep breaths while trying to prepare himself. Just before they land onto the surface of the lunar rock, Sombera’s eyes widen.

	With the sudden pauses, Deasja senses his fear before exiting.

	Sombera turns toward Deasja with his final reply, “Tell Josephine I love her. I don’t know if you’re allowed to tell her that, but let her know somehow.” He closes his eyes and meditates before the wall opens to reveal a doorway. 

	As the cold lunar air touches him, Sombera opens his eyes, stands in his warrior stance, and says, “Judgment’s coming.” 

	As Sombera had said, he is gone within an instant. The wall shuts, for the mission has begun.


Five

	It Has Begun

	 

	Transporting to his first transitional spot near the outer rim of the galaxy, Sombera appears on a red, desolate land. Worn and wind carved rocks stand where those with untrained eyes would deem untouched. But for those who have experienced the history of war, Sombera studies where buildings once stood. He sees rubbed down metallic stones, petrified trees as pillars of rock, now covered in soot and red, ashy dirt. “This planet looks like the war that happened on Mars. Nothing left,” he says to no one. 

	The air is dry as the wind slaps coarse sediment against his fingers with the slightest of breezes. Bone dry. Dead. 

	As he stands above a cracked ravine, he says, “Much had taken place here at one time.”

	With the image of his next transfer coming to mind, Sombera leaves with haste, transporting again and leaving the desiccate planet to be as it has been for millennia, empty and void of life.

	 

	With his second transfer, closer to the mid-outer rim of the galaxy, Sombera appears in a dense forest and lands on something moist and slippery. The sounds of shrilling beasts cause him to duck down as he investigates what is around him. 

	Exhaling quickly, Sombera tries not to gag with a thick stench curling his tongue. When he inhales, he nearly rolls over from the smell. His eyes are watering by the time he looks down to see his boots standing in intestines. 

	Jumping to his feet, he turns around and notices eyes staring at him. Large eyes.

	And lots of teeth.

	Swallowing, he steps back from the reptilic creature as he realizes he was interfering with something’s meal.

	Growling at Sombera interrupting its meal, the beast stands from the other side of the half-eaten ribcage, Sombera sees a tyrandrecaurous with long front arms, tyrannosaurus back legs, spikes of a crocodile, slobbering red soaked fangs that are slowly following him with its sharp and hungry eyes.

	Dear God, Sombera thinks.

	“Umm, Spirit?” Sombera asks, “I’d really like to know where that next location is now, if you don’t mind.”

	With his final step back, Sombera bumps into a stump and nearly trips. As he does, the stump moves to reveal a flicking tail of an aggravated kilomoraus. The kilomoraus drips venom from its mouth as it lashes after Sombera.

	Entering a quick speed, Sombera sidesteps to evade attack. As he does, the tyrandrecaurous snaps toward the kilomoraus and growls.

	As the two beasts snip jaws at each other, Sombera sees the next location in his mind. 

	“A brothel?” he asks out loud.

	As soon as he speaks, both eyes of the hungry reptiles sneer toward him. Not a second too soon, Sombera vanishes to his final stop.

	 

	Finally on the third planet, Sombera transports into an inlet beside a hexagonal dumpster. His wet boots slip on fecal waste left by someone sleeping nearby. “Ugh,” Sombera huffs as he wipes his boot against the side of the bin. Pamphlet papers of some arena are gathered in a corner, so Sombera uses them as a wad of tissues to remove the excess waste.

	When he’s done, he steps out of the inlet toward the night streets of a large city. Stretching above the clouds, skyscrapers of the city are streaming with billboards of bright screens flashing. The billboards have betting matches and upcoming battles. Sombera sneers with his fangs when the billboard advertisements change to sponsor new dramas of reality shows about sexual lifestyles. Turning his eyes to the asphalt and trash littered streets, he covers his face away from the advertisements of evil that are broadcasted daily.

	As he walks the street, the smells of urine and fecal matter fill his nostrils. Trying to keep his canines from the air, he keeps his lips tight together. Along the walkway, window bars and chains line many of the walls of shops where feminine whores are placed on display like items.

	The females are barely covered, leaving little for the mind to wonder what is for sell. With every step, Sombera witnesses every disgusting temptation that causes devastation of the soul where it touches. 

	He thinks to himself, It’s like a tornado of pandemonium swept through this realm. 

	Looking at the traffic of the trampled streets, animals carry passengers between handmade vehicles. Some motorized, others run with gears and reek of oil, and some are controlled by pierced, mammoth-sized, wooly creatures that defecate on the road.

	Near an intersection of traffic, there are no definite signs of law as the travelers swerve around each other yelling curses in the language that would be most natural to them.

	A couple of buildings down, he watches the road and sees several pedestrians running away, as a motorist bypasses traffic on the sidewalk. A couple bystanders are hit, and another brandishes a weapon with a laser that slices through the front tires of the vehicles. The motorist flips and lands into a pole.

	Stepping away, Sombera keeps to his own mission when he watches the pedestrian with the weapon run to the motorist’s dead body to take what he can before the motorist’s things are ash like he becomes.

	Thirty yards down, a hovering device tries swerving around one of the mighty creatures to cut him off while traveling. The mammoth-sized bison knocks his horn into the electronic hovercraft that got too close.

	The hovercraft is pelted into two pieces, creased from the center, and misfires bioluminescent gases onto the muddy road. Angry, the massive beast stomps the passengers, flung from their vehicle like rags, as they try to flee. 

	Their bodies are trampled as the owner of the beast cusses at the dissipating corpses for costing him a few seconds during his travel time. The master of the beast activates a device from the harness belt of the creature, gathers the electronic vehicle from the street, and drags it behind him for his own.

	Stunned and shocked at the sight, Sombera waits for a natural response from the onlookers. But the bystanders, keeping their distance as they travel, say nothing.

	Mortified by the hardened hearts of the city he travels in, Sombera recognizes that there are no morals, conscience, or grief in these people.

	He decides to stay to himself and not draw attention to himself because of his kindness. Acting as if he’s not affected by the scenes swimming around him, he tries concentrating on receiving the hidden information within his mind.

	As he does, Sombera recalls the bar where he is supposed to order a drink. Further down, he tells himself. You’re almost there.

	When he arrives at a building made completely of gold and quartz, he senses the location and knows he’s made it alive. Remembering that Nephilim transportation devices work best around the substances of gold and quartz, he thinks to himself, Convenient. Gold and quartz are conductors for transporting. 

	Sombera enters the establishment and realizes it is a hotspot for groups of people. The place exhibits superior craftmanship compared to any building he has seen within the city. He studies the guardsmen eyeing him as he walks through. 

	“What are you here for?” one of the guardsmen asks.

	“A drink,” Sombera growls. He hopes the leather straps barely covering the guard stays away from touching him.

	The guard studies Sombera up and down. The way he studies makes Sombera feel uncomfortable as if violated in a way. When the guard is satisfied, he signals with a swing of his neck for Sombera to enter.

	Sombera enters. Lights and clanging sounds of what he could only believe is supposed to be music cause him to shrug deeper into his cloak. Creatures of all shapes and sizes are seen doing uncomfortable deeds for him to look upon. Even in the dark, he hears the moans of detestable acts, making his skin feel as if it’ll come off and run away on its own. Although dark inside, he still sees too much.
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