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Author’s Note 

This work is inspired by memories, personal experiences, and literary recreations. Some names, events, and characters are based on real people from the author’s environment, but they have been modified or transformed to preserve privacy. Any resemblance to real people, living or deceased, is purely coincidental or part of the narrative approach. The names, anecdotes, and traits reflect personal memories lived with respect, without any intent to harm anyone’s image.

Taino Memories: The Zeons – The Race of Origin is the third narrative installment within the Taino Memories universe, a spiritual saga that intertwines the ancestral, the mystical, and the human from the heart of the Caribbean.

The first work, Taino Memories: A Spiritual World, served as the initial gateway into this invisible yet vibrant universe. Taíno Memories: The Guide of Zetpo is the second installment of this narrative.

The fourth installment of this series, currently in development, will be titled:

Taino Memories: The Eternals Without Limits. Each work can be read independently, but all share the same spirit:

the quest of the soul, the memory that endures, and the eternal connection between planes.

Thank you for joining this journey.

Prologue

When the Ancients Rise Again

Before memory had shape, before the first word clung to human breath, the earth already guarded secrets no god ever dared to share. Beneath the roots of sacred trees, at the dark edge of the caves, and within the deep silence of the mountains, slept stories that did not belong to time... but to the origin.

The Taínos knew this.

The elders whispered it.

But the centuries—like ravenous beasts—devoured every chant, every name, every spirit that once walked beside humankind. And so the sacred became myth.

The myth became legend.

And the legend turned to dust.

Until now.

For what was buried never died.

It merely waited.

One day, in the heart of an island that pulses like an ancient drum, the gates opened once more. And the unseen—tired of being silence—decided to speak. Not with voices, but with presence. Not through rituals, but through forces so ancient that creation itself trembled at the memory of them.

The Zeones returned.

Beings forged between universes, warriors of light and shadow, guardians who once walked among humans before vanishing into the vastness of the planes. They, the boundless eternals, had come to reclaim what was taken:

the sacred memory of a people that should never have been erased.

Their return was neither miracle nor prophecy.

It was a debt.

A reclamation.

A truth that had waited far too many centuries to rise.

But every rebirth carries its price.

With their awakening, forces that should have remained forgotten stirred once more. Ancient entities—devourers of worlds, wandering fragments of primordial chaos—shuddered as the light of the origin returned to the physical plane. And thus began a conflict absent from any history book, for it unfolds in the fracture where reality dissolves and the spirit begins.

Many will think this is a story of gods.

Others will believe it to be fantasy.

But those who listen with their soul—not their ears—will understand that this tale is a warning:

the sacred that was thought dead is awake again,

and it comes to reclaim its place in eternity.

This work is a bridge.

A reminder.

An ancestral drum sounding once more in the darkness.

Because Taíno memory never died.

It was only waiting for someone brave enough to seek it.
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About the Author

I am The All, the supreme deity of this universe.

My intent in creation was simple:

a world of harmony and peace.

Yes... I know how it sounds.

Like every creature who speaks of harmony and peace

while living in destruction and boundless excess.

That contradiction...

that failure of creation...

was my first lesson.

Now listen carefully.

This is how it truly began.
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The Beginning
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Yope and Atabey had chosen to return to the cave —

the sacred Huácara Taína —

the same place where Yope had once mastered the deepest laws of spirit

and become a guardian of time itself.

They sat together in the heart of the cavern,

surrounded by the ancient Taíno spirits.

Silence filled the air, vast and reverent,

as though the stone itself was holding its breath.

Then, one of the spirits spoke —

his voice deep, ancient, resonant as thunder remembered.

“Before... long before existence itself,

there was only silence.

Silence within the absolute void.

But then... a fracture.

A disturbance in the stillness.

From that wound in nothingness,

possibility was born.”

From that event,

older than memory, older than light,

two consciousnesses emerged.

The first was a being of radiant light,

serene and thoughtful,

driven by logic and wisdom.

Her name was Lureya.

From the dark energy born in that same moment

came another being —

Velkhar,

impulsive and restless,

yet sharp in reason and infinite in desire.

Together they were Dýama,

the First Harmony —

the perfect equilibrium between light and shadow,

the power that could shape matter with will alone.

Their union — neither planned nor willed —

gave birth to a new race:

The Zeones.

Beings of living energy,

with the divine ability to bend and weave creation itself.

The first five were named:

Zetpo,

Auraya,

Dondreo,

Izqueltra,

and Cacaobet.

Eons passed.

Humanity rose, forgot, built, destroyed.

And all the while,

the Zeones lived among them, unseen,

walking between the visible and the eternal.

But Cacaobet...

he was not content.

To him, harmony was a prison.

Peace, a shackle forged by fear.

And one day —

with madness shining in his eyes and joy twisting his lips —

he whispered the forbidden word:

Disobedience.

And the universe trembled once more.

Because where there is disobedience,

there is creation.

And where there is creation...

there is chaos.

Thus began the dawn of a new order.

Thus was born The Race of the Origin.
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​The First Roar of Water
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Thus began the chaos.

Cacaobet, the first to utter the word “disobedience,”

did not merely break the balance—

he shattered it,

wearing a wide, sinister smile,

like one who has just discovered the pleasure of destruction.

Though he had no need to feed —

for none of the Zeones required sustenance —

Cacaobet decided that tasting the flesh of a lesser being

would be his act of rebellion.

A symbolic gesture.

A scream against order itself.

And so he did.

The water he once commanded turned into whip,

into spear,

into a needle that pierced human skin.

Entire villages vanished beneath tsunamis

crafted with almost artistic precision.

Rivers became prisons.

Lakes became mirrors,

reflecting the terror of those who were about to die.

Within him, pleasure was undeniable.

Cacaobet was not merely a rebellious Zeon —

he was an architect of pain,

disguised as a liberator.

“We are gods,” he said,

watching the seas devour coastal cities.

“And yet we are expected to protect

creatures who cannot even comprehend

the cosmic dust beneath their feet?”

He sought no approval.

He sought power.

And he knew that only by facing his brothers

could he obtain it.
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​Dondreo, the Flame That Would Not Die
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It was Dondreo who first stood against him.

The Guardian of Fire seldom spoke,

but when he did, his voice trembled like a volcano on the verge of eruption.

“What you’re doing... is an insult to the balance,”

he said one night, floating above a devastated shore.

Cacaobet watched him calmly.

The sea roared behind him, as if it already knew what was about to unfold.

“Balance?” —he laughed—.

“You, of all beings—you, who are fire—speak of balance?

Don’t you burn inside?

Don’t you, too, ache to break free?”

Dondreo did not answer with words.

He raised his hand,

and a column of fire rose from the bowels of the Earth.

But Cacaobet was ready.

With a subtle motion, the ocean bent to his will.

The evaporation was instant.

Then came a frozen wave.

Then—an icy spear.

The clash was violent, silent, and brief.

Dondreo fell.

His body, made of living flame, collapsed with a deafening roar.

And then Cacaobet did the unthinkable:

he tried to seize his core—

his essence—

his flame.

But fire...

fire refused.

The purest spark of Dondreo resisted.

The heart of his power began to beat on its own,

as if it possessed consciousness.

Before Cacaobet could close his hand around it,

the flame transformed.

A shape emerged—

a dragon of fire,

its eyes gold,

its body a serpentine storm of light.

With a roar that split the heavens,

it spiraled upward,

and in mid-flight,

it opened a vortex between dimensions.

Cacaobet reached for it—

but it was too late.

The dragon vanished,

traveling into the future...

...where it would merge with a child not yet born.
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​The Decision
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In her sanctuary dimension, Lureya awakened mid-meditation.

Her body glowed—soft, radiant, aware.

“Velkhar...” she whispered.

“It has happened.”

He appeared beside her—

a shadow surrounded by stars.

Silent. Still. Knowing.

“Our son has broken the harmony,” he said.

“We cannot destroy him.”

“No,” he agreed.

“But we can create something greater.

Not through power...

but through purpose.”

Lureya reached out her hand.

Velkhar took it.

“Let us create a being who holds the full Dýama—

but in human form,” she said.

“One who walks among them, who understands them.

One who is balance.”

They kissed—

and from their union emerged a living pulse of energy.

A radiant spark shot across the cosmos,

weaving through galaxies,

searching for a world ready to bear its weight.

It found Earth.

And there, the seed descended—

to be born as a human.
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​The Fusion
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On Earth, Carolina Lioren, who had married her partner Evelin Jonathan Concepción Duarte at the age of twenty-three, lived through a season of relative stability.

Their lives flowed between the ordinary and the intimate:

days of work, quiet nights, talks about the future, improvised dinners, shared laughter, familiar silences.

Their love wasn’t perfect—

but it was real.

They had chosen each other, despite the challenges, despite the subtle reshaping that coexistence demands.

Carolina often went to bed early, while Jonathan stayed up, reading or losing himself in his favorite music.

That night, like so many others, she fell asleep unaware that the entire universe was already moving around her.



From a dimension far beyond comprehension, a living energy emerged.

It wasn’t a mere light, nor an incandescent mass floating through the void.

It was a conscious pulse—a vibration with identity—

born from the union of Lureya and Velkhar.

Its nature was not destructive, but creative.

It carried no violence, only purpose.

It was the direct manifestation of the Dýama, the original harmony.

That energy traveled through the invisible plane, moving unwaveringly toward one point: Earth.

And when it arrived, it hovered in orbit—

suspended above the atmosphere, as if watching.

Then the impossible happened.

The sky blazed open.

The entire planet bathed in a living golden hue.

Time zones lost meaning.

Every human eye—open or closed, awake or dreaming—

saw the same sign.

Some rose from their beds without knowing why.

Others stopped mid-sentence, clutching at their chests.

There were tears without reason, trembling hands, sudden chills.

Children clung to their parents.

Elders looked upward and whispered,

“Something has come.”

It was an eternal instant.

Then, the energy contracted.

Its form folded inward, spun with precision,

and condensed into a small, nearly invisible sphere.

And it began to descend.

It pierced the atmosphere like a drop of eternity.

No trail. No sound. No shift in the wind.

It touched the ground.

And it moved—through streets, through houses, trees, and walls—

as if nothing could stop it.

Until it reached a humble neighborhood.

A quiet street.

A home without luxury, but full of love and shared dreams.

Inside, in a modest room, Carolina slept.

The bedsheet covered part of her body. Her face was calm.

Jonathan, in another room, had just drifted off,

an instrumental record spinning softly beside him.

The energy did not hesitate.

It hovered above Carolina’s abdomen—

and then, it fused with her.

No explosion.

No blinding light.

No visible change.

Yet the universe shifted in that single instant.

Within her womb, a new existence began to form.

A being conceived not by biology,

but by cosmic alignment.

A soul made of fire, water, earth, air, and spirit—

contained within human flesh.



Carolina did not awaken.

She only turned slightly onto her left side.

Her body accepted everything without resistance,

as if some deep part of her already knew.

From that moment on, her life would follow a path she could never have foreseen.

What grew inside her was not merely her child—

it was the seed of balance,

the answer to a rupture that had yet to unfold.

And from the depths of the spiritual realm,

the Taíno spirits within the Huácara remained silent,

knowing that the inevitable... had already begun.
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​Voices in the Silence
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The years passed with the same subtlety with which the energy had first arrived.

Carolina’s pregnancy unfolded without incident—

no nausea, no discomfort, no warning signs at any medical checkup.

It was as if her body knew exactly what to do,

as if her very biology had been instructed for this precise moment.

After nine months, Kaelor Concepción Lioren was born—

a clean, swift, perfectly natural birth.

His cry was brief.

His gaze... unsettling.

The doctors declared him a healthy child,

with exceptional muscle tone and a neurological response far beyond what they expected.

Jonathan held him for the first time, trembling with emotion.

Carolina couldn’t stop looking at him.

There was something in the child’s eyes—

something not of this world.
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​Childhood
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From a very young age, Kaelor showed an uncommon sensitivity.

At six months old, he reacted with absolute focus to the faintest sounds.

By eleven months, he spoke with unusual clarity.

At two years, he could name things no one had ever taught him.

“Mom, the tree’s house has blue energy,”

he once said, pointing toward an empty lot.

“What tree, son?”

“The one that isn’t there anymore.”

Carolina watched him in silence, trying not to give it too much importance.

Jonathan laughed, celebrating every word as if his son were a prodigy in the making.

But Carolina felt... something else.

A whisper deep within her intuition told her that Kaelor was not an ordinary child.

And at seven years old, the proof became undeniable.



The Voice

One night, Kaelor approached his parents’ bedroom without making a sound.

“Mom,” he whispered, “the voice came back.”

Carolina opened her eyes instantly.

“What voice, son?”

“The one that tells me to wake up.”

“Wake up? Are you dreaming?”

“No, Mommy... I hear it when I’m awake.

It says I must awaken my consciousness.

That I must remember.”

Jonathan, still lying in bed, raised an eyebrow.

“Since when have you been hearing that, son?”

“For a while now. But it’s louder lately.”

Carolina held him close, trying not to show the fear that was beginning to bloom inside her chest.

The next day, she took him to the doctor.



The Consultation

The child psychiatrist was a meticulous man, calm and direct in his speech.

He asked all the standard questions—and many more:

“When did the voices begin?”

“Does he hear them only at night?”

“What do they say?”

“How do you respond?”

“Does he have friends?”

“How is he doing at school?”

“Any family history of mental illness?”

“Has he shown signs of aggression?”

Carolina answered everything as honestly as she could.

The specialist nodded, scribbling notes, and finally said:

“I recommend an electroencephalogram.

I want to rule out temporal lobe epilepsy.

Sometimes voices are caused by that.”

Carolina just nodded.

They left the office in silence.

Back home, she sat by the window with a cup of tea,

watching her son play with a paper airplane.

His expression was calm—

but his eyes were fixed on something beyond the visible world.

And at that moment, she made her decision.

She would not allow the test.
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​The Choice
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Carolina trusted what she felt.

Her son was not sick.

He wasn’t possessed, nor confused, nor imagining things.

He was awakening.

Even if he didn’t yet understand what that meant.

So she devoted herself to caring for him—

watching closely,

paying attention to every change, every word, every silence.

Through the years, Kaelor grew in what seemed like perfect normality.

A good student. Polite. Gifted beyond his age.

But the voice...

it never stopped speaking to him.

And somewhere else—

in another corner of the world,

or perhaps another plane of the universe—

Cacaobet laughed.

His laughter rolled across the seas

as waves rose high above entire archipelagos.

The Voice, the Flame, and the Melting Ground

Ten years passed with the same quiet grace with which the energy had first arrived.

The pregnancy, the birth, the raising of her child... Carolina lived it all with a mixture of awe and restrained fear.

Kaelor grew with a mind far beyond his years —

an intellect sharpened by empathy,

and an innate ability to learn almost anything with effortless precision.

What for others was struggle, for him was intuition.

By the age of thirteen, he already stood out in every subject.

He was never arrogant, yet his thoughts always seemed three steps ahead of everyone else.

Carolina watched him, and deep within her heart she knew—

what was growing inside her son did not belong to this world.
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​The Call
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One afternoon, not long after Kaelor had finished his basic education, the landline phone rang.

Carolina was in the kitchen, washing dishes.

—Hello?

—Is this Mrs. Carolina Lioren?

—Yes, speaking.

—We’re calling from the Special Admissions Academic Committee of the Central University of Innovation and Science (UCIC).

It’s a pleasure to inform you that your son, Kaelor Concepción Lioren, has been selected as the absolute winner of one of our Spiritual-Scientific Excellence Scholarships.

Carolina blinked.

—I’m sorry... what?

—We know this may sound sudden, but your son was nominated by an anonymous source.

His academic results, along with certain exceptional ability metrics, were reviewed by our international committee.

The scholarship covers full tuition, materials, housing, transportation, and a monthly living stipend—

all funded by the private organization Grupo Zet.

Silence filled the line.

Carolina could barely process what she was hearing.

—Grupo... what?

—Grupo Zet, ma’am. A private trust that supports singular talents.
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