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Chapter 1
Beginning the Fall
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Before time began, when the earth was but a blank canvas, a divine Spirit stirred over the silent waters, setting creation into motion with a single act of will. The light shimmered across the void, separating day from night, and the stars filled the sky with quiet brilliance. Mountains rose from the deep, rivers wound through valleys in steady paths, and forests stretched wide and lush with new life.

At this time, God planted a garden, Eden, a paradise untouched by sorrow. Every tree bore perfect fruit; flowers held colors beyond human description; the waters sparkled with a clarity no other place would ever match. 

Deep green canopies folded over the garden’s paths, and a soft white mist drifted above the rivers, a silent promise of peace before any red stain of war, black shadow of famine, or creeping death could touch the earth. Animals of every kind wandered, and a gentle peace settled over all creation.

From the dust, God fashioned Adam, breathing into him the breath of life. From Adam’s side, He made Eve, a companion formed with care and purity. Together they walked in Eden, covered in the light of God’s presence, unaware of shame, untouched by fear or sorrow. The garden was their home; the animals were their companions, and the trees their delight.

Yet in Eden, a shadow waited. Among the creatures, one moved with cunning and spoke with a softness that hid its intent, the serpent. Subtle, beguiling, and full of sly knowledge, it whispered to Eve, sowing seeds of doubt, challenging the command of the Most High. “Did God truly say you shall not eat from this tree?”

Eve paused; her heart fluttered as the promise of forbidden knowledge pressed against her thoughts. The serpent’s tongue wove promises of wisdom, of knowing good and evil, of standing equal to God. She picked the fruit from the Tree of Knowledge in a moment that would echo through eternity. The fruit shone with an unnatural lure, touched her lips, and she bit.

Adam watched her, hesitated, then chose to follow her. One bite, one act of disobedience, and the light of innocence fractured. Shame and fear, strangers until that moment, rose in their hearts. The garden’s perfection vanished; God’s presence came like a storm. The angelic voice thundered, “I cast you out of this garden because you disobeyed,” and the ground trembled beneath their feet.

Flaming swords blazed at Eden’s gates, banishing Adam and Eve, and their feet left tracks of dust and tears. Behind them, the garden remained untouched and unchanged, still perfect, but forever closed to them.

The Watchers

Outside of Eden, the world was harsh. The earth bore thorns and thistles, and the sky brought storms and scorching sun. Adam labored for food; Eve bore children with pain. Yet even in exile, they clung to God, building altars, offering sacrifices, and praying for mercy as they raised their children in the shadow of their transgression.

The angels observed from the heavens, silent and attentive. The Most High appointed two hundred Watchers to descend and guard, guide, and instruct humanity. Their mission was twofold. First, to protect mankind from the growing dangers of beasts and wilderness, and from themselves; second, to guide the righteous, teaching, cultivation and the ways of God’s laws without corrupting their hearts. A clear command bound them: they were not to rule over mankind, seek their worship, or offer forbidden knowledge that would turn human hearts from the Most High.

Even as humanity struggled for land, food, and power, the two hundred watched over them. Their hearts ached with grief for the weak, burned with anger against the corrupt, and carried sorrow for Adam and Eve, whose endless toil they witnessed. Jovias, one of the two hundred, often remained near the first settlements, unseen, watching fathers battle to provide for their children, mothers murmur prayers into the wind. He sought the wisdom to discern when to act and when to trust in God’s plan.

They were observers and anchors of hope. In a fallen world, in a land scarred by disobedience and human frailty, they stood as silent guardians, bound by duty and sorrow, awaiting the day when the Most High would call them to act again.

The Watchers’ desire for the worship of men and for the daughters of men grew as they continued their observance. The women of the earth seemed radiant, and the Watchers, who once delighted only in heaven, hungered with mortal lust for them and saw in them vessels for the creation of their own offspring. In their minds, this act would put them on equal ground with God as they would create a being in their image. With that thought, desire overtook obedience, and the command not to seek worship or take human wives faded from their hearts.

Semyaza, their leader, declared to his followers, “Let us, the Watchers of this realm, bind ourselves in oath against God. We will make men worship us as they worship Him. We will take their daughters as our wives. Our union will bear us mighty children, and if heaven denies us our thrones, the earth shall give us our kingdoms.”

On Mount Hermon, they made their oath, and two hundred angels descended to Earth, not to protect humanity but to spread corruption and chaos among them. Patiently, the Lord observed their defiance and arrogance, the same ones once sworn to guard, now choosing to corrupt. The Watchers persisted in their blasphemous rebellion, oblivious to the impending consequences of their deeds.

Torchlight illuminated the valley as the sons of men gathered. They came not to pray, nor to offer sacrifice, but to hear the words of those who had descended to them. The Watchers stood among them, tall, radiant, yet cloaked in a shadow that no flame could banish.

Amezarak stepped forward, his voice smooth yet cold as the grave. “Men of the earth,” he said, “you seek wisdom, and wisdom I shall give. For there are powers hidden from you, powers to command the unseen.”

He drew on the ground with his hand, etching circles that glowed and pulsed with unseen life. Then he breathed a string of words, strange and heavy. The fire trembled, bending inward as if pulled by invisible hands.

They urged the shepherd forward. Trembling, he repeated the words. The air shivered, and the bleating of his flock fell into an eerie silence, as if all the earth held its breath. The shepherd fell to his knees, shaken, but when he rose, a terrible smile spread across his face. In that smile, the first fruit of the Watchers’ forbidden teaching appeared, and the valley’s awe turned from wonder to fear and worship of them.

Amezarak did not stop. He taught the crafting of spells, the weaving of chants that bound spirits to their will. Men stretched out their arms, calling into the night, and shadows answered. Shapes unseen but felt crowded the fire’s edge. Some wept at the weight of terror. Others laughed, consumed with the thrill of power.

Then Amezarak laid his ear to the earth. “Even the dead will answer your call,” he said.

Men listened. They pressed their faces to the soil, whispering the words he had given. Voices rose from the dust. The familiar voices, familiar voices of fathers and mothers, children, and brothers. Tears streamed down the cheeks of those who heard their dead speak again. But the comfort soured, for the voices grew sharp, mocking, and demanding. Behind them were other presences, spirits wearing the faces of the departed, hungry for the living.

Amezarak smiled at the corruption he had planted. He was not the only one who taught that night.

Azazel introduced humanity to the crafting of iron, the rhythmic strike of the hammer on the anvil, and the art of shaping blades and spears. He also unveiled the secrets of adornment, teaching the use of jewels and paint to transform women’s faces into snares and captivate the hearts of men.

Semyaza, their chief, whispered charms and taught root-cutting, the secret powers hidden in leaf and root. Healing herbs turned into poison, and harmful mixtures tainted the earth.

Barakiel lifted men’s eyes to the heavens and showed them how the stars moved in their courses. He misrepresented the creation, urging them to honor it as a god. Kokabel mapped the constellations, binding destiny to stars instead of the hand of the Almighty.

Penemue taught men to write, scratching symbols upon stone and hide. At first, it gifted memories, but soon it became a liar, for ink chronicles both truth and deceit.

Kasdeja, by sharing his knowledge of spirits and the mysteries of the womb, corrupted the sacredness of life until it became chaos. Others followed suit, each revealing their fragments of forbidden wisdom, until humanity, intoxicated by secrets, abandoned the pursuit of the true Giver of wisdom.

The world darkened. Iron struck iron, and blood stained the earth. Rivers ran red with slaughter, black smoke rose over once-green fields, and rulers paraded beneath pale white banners that promised peace while cities starved beneath their own famished markets. 

Women adorned themselves with beauty not their own and drew nations to ruin. Men chained spirits in their pride, only to become slaves to them. The voices of the dead echoed in every dwelling, and the stars became idols burning cold above them. And the Watchers watched. Their gift became seeds of fire, and the earth burned with corruption.

The earth groaned beneath the weight of forbidden knowledge. Where men once tilled their fields and lifted their eyes in prayer, now they muttered spells, traced circles in the dust, and pressed their ears to the dead. Homes that had echoed with laughter were now filled with shadows and strange voices.

Among the Watchers, seven refused to follow the oath on Hermon. The Seven beheld and grieved. They sheltered those they could, leading refugees to caves and mountains. Yet what were seven against a legion of giants and fallen angels? Their refusal to join their brothers spared them damnation, yet their inability, bound by His command, to stop them, chained them in guilt.

The Rise of Darkness

The darkest fruit of the Watchers’ sin was yet to come. When the sons of heaven saw the daughters of men, desire overruled their obedience. They took wives as they pleased, in open defiance of the command they had received, and the women bore them children unlike any born before. These were the Nephilim, giants of terrible stature, mighty in form and monstrous in appetite. They seemed to dwarf walls and towers, and their voices shook the hills. Their eyes gleamed with their father’s fire, but hunger twisted their hearts.

At first, men marveled at them. They worshipped them as kings, heroes, titans. The Nephilim strode across battlefields, and no weapon could stand against them. With a sweep of their hands, they cast armies aside. With a cry, they shattered the walls of stone. Men bent their knees in awe, laying crowns and incense at their feet.

But awe soon gave way to terror. The Nephilim hungered beyond measure. They ate cattle, but that didn’t satisfy them. They stripped the forests bare and trampled vineyards into mud and splinters. When the earth could no longer feed them, they turned on mankind. Giants devoured the inhabitants and guzzled the blood of men. Fathers hid their families, mothers smothered their children’s cries, but the earth offered no refuge from the feet and appetite of the giants.

They burned and tore open the land. Rivers ran red with the blood of humans. Ash drifted over the hills in a thin black veil, and the last stubborn blades of green withered under their heels, a living sign that famine had taken root where life once grew. Fields lay barren beneath their crushing weight. Mountains trembled at their laughter, and the cries of the dying rose day and night to heaven. The Watchers smiled, for their children ruled as kings, their corruption seated upon thrones of ruin.

But the righteous few looked upward and cried out to the Most High, “See, O Lord, what has become of Your earth. Behold the blood that soaks the ground and flows in the river. The cries of the slain, the chains upon our souls. Have you not made us? Will You not deliver us?”

Their prayers pierced the veil of heaven. The earth itself groaned and heaved beneath the weight of violence and sorcery. Spirits moved among men, bound yet unbound. The Nephilim fought even among themselves, their battles shattering mountains and destroying lands. Their corpses rotted in fields as vast as nations. Death reigned like a king, and despair spread like fire in dry grass.

Yet above the ruin, the Most High watched. His throne remained unmoved. His gaze fell upon the Watchers, upon their children, and upon the corrupted earth. Judgment stirred in the heavens, and the decree would not delay much longer.

The age of man bent under the shadow of giants. The Nephilim were like living storms, roaming the earth. Cities fell beneath their feet, and the cries of the slain filled every valley.

They fought as kings of ruin, warring not only with men but with one another. Their battles shook the mountains, splitting stones, and leveling forests. When they slew, they feasted. When they conquered, they enslaved. Some demanded temples, their images carved into cliff-faces, and others crowned themselves with bones of kings. They filled the earth with fear and despair, and humankind dwindled like grass before the scythe.

The Watchers stood near, their children’s reign their triumph and their shame. Semyaza watched from prominent ridges, cloaked in a mantle of fire, smiling at the chaos spreading across the land. Azazel walked among the Nephilim, placing weapons and fire in their hands. Amezarak whispered to them in dreams, teaching their priests to summon spirits to strengthen the giants’ rule. And the earth groaned louder still.

But not all of heaven’s sons abandoned mankind. In the hidden valleys and the places where men fled, seven Watchers watched. They did not join the rebellion of the two hundred, nor did they seek the worship of men. Jovias led the seven. He stood tall and stern, his eyes heavy with the weight of both judgment and mercy. His sword was faithful to the Throne, and he longed to shield the righteous.

The Seven became myth and hope among men. To some, they were saviors, strangers who came in the night to drive back shadows. Others considered them teachers and preachers of God’s Word. To others, they were phantoms, half-remembered visions whispered around fires. Few dared to speak of them, lest the Nephilim take vengeance.

Jovias shouldered the burden. He saw the ruin, the hunger, the cries of mothers and the silence of the slain. When the stars wheeled above, he lifted his eyes to heaven and whispered, “How long, O Lord? Will you leave us among the ruins forever?”

No answer came, but he still stood. The Seven rescued the weak from ruin and concealed the hunted. Mankind endured, though crushed, though tormented, though hunted. For in every age of shadow, a remnant of hope remained.

Feast of Giants

The valley convulsed beneath the thunderous march of giants. Each footfall shattered earth and splintered trees into splinters. The Nephilim came in a tide of flame-lit eyes and ravenous hunger, tearing through villages, crushing stone walls to dust, and driving terrified people into shadowed hollows, their prayers lost in the roar of destruction.

From the ruined forest’s edge, Jovias and the Seven emerged with a sudden, sharp radiance. They spoke no words, yet the winds shifted, branches quivered, and the scorched ground seemed to shudder under their approach. 

Before them stood six towering brutes, hulking silhouettes against the carnage, hovering over a heaving mound of broken bodies. Limbs, torsos, and splintered bones lay in a grotesque monument beneath the giants’ stomping feet.

Bones cracked with each grinding step; cartilage snapped under their heels. Torn flesh hung from their hands as they fed without restraint. Their savage laughter, a guttural symphony of chomps and snorts, echoed off the valley walls, hammering cruelty into every stone. The foul stench of decaying flesh and spilled blood filled the air, clawing at the lungs of the Seven with a mix of nausea and rage.

Jovias raised his voice, a booming command that rolled through the valley like a war-horn, “Eqi!”

From the rear, the tallest giant lumbered forward. Eqi, eighteen feet of scarred sinew and shadow, strode with crushing inevitability. His hairy legs were like gnarled oaks, blotched and torn; his every step cracked the earth. 

A tattered loincloth clung to him, crusted with dried blood. In one massive hand, he carried his weapon: a severed human leg, bone splintered and jutting, sinew dangling like ragged tassels.

A wild beard swallowed most of his face, and matted hair framed eyes that glimmered black and fathomless, as if no light or mercy could ever reach them.

Behind him, the other Nephilim moved with restless hunger. One gnawed at a woman’s torso, tendrils of flesh stringing between his teeth. Another swung two limp legs like trophies, his chin slick with gore. Two more tore a body in half, the last faint cry lost as blood rained onto the soil in steaming streams.

The mortals scattered like cornered animals. Their cries echoed and frayed, prayers breaking against the stone walls. Some stumbled and clawed at the dirt, their nails snapping as they tried to crawl away. Others clutched each other, frozen in disbelief, the weight of despair pressing heavier than the giants’ shadows.

The smallest of the six stooped low, fingers curling around the jagged lip of a boulder. His muscles swelled, veins straining as stone ground against stone. Dust rose, curling in the torchlight like ghostly hands reaching for the terrified.

Time seemed to slow. The boulder lifted high. Eyes widened. Feet faltered. A mother shielded her child with her own body, whispering a last plea.

Then the giant roared and cast his burden. The rock howled through the air and struck. The earth shuddered with the impact, three bodies folding into ruin, bones breaking under the crushing weight. Blood fanned across the ground in dark blossoms, spattering those still alive, their screams choking into silence.

Laughter followed. A jagged, booming roar that mocked their terror shook the valley until dust fell like ash. It carried no joy, only domination, an echo that told the survivors there would be no escape, no mercy, no dawn.

Eqi’s laughter joined theirs, a rolling avalanche of malice. He threw his head back and bellowed, blood speckling his beard. With one disdainful sweep, he tossed the final corpse aside; it hit the ground with a resounding thud, kicking up a cloud of dirt. He planted one heavy foot forward; the earth buckled beneath it as he advanced on the Seven, each stride a seismic tremor.

“Winged ones,” he bellowed, voice heavy as a mountain’s collapse, “have you come to dance with death before me and my brethren?”

Jovias stood as still as carved marble in the charged hush before a storm. Then, with deliberate grace, he drew his blade, the rune-forged steel humming with celestial light running along its keen edge. Raising it high overhead, he beckoned to the Seven. At his silent command, they drew their weapons in perfect unison, the flash of steel like dawn breaking over a bloodstained horizon.

Jovias lifted the Blade of the Seventh Light, its white-gold radiance flaring as if to carve lines of judgment across the valley and burn corruption wherever it dared to cling. 

Kyros’s Axe of the Tempest rumbled with bottled storm-wind, each rune-scarred edge ready to strike down and scatter demonic ranks. 

Angelica steadied her Scepter of Luminous Grace, a staff that poured healing light and raised unseen walls to shield the trembling mortals behind them. 

Galal’s Blade of Truth gleamed in a razor-thin arc, forged to cut through illusion and sever the hidden chains the Watchers fastened to human souls. 

Ioel’s Sword of the Silent Wind coiled around his grip with a silent, hungry power, a dark mirror to Jovias’s own blade that fed on pride and wrath and sought to corrupt the hand that wielded it. 

Anani’s bow and the Ever-Bound Arrows shimmered with bindings that could pin spirits as surely as flesh, some shafts split to pierce lies and phantoms alike. 

Auriel palmed the twin Daggers of Judgement, their edges drinking in light as they sought deception and the foul auras of the Nephilim with swift, surgical strikes.

In one fluid motion, Jovias’s sword descended in a silver arc; the Seven fanned out around the towering Nephilim, Eqi, whose massive boots cracked the earth. They moved as one, striking sharp, efficient blows. Bone snapped, sinew tore, and steel found joints and tendons with unerring precision. Yet no one pressed too hard, for the giant’s fiery blood was a sacrilege upon the land, and any excess would ignite ruin’s flame across the earth.

The valley trembled with the roar of battle, thunderous giant-shouts mingling with the rattle of axes and the eerie chime of Jovias’s blade. A coppery tang of blood hung in the wind, dust rising in choking plumes with each fallen behemoth. Every titan dispatched crashed through briar and gore-soaked grass, yet each fallen giant seemed only to draw more from the mist-shrouded woods, their roars echoing like rolling boulders.

Raising his free hand to the storm-dark sky, Jovias called upon the unseen host; his voice split the air like a hurricane, casting back the crawling shadows. Under that onslaught, the Seven pressed forward in tireless harmony, their agile forms weaving a protective barricade around the fleeing mortals. Their blows struck with supernatural speed and strength, yet their purpose was only defense, never conquest.

Above the chaos, jagged cliffs tore into a bruised sky. The Watchers stood like statues carved from shadows, eyes flickering with icy fire, unmoving, unrepentant.

Semyaza’s voice rolled down, heavy, sharp. “Why meddle in our designs?” He gestured toward the battlefield, where Nephilim raged through mortal ranks. “These giants are our offspring. Their glory is ours. Join us, or we will break you.”

Jovias stepped forward, armor glimmering, as if light itself clung to him against the darkness. “Your children spill death,” he whispered. “You turned humanity against its Maker. Stop, or heaven’s judgment will fall.”

Azazel laughed, brittle, ember-red eyes flaring. “Judgment? Look below. Our children reign. This land feeds their hunger.”

Amezarak’s thin smile cut the dark. “Mercy binds you, Jovias. Power is ours.”

Jovias’s hand gripped his sword. Wrath surged, but memory struck first, a boy chasing fireflies, small laughter in twilight.

Step forward, he parried a swing; the ghost of a mother humming reached him, soft, mournful. Swing. He cut through a giant’s arm, feeling the warmth of a father planting seeds in spring.

Step, duck, pivot. He glimpsed a child’s laughter fading into dust, a lullaby drowned in screams.

“Mercy is no chain,” he whispered, voice trembling with grief. “It is the law. The last law left to shield them. Press me further, and wrath will fall, swift and final.”

Even the wind stilled, holding its breath. Semyaza’s eyes flared with pride, doubt lurking beneath. “We serve no god but ourselves,” he murmured.

Jovias surged forward, radiance spilling like bleeding light. “See your children,” he cried, voice breaking with fire and sorrow. “They trample innocence. They devour hope. Call them back. Break your hold, or the heavens will rend you.”

The Watchers glanced at one another, arrogance and hesitation warring. None descended. None relented.

Below, the Nephilim roared, shaking the earth.

Jovias moved among the mortals. Each strike was a heartbeat, each parry a flicker of memory. Twisting aside, he flashed the blade, humming a lullaby, as the mother shielded her child, unable to save him. A father stumbling, he thrust, remembering sunlight on a golden hillside, laughter ringing. A child screaming, he ducked, a seedling crushed underfoot, echoing through his chest. Every step, every swing, every breath carried fragments of humanity, ghostlike, brief, yet unbroken in his mind.

He turned to the Seven. “We hold them. Save who we can. No soul left behind. By the Lord of Hosts, we guard creation! Darkness shall not prevail; light and truth stand eternal!”

They moved, blades flashing like fleeting stars. Jovias’s grief pulsed with every heartbeat, mercy a fragile shield against the storm pressing at his chest. Wrath clawed at the edges of the restraint, but he clung to it still. Each swing was a memory, each parry a promise, each step a tether to the mortals he mourned and the life he refused to let die. The battlefield raged, but through it all, his sorrow, brief and flickering as firelight, kept him anchored, kept him merciful, kept him human.

Angelica surged through the panicked crowd, her heart torn between fury and compassion. 

“This way!” she commanded, her voice cutting through screams like celestial steel. 

A mother stumbled before her, clutching an infant to her breast while two small children clung to her skirts. Without hesitation, Angelica swept the baby into her arms, its warmth against her armor a reminder of what they fought for. 

“Run!” she urged, seizing a child’s trembling hand, feeling tiny fingers grasp hers with desperate trust.

Anani nocked three arrows at once. Her eyes narrowed with divine focus and released the arrows. The shafts whistled through air thick with dust and terror, each one trailing silver light before embedding in giant flesh. The creatures howled as ethereal bindings erupted from the wounds, anchoring them to earth. “I cannot hold them long,” she whispered, doubt flickering across her face.

A behemoth charged through the melee, wielding an uprooted oak like a club. Blasphemies poured from its misshapen mouth, words that scorched the air. Auriel and Ioel dove apart as the trunk crashed between them, splintering stone. Galal’s broadsword flashed in the sunlight as he struck his blade, carving the giant’s flank. Blood like molten copper sprayed across his face. Ioel’s katana severed tendons with surgical precision, and as the monster fell to one knee. Kyros leaped onto its back, burying his axe where neck met spine with a sickening crunch. The giant’s death rattle shook the ground, its massive form collapsing in a cloud of crimson mist.

The valley became a crucible of carnage and courage as the battle raged on. Jovias’s throat burned raw from shouting commands that struggled to carry over the loudness of clashing steel and giant-flesh. His muscles screamed in protest as he cleaved through another behemoth’s knee, dark thoughts invading his mind, how easy it would be to unleash his full power, to abandon mercy and annihilate these abominations. He pushed the temptation away, catching Angelica’s gaze across the field where she shepherded bleeding villagers through a narrow ravine, her armor splattered with both human and Nephilim blood. The others moved in perfect synchronicity despite their exhaustion, each fighting their own inner war between righteous fury and restraint as they carved a desperate path to salvation.

As the final giant collapsed with a sound like thunder breaking, the Seven gathered on blood-soaked earth, their celestial armor dented and stained crimson. 

Jovias’s hand trembled as he sheathed his blade, the weight of restraint heavier than any weapon. Above them on the hillside, the Watchers’ faces twisted with contempt, their once-beautiful features now a mask of pride and malice. Semyaza’s voice slithered down the slope like venom: “In time you will pay, and our lord will come for you. You will regret the mercy that chains you!”

The Watchers vanished in a ripple of darkness. Kyros forced a laugh that didn’t reach his eyes, his knuckles white around his axe handle. “They think we fear them,” he said, but Jovias caught the quaver beneath his bravado.

Ioel fell to his knees, his shoulders heaving. One by one, the others joined him, though Auriel hesitated, his eyes lingering on the horizon where the Watchers had stood. Ioel’s prayer rose, inaudible above the moans of the wounded. “Father, forgive us our hesitation. We could have ended this today.” His voice broke. 

“We thank You for Your mercy, even as we question whether mercy alone will save these mortals.” The Seven’s “amen” came ragged and uncertain as they rose to survey the battlefield, a tapestry of fallen giants and broken human bodies, the cost of their restraint written in blood across the valley.
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Chapter 2
The Exiled Seven
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The Cry of the Earth

What began as whispers of forbidden knowledge became rivers of ruin. The Watchers, who had sworn an oath on Mount Hermon, not only descended to take wives; they came to reign as lords over flesh.

Humanity fractured under this weight. Kingdoms rose against kingdoms, tribes against tribes, each one scrambling for land, food, and power. Some bowed before the Nephilim, declaring them gods, offering daughters and sons as sacrifices to satisfy their hunger. Others bound themselves to the Watchers, gaining the secrets of heaven that promised them dominion.

Altars rose on the high places, altars not to the Most High, but to Baal, to Molech, to nameless idols of stone and blood. Fires burned with the cries of children. Red flames climbed those altars while black smoke rolled over once-green hills, and priests in pale white robes promised peace that never came, even as famine crept through every starving street. 

Sorcerers summoned shadows from the abyss through forbidden rites. The smoke of their sin rose thick and foul, dimming the sky.

Many chose the broad path of corruption, trading truth for power.

In the valley’s ruins, fires smoldered among shattered villages, and the air hung heavy with the scent of ash and blood. The Seven moved like shadows, keeping the humans away from the giants’ fury while the Nephilim roared and searched for more to crush.

Jovias focused on the cliffs above, where the Watchers lingered, silent but always present. Their glowing eyes and towering forms reflected a power that had once belonged to heaven itself, now twisted in pride and corruption.
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