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Welcome to Obsession, the first book in the Destiny series—a story that has been living rent-free in my head for years. No, seriously. This book has haunted me through sleepless nights, lazy afternoons and more cups of coffee than I’m willing to admit.

Writing this book has been a journey—a mix of “This is genius!” moments and “Why did I even start this shit” meltdowns.

Honestly, I’ve always wanted to write this story. But it took a combination of procrastination, existential crises and unhealthy amounts of screen-time to finally pull it together.

And now it’s here, for better or for worse (but hopefully better).

This is a tale of chaos, connection and maybe a little too much drama (the good kind, I promise). It’s been a journey of blood, sweat, tears and quite possibly a few keyboard smashes. But it’s also been the most exhilarating ride and I’m thrilled to finally share it with you.

So grab a snack and prepare for a wild ride through Life, Death, Obsession and all the messy stuff in between.

I hope it makes you laugh, cry, scream and possibly throw the book (or your e-reader) across the room.

Just, you know, aim away from the fragile things.
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First of all, I’m gonna assume that you guys already read the Author Note and know the bits. But here’s the deal:

This book ends with a cliffhanger.

Yep, I said it. A big, fat, jaw-dropping cliffhanger (Okay, maybe not THAT jaw-dropping).

So, if you’re someone who reads a cliffhanger and immediately heads to Goodreads or Amazon to write a “One-star because I hate waiting” review, maybe just... wait until all the books are out?

Or, you know, dive in and embrace the chaos like the rest of us masochists.

Now, to the main thing. Sigh. This book contains some sensitive topics and themes. This includes:


	Third person POV

	Mental health struggles

	Personality disorders

	Slavery

	Social inequality

	Graphic violence

	Murder

	Body gore

	Emotional trauma

	Heavy themes

	Zero sex scene.



If you’re one of those readers who can’t read a book unless it’s filled with smut, please don’t touch this book.

Obsession won’t be giving you any sort of wet dreams.

Probably just nightmares.

Anyway, please take care of yourself and assess whether this content is suitable for you before diving in.

So buckle up, my fellow book-psychos—because this story isn’t for the faint of heart.
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To those who ...

Sobbed their eyes out when Mikasa and Eren didn’t get their Happily Ever After.
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The price of loving someone very much is never loving anyone again.

-Fyodor Dostoyevsky
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What happens when Life and Death collide?

As the Embodiment of Life, Aveoth must preserve the living and continue his legacy. His existence is governed by these two purposes. But questions of morality began to creep into his mind and his once clear path becomes increasingly blurred. Everything he once knew changes when he finally meets her—Raizel, the Embodiment of Death.

Trained from childhood, Raizel moves through existence detached from most emotions and living in silent obedience. Love, hate, sorrow, despair and most other emotions are foreign to her. But someone breaks through her cold existence—a man who claims to love her. Yet his twisted devotion is marked by merciless and ritualistic murders.

The more Aveoth and Raizel work together to unveil the mystery, the more they are haunted by the corpses that are left behind. Each death began to pull them closer to the truth—and to each other. The killings are personal and the killer’s obsession with Raizel is unmistakable. Yet, beneath the surface of their search, something far darker prevails—a growing tension which suggests the killer may be closer than either of them realizes.

Is it affection or madness?

As the line between love and obsession blurs, Aveoth and Raizel begin to wonder: What if the killer isn’t an outsider, but someone close to them—much closer. And if that’s true, how long until their identity comes to light?

In a universe where Life and Death are bound by their own destiny, can they uncover the real murderer before the next victim falls? Or is the answer one neither of them is prepared to face?
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LIFE
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Up in the Caelum Regnum, everything was different from down on human realm.

Here, the Embodiment of Life, sat on the throne and ruled the realm. He was at the top of everything. Both here and down in the human realm.

Some humans thought the Caelum Regnum was the Heaven. Some thought it was the ‘Bridge’ between life and death.

But the Caelum Regnum was none of those.

Bullshit was what it was. 

It was neither Heaven nor the ‘Bridge’, as some loved to depict it as.

The Caelum Regnum was the home to the Enkelit—beings with golden wings, supernatural power, ethereal beauty and nonsense morals.

They claimed to control everything that happened in the human realm.

Life, death, marriage, war, promotion, divorce.

Blah blah.

But in reality, they had close to no control over most things in either realm.

It was simply pathetic just how much every Enkeli starved for this tiny illusion of power. But then again, people always want what they don’t or can’t have.

For just a morsel of control over something totally out of their control.

Now here’s the million-dollar question:

Did the Big Guy exist in the Caelum Regnum?

Maybe.

Maybe not.

No one had actually seen the Big Guy. Neither a single human nor Enkeli. So obviously, there was no way to say anything for sure.

But mostly, no one actually cared.

As long as the Caelum Regnum had an Embodiment of Life on the throne, they didn’t give a shit about who and where the Big Guy was. 

It may sound weird that no one cared about the who created them.

But that’s just how the Caelum Regnum had always functioned and always will.

This realm always valued Life over the Big Guy.

[image: ]

Until, well, that was until this Life started acting up.

Aveoth had always been a happy child. His parents loved him, pampered him and drowned him in riches and jewels.

The whole Caelum Regnum fell head over heels for him—sometimes literally.

Just a few stomp stomp and crash!

There wasn’t anything he wanted that he didn’t get—toys, books, swords, shields, new armory, a whole fucking house.

After all, the whole world was his playground.

Now, the perfect word to describe him would be ‘spoiled’.

As a kid, all the attention he got from others made him feel as though he was standing at the top of the world. 

Which in some sense, he actually was.

It was just a matter of time before he discovered his place among the Enkelit.

But till then the heavy burden of that responsibility was like a warm blanket to Aveoth’s existence.

It made him feel important.

Wanted.

He heard that his birth had been a blessing for the Caelum Regnum. Because for eons, there hadn’t been a single Embodiment of Life.

No one had any fucking idea why. And the ones who did have some knowledge about it kept their lips tightly sealed.

So obviously, Aveoth didn’t know shit about what actually went down back then.

All he knew was that something devastating happened eons ago. Since then, there had been no more Life.

Or Death, for that matter.

Then Aveoth was born.

He had wings white enough to blind someone. His wavy charcoal black hair could make even the ocean waves envious. His golden eyes were fiercer than that of a hunting wolfs’. He had a face to die for and a smile that could melt anyone and anything.

He was born ready to guide the universe into a new and better future.

Or so everyone expected.

It was said that the morning he was born, the sun in the sky shone the brightest. The most beautiful rainbow graced the Caelum Regnum with its presence. The birds sang delightfully for hours. Flowers bloomed in every garden. Butterflies danced and all those other snotty bullshit.

His birth finally brought the long awaited spring of Life in the Caelum Regnum.

Pathetic.

Since he was two or three-year-old, Aveoth received the highest of education that could be provided in this ‘holy’ land of unholyness.

The rules were stricter for him.

But who would actually dare to punish the Embodiment of Life?

He was given a thorough briefing about his duties and responsibilities as Life. It was drilled into his brain that one day, he’d dominate over the entire world.

As a toddler, all those words did was make him giggle like a stupid bitch.

“When you turn 20, you’ll ascend the throne of Life. You must enslave Death. Then you’d have to marry a worthy woman and continue your honorable legacy.”

Easy, right?

Fucking no.

Whoever thought it was an ‘easy’ work needed a harsh wakeup call.

Anyway, Aveoth had always been told that it was an easy job. And like the innocent bastard that he was, he believed every word that was spoken, taught and preached.

By the age of 5, he realized what the purpose of his existence was and it did so little to help that it was almost pitiful.

He couldn’t even understand the severity of any of it back then. All it did was serve some flex value.

“It’s in your blood, Aveoth. You’re worrying for nothing. Once you take the throne, everything will come to you as naturally as breathing. You’ll see.”

Aveoth used to love those words as a kid. But he had outgrown his taste for such nonsense with age.

Now, in his teenage years, he was rebellious and playful. As if he was living through his last fucking days.

He was the kind of boy who found mischief in every corner of the realm. He thrived on trouble and wore it like a badge of honor.

The weight of responsibility felt suffocating to him these days.

It was too heavy to bear.

So, he dodged it whenever he could.

He’d go around grabbing any excuse, any opportunity—right or wrong—to escape the clutches of his tiresome routine.

For him, recklessness had been a way of existence. It was a means to outrun the pressure of constant training and library work.

Breaking the rules are too much fun anyway.

Exactly.

In the meantime, he realized there was another voice speaking in his head.

It freaked him out at first.

But he caught up to it pretty soon. Staying hung up on the technicalities wasn’t his style.

This voice was like a part of him. An evil part.

One that was violent and tried to corrupt him in every corner of his day.

He ignored it on most days but sometimes it was fun to indulge.

Back to his shitty existence.

The whole Caelum Regnum knew that if they couldn’t find Aveoth at home or the library, he was most likely at the banks of the river that flowed through the heart of this Realm.

This river—with its water as red as spilled blood, cold as the chill of the grave and lifeless as stone—had earned the name Ruby-stone River.

But Aveoth found this appellation far too mundane.

He believed that this river was deeply intertwined with the essence of this very realm. He believed it deserved a lot more thought, respect and emotional involvement behind its naming.

After all, it belonged to Death. Whoever they might be.

The bank of this river was shrouded with thick bushes of black rose. Those dark roses were unique to this forsaken stretch of land.

They were blessed—or cursed, depending on who you ask.

They were not ordinary flowers but crafted from black volcanic glass.

Obsidian.

Their dark, lustrous surface reflected with an eerie, otherworldly beauty.

Yet some Enkeli would swear up and down that those flowers were born from the ashes of the dead or whatever.

Aveoth wasn’t much interested in those bullshit. He knew the truth.

The real one.

Those roses were essentially weapons in disguise—sharp, lethal and ruthless. They were named the Obsidian Death and it was hardly a mystery to whom these deadly blooms rightfully belonged.

Their fragile, easily breakable petals didn’t distract from how treacherously lethal they could be.

While he didn’t know Death personally, there was this odd connection he felt with those flowers.

It was nameless but equally prominent.

He could tell that those dainty flowers felt it too. Or maybe they didn’t and he was just being delusional.

Either way, they’d always make way for Aveoth to sit in their midst.

They’d always keep their defenses down whenever he’s around. Always shield him from prying eyes of strangers.

Aveoth thought that it was almost adorable.

They possessed the allure of an oasis to a dying man parched in a desolate desert.

It was as soothing as the cold water sliding down a parched throat.

As coveted as the rarest of jewel.

As cherished as the first morsel of food.

They gave Aveoth a sense of contentment. They also made him feel less lonely inside his sweet bubble of mischief.

But they weren’t very fold of others in this realm.

And rightfully so.

Because some of them often liked to claim that those flowers were crafted by Death to ensnare anyone who dared to touch them.

Others say those flowers held the souls of millions inside them. Some even believed those blooms represented the final fate of the damned.

Everyone had a different story, a different hypothesis, a different logic.

But for Aveoth, all those flowers did were lead him to make a few friends. Capri, Keith, Litch, Jude and, Aveoth’s best buddy, Leo.

So, Aveoth loved everything about those roses.

They were special like that.

No matter now dainty they looked, they still had the ability to kill anyone with a single cut. Yet, occasionally, they showed surprising degree of kindness.

That kindness was reserved especially for the innocents.

At the very least, they were upfront about their intentions. That’s more than what Aveoth could say about the residents of this Realm.

It was kind of fascinating to watch. How one of the most feared entities of the Realm had greater moral compass than the self-proclaimed divine bitches.

But on a regular day, all one needed to do was get close enough to Obsidian Death and death would all that’d be written on their fate.

And who’s Aveoth if not a little shit who loved to flirt with fate?

Then, on some rare days, Aveoth could be found near the door leading to the human realm, gazing down at humans with awe and disdain.

This giant ass door was made from the purest of gold found in the Caelum Regnum. The most skilled artists of this realm carved intrinsic designs all over it.

It sat in the middle of a pristine lake that mirrored every constellation in the sky. The door was encircled by the most exquisite crystals found nowhere but Caelum Regnum.

It glowed like a gathering of fireflies illuminating the night.

The door was as old as it was beautiful.

Like time itself.

So, it was later named Archaios.

Aveoth had no fucking idea why the name was in Greek. It probably sounded cooler to whoever the fuck named it.

He went there every once in a while just to ‘study’ the humans.

Like a fucking creep.

As the Embodiment of Life, one of his primary tasks were to understand them. Their behavior, customs, conducts, culture and believes.

It wasn’t long before Aveoth figured out that he found the humans ‘interesting’. Like those earthen dolls girls liked to play with.

It amused him how their lives ended in the blink of an eye. And how they would try to make the best of it.

He loved how they searched for happiness and contentment at every corner of their insignificant little existence.

He marveled in the fact that while every human thirsted for something consistent, they often were the ones to destroy that said consistency.

Pretty contradictory.

Aveoth looked in utter amazement as the humans willingly dismantled their own lives through relentless warfare. And for what?

Power?

Land?

Title?

What could be worth the brutal, untimely death they often inflicted upon themselves?

None of those could ever be worth the home, family and love they’d always abandon.

Love.

Now, that was one concept he had no idea about.

It was an unfamiliar territory for him.

He didn’t know how to love someone. Someone who wasn’t related to him by blood.

Yes, he admired quite a number of people.

Most of them were the Elders. They were just regular old, wise, not so shriveled Enkelit. Many of them had been around since the beginning of time or something. So their knowledge came handy once in a while.

He loved his friends.

But it wasn’t that kind of love.

The kind that’d make you want to burn the world down to ashes just to make your lover smile. The kind that’d make you commit the most heinous crimes for your lover’s sake. The kind that’d burn through your body and soul and destroy you from the inside.

That kind of love scared him.

The idea of loving someone so much that he’d lose himself terrified him more and more as time passed.

He wondered—sometimes in amusement—sometimes in abhorrence.

Love is terrifyingly beautiful, huh?

That’s the one thing about the humans that baffled him the most.

How they, with their little existence, had the ability to love someone from the depths of their heart, soul and body.

How they would give everything they had to another person without any expectations, demand or hope for reciprocation.

How they were always ready to take over any pain and destruction in the name of love. Even rage war if need be.

How they weren’t even afraid of the consequences of their own actions.

Fascinatingly scary shit.

Aveoth wasn’t very keen to experience it yet. If ever.

For now, Aveoth wanted to be the happy teenager. He wanted to roam the Caelum Regnum without any care in the universe.

He wanted to have fun with his friends, get pampered by his parents and not worry about anything outside of whom to annoy the very next day.

He wanted to be carefree until he’s 20.

Because then, he’d have to take the throne and the existence he now knew would completely, irrevocably transform.

Ironic, isn’t it?

The Embodiment of Life was dreading one of the few things that governed his very existence.

[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


DEATH
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On the day Aveoth finally turned twenty, the entire Caelum Regnum gathered around like hive of bees to host a grand, dazzling celebration.

Golden-winged Enkelit were everywhere. Some were walking, some flying. Others were seated, chatting and laughing. Many of them were decorating the whole fucking realm.

They were covering the goddamn clouds with whatever shit those ribbon like stuff were. The gardens were decorated. The other stupid rivers were decorated.

It was all so flashy and artificial that Aveoth gagged every time he came face to face with one of those lame decorations.

The air around Aveoth was filled with uncomfortable politics disguised as fake ass festivities.

Joy and celebration rippled through the naïve crowd of Enkelit.

Even his friends were caught up in the mood of singing his praises as though he had returned victorious from some fierce battle.

Which he hadn’t. So all these made way less sense to him. It was just a fucking birthday.

So Aveoth sat alone amidst the thorny bushes filled with Obsidian Death. Away from all the celebration.

The Ruby-stone river flowed serenely before him. Its blood-red waters were dancing in the morning light.

His golden eyes were fixed on the shimmering waves and their hypnotic rhythm. While his wavy black hair fluttered softly in the cool breeze by the riverside.

The wind was colder than usual.

It wrapped around him like icy sheets and sent shivers down his spine. It nearly froze his pearly white wings into popsicles.

The rose bushes—which normally radiated warmth only for Aveoth—offered no comfort.

He couldn’t help but wonder why today was such an exception.

Bitch did you forget what day it is?

Ah, yes. Today is that day, isn’t it?

Today was the day he’d finally ascend the throne of the Caelum Regnum as the Embodiment of Life.

It was a big ass day for the whole realm—especially the Elders.

They’d finally get another young scrape goat on the throne that they can manipulate and control. Someone to have in their beck and call to do all their stupid, probably illegal, biddings.

When Aveoth was a kid, there was a thrill in knowing that someday he’d rule over the entire realm. His arrogance ran high and mentioning his ego was a crime at this point.

But as he grew older, he began to see the full picture. The ugly reality, the truth of the throne and the curse of being at the top of the world.

It was complicated.

Dirty.

It drastically changed a lot of his views and believes overnight. One moment he was hyped about it. The next moment he was learning about the web of politics in this realm and trying to run away.

Was taking the throne an honor?

Yes.

Did he want it though?

Not so sure.

Was it worth becoming a puppet of the Elders and dunk himself in this gutter?

Fucking no.

Taking the throne was a huge fucking responsibility. And for someone as young as Aveoth it was more like putting a boulder on a sparrow.

All his existence, he never had to take even the tiniest decision for himself—let alone choices that could shape the fate of the entire world.

Everyone had always done everything for him. He never even had to sharpen his own sword or clean his own house by himself.

How did anyone even expect him to sit on a throne and rule? Pass on orders and commands after weighing all the options.

It was too much fucking work.

The very notion of possessing such paperwork gave Aveoth splitting headaches. Not to mention having this whole realm depending on you is the worst outcome ever.

The thrill of authority that used to bring a sense of self-satisfaction in him had already turn into an irritable heaviness inside his heart.

The thought of it was unbearable.

It was a future he didn’t want to confront.

Not to mention the responsibility of Life of all beings was on his shoulder already.
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Who the fuck thought giving me more work was a good idea?

The afternoon slowly rolled down and the sun reclined towards the western skyline. It covered the realm with a golden reverence.

His friends finally came around to call him back to reality.

He had been sitting at the bank of Ruby-stone river for hours now. It was only a matter of time before his friends decided to come over and drag him away.

At first, Aveoth was reluctant to leave his comfortable spot among the bushes of Obsidian Black. But he couldn’t blame his friends for wanting to spend some time with him before the ceremony.

They’ve been a huge part of his existence since the moment they met.

Among them, Leo and Keith were typically the only ones Aveoth was more close to. They were the only ones who could understand him for who he really was.

Not to mention that they had a pretty good idea of what went on behind the scenes. So naturally, they served as his left and right hand.

And today, alongside Aveoth, they’ll officially join the position of Punisher and Prophet of this realm.

On the other hand, the girls—Capri, Litch and Jude—were a totally different story. While being good friends and occasionally useful, they were a bit too ‘domesticated’.

They had no idea how messed up their realm is. They were oblivious to the reality of everything. Capri’s father was one of the Elders.

Only if she knew the truth about her dad.

They sat together in another rose garden far away from the Ruby-stone River.

They had about two hours before the coronation ceremony began so they were determined to make the best out of it.

“So, Aveoth.” Leo began with a mischievous grin across his face. “Any plans for the future? Had the infamous Life set his sights on anyone special yet?”

His tone dripped with playful teasing. Beside him, Litch shifted awkwardly. A shy smile tugged at the corners of her lips. Maybe hopeful for a reaction.

Leo, of course, was fully aware of Litch’s unspoken crush on Aveoth. And also how Aveoth felt about her.

But that didn’t stop him from trying to stir the pot.

Aveoth, however, remained unbothered. “Nope. Not even close.” His voice was cool and indifferent. “The girls in our realm? They’re a bit... too ordinary for my taste. I’m looking for someone special.”

Litch’s face fell. Her disappointment was almost visible. For a fleeting moment, Aveoth almost felt bad for Litch. But the scene was more satisfactory than he cared to admit.

He had never entertained any kind of romantic or sexual feelings for any of his female friends and they all knew it.

If they still chose to harbor the hope that someday he might feel something towards them, well, that wasn’t his problem.

Sorry, Litch. You’ll just have to get over it.

Before Leo could push the joke further, Keith—with his characteristic bluntness—delivered a swift smack to the back of Leo’s head.

“Why do you even bother asking Aveoth these questions?” Keith’s tone was exasperated. “You know he’s not interested in anyone. Man or woman.”

Leo barely had time to respond before another smack landed in the same spot. Keith’s hand moved with a precision he had honed through years of training alongside Aveoth and Leo.

Poor Leo.

If he kept this up, it wouldn’t be long before he had a permanent dent the size of Keith’s palm at the back of his skull.

“I’m sorry, alright? It was just a joke.” Leo muttered while rubbing the back of his head with a wince.

He knew full well it hadn’t been just a joke. But Keith’s smacks had a way of making a guy rethink his life choices.

The next few hours went by in a blur of laughter and reminiscence. Their stories went back as far as their first meet.

They hadn’t even noticed how quickly time had slipped away.

He didn’t notice when his friends’ playful tone turned serious. How serious they were when it was finally time for him to go.

But then again, no matter how much mischief they caused, their care for Aveoth ran deep.

He finally got up. His eyes paused on each of their faces one last time before he stepped towards the Grand Hall.

As Aveoth finally disappeared into the Grand Hall, Leo glanced up at the sky.

The sun had already dipped below the horizon. The soft hues of the tranquil dusk swirled overhead like a gentle tornado. The sky was slowly spiraling into the inky black abyss of the lustful night.

“A storm is coming.” Leo’s voice broke through the quiet murmur of conversation. His words were sharp and unexpected.

His friends turned toward him, their lighthearted expressions faltering.

“What are you on about, Leo?” Jude asked with a laugh in her voice as she glanced upward. “The sky’s clear as glass.”

The three girls exchanged glances. Their faces reflected the same mild confusion.

In their tiny bubble, storms came with dark clouds and rumbling skies. Not from unspoken warnings.

They were innocent like that.

Untouched by the weight of darker truths.

But Keith... He said nothing.

His eyes darkened and lips pressed into a thin line that betrayed the storm brewing in his own mind.

“It’s nothing.” Keith cut in. His tone was carefully measured. “Leo’s just messing with you.”

He smiled. But it didn’t reach his eyes.

It didn’t need to.

The girls relaxed. Their worries dissolved into the crisp afternoon air. Unaware of the tension that hung between the lines of conversation.

Keith was determined to keep it that way.

There were truths... heavy truths, that didn’t belong in their lighthearted world.
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Not yet. 

Preparations for the coronation were well underway. Both within the towering walls of the Grand Hall and beyond its marble steps.

The goldsmiths were polishing Chrysafenios—the Crown of Life.

It was a magnificent creation that was forged from the purest form of gold. It was thick and heavy. Its weight was a testament to the power it symbolized.

The crown sparkled with a dazzling array of gemstones. Each were chosen for their brilliance. There were all kind of stones. Diamonds, Sapphire, Emerald and some others that Aveoth didn’t even know the names of.

But among all those stones, there were two that were missing from the crown—Obsidian and Ruby. Those were said to be the gems of Death.

Thus, they had no place in Chrysafenios—a crown meant only for the living.

Nearby, the Holy Sword—Aichmiros—awaited its moment of glory. The blade had been sharpened to a gleaming edge. Its polished steel caught the light like a sliver of moonlight.

The sword’s grip was carved from flawless jade that seemed almost ethereal. As though it was sculpted from ice itself. It was then wrapped with leather for better grip and friction.

The guard and pommel were adorned with the same precious stones as the crown, which shimmered with quiet grandeur.

Aichmiros was more than just a weapon.

It was a symbol of this realm’s enduring legacy. It was a witness of Caelum Regnum’s bloodstained history.

Both the crown and the sword had been passed down since the reign of the first Life. The first ruler.

And soon, both those things would rest in the hands of a new sovereign.

Aveoth made his way through the giant golden double doors of the Grand Hall.

On other days it looked like straight out of the Roman ruins. Tonight it was glamorously decorated for the coronation ceremony.

The whole Grand Hall had been covered with white and golden curtains. Golden roses embedded with diamonds adorned the huge pillars supporting the roof.

Everything gleamed with gold.

It was so opulent and lifeless that it was hard to tell if they were crowning the Embodiment of Life or King Midas himself.

The Grand Hall was draped in a lavish display of wealth. Every inch of it shimmered with something frivolous.

As though the very soul had been drained from this room—leaving only the cold, glittering residue of materialism behind.

But amid all the gold, one thing remained untouched by artifice.

The Throne of Life.

It was positioned before the ancient tree of Caelum Regnum. It stood in stark contrast to the rest.

The tree’s branches were twisted and coiled to form the throne’s intricate frame. It was adorned with vibrant flowers and lush, green leaves.

As if it was crafted by the very hands of nature. It was, in every sense, teeming with life. A vision that could only belong in the dreams of dryads.

It was living masterpiece.

Well, at least it won’t blind someone every time anyone so much as glanced at it.

Once Aveoth made his way halfway through the Grand Hall, a crowd of happy and excited Enkelit came forward to congratulate him upon his ascension.

Fun fact. He didn’t even know most of them. If any at all. He probably never even saw any of them in all his existence.

But the way all of them were acting overfriendly towards him made him wonder if he was just too stupid to remember faces.

Many of them—particularly women—were trying their best to send flirtatious smiles and bedroom eyes his way in hopes to catch his eyes.

But they accomplished nothing but successfully repulsing him.

Ewww.

Eww is right.

Aveoth couldn’t help but agree with the voice inside his head.

Aveoth was all too aware of his own duties. He knew he should probably pay attention to the women who fluttered around him.

Socialize and get to know them.

His parents probably expected him to choose one of them as his wife pretty soon.

But deep down, Aveoth felt no pull toward any of them.

He wanted someone who would rise above the crowd of a million of Enkelit. Someone who would command his gaze and leave him breathless.

But Aveoth was just a puppet for the Elders.

If they told him to marry a woman and have heirs—he’d marry a woman and have heirs. No question asked. No answers sought.

It wasn’t like he didn’t want to protest.

He did.

But he didn’t have the power to challenge their authority. They got the residents of this realm backing them up.

He could overpower their authority with his position as the Embodiment of Life. But he’d never gain the public support.

He overheard a group of Enkeli nearby. They were murmuring something about the enslavement of Death following the Coronation.

Now that’s one weird thing.

Aveoth never liked that word. It sounded out of place in the context of Death. It didn’t belong there.

It always left a bitter taste in his mouth. It felt unnatural.

Death—like Life, like Aveoth—was a powerful entity itself. It was bound by no one.

Death wasn’t for anyone to enslave. Just like Life wasn’t for anyone to command.

Death and Life were two halves of the same coin.

Not enemies.

They were partners in the grand cycle of existence.

That old, unfamiliar discomfort began to stir within him once again. He’d been feeling like this for a week or so.

This heavy, tingly feeling right under his heart.

As Aveoth ascended the stairs toward the dais, the feeling intensified. Each and every step felt like an eternity. His heart pounded in his chest. So much so that he could hear it in his ears.

For the first time in his existence, his legs felt like lead. As if they were trying to stop him from taking any more steps.

From moving forward. From doing something he knew he’d regret.

He suddenly felt a sharp pain split through his head. The voice inside his head was screeching in this annoying voice.

He knew that he didn’t want to take the throne of Life. He didn’t want Chrysafenios and for the existence of himself, didn’t want to wield the weight of Aichmiros.

Every fiber of his being longed to flee. To escape this gaudy Grand Hall.

He wanted to abandon the expectant eyes of the Enkeli. To break free from his parents. From his duties. And most of all, from himself.

But deep down, he knew there was no escaping this fate.

No matter how much he wanted to run, those giant ass doors of the Grand Hall were closed to him now.

He was ensnared in this intricate, cruel game crafted by the Elders. He was nothing more than a mere pawn in their grand chessboard. Placed there for their amusement.

There was no way out of this labyrinth.

Not until they had wrung every last use out of him and cast him aside.

He stood before the throne and faced the crowd. The weight of this moment pressed down on him.

His parents flanked him on his left and the Elders were on his right. One of those Elders held the Chrysafenios and was poised to crown the next ruler of Caelum Regnum.

He stood there—anticipating the moment the crown would finally be placed upon his head and he’d lose himself in this fucking maze.

The Elder stepped closer and raised the crown over his head. Then, with all the dramatics of a cringy but bad book, the crown was placed on Aveoth’s head.

The instant the Chrysafenios settled upon his head, a jolt of power surged through him and spread throughout his entire being.

The sensation pulsed through his nerves and intensified with every beat of his heart.

He looked down at the sea of faces—known and unknown. The crowd below appeared like mere ants. Insignificant, fragile and too easily crushed beneath his newfound authority.

Those thoughts were utterly foreign to him.

Like an unsettling breach in his mind. This must be the insidious ability of this power to warp and manipulate the mind of the wielder.

Still, just to be sure, he asked the voice inside his head.

Are you the one messing with my head?

Nope. All you.

Fuck you.

Now that rush of power instilled a sense of fear in him. The possibility of losing the reins of his own power and mind kept getting larger.

This power had the capability to transform Aveoth to his very fucking core and turn him into something unrecognizable.

The major question was—would he still be the Aveoth he was now or would he become a shadow of his former self, something entirely different?

“Congratulations, son.” His father’s words dragged him out of his reverie.

He turned to face his parents.

Both of them were wearing a smug, satisfied smile. Their irrational pride was a bit hard to miss. They were pleased with what Aveoth had become.

They had always held the highest expectations for him. As long as he continued to fulfil those expectations and keep making them proud, they couldn’t care less about his happiness.

“Thank you, father.” Aveoth’s voice was flawlessly formal as he replied to his father. Like the obedient son that years of intense training had molded him to be.

His father’s approving smile was the stark proof that those training had paid off.

His mother’s incessant cooing interrupted his line of thoughts. She had always treated him like he was still a baby. So much so that he’d sometimes find himself wishing she’s simply shut the hell up.

“My little boy had grown so much. I’m so proud of you, Aveoth. Soon you’ll be choosing a beautiful bride and starting a family. I hope you have someone perfect in mind, dear.”

Yeah, that’d never happen.

Fucking true.

Aveoth had no desire to wed or to court anyone or to pass down his inherited burden.

His parents didn’t understand it though. They believed that it was his duty to ascend the throne, get married and produce heirs.

In that very order.

It was almost the same as one of those majestic horses he once saw in the human realm—whose only job was to win races, pull carriages, sire strong foals and ultimately perish.

Aveoth just nodded at his parents.

He didn’t feel like wasting any words or energy over their selfish expectations.

His focus was elsewhere.

His senses were on high alert.

His eyes bounced from one corner of the Grand Hall to another.

He was waiting.

He was waiting patiently for the one he was meant to meet today.

His other half.

Death. 
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The night deepened and the shadows stretched as the darkness intensified.

Laughter and clinking of glasses filled the Grand Hall. An array of drinks and snacks appeared and music began to weave a lovely tapestry of sound.

Among the Enkelit, a spirited contest brewed to see who could out-drink everyone else.

Aveoth only watched.

His disdain was palpable on his face.

In his hand, a glass of deep red wine sat untouched. Its potential joyful flavor was now an affront to his senses.

I’m so bored.

We both are.

On any other evening, he might have drained the entire bottle of it. But tonight, the very aroma of the wine twisted and turned his stomach into knots.

The brightest moon hung high in the sky of the darkest night. It casted its ethereal glow upon the Caelum Regnum like a shimmering veil.

Even the garden of Obsidian Death outside looked like they’d been covered in molten silver—luminous, mesmerizing and dangerously alluring.

I want to go outside.

You can’t.

Please?

Shut up.

Within the Grand Hall, a feast had been laid out. Rows after rows of tables were adorned with the most exquisite delicacies.

Aveoth sat at the high table on the dais with his parents and the Elders. He played with the roasted beef on his plate. He picked at it for a while before pushing it away.

Giving up on getting anything down his throat.

The second that tiresome dinner ended, the air inside the Grand Hall changed abruptly.

Every Enkeli seemed to hold their breath. As if they were waiting for some grand spectacle to begin soon.

The Elders took their place beside Aveoth. Their hands were clasped in front of them and all of them had a nasty smile on their face.

Both Leo and Keith stood on either side of Aveoth. Leo on left and Keith on right. Litch, Jude and Capri stood among the crowd.

Their excitement was almost being infectious.

One of the Elders took a step forward before dramatically raising his hand to order some invisible servant.

His voice cut through the silence—crisp, sharp and gratingly precise. “Bring. Forth. Death!”

The words slammed into Aveoth like a jackhammer.

His heartbeat quickened. It was pulsing so loud he could almost hear its deafening rhythm echo in his ears. Goosebumps broke across his body. A cold shiver snaked down his spine.

The towering doors of the Grand Hall parted and Aveoth’s whole world crumbled like a fragile house of cards right in front of his eyes.

Everything around him dissolved into nothingness as his vision tunneled onto the figure led through the doorway.

Since childhood, Aveoth always believed Death to be majestic, mysterious and fearsome.
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