
  
  
      
        
          Fallen Angel 

          Tenshi and The Comb of Izanami

		      
          Jolene D. Campbell

        

        
          [image: image-placeholder]

          
        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © 2022 by Jolene D. Campbell 

Cover created in BookBrush by Jolene D. Campbell

Maps and art by Jolene D. Campbell



All rights reserved.



This novel is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination, or, if real, used fictitiously. 

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

This book is published and distributed solely through Amazon. Any copies sold or distributed outside of Amazon or without written permission by the author is a pirated book. In such case neither the author nor the publisher have received any payment for this “pirated book.”







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Dedication
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Author Playlist
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Introduction
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Fall
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Hisao
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chopsticks 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        The Clinic
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Yomi
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Discovery 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Bus
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Sickness
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Source
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Sai
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Kaito 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Friend
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        The Beast
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Mr. Hada
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Glossary of Names
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Glossary of Places and Objects
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        The World of
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also By 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also By
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  To Travis. I doubt you will ever see this, but I just wanted to say that I am sorry for the way my dad behaved that one time. Also, I just wanted to let you know that I never forgot you. I never stopped seeing you, and I wish I had the courage to speak to you. I hope you are doing well.  
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Datenshi





Birthed from darkness

I am formed. 

Strangled from love 

upon my first steps. 

No freedom beneath 

my wings. 



O Queen of Hell 

let me be reformed. 

Beauty of this world

let me follow your steps.

Lend me your power

O heavenly King.



To feel her love

is to feel birth. 

But the war to end all wars

has been rehearsed. 



By Jolene D. Campbell
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Introduction





In creating the  Fallen Angel series, I wanted to bring Shinto mythology to the forefront of this story. I like the idea of placing an ancient mythology against the backdrop of a modern setting, while also bringing it to a western audience. However, as I neared the completion of this series, I decided I needed to write this introduction and layout the heart of this mythology for this book. I will repeat this for the subsequent books, as they focus on different aspects of the same mythology. There are over hundreds of gods in this mythology and I only want to shed light on a selected few, otherwise this would be much longer. So here is the basic version of the story of Izanami and Izanagi that is represented in this book. Like I said, there are many versions of this mythology and I have done my best to hit near the middle of all these variations. For a visual representation, please see the genealogy page. 



The Beginning 


Several generations after the first god came into existence and the creation of the world, Izanami and Izanagi were born. They were brother and sister and they were charged with the creation of Japan. From their place on the Heavenly Bridge, Izanagi took the Heavenly Naginata and dipped it into the muck of the unformed world. From the drips of his holy weapon, the first islands formed. The two gods then went down to the first piece of land. It was a tall pillar of rock that stood out of the ocean. They decided to get married and performed a marriage ritual around the rock. Since that time, that rock is now known as the Heavenly Pillar1. When they went to consummate their marriage, Izanami made the first move. She conceived and gave birth to a monster. Izanagi set the child afloat on a boat into the ocean. When they asked the older gods, why this had happened, they were told that it was improper for the woman to instigate the relationship. They performed the marriage ritual again, this time with Izanagi making the first move in re-consummating their marriage. Izanami conceived and gave birth to the islands of Japan. The couple had many children, filling the nation of Japan with their offspring in the formation of mountains, rivers, vegetation, gods, and deities. 



Birth of The Fire God


When Izanami gave birth to the god of fire, she was badly burned and died shortly afterward. Izanagi was outraged and went to strike the baby with his sword. From the blood dripping off of his sword, more gods were born, including the god of snow (Blue Dragon)2. Izanami was buried and was sent to spend all of eternity in Yomi. Izanagi was distraught about the loss of his wife and went to Yomi to bring her back. 

When he found her in Yomi, she told him she could not leave, because she had already eaten the food of the underworld. With it being completely dark there, Izanagi felt around in the dirt and found something to make a torch. When he lit his makeshift torch, he discovered Izanami's rotting corpse. Terrified and disgusted, he ran out of Yomi. Izanami was so outraged that he had looked upon her that she sent warriors of Hell after him. Izanagi barely escaped. When he came out of Yomi, he sealed the entrance. He declared then and there that their marriage was over and stated that they were now divorced. Izanami promised to kill 1,000 humans per day, while Izanagi counter promised to raise up 1,500 humans each day. Thus putting into motion the cycle of life and the roles of Heaven and Hell. 



There is more to the mythology, but those stories will appear in the rest of the Fallen Angel series. In book two of the series, I will feature the tale of Amaterasu, along with the Blue Dragon. The last book will center on Tsukuyomi, with appearances from Amaterasu, Susanoo, Raijin, Fujin, and showcase Kusanagi no Tsurugi, from the Royal Regalia. 






1.
      Also known as the Scared Rising and Forming Rock of Creation of Izanagi, which is located on the coast of Nu Island.
    

2.
      This part of the myth is told in my Iron Blood, and will also be in book two of the Fallen Angel series. 
    










  
  
Fall





The sound, the sound of things crunching and gnawing, echoed all around me. The sound was frightening. I didn’t want to open my eyes.  

“Come on,” barked a rough voice. “Time to get up. Time to be alive.”

I did as I was told and opened my eyes. All around me was black. I could faintly see a glint of light etching out the outline of the surrounding beings. They were small things with four legs, sharp jagged teeth, and bulging eyes, looking as though they were trying to eat the world that they occupied. The swarm of these things came closer to me. Larger beings, on two legs and with wings, beat them off with the clubs in their hands. I looked over and saw motions of movement under a thin skin that covered the shallow pit next to me. One being with wings came over to the pit and broke the skin with his hands. He reached in and pulled another being out. I looked down at myself and realized that I was one of those beings that had just escaped their own pit. I was shaped the same way as the beings with wings. I felt my features. My skin looked black and felt slimy. I didn’t know what to make of my own existence. Long rows of pits filled the long chasm where I sat. Many more creatures were bursting out of their pits, while others were being ripped into their existence, screeching their protests in the act of their forced birth. The noise echoed in my head. 

“I said get up!” the voice said again. 

He came over to me and hit me with a club before grabbing my arm and lifting me up. I came to my feet and saw I was just as tall as he was. A swarm of the big eyed monsters came at me. They became ferocious and erratic as they witnessed my existence. 

“What are those things?” I asked. The sound of my own voice was odd. 

“Those are the shitai. They are the dead that are brought here to rot for all eternity. Don’t worry about them. They can’t harm you. They are more of a nuisance than anything,” he said while whacking one in the face, sending it across the cavern. It let out a hollow screech.

He reached behind me and tugged. 

“Ow!”

“There you go. Your wings were all bunched up. It happens. Now get in formation!”

I looked forward and saw that all of us newly born creatures were being lined up and were forced to march forward. My legs didn’t want to work. The threat of a club came toward my head. I quickly understood the movement my legs needed to make. I followed the others out and into a larger room. 



There were hundreds of beings that looked just like me, standing close together in tight rows, all facing the same way. A bright light flashed and caused images on the wall in front of us. I blinked my eyes at the painful bright light. A voice boomed overhead. 

“Welcome, my new angels,” said a woman’s voice. “You are batch 2.1M-A. You have been uniquely designed to continue our purpose. Your purpose, you ask? Well, let me tell you, my darlings. From the beginning of time, I have sought out to kill 1,000 humans a day. The population of these humans has grown faster than we can keep up with and we have had to increase that number to kill 10,000 humans a day. Yet, Izanagi continues to outdo us and create more humans each day. I will not let my ex-husband win. I will fill the vastness of the Yomi, the underworld, with the corpses of these humans.”

The images that displayed on the wall were what I could only assume were pictures of these humans. They looked like me in many ways, but they came in different shapes and sizes and colors. Different types of humans were shown to us. The captions said ‘male’ and ‘female.’ I was shaped like the male human, except I had wings. I looked back down at myself. In the faint light, I could now see that my skin was not black, but was lighter in color, like some of the humans. I had long black hair that reached the top of my shoulders and the feathers on my wings were black. The pictures went on to show the human world. I found some pictures curious while they showed the female of the species with a large stomach that then reduced in size after producing a much smaller human. The humans seemed to have an ability to multiply and add to their existence. Unlike me and the rest of my kind, who had only moments ago, were birthed out of the filthy ground. A deeper understanding of this seemed to be awakened in my code. Information and programming became unlocked in my mind. Surges of basic instructions were being downloaded into my soul. 

The voice continued, “Your job, my darlings, is to torture and slow down the procreation of these humans. Each of you will be assigned to one human at a time. Once you have tortured them enough to the point they no longer wish to increase their numbers, leading eventually to their death, then will you be deemed successful. Before you can be released upon the surface, you must complete your training. Don’t disappoint your mother now. Keep to your instructions and go forth, my angels.”

“Hail Izanami!” shouted the older angels in unison. The freshly born angels repeated their allegiance. I kept silent, unsure what to think. 



The angels with the clubs then started hitting us and pulling us into smaller groups of four. They shouted out commands, telling us where to go and that we must obey.

“2.1M-A2, 2.1M-A6, 2.1M-A1, 2.1M-A11, you’re with me,” said an older angel. 

I didn’t know who he was talking to. Angels with clubs came at me and ushered me in the direction of the older angel. I followed three other angels into a small room. The room was just big enough for the five of us. The top of my wings hit the entrance to the room and caused me to stoop down. I could hardly stand up once inside the room. We all stayed standing while we waited for our instructions from the older angel. 

The older angel glared at us as he shoved his way around the room, looking us over. He looked just like me, except he had lines around his eyes and mouth. He had a scar that was on his cheek and he had more scars on his arms and chest that looked like claw marks. He came back to the front of the room and continued to glare at us. I felt nervous and wished to leave. I looked back at the door and saw that it had disappeared. I had no choice but to stay and hear my programmed destiny. I looked back at the older angel. He stood up as straight as he could in the room. He began to fold in his wings. They faded into wisps of black smoke and receded into his back. 

“I am Takai, and I will not only be your instructor, but your supervisor. Anything you need, any questions you might have, you will come to me. If you fail or do a good job, I will be the one who will deal with you. I’ve had a perfect record for millennia and I will not let any of you ruin my reputation now. You will bring me great honor and Mother Izanami, great honor. It is for her cause that we exist. Failure is not tolerated. You will have no desires for anything, except for completing your tasks. Before the end of the day, you will be given your first assignment. Is that clear?”

The other three angels nodded and spoke words of agreement. I gulped. 

Takai continued, “First, you will learn how to control your wings and use them, along with everything you need to know about the human world.”

The wall opened back up and we were ushered into a large room that seemed to have no end. In this room we saw all the other angels in their groups practicing their flying. Takai gathered us around him. He then began to explain to us how to control our wings. With a simple thought, we could bring our wings into our bodies and then expand them again. He walked around giving critiques and instructions while we practiced. I noticed that on his back he had a picture of his wings on his skin that stretched across his shoulders. I noticed, as my comrades brought their wings in, that they also had the same picture appeared on their backs—much like our instructors. When they brought their wings out, the picture faded as their physical wings took the images’ place. I could only assume that mine functioned the same. The task of making our wings appear and disappear was easy, and I quickly got the hang of bringing them forth or hiding them with hardly a thought. 

He then taught us how to turn ourselves invisible. He said it was as easy as making our wings appear and disappear. He explained to us that if we wished to walk among the humans, that when we brought our wings in, we would become visible. If we wished to be invisible, we simply had to think about it or expand our wings; this only worked on the surface. In Yomi, we would always be visible. 



Takai then instructed us on how to use our wings for flying. A pit appeared at our feet. I couldn’t see the bottom. He then demonstrated to us how to fly. He explained that unlike the birds of the human world; we do not use our wings to flap, but the power within us to fly. He took off across the room with very little effort and with great speed. I noticed he moved his wings only in slight movements when he landed and took off. Each of us then took turns trying to fly across the void in front of us. Across the room, other angels were trying to do the same. The pit took up most of the space, leaving a small ledge around the room.  

“Are you as nervous as I am?” said an angel near me, while we waited our turn. 

“I don’t understand any of this,” I honestly replied. 

“Me too. All I can gather is that we were created for some sort of war.”

“It sure feels that way, but I don’t understand why we are taking it out on the humans.”

“It’s best not to ask questions,” said a gruff voice. 

I looked up and Takai was staring at us with his arm crossed. As much as I was trying to understand just what world I was in and the world I was preparing to enter, I felt lost and scared. The threat of failure seemed high. My existence hadn’t been for very long and already I feared for my life. I decided that in order to survive, I must stay focused on all that I had to learn. I didn’t know anything about my supervisor, but I certainly didn’t want his disappointment. I turned my attention back to watching the others take their turn flying before it would have to be my turn. 

Two angles from opposing sides took off and collided with each other. One angel was able to stay in the air while the other fell. A piercing scream came from the depth of the void, along with a loud crunching sound. 

“Tsk, tsk,” said Takai, shaking his head. “Let that be a lesson to you all. Failure is not an option or you will get fed to The Beast below. Mother Izanami expects perfection. Alright, who’s next? Okay, 2.1M-A1, let’s see what you got. Common A1, let’s keep things moving.”

I gave him a blank look as his eyes met mine. 

“2.1M-A1. That’s your name. Once you complete your first mission, you will get your real name. Until then, you will be known as 2.1M-A1, or A1 for short. You are born during the second millennia and you are the first one born out of this new batch. Now get up there.”

He slapped me on the back and pushed me forward. I looked back down at the emptiness below me. I gulped. I closed my eyes and took in a deep breath. As much as I wanted to make Takai proud, I wanted to survive my training most of all. I thought for a moment about what I needed to do. Before I knew it, I was off the ground. I opened my eyes. I thought a little more and made my way across the room. My wings made slight movements as I moved through the air. It didn’t take much movement for my wings to alter the course of my path. If I moved my wings too much, I made larger maneuvers. Only slight movements were needed to have precise control. There were so many angels flying across the voided space now that I had to alter my elevation and dodge them as they flew at me or came close to me. I touched the ground on the other side for a moment, before I lifted back off and made my way back to the other side. I held my breath and concentrated. I felt the rush of air go past me as I flew back to the other side. I liked this feeling and didn’t want to stop. I felt I could out fly the fear that had been thrusted upon my brief existence. I wanted to test how fast I could really go. 

A hand grabbed my ankle and caused me to crash onto the floor. 

“Hold on there A1,” said Takai. From my crumpled position on the floor, I looked up and saw him smiling down at me. “That was some impressive flying. Next time, watch where you are going though. You caused four angels to plummet to The Beast.”

I stood up and gave a hard swallow. I peered over the edge, down into the void. 

“I am sorry. I didn’t mean to.”

“Don’t worry about it,” he gave a loud laugh. “That’s how we weed out the weaklings. You are anything but weak A1.”

While still laughing, he ushered my comrades into another room. I couldn’t help but keep looking down into the space below. I didn’t feel right. I wanted to let this new feeling out. I had caused death to my fellow angels. It wasn’t right. I knew our purpose was to kill the humans, decrease their number, but here I had decreased the number of my own kind. I didn’t like this new feeling. Takai seemed indifferent to the accident. How could he not care about our own kind dying? Life seemed indifferent in this place. I vaguely understood that this place was for the dead humans. I shuddered as I remembered the monsters I saw upon my birth. What was I? I was born, but surrounded by the dead. Did I have a meaning to my existence, beyond my created duty and form? 

I looked around and saw that no one else seemed phased by the loss of the angles. I saw one more fall as he misjudged his landing and failed to find the edge of the floor. His piercing cry echoed the pounding in my chest. The crunching I heard next made me regret my existence. I closed my eyes and let the hate for my existence fill my core. 

“A1, stay with the group,” barked Takai. I brought my wings in and reluctantly followed. 



We were back in the same small room as before. Takai told us to listen closely as he began to explain to us the human world. He explained to us that humans, although numerous, have shorter lifespans than we do. He boasted about how many years he had been in service to Mother Izanami and how many humans he had brought back to Yomi. He even boasted about how he was even assigned to torture the demigod of fire1, and how he almost got her to end her own life.

Takai further explained that our job was to torture the humans and slow down their production rate. We were to steal from them their will to live and either kill them or allow our torture to slowly finish them off. Killing the humans outright had done nothing to slow down the rate at which Izanagi produced them. He was once the husband of Mother Izanami and after their relationship had ended; he had promised to produce 1,500 humans for every 1,000 that she killed. Somehow, Izanagi had found a way to fill the Earth, to the point of overpopulation, and outdo the efforts of Izanami to decrease humans. She had since then changed how she dealt with the human race. It was now out of torture that we were to deal with the humans, by stealing and killing their will to produce. With our powers, we could cause a tumor, cancer, pain, organs to not function, or worst of all, unknown sources of pain. Takai further explained that causing an unknown source of pain in a human’s body would break the human’s spirit, making them wish they were never born or fearful of passing on the pain to future generations. This was also considered a success. However, if they persevered, we either had to add to the torture or outright kill them. Failure always led to The Beast. Death of the humans was the core goal. 

“However, you must be aware of the other angels. Izanagi has his own angles. They look like us, but they have white wings and white hair. They protect the humans. They are our adversary. They will stop at nothing to foil our plans. They also have the ability to heal. I firmly believe this is why we have failed to win this war. You are not to engage these angels. Your focus is to decrease the human population. Each of you will receive the information you need and what kind of torture you are to exert on your assigned human.”

We all stood there, taking in everything he had shared. I wasn’t sure how I felt about killing the humans after seeing my own kind die, but this is what I was created for. This was my purpose. I didn’t want to face The Beast or discover what The Beast was. I wanted to keep my superior proud of me. I wanted to bring honor to my creator. 



Takai led us through the door. I was expecting to be in the same room where we had heard Izanami speak, but instead we were in a different room where it looked like angels were preparing to leave for the surface. I noticed large formations of angels on the far side of the room. They stood in neat rows with their backs straight and proud. The expressions on their faces were stern and full of malice. Massive creatures, covered with mangy black hair, stood alongside those angels. These creatures had red eyes and long mouths, full of sharp teeth. They showed their teeth and made a deep noise from their throats while they looked at us. Takai noticed my curiosity and said that those angels were the army of Yomi, and the creatures with them were known as Hell Hounds. They were only called forth when a massive disaster struck the human world. If there was a natural disaster, such as a flood or a typhoon, or a tragic accident, the army would swarm through, taking many human souls at once. The number of angels and hounds reserved for this purpose was numerous. It was clear that Izanami was preparing for a substantial reduction of the human species, beyond the simple task of us Death Angels. Takai then left us for a minute and then came back with his arms full of clothes. He handed each of us an outfit, along with cards that told us where we would be going and who our target would be. 

I was the last of our group to receive my clothes. I looked at each article and studied them. I was given a pair of black pants; the material was rough. A black shirt and a jacket. The jacket was made of thick shiny material and had many straps and pockets. I was also given another shirt. This one was thicker with long sleeves and it had a hood. I was also given thick heavy boots to wear too. I put on my clothes. I wasn’t sure which order they were supposed to go on or how they worked with my wings. 

I looked at my card. It was blue and translucent. It said my mission was in Tokyo, Japan. I saw a picture of a young woman with short lavender hair. Her details were printed next to her picture. She was barely over five feet tall and was only twenty-two years old. She was an orphan. She was beautiful. Her name was Emica. I looked at the torture I was expected to exert on her and was filled with doubt. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do. I looked up and saw Takai looking at me. He took me by the shoulders and squeezed. His smile said he believed in me.  

“Don’t worry, you’ll know what to do. You were created for this,” he whispered to me. 

I gave him a doubtful smile. 

“Alright,” he said, turning to the rest of my group. “Now that you have your clothes and assignments, I will tell you the four rules you must remember at all times. If you keep to these rules, you will make Mother Izanami and myself proud, and you will find success. 

Rule one: keep to the background or remain unseen by the humans. You can roam around visible to the humans, but don’t let your target see you or witness you using your powers. They mustn’t see your wings, either. Rule two: do not engage with the angels from Izanagi. Rule three: don’t use your powers on other humans other than your target. Your missions are pre-selected based on the abilities you were created with. You will know what to do instinctively. Rule four: your wings are your key to returning to Yomi and becoming invisible. Take good care of them. Now go and make me proud.”

“What happens if we are seen by the humans? How do we get back?” I tried to ask. 

A bright light came from the far side of the room. I lifted my arm to shield my eyes from the light. The ground rocked. I tried to stay on my feet. Before I knew what was happening, my body was racing toward the light. I wasn’t flying. I was being pulled by some unknown force through the blinding light before me. 

I felt a mighty rush as I accelerated through the air. I felt my body take flight. I saw the ground racing toward me. No, I was racing toward it! A quick thought came to my mind and my wings pushed themselves through my clothes. The appearance of my wings slowed down my descent, but not enough to keep my eyes from filling with tears, blurring my sight of the human world. 


      [image: image-placeholder]With a fast flutter of my wings, I lowered myself down onto the ground. I rubbed my eyes and looked around. The ground was black with white painted lines marking out paths in every direction. Bright lights rose from the ground and climbed into the sky. The air was warm even though the sky was dark. Colors of blue and purple penetrated the black sky from the surrounding buildings. The ground was wet, increasing the glow of the many colored lights. I covered my face. The lights made my eyes hurt. I heard loud sounds all around me. They reminded me of the noise from the shitai. I uncovered my eyes. 

Hordes of people talking and walking came toward me. Most of them looked down at rectangles of glowing lights, not even bothering to see where they were going. I couldn’t understand how they stand the bright light in their faces and know where to go. I saw a girl with lavender hair push her way through the crowd and run in my direction. 

I held my breath. It was the girl from the card. I pulled it out and held it up. Sure enough, it was the same girl. I was reminded that her name was Emica. She was running right toward me. I raised out my hands to stop her. I tried to remember what Takai had said about being seen by the humans. 

A rush like a wind went through my being. It felt cold. I felt a void in my being. A blur of lavender passed through me and came out the other side. Shouts came from the direction she had just come from. I looked up in time to see men dressed in black, wearing black helmets that covered their heads, run toward me as well. They held in their hands long black sticks that arced with blue lights. The crowd split to let them through. The men shouted threats and waved their sticks as they chased after Emica. I wanted to move out of their way, but I couldn’t. The sensation of them running through me made my chest feel tight and the action of breathing had become foreign. The surrounding air filled with black smog, as though pieces of me were leaving my being and fleeing for their own lives. Was this what death felt like?

I turned to look in the direction they had run off to. My form was reconstituted and air returned to my chest. I knew I needed to follow Emica. She was my target. I made my way through the crowd, trying to be careful not to pass over a person or have them pass through me. I didn’t want to feel that sensation again. 



I followed the men with helmets and Emica between a set of buildings. It was dark and I could see better. Emica knew where she was going. She went down one way and turned and went down another. She jumped over boxes and rubbish that littered the alleyways. The men chasing her weren’t as skilled as she was, but it was apparent that they knew the city almost as well as she did. 

They exited the tight alleyways and came into an opening. Tall buildings surrounded where she stopped. The light was minimal compared to the street. She turned and faced the men in the black helmets. They slowly came closer to her. She reached to her side and pulled out a long weapon. I had been so overwhelmed by my experience of her running through me; I didn’t notice that she, too, was armed. She had a fearless look in her eyes as she stood her ground. She pushed back on their glowing sticks with her weapon as they attacked her. Their sticks crackled and hissed as the blade of her weapon made contact. She fought and tried to keep them back, even though she was outnumbered. I counted five men against one small, beautiful young woman. 

More rough looking young people came out of the surrounding alleyways. Four of them came, three boys and one girl joined in the fight, coming to  Emica's aid. Some of them had similar weapons to hers, while others had clubs or sticks of some kind. One had a weapon that looked like it had three tines. I wasn’t sure what any of these objects were or what any of these people were doing. However, no matter how well Emica and her friends fought, it was clear that the men in the helmets were stronger and were getting the upper hand. Their sticks sent out blue waves of intense power. The light arced and struck anyone who got too close. The amount of pain the young people felt was almost enough to hinder their efforts and cause some of them to fall onto their knees. Her friends were falling victim to these men and were being detained. The fate of these youths seemed dismal and solid. I don’t know why I was so concerned about their fate. I was here to strike down and cause pain. These men were doing it for me. I felt a rapid pounding in my chest.

One of the men in the helmets grabbed Emica by her hair. She tried to swing out with her weapon, but her side met the power of his stick. She took a deep breath, as though she were getting ready to scream. She closed her eyes and out of her thin throat came a sonic blast. No pitch of sound could be heard, but the effects of her powerful voice were evident as everyone covered their ears. The sound she made shook every fiber of my being. I covered my ears, but it wasn’t enough to block the effect of her voice. The buildings shook and things from up high started to fall down. Rubble in the alleyway behind me blew out of sight.

I felt an impulse inside me. I felt an urge in my hand to rise and strike her with my own force. I gritted my teeth, trying to fight the feeling. It didn’t seem right, but the urge overwhelmed me. I felt the need to release my power. I lifted my hand. My fingers curled as though I was reaching around her throat. My fingers emitted their own harsh blue glow. I saw the same light come from deep inside her throat. The aura filled her mouth, outlining the details from the inside. She raised her hand to her neck. The sonic blast from her mouth stopped. 



A different blast pushed against me. Yellow light surrounded my frame. No one else seemed to notice this additional force of power. I looked to my right and saw a figure in white. He was clothed all in white and had wings. I knew he had to be an angel from Izanagi. I remembered Takai’s warning about them. He gave me a disdainful look. He reached out his own hand toward Emica. Yellow light flowed from this angel, replacing my blue glow within her mouth. Emica took a deep breath and let out another blast. The men in the helmets ran away. 

“Leave her alone,” the white angel hissed at me. 

“If I don’t, I’ll die,” I replied. “It is the purpose of my creation.”

“Is that what they tell you down there? You Death Angels are all alike,” he sneered.

I tried to ask another question, but with his other hand, he reached out in my direction again. Powerful light knocked me down and forced me up against the building. The ground shook. I tried to get back on my feet. Takai warned us to not engage the enemy’s angels, but he was engaging me. I had to do something. I stood up, but the force of his power made it hard to stay upright. Bright light surged from his hands. My wings caught his force and lifted me off the ground. I continued to reach out toward Emica. I needed to complete my mission. She was my target. I wanted to make Takai proud. I wanted to have my own name. I didn’t want to meet The Beast. I couldn’t fight the white angel, but I could attack her. 

She turned and looked in my direction. Her eyes looked as though she could see me, yet I was still invisible. The look in her eyes filled my being, as though she were running back through me. I felt myself trembling. I didn’t know what to do. The force from the white angel and her stare made me feel cold. I could feel my power starting to give out. I rose higher into the air. I had only one choice to escape their joint attacks. I closed my eyes and concentrated for a moment. 



The landing was harder than I expected. I felt a sharp pain in my back. The white angel shook his head and faded from my view. Emica stopped her sonic scream. The look in her eyes changed. Her eyes had been on me the whole time, yet it was as though she was seeing me for the first time. She held her hand to her throat and crumpled to the ground. Her body looked frail, but the voice that she had emitted was formidable. Her eyes continued to hold me. I didn’t understand her expression, but the look she gave wasn’t hateful. 

Another tremor shook the ground. More bits of the buildings came crashing down. A long cylinder of some kind fell toward me. I tried to roll away out of its path, but the pain in my back was too great. I couldn’t move. I let out a loud shout as I became pinned underneath. The ground stopped shaking. 

“Whoa! Hold on there, you are hurt,” said a young man in a green shirt. “Don’t move. Hey guys, help me lift this pipe off of him.”

“You can see me?” I asked. 

A cold shiver ran through me. My breathing became rapid. 

“Yeah, I can see you. Did you hit your head too?”

“Don’t touch me!”

“Look Buddy, we’re gonna have to get this pipe off of you so you can move, okay?”

“No! Don’t come near me. Leave me alone!”

“Will you get a load of this guy?” he said as he looked back over his shoulder at the young people behind him.  

More of the young people ran over to me. Emica stayed on the ground, still holding her throat. One of the young men stayed with her. He whispered in her ear, but her gaze never left me. 

“Alright, Taro. I’ll grab this side, and you get the other side,” said another young man. He had white hair and wore something over his eyes. He banged the pipe with the long stick in his hands before he took hold of its edge. 

“Okay, Naoki. On the count of three, we lift.”

Naoki and Taro counted, and with a loud grunt, they lifted the pipe off of me. I tried to get up, but the pain in my back intensified at the slightest movement. I needed to hide, getaway, become invisible again. I tried to think and bring my wings back in so I could disappear from their view, but it wasn’t working. Why wasn’t it working? I covered my face, blocking the sights and sounds of this world while I tried to concentrate on disappearing. It still wasn’t working. 

“Whoa, Buddy, don’t move yet. That was a nasty fall you took there. I don’t know what you were thinking, trying to fly with those wings. Are you a cosplayer or something? They look pretty real,” said Taro. 

I uncovered my face and gave him a bewildered look. 

“He looks like a wanna be goth, to me,” said a girl with short red and black hair. “Hey, why are you wearing your shirt over your hoodie? Were you strung out on something when you got dressed?”

“That’s not a nice thing to say, Aina,” scolded Naoki. 

“What? Look at him! Pale, wearing his clothes in the wrong order and trying to fly in his cosplay costume. He must be on something,” she shouted while pulling things out of the bag that was over her shoulder. “Were you up there during the earthquake, or did Emica’s sonic voice knock you down?”

I just stared at all the surrounding faces. I looked back at Emica. She hadn’t moved. Her eyes were still on me. The tender look she gave was too much. I looked away. I was told not to engage with the humans. What would Takai think if he saw this? I felt dread rise inside of me. I couldn’t speak. I felt frozen where I laid. The fear of doing the wrong thing and the consequence of my actions were more devastating than the pain I felt. I had already made so many mistakes. I wish I knew how to fix them. 

“He just turned cold. He must be in shock,” said Naoki. 

“Okay Pal, I am going to need you to take off your jacket and remove your shirts. We are going to have to take the other wing off too, so we can treat your back. I don’t know where the other wing went, but this one looks broken,” said Aina as she reached for me. 

“What do you mean, ‘broken?’” I screeched. 

I reached behind me and felt nothing on my left side. I moved my hand to the right and felt my wing. I looked over my shoulder, as best as I could, and confirmed the dreadful truth. The one remaining wing had a large gash and was bent in the wrong direction. I let out a scream and tried to get up. I didn’t care about the pain anymore. I needed to get away. 

“Hey! You can always make new ones,” she shouted as I pushed her away. 



I got to my feet and pushed away more hands that tried to stop me. I ran back down the alleyway. I kept turning at every junction until I found a dark corner and fell to my knees. I took deep breaths as pain tried to come to the forefront of my mind, but more devastating thoughts took precedence. I was destined for The Beast now. Takai would find me a failure. I had ruined his perfect record. I had brought shame to him and to Mother Izanami. I could feel my fate being sealed in my heart. Over my hunched body, my broken wing hung down near my face. The pain I felt mattered little to me. I reached out and touched the gash. I felt a slight sting. My fingers were covered with the dark red of my blood. It dripped onto the ground. The value of my life was displayed out in that small pool of my blood—unnoticeable and meaningless among the filth of the alley. 

What was the point of being created? I had one task, and I had already failed. The white angel had stopped my powers. I broke my wing, and I was now stuck visible to the human world. I deserved death. So much of me felt wrong to my calling. I knew what I was created for and the purpose of my existence, but I didn’t like how I felt in my skin. None of this felt right. I not only wanted to disappear from the human world, but from all of creation. Why was I ever born?

“Hey Buddy, you okay”? said Taro as he came up to me. 

The touch on my wing was not a welcomed one. I pushed his hand away with a flex of my wing. It hurt, but I didn’t care anymore. 

“Whoa! How did you do that?”

He came around and squatted down in front of me. He started to look into my face, but he was distracted by the dripping blood from my wing. He quickly stood back up. I could hear many feet running toward me. I kept my eyes on the ground. 

“Hey guys, I don’t think his wing is a prop. It’s bleeding.”

“What do you mean, ‘bleeding?’” said Aina as she came up to me. She touched my wing, out of reflex I moved it. I could hear her gasp. “Well, whatever he is, he is going to need to get that fixed up. He can’t roam the streets like this. He’ll be targeted. He will have to come back with us. I can stop the bleeding now, but to set the bone, I am going to have to do that back home. If I do it here, we risk infection.” 

She was clearly not speaking to me. I heard her rummage around in her bag. She started pulling out bottles. 

“Now this is going to sting a little,” she gently said while approaching me with one bottle. “Whoa! Help! Hold him still! If he moves too much, he risks making the break worse.”

Taro and Naoki put all their weight on me to hold me still. The liquid she put on my injury was worse than the pain I felt when I landed. I felt another set of hands on my wing. It was the man I had seen with Emica. He was holding my wing still while Aina applied more of the painful liquid. She reached back into her bag for a roll of white cloth of some kind. She then applied white stripes around the gash. I could feel another set of eyes on me. I looked over my shoulder, through the many arms that pinned me to the ground, and I saw Emica staring at me. I averted my eyes. 

Once Aina had finished bandaging my wing, the men got off me. Taro held his hand out in front of me. I just stared at his hand, unsure what he wanted from me. 

“Come on on, Buddy, let me help you up.”

I hesitated in giving him my hand. He pulled me up. I could feel everyone’s eyes dig into my soul with their stares. It was becoming clear to me that I was just as much of a mystery to them as they were to me. 

“Why do you keep calling me that?” I asked. 

“What? Buddy?” he laughed. “I call everyone that. It’s just a friendly term.”

“Friendly?”

“Yeah, as in a friend. You know, a nickname that your friends give you. What do your friends call you? You do have friends, don’t you? You know, the people you like to be with and hang out.”

I just gave him a blank stare. I didn’t know the number of the one other angel that spoke to me during flight training. Takai had been nice, but I knew he wouldn’t hesitate to feed me to The Beast. He was my supervisor, not my friend. 

“Guys, I think he did hit his head,” relayed Taro to his friends. 

“Look at him! He’s not from this world. How many guys do you know with real wings—or a wing?” berated Aina. 

“What’s your name, son?” asked Naoki as he placed a hand on my shoulder. 

I could see my reflection in the black material that covered his eyes. It was the first time I had seen myself. I didn’t like what I saw. I looked back down at the ground. 

“Hey it’s okay. You can tell us. We are your friends now,” he continued. “What do they call you back home?”

“Takai calls me A1, but my full name is 2.1M-A1,” I said bashfully. 

Everyone started laughing except for Naoki and Emica. 

“Hey, stop laughing! It’s not funny,” scolded Emica. 

It was the first time I had heard her voice; it was sweet. Everyone stopped laughing, even though her voice could hardly be heard over their laughter. I wanted to hear her voice some more. 

“Who is Takai? Is he your father?” inquired Naoki. 

“Father?” I raised an eyebrow. “He’s my supervisor.” 

“Your boss, huh? 2.1M-A1,” he mused for a moment. “That’s an odd name. Does it mean something where you come from?” 

“Second millennia and firstborn.”

“Like a serial number?” asked Taro. 

“I am. . .I am suppose. . .to get my real name later.”

“Later? What were you born yesterday?” teased Taro. I turned away. “Oh gosh! I am so sorry! Hey, I didn’t mean to make fun. Guys, we got to come up with a name for our friend here.” 

Everyone was quiet for a moment as they thought. No one seemed to have any ideas on a new name for me. I didn’t care. I was supposed to earn my name, and I had failed. I didn’t deserve a name. I don’t know why I even told them the name Takai referred to me by and that I was still waiting for my real name. I felt torn. These humans had been nice to me and were trying to help me. Part of me wanted their friendship, while another part knew it was wrong. 

“Well, I am Naoki, and you’ve met Taro and Aina. This is Emica and this is Kaito.”

They all bowed toward me. I didn’t know what to do, so I tried to mimic their behavior. My back reminded me it was injured, causing me to wince and stay standing. My eyes fell on the man I now knew as Kaito. He was the only one who didn’t smile at me. He was a large man, about my size, with curly black hair that looked blue when he moved his head. He had said nothing and stood with his arm around Emica. He had a stern look on his face. He reminded me of Takai. 

Naoki suggested to everyone that they get me off the street and go back home. I felt I had no choice but to go with them. I needed my wing repaired, and the Aina girl seemed to know how. Once my wing was repaired, maybe I could leave and finish my mission. I followed everyone as they walked out of the alleyway. Taro and Aina stayed close to me while we walked, making sure my wing hit nothing along the way. The city was quiet, and we saw no one as we went. I kept looking forward to Emica and Kaito as they led the way. She kept looking back at me. Every time her eyes met mine, I felt a strange feeling take over my heart. I tried to fight it. She was more beautiful than the picture on the card. I couldn’t take the gentleness in her eyes. I felt as though she knew what I had tried to do and that I was the one to blame for her pain. Yet, her smile was warm.
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The building they led me to was tall and looked as though it went on forever. There were doors every few yards. After many stairs, we came to a floor over halfway up the building. I followed them all the way down the row to the very end. Kaito placed his thumb on the door handle and a red circle appeared around his thumb. The light then turned green, and he opened the door.  
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