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​Prologue
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Angel, levitating as fast as he could, saw the portal in space closing. He couldn’t get there in time. He cursed. He knew he was going to lose Michael.

Michael? he called telepathically.

There was no answer. The telepathic connection was too weak.

He thought about which of his powers he could summon to save Michael, but there was nothing he could think of. As he levitated faster, he knew it was inevitable—the portal was closing. He cursed again. And in mere seconds, the portal vanished before his eyes. He had not even made it out into space when it had closed.

He kept levitating though, hoping that his eyes had deceived him. When he pushed through the atmosphere and into space, he still couldn’t see any sign of the portal. He levitated to where he had last seen it. He could sense nothing. It was gone.

Michael? he called yet again.

He couldn’t feel the telepathic connection. Angel felt a tug in his heart. His heart was aching. His only soul child was gone—Michael, who was only twelve years old. Who had taken his boy? What did they want with him? He turned and looked down at the planet. He suddenly regretted coming to this place. He had just wanted to help the people of the planet, seeing that they were friendly and humble people. But those newcomers had shown up. Those newcomers were dark in complexion and taller than the natives. Angel had never seen people like those newcomers in his life before, but somehow, he knew that from the moment he saw them, he couldn’t trust them.

He contemplated going back down to the planet to face those newcomers. They had shown up in the village only less than an hour ago. But Angel knew he had to be cautious. He wasn’t sure what powers they possessed, and if they were connected to the ones that had taken Michael, he knew he was dealing with a powerful race. They had taken Michael from right under his nose and already taken over the village he was working in. He remembered how the villagers had not even put up a fight.

Angel headed back down to the planet. He hoped the newcomers wouldn’t sense his presence. He had set up a base camp deep in the woods, a few miles from the village. He suddenly remembered leaving the base camp to head back to the village when Michael had telepathically called him and told him that there were strange people in the village. If he had been in the village, he wouldn’t have lost him. He hated being regretful now and knew it would play over and over in his mind until he was with Michael again.

Angel sighed as he continued toward the base camp. He could sense his men there and was glad that the newcomers had not gone in that direction. When he reached the camp, one of the five men there met him outside the camp.

“Angel, we have a problem,” the man said.

“I think I know what you’re talking about, Baron,” Angel replied.

The man narrowed his eyes at Angel. He could tell something was wrong, and that that something had upset Angel greatly. Baron wondered what it could be.

“Why are you back here?” Baron asked. “Weren’t you going back to the village? Where is Michael?”

Angel couldn’t bring himself to explain to Baron what had happened. But he knew he had to. Baron would only push until he got an answer. Baron was the head of his security team here on the planet Mitron. He had told his men to stay back while he had investigated the village. They had only been on the planet for a week, and during that time, Angel had realized that the inhabitants were very friendly people. That’s the reason he took Michael with him on his second visit to the village.

Michael had loved the villagers so much that he had asked his father if he could stay there until they were done with their work. Angel had taken the chance. But now, as Angel thought about it, he regretted everything. It all came down to him losing his only soul child.

When Baron saw that Angel had not answered him, he asked again, “Angel, what’s going on? Where is Michael?”

Angel’s eyes focused on Baron’s. “He’s gone. I know you were going to tell me about the newcomers. The natives think they’re from this world. I don’t think they are. They look like the inhabitants here, and they try to blend in, but they fooled the villagers into thinking they were of this planet.”

“What are you saying, Angel?” Baron asked.

“I could sense these things about them,” Angel said.

“What things?” Baron asked.

“They’re alien to this planet,” Angel said. “They projected themselves as friendly to the natives here because they knew the people here were friendly.” Angel paused. “Even if those aliens had shown hostility, the natives still wouldn’t have attacked them. Right now, they are afraid. I don’t want to go back there yet. I don’t know what to do.”

“But you said Michael was gone,” Baron said. “Where is Michael?”

“The aliens took him,” Angel answered.

He wanted to continue but waited for Baron to reply first.

Baron’s eyes widened. “They took him. How?”

Angel swallowed a lump that formed in his throat. “I was heading back to the village. Before I got there, the aliens showed up. They were friendly to the villagers. I didn’t know what was happening. I had sensed no danger then.” Angel paused for a while as he remembered. “Michael spoke to me telepathically when they had shown up. He knew I had warned him many times to be careful around people. So, he wanted to tell me about them. When I investigated those aliens telepathically, I realized that they were up to no good. I told Michael to hide. And he did. But I was too far away, and those aliens were rounding up the people in the village.

“I told Michael to fly to me. He was afraid. I told him I couldn’t be there in time, and I wanted him to meet me halfway. I told him no one would catch him in the air. But I was wrong. While he was flying, an invisible force took him up in the air. That invisible force took him straight into space, and a portal opened. Michael was taken inside the portal. I tried to get there, but the portal closed before I could.”

Baron rubbed his forehead. “Angel, do you have any idea where they have taken him?”

Angel shook his head. “I can’t sense him, and the telepathic connection to him is gone. He’s too far away.”

Baron felt sick to his stomach on hearing this. “Why would they do that? Why would they take a young boy?”

Tears welled in Angel’s eyes. “Baron, I tried to pull him back to me when he was in space. But the force was stronger.”

“What are you saying?” Baron asked.

“Whoever took Michael could be stronger than me,” Angel answered. He lowered his head as he thought about that. “I'm not sure. I didn’t see who it was that took him. We have to investigate those aliens that are in the village, but I don’t want to take that risk yet. I don’t know what’s going on, and I don’t know what to do. I want my soul child back, but I don’t want to be careless either.”

“Do those aliens know we’re here?” Baron asked.

Angel shook his head. “I read their minds, the ones still at the village, and they don’t know anything about us.”

Baron found it hard to believe all that he had just heard. They had never suspected that another race would show up. It meant that other race had bypassed their surveillance. He couldn’t understand how that could happen. Was their computer faulty? He doubted that was the case.

“I should have been more careful with Michael,” Angel said. “It’s all my fault.”
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​Chapter One
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A Thousand Years Later

Ashlar looked at the dead world around him. Fire raged in the buildings and homes. He had destroyed everything that had existed in the world after destroying his god. He knew there were a few survivors hiding out there though. They were trying to avoid his wrath, but he swore he would find them all and kill them. He wasn't going to spare anyone. He was angry and bitter. He didn't fear the survivors though. No one was more powerful than him. His god had created him the most powerful weapon, thinking he would become the most powerful being in the universe. But Ashlar didn't want to become anyone's slave. He didn't want to do anyone's bidding. And so, he had destroyed everything he knew.

He extended his wings and took to the skies. He was heading to the forest. He didn't know what else to do. Rage tore at his soul, and he needed to calm down. He flew far into the woods, and after many hours, he landed in a clearing. The grass wasn't high here. It was just two feet in height. Ashlar himself towered over eight feet tall. He looked around. It would be night soon. The air was cool, which somewhat eased his rage. His powers still ran through his body in violent waves though. He had fought hard, destroying his god and everything around him.

Ashlar took a deep breath. The fire in him wasn't subsiding, and he knew why. It was because of what was inside. He was created as a hybrid, and one of the species inside was of fire. That part was of the sun. They had made that part more dominant than the other parts in him, and that part relied on the other parts to make it even stronger. But Ashlar felt that fire was the part that made him lose his calm exterior. That fire wanted to get rid of everything in its path. Nothing could come close to it, just like nothing could come close to the sun.

Ashlar believed that his god had made a very terrible mistake in creating him. So, he had destroyed his maker. Ashlar just couldn't fit in with the people of the planet. He hated his god for creating him. He hated that fire part in him. Ashlar screamed out, his voice filling the forests. The animals heard him scream and scampered away. Even the birds flew to a safer location. It's like they knew Ashlar would destroy them too.

Then, Ashlar thought about something. There was no god above him, and there was no one to tell him what to do now. He wanted to get rid of that sun part within him. He didn't want it anymore. It was tearing him apart and making him destroy things. Ashlar wanted peace but couldn't find it. He couldn't calm his mind. He summoned that energy from within—the energy of the sun. He was going to rip that part out of him.

Ashlar pulled on that light energy from within. It took him a few minutes to get it all out. He formed it into a ball outside his body. It glowed a bright red, and in the middle of it, yellow. Ashlar squinted his eyes as he looked closer. He felt somewhat calm after pulling out all that energy. He took a deep breath. He told himself he would destroy that energy, so he wouldn't feel all that raging fire anymore. Ashlar stared at the center of the ball, and then he saw it. There was a being inside there, a very small living organism. Ashlar couldn't believe his eyes.

He thought for sure he had pulled out only energy, and that he had extracted everything from the sun, but that came out too. He had no idea what his god had done to create him, but just looking at the tiny being, Ashlar realized that there were probably more tiny beings inside him from the other species he was mixed with.

Ashlar sighed. He lay back on the grass and looked at the sky. Night would fall soon. He let his eyes close, and in little time, he fell asleep. Ashlar slept for hours. All the days he had missed sleeping piled up upon him as he lay there on the grass. When Ashlar awoke, he could see that it was well into the night. He had no idea how long he had slept for. He looked at the sparkling stars in the night sky. And then he remembered the sun's energy. Where was it? Ashlar bolted upright into a sitting position.

He saw the energy ball a few feet away, hovering three feet off the ground. It was still glowing red and yellow. Ashlar began to wonder what would happen to it if he left it alone. Would it die? Could it sustain itself? He got off the ground and walked toward it. He was suddenly tempted to destroy it, but he couldn't. He had no idea what it was, and since it wasn't a threat to him, he left it alone. He began to walk away. And as he did so, he began to wonder what he was going to do with his life now. He felt depressed that his life had no meaning now. He was alone, and Ashlar didn't want to be alone.

As he walked, he felt a pull. He turned around. That energy ball was a part of him. Why was it pulling him back to it? He cursed. It was of the sun. He imagined that it was just drawing others close to it, never wanting to be alone but, at the same time, never really wanting to get close to anyone either. Ashlar took the energy ball in his hand and carried it with him. He searched the forest for a home. He sent out his energy to find a house that was nearby. He hoped no one was living in the forest for their sake. He would destroy again if that was the case. He could sense a small house not far away, nearly a mile away. Ashlar began walking in that direction.

As he walked, he contemplated flying to get there faster, but he was in no hurry. Nothing could stop him now. There was no one to take orders from. Ashlar had all the freedom he wanted now. He stared at the energy ball in his hand. What was he going to do with it? He told himself he would eventually put an end to it. But a part of him was curious about it—that life form inside of it. Would it grow? Would it die?

When Ashlar reached the house, he could tell it was vacant. It was still in good condition though, only having been abandoned for about a month now. He could sense that about the house. He wondered why the people had left but reckoned they did so because of him. A lot of people had abandoned their homes to seek shelter in caves and underground facilities when he had started to destroy the world by fire.

When he entered the house, he was glad to see that it was still clean and had not been burglarized for valuable items. He locked the door behind him, knowing that he couldn't care less about being safe. He had yet to meet someone who was more powerful than him. He looked around. Though it was dark, he could clearly see what was inside. The glowing ball in his hand also illuminated the dark living room he was in. Ashlar headed up the staircase on the right. He sent out his energy to make sure he was alone. He could feel no one nearby. When he got to the second floor, he found himself in a rather large living room. There were three windows at the front. There weren't any curtains there, and Ashlar could see outside.

He sighed. The house was beautiful. He asked himself why he came here. He wanted a place to rest. That was his answer for now. He saw a corridor at the back of the living room and entered it. There were bedrooms on both sides. Ashlar walked to the last bedroom on the left and entered. Then he walked over to the bed and sat down. Looking at the bedroom door, Ashlar began to feel alone. He drew his energy and sent it to the door. It closed. He sighed deeply and leaned back on the bed, staring at the energy ball in his hand.

“What am I going to do with you?” Ashlar asked. “You were the one that was driving me crazy, making me want to fight and destroy. You were so dominant in me. You. You're so tiny now. Are you going to grow into a person? What are you going to look like? Are you going to remain like this forever?”

Ashlar couldn't believe he was talking to the being in the energy ball. He wondered if it was able to hear him and understand him. Would it speak telepathically to him? Ashlar grunted. He put the energy ball next to him on the bed. As he did so, it elevated itself off the mattress. Ashlar found it strange. He put his hand under the ball. It didn't move. He lowered his hand to the mattress. The energy ball came down with his hand too. He let the energy ball go. Again, the energy ball elevated itself.

Ashlar shook his head. “You don't want me to put you down on the mattress? What if I put you down on the floor?”

Ashlar lifted the ball again and put it down on the floor. The second he released it, it elevated itself. Ashlar took the ball back in his hand and put it back on the other side of the bed. He didn't know what he was going to do with it and reckoned he should keep it safe until he figured out what to do. If anyone entered the bedroom, they would have to go through him to get to the energy ball. As Ashlar thought about the trouble that might come his way, he wondered if the energy ball could defend itself. He was tempted to send it a small attack but decided not to. He didn’t want to hurt it, not when it was still harmless to him.

Ashlar let his eyes close, and he fell asleep. He was tired. He had used a lot of his energy when he had destroyed the world. This time, Ashlar slept for days. When he woke up, it was daylight, and as he remembered the energy ball, he turned sheepishly on his right side. Ashlar's eyes widened. Instead of seeing the energy ball there, he saw a huge white egg resting on the bed next to him. The egg was nearly a foot wide.

“What the fuck!” Ashlar couldn't believe what he was seeing. “An egg? Are you going to be born a bird?” Then Ashlar thought about dinosaurs. He sighed.

He turned away from it and sat up, throwing his legs over the bed. Again, he was tempted to destroy that sun's energy. He had no idea what he had let out or what repercussions he would have to face if he let it live. After a moment, he sighed. The energy still wasn't hurting him. He decided to wait some more. He was still curious about it. It was the first time in his existence that he had seen something like this.

Ashlar turned back to look at the egg. “Let's just hope you don't turn into a dinosaur, because if you do, I'll finish you off in one go. There won't be any hesitating then.”
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​Chapter Two
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Nine Months Later

Ashlar was heading home after searching for survivors for nearly six hours. He had found one, an old man, who had been hiding in a basement of a large building in one of the faraway towns. The man had been weak, having not eaten for days. He had been scavenging for food when Ashlar had found him. Ashlar wondered what the man had eaten to stay alive. He imagined he had eaten rats and other vermin to sustain himself. When Ashlar had killed the man, he believed he had done the right thing. The man would soon join the others of the sun in the afterworld. 

As Ashlar neared his home in the woods, he heard a sound. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. It was a baby's cry.

Ashlar quickly ran to the front door and up the stairs. As he ran through the corridor, heading for the last room, he panicked. He wondered what he would find. Had the egg hatched? Judging from the sound he was hearing, it was most likely that it did hatch. When Ashlar neared his room, he slowed down and came to a complete stop by the doorway. He looked into the room, being careful, ready to attack anything that might come his way. Then, he saw it. There was a baby on the bed, lying among broken shell pieces. Ashlar entered the room.

When did the egg hatch? he asked himself. The baby was on the side of the bed where the broken shell pieces were. Thanks to the universe that it did not move, or it might have fallen off the bed and hurt itself. He walked closer. The baby continued crying. The cries made Ashlar feel uncomfortable. When he looked at the baby, it looked like a child of the sun. It had blond hair, blue eyes, and pale skin. The skin also glowed like that of the sun. Ashlar wondered if he should pick up the baby. All the children of the sun were born male. There weren't any females in their race.

He smiled and shook his head. At least he knew now that the sun's energy he had extracted out of himself wasn't dangerous to him. But now he wondered, what was he going to do with a baby? Ashlar couldn't destroy a baby. And he found the birth strange. He scrunched his brow as he reached for the child and held it in his arms.

By instinct, Ashlar began to shake the baby gently. “Hey there. What am I going to do with you?” He sighed. “Will you please be quiet? I don't like to hear crying of this kind. It's too loud. Only the universe knows what you'll bring to us here. So, be quiet, baby.”

The baby quieted down somewhat as if it understood Ashlar, although it was still crying. 

Ashlar walked out into the corridor and then into the living room. He walked over to the windows and looked out. He couldn't see any danger or sense any danger. He wasn't sure what dangerous animals the baby's cries might lure their way. But then, he wondered, how long had the baby been crying for? Ashlar had never left the house locked. He knew there wasn't anyone for miles. They were safe from the sun survivors in the world. But they weren't safe from the wild animals. Ashlar didn't destroy the animals unless they just happened to be in his path.

He opened a window. A slight breeze blew against them. The baby completely quieted down now. Ashlar watched the child look up into his face. He realized that he had not even looked at the sex of the baby. He looked down at the naked baby in his arms and could see that it was a boy, just like the other sun children. Ashlar shook his head and smiled again. He had wanted to destroy them all, and here he was, having brought a new sun child into the world. Ashlar still didn't know what to do with it. He wondered again if he should destroy it. It was harmless. As he stood there by the window, holding the baby in his arms, he realized he didn't want to end the child’s life.

Ashlar was alone and needed company. He looked at the sky. It would be night soon. The sun was setting. As he stood there, the place soon darkened. Ashlar turned and looked at the house. Could he raise a child in this place? He thought about a future with the baby. He surely didn't want to have any regrets. He didn't want to have to destroy the sun child when it grew older. He hoped it would stay loyal to him for eternity, but as Ashlar thought about that, he doubted such a thing was possible. He began to feel hate for the baby now. He knew the best thing to do was to destroy the sun child before he became attached to it.

But Ashlar's temper soon subsided. He knew that never in his life had he gotten close to another person. He only cared about himself. Looking down at the baby in his arms, he told himself he would let it live, and if it gave him trouble when it grew older, he would destroy it then. Ashlar imagined he could get this boy to do what he wanted. That meant he would have company in this dead world. It was a plan. He knew it was possible that things would be good for the two of them for the first few years. A child wouldn't give much trouble. When he was a teenager or adult, Ashlar knew that was when he might run into issues.

“Well, I guess you're stuck with me for now,” he said to the baby.

Ashlar chuckled. He couldn't believe he was talking to a baby. He suddenly wished the baby could talk back to him. Ashlar had patience though. He knew the baby would grow up quickly before his eyes. Time flew by when you could live for eternity. A day, a month, or a year meant nothing to an immortal. Ashlar had lived for so many years that he wondered if he could even be destroyed. He never aged too. He looked like a forty-year-old man. Although he was many centuries old, his body never seemed to age beyond forty. He still had his long black hair and a good physique. Wrinkles never showed up on his skin either. He was glad that time meant nothing to him. But now, all that time was making him feel alone. Knowing that he had destroyed all civilizations in the world, he hoped that the baby would serve him well.

“What should I name you?” Ashlar asked.

There were so many names that came to his mind, but the one that stood out the most was Michael. He wondered if he should name the child Michael. Again, he didn't want to have any regrets later on about the baby. Ashlar wondered if he would feel comfortable calling the baby Michael. He shook his head, realizing how important this was for him.

Looking at the child, he asked, “Do you like the name Michael? Should I name you that? Hmm, Michael?”

Ashlar had said the name more than once to see if he would feel comfortable calling the baby that. For him, it felt comfortable.

He smiled. “I guess I'll be calling you Michael from now on. So, that's your new name. Michael, it is.”

Ashlar looked outside again. The baby was still quiet in his arms. He knew he should feed the baby, but he had no idea what or how he would feed it. He had never raised a child before. He thought about getting some milk and fast. If the baby got hungry, it would start crying again. For now, he was just staring back at Ashlar. As Ashlar watched the boy, he wondered if he would grow up thinking that he was his father. Ashlar knew he was not ready to be anyone’s father. He only wanted a companion. Ashlar believed that was the best direction to go for now. When Michael grew up, he could tell Michael then that they were just close friends.

Clearing his head, he tried to focus on the baby milk. There were a few towns still intact that might have a baby store. Even the groceries that weren't demolished might have baby milk. Ashlar decided he would go to the nearest town to see what he could get there. He took off his coat and wrapped the boy in it. Then, he headed down the stairs and out of the house. When he made it outside, he closed the door. He told himself he would have to get a lock for that door. He had to be careful now that he had Michael. 

Ashlar spread his wings and took to the skies. He began to head in an easterly direction, heading for the nearest town. That town wasn't demolished, but he knew it was vacant. He had sensed no one hiding there the few times that he had visited the place.

In less than half an hour, he made it to the town. Michael was quiet the entire time. When he landed, he looked down into Michael’s face to make sure he was all right. Michael's blue eyes were staring back at him. Ashlar wondered if the child was hungry, but he doubted the boy was. He was still quiet. 

Ashlar shook his head, feeling awkward that he was worried so much about a sun child. He sighed, knowing that he was getting attached to Michael. Holding the child closer to him, he began to make his way to the grocery store. 

There wasn't any power in this town or the other nearby towns. But Ashlar had yet to check all the nearby towns to make sure they were completely vacant of survivors. He was in no hurry though to check. For the first time in his life, he had found peace, and he wanted to enjoy that peace for a while. 

When he reached the grocery store, he pushed the sliding glass door and entered. At once, he began walking from aisle to aisle, looking for baby milk. When he found the milk, he took up three tins. He also noticed that there were baby bottles on one of the shelves. He took up three baby bottles. He figured that was enough for now. So, he made his way to the front of the grocery store where he picked up a grocery bag to put the items into.

He sighed and shook his head, feeling awkward again. Looking at Michael in his arms, he noticed how beautiful the child was. His golden hair was shiny and with a few curls.

“You're a pretty baby,” Ashlar said. “Don't make me regret keeping you alive. I really need your company here. I don't wish to be alone.”

Ashlar hoped again the baby could talk to him. Smiling at his foolish thinking, he walked out of the grocery store, and then made his way to the baby store. It was just a few blocks down. 

When Ashlar got there, the first thing he did was pick up a baby bag. Then, he started filling it with baby items such as clothes, a few toys, diapers, and wipes. He noticed the big bag still had room in it, so he added the bag of grocery items to it. He was glad to know that he just had one big bag to carry back home now. He would be able to manage holding one bag while holding Michael too. 

Since Ashlar didn't want to waste any more time because it was night, he got out of the store. He made sure to push the sliding glass door back in place. Then, he took to the skies and began to fly home.

When Ashlar made it back to the house, the first thing he did was make a bottle of milk for Michael. He then headed up the stairs and to the bedroom to feed Michael. As he sat down on the bed, he felt a drop of milk to see if it was hot. It was warm. Hoping it was the right temperature, he brought the bottle to Michael's lips. At once, Michael started sucking.
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​Chapter Three
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Thirteen Years Later

Ashlar leaned back on his bed, looking at the sleeping child next to him. He couldn't believe he had brought a sun child into the world and kept him alive. He began to wonder again if he had made a mistake by letting the child live. There was no going back now—Michael was thirteen years old. Ashlar had spent a long thirteen years living with the boy in the apocalyptic world. Ashlar was all Michael knew. The child had never seen another being in all his life.

As Ashlar stared at the blond strands of hair falling onto Michael's pale face, he began to feel sleepy. Michael’s blond hair was the most dominant feature in him, which meant he was of the sun. His eyes were also a bright blue color. If any of the survivors of the apocalyptic world saw Michael, they would know he was one of their kind. They were all of the sun before Ashlar had destroyed them all.

Ashlar took a deep breath as memories of what he did to the planet came back to him. He didn't want to think about those memories. They would only keep him up for hours. He wanted to rest. He was about to slip down on the bed, cuddle the child in his arms, and go to sleep when he heard Michael crying softly. He knew Michael was having another one of his nightmares. Ashlar sighed deeply. Reaching for the boy next to him, he pulled him up onto his lap, holding him in a safe embrace.

“Michael?” he called softly.

Michael was still asleep and crying.

“Michael, wake up,” Ashlar said now.

Michael's eyes were still closed.

Ashlar shook the boy gently and spoke louder, “Michael!”

Still, Michael’s eyes were closed.

Ashlar shook him harder and shouted, “Michael, dammit! Wake up!”

Michael's eyes bolted open. When he saw Ashlar, it took him a few seconds to register that he was awake. He then quickly latched onto Ashlar, throwing his arms around his neck.

Ashlar hugged him. He could tell Michael was still afraid of whatever had haunted him in his dream. After some time, he pushed Michael gently back and looked into his eyes.

“You were dreaming,” he soothed.

Michael narrowed his eyes at him. He tried to get closer to Ashlar, but Ashlar held him back. “Ashlar, I'm still scared.”

Ashlar's face softened, and he pulled the boy back into his arms. He could wait for the details of the dream. Michael was always like this. He would need some time before telling Ashlar about one of his nightmares. Ashlar just didn't have it in him to pry out the details until Michael was ready. 

Ashlar leaned back on the bed as he waited for Michael to calm down. He figured it was going to be a long night. From the tears he saw in Michael's eyes, he knew that whatever Michael saw in his dream, it was enough to keep him scared for hours.

An hour went by in silence, and Michael was still awake. The boy was still clinging to him too. Ashlar pushed himself gently down on the bed, holding Michael in his arms. He was tired and was likely to fall asleep soon, but he didn't want to, not until he was sure Michael was okay. He pulled the blanket over their bodies using his telekinetic energy since he had not wanted to release his hold on Michael. He knew if he let Michael go, that would only upset him.

Ashlar turned on his side. The boy's face was tucked into his chest, no doubt hiding from the world outside. This was Michael's comfort—Ashlar's chest. Another three hours passed by in silence, and Michael was still awake. Ashlar began to wonder if he was calm now.

“Michael?” he whispered in the dark.

Michael didn't answer.

“Talk to me. Try to talk to me now. Please,” Ashlar begged.

“I saw the beast again,” Michael answered.

“The pale beast with no hair and the huge eyes?” Ashlar asked.

“Yes,” Michael answered.

“What did it do this time?” Ashlar asked.

Michael moaned. He didn't want to talk about it anymore.

“All right. You don't have to talk about it now. I'll wait,” Ashlar soothed. “Do you think you can go back to sleep?”

Michael shook his head.

“Come on, it's all right,” Ashlar soothed. “It can't get you. You're with me, and I’m not going to let anything hurt you.”

Michael lifted his head and looked into Ashlar's face in the dark. He believed him. He nodded and buried his face in Ashlar's chest again.

“I'll try to go back to sleep,” Michael muttered. “Just promise not to let me go.”

Ashlar smiled. “I promise.”

Michael didn't say anything after that. He tried to fall asleep again. He was scared, but he reminded himself that he was in Ashlar's arms. Ashlar was strong. He knew nothing could hurt him once he was with Ashlar. Ashlar had protected him many times in the past from the wild beasts that roamed the forest. As he thought about the beasts of the forest, he began to wonder if the beast in his dreams was real. Was it lurking out there in the forest, waiting for him to be alone, so it could attack? Was it watching his home to see when Ashlar left him alone?

Tears filled his eyes again, and he cried softly. “Ashlar....”

Ashlar knew from the tone of Michael's voice that he was scared again. “Baby, it's okay. I'm right here.”

He pulled Michael closer.

“Why do I dream of that beast?” Michael asked.

Ashlar didn’t know and shook his head. He didn't want to talk about the reasons why. He had no idea why Michael was plagued by these dreams.

“Ashlar?”

“Baby, I don't know,” Ashlar answered.

“Is the beast real?” Michael questioned. “Is it out there waiting for me?”

Ashlar's eyes widened as he thought about Michael's question.

He took a deep breath before answering. “I don't think it's real. Dreams are not real.”

Michael thought about Ashlar's answer. He was right. He had a few dreams in the past, and none of them came true. He began to wonder what dreams were made of now. Was there a reason for them? He believed he was too young to understand. Everything he knew in his thirteen years of life was what Ashlar had taught him. 

As he thought about that, he began to wonder if Ashlar was always telling him the truth. He knew exactly what the word lie meant. He had lied many times in the past to Ashlar when he was caught doing something he shouldn't be doing. One of those times was when he went venturing outside when Ashlar had strictly told him he should not when he wasn’t home. When Ashlar had returned that day, the man had somehow known that he had gone outside.

When Ashlar had asked him if he had, Michael had lied. Ashlar had caught onto the lie very quickly.

Michael had not asked Ashlar how he had known. He knew Ashlar possessed many unique abilities. One thing that bothered him was the fact that Ashlar didn't look like Michael.

When Michael had questioned him about their appearance, Ashlar had told him they weren't of the same species. He had told him that Michael was of the sun, whereas he was of the dark.

“Ashlar, why do we dream?” Michael asked.

Ashlar thought long and hard about Michael's question. He didn't want to upset the child more than he already was. He had to be careful with his words. Michael still seemed traumatized by whatever had happened in his nightmare.

Ashlar wanted to know about the details of the dream, but he had to be patient. Michael was all he knew now. Michael was the only person that meant something to him in the entire universe. He had grown close to the boy in the last thirteen years. He wasn't planning to, but it happened anyhow. And now, he couldn't do anything about it. He would never give up Michael.

“We dream for all sorts of reasons, Michael,” Ashlar finally answered.

“Like what?” Michael was curious.

“We dream when our conscience is trying to tell us something,” Ashlar said. “Sometimes, it can be a premonition of things to come, sometimes, it can be an experience to heal, and sometimes, it can just be random stuff we're dreaming about.”

“So, there's a reason why I keep seeing this beast in my dream then?” Michael asked. “What could be the reason?”

Ashlar looked into the boy's eyes. He smiled warmly at Michael. He didn't want to lie to him, but he didn't want to add more fear to him either. If Michael was having reoccurring dreams, then it meant only one thing—it was a premonition to come.

“Ashlar?” Michael whispered to get his attention.

Ashlar nodded. “I heard you. I don't know, but it could be a warning.”

Michael's eyes widened. “So, the beast is real?”

Ashlar shook his head. “No, I don't think there's a beast with the same physical appearance as the one in your dreams out there. It may be similar in some other way. Michael, I don't want you to get more scared, okay? But I believe that if it's pursuing you in your dreams, then it’s likely something out there is going to come after you one day.”

“Why would it come after me?” Michael wanted to know.

Ashlar thinned his lips. “I don't know. If I knew what it was, I would go after that thing right now and destroy it before it ever got a chance to hurt you.” He paused. “But you don't need to worry, all right? I'm not going to let that thing take you away from me.”

Michael reached forward, gripping Ashlar's shirt tightly. He buried his face back into the comfort of Ashlar's chest. Ashlar held him in place. Michael tried to settle down again. He wanted to cry but held back the tears this time. He hated having nightmares of that hairless monster for days on end. He had been having those nightmares for almost a year now.

Ashlar was right—there had to be more to it. It made Michael's heart quiver. Ashlar was all he knew in this dead world. Ashlar looked like a beast, but Michael trusted him. Michael didn't think he would ever get close to another person like he was with Ashlar.

Ashlar stared at Michael in the darkness. After a moment, Michael fell asleep. Ashlar ran his fingers through Michael's blond hair, careful with his pointed claws so as not to hurt the boy. His claws were very sharp and could cut the soft skin on Michael’s body. As he looked at Michael's form, he began to wonder again if he had done the right thing. Those of the sun were considered very beautiful, and Michael's beauty was beyond flawless.

Michael was all his. He had never explained to him the story of his birth, but he figured one day he would have to do so. Michael knew nothing about family or where babies came from. If Michael met anyone in time, Ashlar knew Michael would start asking questions. Michael wasn't his son, but he considered Michael a part of him. Ashlar had no intention of letting the baby live when it had come into the world but now, there was no way he could destroy it.

All Ashlar had for Michael was pure love, and that love was unconditional. He could never part with the child. Life had been set in motion, and there was no turning back now. He had gone down a one-way road by not destroying Michael from the start. All that was left was his responsibility for Michael. Ashlar smiled as he thought about it. In the old days, when the planet was still flourishing with life, he had never once imagined that he would care for another being like he was caring now for Michael.
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​Chapter Four

[image: ]




When Michael awoke the next morning, he realized he was still lying in Ashlar's arms. He lifted his head to see Ashlar's eyes open. Ashlar was staring back at him. He noticed a serious expression on Ashlar’s face. Michael could only guess what that expression meant. Ashlar probably wanted to know about the nightmare he had had last night. Michael looked down to avoid a confrontation, not wanting to talk about it just yet. He had to get his thoughts together. He was hoping Ashlar wouldn't ask him anything, but his hopes were soon dashed.

“Michael, are you ready to tell me what happened last night?” Ashlar asked.

Michael nodded though he didn’t look at Ashlar. He recalled the events of his dream. They were still crystal clear in his mind. It was so real. There were times when Michael was in the dream world, he couldn't tell whether he was asleep or waking. As he remembered parts of the dream, he began to feel fear again. Michael reminded himself he was safe. Although he felt fear, he was ready to tell Ashlar what had happened.

“I was in a house,” Michael began. “I woke up on a bed and realized that I was naked. I don't know whose house it was though. It was white and made of concrete, like the ones you showed me in the town. I headed out of the bedroom. There was a staircase, so I went down the stairs halfway. There was a living room down below. I thought I would see people in the living room area, but there was no one there, and the front door was open. I thought about going outside.”

“Take your time. I want to know everything,” Ashlar cut in.

“Okay,” Michael answered. He took a breath as he tried to slow down. “I continued down the steps and then walked to the front door. When I looked out, there was no one outside too. I turned back to look at the house, and when I looked back at the stairs, there was that hairless beast there. It was standing halfway down the steps... It was just standing there.” 

Ashlar didn't stop Michael. He knew Michael was nervous as he spoke about the beast.

“I didn't know what to do, so I ran out of the house,” Michael continued. “When I made it to the front gates, I opened them and ran out into the road. There was no one on the street. I didn't know where the people were. I ran left because there was a huge building on the right. I figured left would be the best way to go. When I ran that way, I came to an intersection. The beast was on the street on the left. I kept running forward. But as I ran, the beast just showed up in front of me, nearly a hundred feet away.”

Ashlar sighed. “Go on, tell me more.”

“I turned to head back in the direction of the house. I was thinking that I might have to go back there and hide. But when I looked that way, the beast was there too.” Michael sighed. “The beast kept showing up everywhere I wanted to go. I darted into a field on the left and ran until I came to another road on that side. The beast didn’t show up there.

“So, I turned left and ran, then took another left and ran. When I came to the end of that street, I turned right. I kept running, but then a lot of men began to come out of the surrounding buildings and houses. They came onto the street. There were so many of them—maybe about a hundred of them. I stopped.”

Michael paused.

“Why did you stop?” Ashlar asked.

“I was naked,” Michael answered. “I thought they would hurt me because I was naked.”

“You thought they would rape you?” Ashlar asked.
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