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Dedication

			This book is first dedicated to me, Linwood Jackson Jr., albeit the 2011 version of my self.

			Young man, nine years have passed since we first began writing this series. Since then, I have, both inwardly and philosophically, changed as a human being, but this change would never have occurred if not for you.

			Azazel is your creation. Azazel is your prophecy. I have published this book in honor of you, my past self, not simply because you are the author, but because I am thankful for your imagination, for your inspiration, for your empathy, for your wisdom, for your concern about us, and for the memory of you continuing to embolden me, each and every day, to reach my highest personal and devotional potential.

			I publish this book to say that, with all that I have within me, I love you. Live on, in this series, for ever.

			 

			This book is secondly dedicated to my best of friends, and to Azazel’s number one fan, Bryan Sisson.

			Bryan, your hardcore love for Azazel has inspired me to publish this book. As this book, in the very beginning, passed through various stages of development, you were there, binder and all, to give ideas and corrections to the book’s direction.

			I dedicate this book to you because you, more than me, have supported its publishing, seeing absolute and unadulterated treasure within every page. Thank you for your passion, for your support, for your advice, and for your friendship.





Introduction

			The time came for the Eternal Sovereign to create a new Dimension and to dedicate it to thinking and feeling beings. He planned to create a realm, an open void of invisible elements, and to create Creators for doing whatsoever they would with the void and with the invisible elements. Their task would be to create two Universes; one they would call Heaven, and the other they would call the Underuniverse; and to create other thinking and feeling beings able to create other realms supporting life within the Universes. This venture was a new and different project for the Eternal who would, instead of doing the work himself, create a class of Creators who would then create a class of Creators to execute the envisioned realm.

			Unlike the other realms, the Eternal wanted this realm to cultivate its own character. He didn’t want his handprint on it, but wanted the beings he would create to act as his handprint, executing the will of his mind through the liberty he imputed to them. Above recognition through what he himself would create, he wanted recognition from within the heart and mind of his Creators and the beings descending from them. This new realm was to be an experiment for enlightenment on love and on allegiance. That his brilliance might be regarded due to a respect for the independence given to a new species of transcendental beings, he left the realm open to them, his care being only for the realm continuing the constitution he would set within it.

			He didn’t act alone. Beside him, within the empty void, stood his wife, the Sovereign Empress. Standing not too close together, but face to face, and with their hands clasped, they close their eyes. Soon enough a small orb of light begins to develop within the open space between them. Their presence, radiating a heat from their embrace, is mixing with the cold environment to ignite or cause a certain tension or current within the void. Hovering in nothingness, the two remain hand in hand and meditating on the envisioned realm and its elements for creation.

			The orb of light, within that empty pocket between them both, grows. Still silently meditating, the orb begins to develop, within it, intelligence for re-creating the void into a realm supporting life. Now seeing the orb reaching its potential, the Empress removes her right hand from holding her husband’s hand and, with her index finger and thumb, reaches into her husband’s forehead, pulling out a gem-like object bright in appearance, dropping it into the orb. As soon she returns her right hand to her husband’s hand, the Eternal removes his left hand and reaches into his wife’s chest. When pulling his hand out, he does so with his palm facing up, a bright mist or smoke resting within his palm. He places the smoking mist into the orb and returns to his wife’s hand.

			The orb, reaching its ultimate potential, rises above the heads of the Eternal Pair, and then explodes. Invisible elements supporting the structure of the envisioned realm, and of living creatures possessing a version of the character and ability of their Creators, forms from out of the explosion. Soon enough the invisible elements begin to form small star-like flakes. These star-like components are what the Creators will use to construct the two Universes and the beings that should begin to populate them.

			Again, joining hands, but this time, instead of a clasp, palm to palm, many orbs of light, after their hands begin to develop a bright glow on them, begin to shoot from their forehead and into the newly constructed atmosphere of the open realm. These many little orbs begin to mix with the small star-like flakes around them, forming figures, both male and female, similar to their own. These male and female figures are the Creators of the Architects assigned to generate the realms and the other beings inhabiting the two Universes.

			The Empress, seeing their lifeless bodies hovering in the open atmosphere of the realm, reaches down her throat and pulls a worm-like creature from out of her mouth. She throws the creature above their lifeless bodies. The creature forms a ring, begins to develop a bright glow, turns into a vapor, divides, and descends into their nostrils, awakening them.

			After clothing the Creators, the Eternal Pair informs them of their assignment. Placing them in a circle, and instructing them to hold hands, they tell them that they must section the realm into two parts: the first, Heaven; the second, the Underuniverse.

			An orb, similar to the one appearing between the Eternal and the Empress, begins to form. When the orb reaches a certain magnitude, the Eternal and the Empress instruct them all to either reach within the front of their own head, or within their own chest, and to pull out and drop within the orb the gem-like or vapor-like structure that is taken out. They all do as they are told.

			Soon enough the orb reaches its maximum capacity. Now ascending over their heads, the orb explodes, the components of the explosion mixing with the star-like bodies of the realm’s atmosphere. The realm, once void, being now, due to the Eternal Pair, filled with material for initiating the creation of the Universes, divides, forming two livable planes. The area, in which they all are, the Cosmos, remains undisturbed, being now a small open space where the Eternal and his Empress will set up their invisible Estate. It will become, as with every other realm, visible only to whomever they please.

			The two livable planes are now ready to be inhabited. Both have a beauty familiar to the essence of the gem-like or vapor-like characters within their Creators. Still with their Creators, and still within that area of the realm for creation, the Eternal and the Empress tell them their next assignment. They must now create a class of creating beings beneath them, and give to that class the assignment of beautifying the Universe and the realms they are assigned to. They must create these beings to create the beings that will settle in and populate the Universe they are assigned to.

			The Empress and the Eternal, after informing them of their next assignment, instruct their Creator to touch the palms of the individual beside them. With the development of a glowing light appearing on their hands, another orb of light forms in their midst. Being close to its magnitude, the Eternal instructs them to break the circle, telling them to put their hands to their sides. Upon doing so, he instructs them to concentrate on the orb and on the figures they would create. Small orbs of light shoot out of his creating assembly’s forehead and enter into the growing orb.

			Now reaching its magnitude, the orb explodes, its component combining with the star-like matter of the environment to form male and female bodies that are similar to their Creators. But there is a difference. Some beings have beautiful wings coming out of and going into their back. Other bodies are similar to the bodies of their Creators, having no wings at all. But then there are others that are created having bodies of animals with heads of men or women, or with bodies similar to men and women while possessing the head of an animal. There are even some that are created with many wings and with multiple heads while possessing bodies of animals or bodies similar to their Creators.

			The Eternal and the Empress then inform them of their next two tasks. They must give life to their creation, and within that life, they must encode the power, craft, intelligence, and abilities of those beings. The Empress then instructs the Creators to reach into their mouth. She tells them that a worm-like creature will appear rising up from their throat. They must all take that worm-like creature and cast it above their creation.

			They all do as they are told. Upon doing so, each one of their worm-like creatures unites, forming a ring above their lifeless creation. When formed, the ring begins to glow brilliantly, and then divides, entering into the nostrils of their creation, awakening them. Upon being clothed and informed about their assignment, the Creators of the Creators are sent into the Universe that they are to occupy. Hereafter they receive instruction from their Creators on how to define their Universe and its realms or sections devoted to certain beings, but not before a brief lecture by the Eternal and the Empress, who inform these two classes of Creators of their allegiance to the invisible yet visible throne, of their timeless bloodline, and of their importance to the beings under them.

			The dawn of a new era and brand of life had come. Having finished their work, the King and his Empress, as they did in all of their other realms, called into existence a kingdom and a royal territory for their throne. This Empire would remain invisible until necessary, or until made visible to whoever should know it. Upon setting up the territory of their throne, they then left the realm, leaving that territory invisible.

			And so our story begins. With the Eternal and the Empress giving the realm over to the class of the Creators, and over to the beings of the Universes, the experiment began, but with an unexpected twist. One of the Creators created by the Eternal Pair, when engaged in creating the Creators that should labor in the Universes, attached a certain will to one of the created beings, encoding the substance creating him with a decree, initiating, through them, a legacy. The will attached to that being was a vision of the Eternal Sovereign being overthrown and replaced.

			Being a Creator, the power to have materialized or have manifested what is thought is within their ability. Attaching this will to that being means its inevitable fulfillment, but in an unknown way.

			The Creator, while having the ability to manifest what is thought, is unable to let what is thought take place as imagined. What is thought, while having a fixed result, does not unwind in the expected way, but becomes what it will and in however manner it will. But what is certain is that one being will have his way with the Universes, and even with the Mind of the Universes, but how, and to what extent, and in what manner, is unknown.

			





Origins

			The atmosphere gave birth to a god. Hovering in the open field of the Cosmos, the child, silent in behavior and bright in appearance, is alone, without mother and father. Around him are four females, majestic in appearance, their wings encircling him as their voices unite in a hymn. The child, watching and listening to the goddesses, glows brighter with every chord that is struck.

			Soon enough the warmth from their voices stirs the child, causing him to cry. One of the goddesses reaches for him and holds him in her arms. After kissing his forehead and having their eyes meet, a tear falls from her face, falling on to her chin, and landing on his forehead. Her fallen teardrop, like as a ripple made by a little pebble in a pond, creates a similar effect throughout his entire body. This effect brings the child back to his silence, and then to sleep.

			But this peaceful scene doesn’t last forever. A Guard of the Cosmos soon interrupts. He tells the goddesses that this child has violated the laws of the Cosmos by it being there and must be taken to the Council for judgment.

			He tries to pry the child from the arms of the goddess, but the other three goddesses rise and form a wall with their wings to protect them both. The Guard, understanding the power and status of the goddesses, tells the goddess holding the child that if she will not let him take the child, that she can present the child to the Council herself. She agrees, and, standing before the Council, makes her case for child’s innocence against the law.

			Looking down at the goddess from her high seat of judgment, and with a look as if she felt what the woman was feeling, after a long period of deliberation, she says to the woman, “It is a violation for anyone to be in that part of the Cosmos without warrant. The violator, no matter who or what that violator is, must have a sentence of judgment given to them. Just because this is a child, the law still stands.”

			“So you must punish an innocent baby, an infant not in control of his own life, mind, and body?” says the woman.

			“How then,” says another member of the Council, “can you justify his innocence? We have no information regarding this child’s appearance in the Cosmos other than the word of the Guard, who was told that he received word of it suspended and lingering in the open atmosphere. From the time that it was there and not claimed or observed, its violation was pending.”

			“So then why not blame the Guard?” says the goddess. “Since when is incompetence overlooked, and especially by you?”

			“The child was not present when I last surveyed the area,” interrupted the Guard.

			“How then,” says that same member of the Council to the woman, “do you explain this phenomenon of a child mysteriously appearing out of nothing?”

			“The error is my own,” says the woman, looking down. “I brought my son into the open radiance of the Cosmos to liquefy certain elements of the air for his bath. Upon being called by my sisters, knowing that my son would be safe right where I left him, I tended to the affair.”

			“So you left him there?” questioned another member of the Council.

			“Yes,” she responded.

			“And for what reason?” they again asked.

			“For matters of Heaven, from which I come. My sisters needed the power of four and not of three.”

			“Are you sure about all of this?” questioned another member of the Council.

			“Why would I lie?” she replied. “I love my son. Despite how this may look, I have done this before. He is newly born. I have taken and washed him in the elements of the Cosmos on many occasions since his birth, even leaving him there to become one with the intelligence within the air.”

			“And you understand that by do so, even all of those other past times, that you stood in violation of the law?” continues this same member of the Council.

			“Of course, I understand,” she says. “I want what is best for my child. I will only care for him according to the practices of my father’s royal throne. There is a certain way to care for sons of the class of the Creators, and I will not suffer my son to know any thing less.”

			“But you understand that a sentence of judgment must come to the child because of your negligence?” says the same questioning member of the Council.

			“I believe you should consider me as the sufferer of the sentence of judgment and not my son,” she reasoned. “Whatever the consequences may be, I pray, and even beg of you to let me suffer them, and not my son. I have committed these acts understanding the potential consequences of them, and have been prepared for me, and not for my son, to suffer the sentence of judgment if ever found contrary to the law.”

			“This woman is not the child’s mother,” blurted the Guard.

			“How do you know this?” asks one of the Council’s members to him.

			“Her story doesn’t make sense. I saw the child, and upon looking at him, I found no resemblance to this woman.”

			The Council then asks for the child to be given to the mother, that she may hold him, and that a decision about the child’s appearance may be made. Upon receiving him, the child possesses a similar appearance to the woman, silencing the claim that he is not the woman’s child.

			“The child is mine,” says the woman, looking down at him, and then looking up. “Let me suffer his sentence of judgment. My son should not have to suffer for my negligence.”

			“Very well,” said another member of the Council. “As a goddess of creation, your ability to create, and to mediate creation, in all aspects, both conscious and unconscious, will be removed.”

			A small bottle was then presented to her. She was to exhale into the bottle, casting the spirit and intellect of her ability to create into the bottle. After doing so, with the bottle filled with the spirit of her ability to create, it was given to the Council member asking for it.

			“The essence of your being is creation. You are hereafter no longer able to create,” said the Council member holding the bottle of her essence. “Take your son back to Heaven and amend your negligence with better habits.”

			Satisfied with the judgment, “Thank you,” she says.

			Holding the child and looking down at him with a smile, she takes one more look at the members of the Council on their seats of judgment, and then walks out their Court. Waiting for her outside of the Council’s Court are her three sisters. She joins them, and with her son in her arms. They all immediately vanish and reappear at their section of Heaven, the only section committed to the society of these goddesses and the families they have chosen to have.

			“What do we do now?” she says to her sisters, her son in her arms, who is playing with her locks.

			“I don’t know,” says one.

			“We have a son now,” says another, wearing a look of dismay.

			“Do you think our father would know what to do?” asks the goddess holding the child.

			“We can’t tell him,” says the other sister. “Who knows what his reaction will be.”

			“He will take him and keep him as his own,” says one. “This little boy is so handsome, and so strong, and his brightness is greater than any other newborn child I have ever seen. Our father Anu will take him from you and who knows if you will ever see him again.”

			“Never mind the fact that he will scold you for having a child and being ignorant of who the father is,” says another.

			“We don’t know what will happen,” she says, looking down at her son. “I don’t know what to do.”

			“Why can’t we just raise him?” says another sister. “If we are born to create and to protect what is created, should we not be able to care for this child?”

			“We only care for our creation from a distance,” says the newly crowned mother. “We are never involved with our work to actually guide it.”

			“So then let us remain indifferent with him,” says one. “Let us raise him as our own, but you as his mother. He must only know one of us as his mother.”

			“And you are his mother,” adds the other. “You have sacrificed your life for him. To you belongs this child, but we too, as also his mothers next to you, belong to him.”

			The sisters then agreed to raise him collectively, with him knowing only one of them as his mother. It is this woman who named him Azazel, saying, “Because I was your scapegoat, so too alleviation for the realms will rest on your shoulders.”

			But without her sisters knowing, she brought him to their father Anu. He took the child in his arms and inspected him, his omniscience causing him to embrace the child as his own. With his daughter telling him everything that happened, and with him already knowing what happened, he took Azazel and put his hand on his forehead, making his appearance, and also the powers shared with him by his mother, permanent.

			The power to create dwelt within this woman’s affectionate embrace. Whatever she touched, or whatever she thought about, when moved by very deep thoughts and feelings, would be created. When she found Azazel, he looked like a very different child, but when her tears landed on him, the power and character of her essence was shared with him, not only changing his appearance to resemble hers, but also adding to him the ability to create. With her father therefore being a Supreme creating Mind, within Azazel’s veins now flowed the substance of Supreme Minds. 

			When Anu touched Azazel’s forehead, he sealed his mind with the powers that his mother shared with him through her tears, and also made his new appearance permanent. Anu transferred the spirit of the Creating class into Azazel’s thoughts and feelings. With him now possessing the beauty of his unknown father and the strength of his unknown mother, having the force of Anu’s daughter within him and also the intelligence of Anu’s throne flowing through his veins, Azazel is crowned as one of the most powerful gods to ever exist, a status given only to the Supreme Creating Minds.

			“You did well to rescue this child,” says Anu to his daughter, his wife looking on. “He will overthrow the realms, strengthening our throne, and its reign, without realization. Take him and raise him with your sisters. You are his mother.”

			The goddess then left her father’s kingdom with the child in her arms. Back home, she sits in an open field beside her house, the sound of an active body of water behind her. In her arms rests her son, Azazel.

			





The Deal

			“Sister!” yells one of her three sisters, flying towards her.

			“What is wrong?” she asks.

			“They want the child,” she says.

			“Who wants him?” she asks, clutching him tightly.

			“One of the members of the Council has secretly sent Guards for Azazel, to take him from you.”

			“But why?” she says, still sitting with Azazel in her arms. “The issue is resolved. The Council let us go. What more can they want?”

			“The baby’s brilliance has disturbed one of the members of the Council,” she says. “That Guard, the one present with you, has the ear of one of the Council’s members and has convinced him to find and kill Azazel.”

			“I will fly to our mother and father,” says the young woman. “Our father will protect us.”

			“And then have him take Azazel away from you because you can’t keep out of trouble? says her sister, annoyingly.

			“Well then what do you suggest?”

			As she asks her sister this question, two Guards materialize in front of the two sisters. “Give us the child,” says one.

			“You and I both know that it is the right thing to do,” says the other, who is the Guard that spoke against the goddess in Court. “We have an order,” he continued.

			“No,” says the young woman, holding tightly to her son.

			This Guard didn’t like her answer. After tightening up his face and clinching his fists, he, determined to pry the child from her arms, walks towards the woman. Her sister belches out a scream agitating their mind and bringing them to the ground. The first Guard, fighting the waves of sound grinding against his mind, conjures up enough strength to disappear and then reappear behind the screaming sister, quickly forcing his entire arm through her torso, killing her instantly.

			With her sister dead and the screeching sound halted, the other Guard rises to his feet and continues walking towards the goddess and her son. When he gets close enough to them, a light blue shield, like as a bubble, circles the woman and her child, blocking him from reaching them. It is not the goddess doing this, but Azazel.

			“You shouldn’t be able to do this,” he says.

			“It is not I,” she says, and with a look of apprehension, “but my son.”

			Suddenly the first Guard began to cough. His coughing then picked up, becoming more intense and frequent. Soon enough he clutches his throat, which was quickly eroding, as if acid had been both poured down his throat and thrown onto his skin. After a moment of struggling, he drops to his knees, his flesh evaporating into the air. The other Guard, the enemy of the goddess and her son, upon watching his comrade pass away, turns his head back on to the mother and her son.

			Determined to break the shield, he transforms his two wings into large hammers. As they, in mid air, are about to meet the shield, the same sequence of events occurring to the other Guard’s throat happens to his wings. Sensing their fellow Guard’s defeat, other Guards show up on the scene. Seeing their brother, just like the former Guard, slowly evaporating, they all begin to rush the shield protecting the mother and her son. Right as they are all around the mother and her son, and are determined to collectively shatter the shield, the goddess and her son disappear through the ground, reappearing in the Underuniverse, and at the dining room table of the child’s father.

			“That could have been worse,” he says, the goddess, still clutching on go her son, which two sit across from him at the other end of the table. “Don’t you think?” he continues.

			“How did we…?” she says.

			“Don’t you worry,” he interrupts. “He is not the one who brought you here. I brought you two here to me. With you not being able to fully defend the both of you, and with him not able to fully protect you both, someone had to interfere. There is no way I was going to let my son die by the hands of a class not even worth the substance they were created with.”

			Fighting her shock, “Your son?” she says, astonished. “This is your son?” she says.

			“He may look absolutely nothing like his mother now, but the beauty and the brightness attached to his glow, it is mine. I can see through what you did to him, and what your father sealed within him. I can see my son as he is, and I can also feel him. He cried out to me, not verbally, but within himself, and because of his cry, I answered.”

			“I don’t know what to say,” says the goddess.

			“What is there to say?” he says, slumping back into his seat. “You saved me from having to again war with the Council, although this war would have been about my son and, on another level, completely justified. Because just think about it; imagine the son of the King of the Underuniverse, the Prince of the Amalgamate’s throne, put out of existence or worse, having some, as was done to you, amendment disfiguring his intelligence? Can you?”

			“Um,” she says, unable to put words together.

			“Of course not!” he yells, slamming his hand down onto the table. “This would be tragic. It would be tragic because the King of the Underuniverse would not have an heir to not only claim his throne, but also the throne of the kingdoms of the realms, when his father is long gone. And I will not live for ever. Did you know that goddess?”

			“I didn’t,” she says, holding her son even tighter.

			“It’s true,” he says, re-assuming his former slump. “The Sovereign of your realm, the realm of Heaven, will end my life. Even your father, and all of the Creators know that their Sovereign will remove me from life’s span, but none of them understand the government of my son. I have started the work. I have strengthened the Underuniverse to match the power, the reputation, and the authority of that Universe you are familiar with. No one knows the legacy that I will have through my son except, well, now you do.”

			“I don’t understand,” she says.

			“Yes, of course,” he says, sitting in a way to where his chin, with his elbow on the table, rests in his palm. “Why are you here? Why didn’t I just save my son and let you, the goddess stripped of her strengths, die right then and there? I saved you because I need you.”

			“But I am useless,” she says.

			“No you are not,” he says, meditatively slumping back down into his chair. “You are not useless. You have become, by encoding my son with your intelligence, and by re-arranging his appearance, and without even giving birth to him, the mother of my child. You have erased his mother and have replaced her. In the eyes of my son and I, you are his mother, and are also in debt to me. You are in debt to me not physically, but mentally, and ecclesiastically, meaning that it is now your responsibility to raise my son in the culture and philosophy of the Underuniverse.”

			“Are you sure?” she says.

			“Of course I’m sure,” he confirms. “Would I lie to you? You got yourself into this little situation when you claimed my son. Do you think I had no knowledge about his whereabouts? Just think; how did you and your sisters come to learn about that child?”

			“I don’t remember.”

			“Oh you do. How could you forget?”

			“I don’t remember,” she says, trembling.

			“Then let me help,” he says, getting up from his chair, walking to her, and kneeling close beside her. “You were approached by a very pretty little girl. She told you that she and her friends were playing and found a baby floating in the open and empty order of creation, the Cosmos. All of a sudden you grew concerned and consulted your sisters. You all then immediately flew to the location. Finding the child, you consoled him and, feeling as though this little child deserved an entrance into life that he probably didn’t get, you all sung a hymn to him, after which you picked him up and held him, falling in love with him. Now do you remember?”

			She sits looking straight, and still trembling, refusing to turn her head to look at him.

			“How do you think that little girl found the child you now hold so tightly?” he asks.

			He then, placing his hand onto her hand, transforms into the little girl that approached her and, in the voice of the little girl, says, “Do you remember yet?”

			Removing her hand from under his, he re-transforms back into his original self, gets up, walks back over to where he sat, and slumps back down into his seat.

			“Goddess,” he says, “I chose you. I chose you because I know you. I’ve watched you for your entire life. You are stronger than your sisters, more intelligent, more aware, more of love, more of a mother. I needed someone to train my son in the art of being. I, ever since you were born, read your heart, and seeing my love within it, and my passion for creation, when my son needed a mother, you were the first goddess I thought of. You are the law to my philosophy, and I need you to instill that culture of being, and of governing, into my son, the heir of the Universes.”

			“What do you want from me?” she said.

			“It’s not about what I want, but about what your son needs. What do you think Azazel needs? I believe he needs a mother, and I believe that he needs the support of your sisters. Agree to raise my son as I intend and I will not only resurrect your sister from death, but will also restore your ability to you, and with far greater creative strength than before.”

			“I don’t need my abilities restored,” she says. “They live on through my son and that is enough.”

			“Then I will bring your sister back from the dead,” he says. “As a matter of fact, I can now hear her looking for you both and worrying about what happened.”

			“I didn’t ask you for that,” she says.

			“Your eyes did,” he replies. “Just don’t forget who you are to me and to him. Our son is a King of kingdoms and a Sovereign above the Sovereign. Our son is to inherit the movement and the throne that I have established, overshadowing me, and every other Sovereign Creator, in every way possible.”

			“I didn’t ask for that,” she again says.

			“Don’t be stubborn,” he says. “Fulfill your assignment and you will be the Mother of Sovereigns, a Mother to be worshipped. We are finished here.”

			Moving his hand in a swift manner, he removed her from the Underuniverse, causing her to reappear where she last was, her sister frantically shouting her name.

			“Sister!” yells the goddess, who is sobbing while still clutching on to her son, who is now also crying.

			Her sister runs to her and drapes her wings around the goddess and her son.

			“What happened?” she asks. “I thought I died.”

			The goddess weeps uncontrollably.

			“What happened?” she again asks her sister.

			The goddess weeps uncontrollably.

			





It Is Done

			“Am I in trouble?” asks the goddess, her mother holding her son.

			“You have done nothing wrong,” says her father. “I was hoping the child’s father did not threaten my intention. I will not let this child fight for the wrong side. This child is born to rule, and he will rule the Universes by the name and spirit of this throne.”

			“He will have a mind of his own father,” says the goddess. “He will do what he is born to do; we cannot tell what that may be.”

			“What is wrong with you?” he says, sternly looking in to her face. She immediately buries her face into his chest. After a deep sigh, and holding her tightly, “You haven’t done anything wrong,” he says. “We just have to make sure Azazel knows the light and character within him.”

			“I’m sorry,” she says, crying. “I didn’t know.”

			“You will be a good mother,” he says, comforting her. “You will be a good mother and he will be a Warrior of warriors and a King of gods. He will carry on the name that has been sealed within him.”

			“I’m sorry,” she says.

			“You’ve given her too much love; that’s why she is the way that she is,” says her mother. “We will make sure your son knows only the height of his being. You did well to become his mother. You are not alone, and neither is he,” she says looking down at her grandson, kissing his forehead.

			“You are safe here,” her father says to her, still holding her in his arms. “No one will harm you or him while you are here at the Royal Estate.”

			“He will find me father,” she says, further burying her face in her father’s chest.

			“Then let him,” says Anu. “Let him war a war that he cannot win.”

			No sooner than when he finished speaking did the child’s father materialize before them. Anu, while confronting him, immediately guides his daughters and his wife behind him.”

			“Why are you here?” says Anu. “How did you even get in?”

			“Like I told the mother of my son,” begins the child’s father, “when my son calls for me, I will be there.”

			“No one called you,” says Anu. “Leave in peace.”

			“Leave in peace? How can I leave in peace if I didn’t arrive in peace? My son is my peace and I’m here to see him. I felt his call; he called me; I’m here to see my son.”

			“No one called you,” repeats Anu. “Leave in peace.”

			“What about you?” he says, looking at the goddess. “Do you also wish I was gone?”

			“You don’t talk to her,” says Anu, his eyes developing a flame within them.

			“Is that so?” says the father’s child. “I bet I can do more than talk to her right now.”

			As soon as the words left his mouth, time froze, he being the only one admitted to move. Cages of light then began to form around Anu and his daughter. After taking his son from the goddess’ mother, a cage of light then formed around her. The cages, moving with the people within them, then formed one large cage. With time now resuming, the father, holding his child, looks at the family within the cage.

			Anu then touches the cage and it turns to ashes. The child’s father waves his arm in the air, making a hand gesture, and twenty of his Guards appear, forming a line of defense between he and Anu. Anu clenches his fist, touches his heart with his clenched fist, then extends his arm towards their direction, opening up his hand, his fingers open and pointing towards them. A powerful bolt of lightning, coming from his fingertips, strikes the line of defense, killing them.

			With one wave of his hand, Anu causes the bodies of the fallen line to vanish. Still with his hand extended out, he, with his mind, calls for the child. The child disappears from his fathers grasp and appears within the arms of his daughter. With this same hand stretched out, the child’s father is also made to disappear but then reappear within Anu’s hand, his fingers tightly wrapped around his neck, choking him.

			“No,” whispers the goddess under her breath. Seeing the child’s father continue to struggle to find release from Anu, “Stop!” she yells. Now running over, and with her son in her hand, she grabs on to the arm holding the neck of her son’s father. “Don’t,” she says, tears falling from her face while looking into her father’s eyes. “Please,” she adds.

			Giving into his daughter, Anu throws the child’s father into a wall, and roughly. The goddess runs over to him, as if checking on him.

			“Well done,” he whispers to her. Looking beyond her and his son to Anu, “We don’t have to be enemies,” he says, making it to one knee. “My son belongs to two worlds. His father is the King and God of the Underuniverse and his grandfather is a Sovereign God of Heaven. Within this child’s blood rests the will and the dominion of our families. Let us unite. Let’s let this marriage be what it will be, but let us never forget the Union we now have.”

			“Leave in peace,” says Anu.

			“We both have intentions for our throne to rule the Universes,” continues the child’s father. “Instead of fighting for the child, let us raise him together and let us make our throne into one throne. Now the work can easily get done. Now our son can fulfill the will of his family. There is no God or Sovereign that can stop Azazel; he only needs the right environment to let him know who he is.”

			The room is silent. Anu knows what he desires for the Universe of Heaven. He knows that he wants his throne and bloodline to control the Universe and its realms. Anu wants to be the Sovereign Mind of Heaven and of the Creator Gods, but he knows he cannot and must overthrow the Eternal Sovereign, who is the Absolute of the Universes and of all the realms. The room is silent is because the child’s father is right, and because he is right, there is nothing within them that can excuse his logic.

			“You and I want the same thing,” says the child’s father, rising to his feet and walking towards Anu. “You and I both know that we cannot overthrow the Eternal. But now we can. Can you imagine what we three can do? Can you imagine the God of the Underuniverse, and the Supreme God of Heaven, and the God of Brilliance, Strength, Creation, and Light, our son Azazel, coming together? Who can stop us? We would be unstoppable, and after we are gone, our immortality would belong to our son.”

			The room is still silent. Anu, looking at his daughter holding her son, and then back at his wife and daughters, then looks around his Palace, imagining it, one day, either no longer existing, destroyed by an incompetent Prince, or being overthrown by another from Heaven. The sorrow in his eyes was potent, for his daughter, son in hand, fell once again into her father’s arms.

			“We can trust him,” she says, looking into the eyes of Azazel’s father.

			“If it were not for my daughter…” says Anu.

			“What?” interrupts the child’s father. “You would kill me? What if I told you that I, for the sake of gaining your ear through your daughter, let you overpower me? I am only less in power to the Eternal. I was there when you were created.”

			The room, as the two now look at one another in the eyes, their foreheads almost touching, yet remains silent.

			“You have everything to gain,” says the child’s father.

			“Then let us gain,” Anu says, swallowing his pride. “From this day forward the Underuniverse, and the portion of Heaven given to the throne and under the authority of Anu, are one. Should this league be broken in any way, may the violator know only death.”

			“Agreed,” says the father’s child.

			“Then understand,” says Anu, “that we are only family through this child. Any violation against our families, or against either one of our thrones by our family, will mean death to the violator. The violator cannot refuse his sentence, or argue against it.”

			“I agree,” he again says.

			“You will have none of my daughters as your wife, including the one holding your son. Fidelity and integrity will rule the relationship you two have, keeping you both as nothing more than partners in business,” says Anu.

			The eyes of the goddess and of the child’s father then meet. They are unsure of this one stipulation.

			“Cannot, depending on the relation, and on how it is managed, partners in business remain that way with one another, even if their relationship should be looked at as intimate?” says the goddess.

			“I will also say,” says the child father, “as I previously said to your daughter, that I believe what should be done must be done for the good of the child. Let her and my son stay in Heaven, living as they please, but what may be best for my son might be seeing his mother and father coexisting, as she has said, as, despite the level of intimacy, partners in business. Let that be what it may, but remember my son in whatever you suggest.”

			 

			The eyes of the goddess and of the child’s father did not break as they spoke. Sensing more to their communion than he’d like, “Then let the individual, be it even you, the child’s father, harming my grandson’s mother in any way, be it light or weighty, accept the sentence of judgment against themselves,” says Anu.

			“I agree,” says the child’s father, still looking into the eyes of the goddess.

			“Our relationship is business,” says Anu. “Your wisdom is an infection this Court doesn’t need. We have one goal, and that is the dominion of our joint thrones over the two Universes with their many realms. Let us conquer in the name of our unified thoughts.”

			“I agree,” says the child’s father who, after taking one last look at the goddess and the son in her arms, vanishes into a portal of smoke appearing behind him.

			“It is done,” says Anu, looking down at his daughter, who is yet, and still with her son in her arms, buried into his chest. “It is done,” he again says, this time with a tone of regret.

			“Are you mad at me?” she says, her head under both of his arms, which are wrapped around her and her son.

			“I’m not mad at you,” he says. “I don’t trust him.”

			“But you can,” she says.

			Her mother and sisters then give Anu a look due to her naive spirit.

			“You aren’t alone,” says her mother, who joins her husband and daughter in their embrace. “We have just done something very special. All of Heaven and Earth will know and worship you and your son because of the covenant formed between the thrones. I will make sure of it. Earth’s energy will assist us in what we plan.”

			“Do you love me?” asks the goddess, as if hearing nothing her mother has just said.

			“We love you,” says her mother.

			“Do you love me father?” she again asks.

			“Of course,” he says, sorrowfully looking into his wife’s eyes. “I love you.”

			Anu’s wife, being a Sovereign Influence of the earth, confident about the hope secured through the alliance made with the God of the Underuniverse, soon after left the Palace for Earth to seal a prayer within the earth for Azazel’s future. Understanding the connection between the Earth and the Universes, it was her intention to simultaneously will Azazel into the envisioned promise through human zeal. Gathering additional force through the power of human belief could nurture his character into its expected form, and with all of the Underuniverse, a major portion of Heaven, and all of Earth praying for his reign, the spirit behind time and chance have no choice but to act in his best interest.

			She, after appearing to a sect of priests whose fathers had been educated by Azazel’s father, taught them the promise of the new future hope through Azazel. Manifesting to the priests through a smoking portal, she taught them the peace the earth should have when once the throne of the Universe has its prophesied King. She taught them about three Sovereign Figures found above the heavens, and of a virgin mother living in the same realm, who was the mother of one of the Figures. She taught them about this child’s resurrection, how his mother saved him from death and how he, through his Fathers, should one day manifest to earth, permanently bringing the Royal Kingdom to earth.

			She implored them to worship the child of the virgin mother. She told them that this child is the balance between seen and unseen realms, and that the greater his worship, the greater chance for peace on earth.

			Peace, she told them, would find appointment for earth because of their service to Anu’s throne. Should these priests maintain the faith of that throne, they, and their posterity, would have prominent positions on the earth when Azazel, after becoming the one and only King and Sovereign of the Universes, builds his throne on a section of the earth. Should they do this for her, and justly, she would ensure their name remains on earth, giving to them eternal life.

			Upon returning back to the Palace, she informs Anu of the wisdom and ideology she has passed down to the chosen sect. Satisfied for the prayers of the realm, and especially for the hope of the will concerning Azazel, he is, although still concerned for his daughter’s wellbeing, and for the safety of his grandson, content. With the earth now joined into covenant with both thrones, the spirit of the prayers uttered on behalf of the hope for the Universes may give what is expected.

			Upon finishing their discusion, both Anu and his wife walk over to a window beautifully portraying the beauty and fortune of their portion in Heaven. Looking around, they find their daughter sitting and playing with Azazel on her lap, the two of them happy and smiling. At the same time, the child’s father, appearing in the home that the four sisters shared, sits alone in a corner, a piece of clothing belonging to his son’s mother in his hands.

			





A Joint Vision

			“Do you think you are a Sovereign?” she asks, siting across from him, on the other side of the room, her arms and feet tied with a rope especially tailored to take away the abilities of whomever it confines.

			He says nothing, but looks at her, his eyes showing no care or regard for his actions towards her, or for how their conversation became so tense.

			“You are not a Sovereign,” she says. “You cannot just do whatever you want. You cannot just react. You are not a Sovereign.”

			Still sitting and saying nothing, he continues to look at her, his eyes showing no care or regard for her plea that he refrain from harming her father.

			“Do you know that we all feel some sort of injustice against ourselves?” she says.

			“What do you know about injustice?” he responds. “You know nothing about injustice or its effect.”

			“I am not your enemy,” she says.

			“I know,” he says.

			“Then why am I treated as if I am your enemy? We are on the same side.

			“What do you know about injustice?” he again says.

			“We all are hurt Azazel,” she says, “but we all learn how to get over it if we cannot stop the pain.”

			“And what do you say of the territory your father desires to conquer? What do you say of him raiding and ruining districts and their families? Do you share the sorrow of these families and those districts?”

			“This isn’t even your realm Azazel,” she says, awkwardly smiling. “What concern is it of yours about what happens in the Underuniverse?”

			“And what concern is it of yours to defend your father? You want to talk about injustice, and with me? Do you know the depth of your father’s injustice? Do you know the injustice of the throne he serves?”

			“What else can I do Azazel?” she questions frustratingly. “What do you expect of me? I am born into the life that I have; I didn’t choose it.”

			“So because you are born into injustice, this means you must accept and support it? Do you even understand the pain I feel for this realm? Can’t you see how offensive this government is?”
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