
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Breathless Sky
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Dedication
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For the ones who have forgotten who they are,

and for the ones still searching for the language to remember.

For those who were rewritten against their will,

and for those who chose silence over survival.

For anyone who has ever broken the crown they were told to wear.

This story is yours.

Every version.

Every breath.

Every name.

To my family, whose love and quiet strength have grounded me.

And to my wife, Yvonne—your unwavering support, grace, and belief in me made this story possible.

This story is yours.

Every version.

Every breath.

Every name.
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Foreword
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This is not a story of gods.

Not truly.

Though you will find feathers here, and crowns, and breath that shakes the sky. You will see names older than language. Glyphs that speak even when no one remembers how to listen. You will walk with those who remember too much and those who remember nothing at all.

But this story does not begin with a throne.

It begins with a fall.

A man wakes in a land far from any myth. His name is not spoken, though once it was worshipped. He is broken, not in body, but in memory—and that is the crueler wound. Around him, the world continues on, unaware that something ancient has slipped back into it. Unaware that divinity, when untethered from identity, is not salvation.

It is question.

And so this is a story about a question in the shape of a man.

Kael is not yet Kael. Not fully. Not at first.

He does not know if he was meant to rule or to ruin.

He does not know if the power returning to him is a curse or a calling.

He does not know if the crown the world will try to place back upon him is something he ever deserved.

But he will walk.

He will remember.

And he will choose.

As will you.

Because you are not just the reader here.

You are the final glyph.

The closing breath.

The one who decides whether a god reborn becomes a tyrant, a savior—

or something stranger still.

Welcome to The Breathless Sky.

The sky is holding its breath.

So are we.

Turn the page.
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Chapter One
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Individuals who lack a name become easily confused with other things.

The town was not marked on any map.

The town lost its name and it is possible it never possessed one originally. Sun-bleached buildings formed a cluster around a cracked two-lane road where rust and heat kept its existence intact because time refused to completely erase it.

Kael moved through the desert into town as though he were a forgotten ghost who had lost all memory of death. He was silent. Slow. A layer of dust covered his boots while his hair was hastily tied back with a wire he picked up from the road. His face was gaunt. His eyes unreadable.

He hadn’t eaten in three days.

Hadn’t spoken in longer.

Despite his weakened state, the spirals on his chest continued to pulse weakly like a dying star.

________________________________________

He passed a sign on the outskirts.

The sign stood tilted at an unusual angle while its text had completely worn off.

A single word remained visible despite the faded spray paint.

LEAVE

He didn’t.

________________________________________

There was a diner. Of course there was.

They endure the longest of all things because of their stubborn persistence comparable to cockroaches or bad songs.

Kael entered the building with the deliberate caution of someone who has stopped hoping for kindness. The doorbell emitted a worn-out chime. Entering the diner Kael felt the indoor air which was cooler than outdoors yet not cold enough to shiver but sufficient to draw a slow breath from his lungs.

People stared.

Three men at a booth. A woman behind the counter. The child positioned at the far corner held a cracked straw to her lips while her feet dangled above the floor.

The stranger who couldn’t remember his own name became the focus of everyone’s attention.

________________________________________

Kael walked to the counter.

Sat.

The stool squeaked under his weight.

The middle-aged woman behind the counter with her hard expression and neatly tied hair didn’t ask any questions. She handed him a laminated menu while making him a glass of water. Her prolonged gaze showed him she felt distrust for him. Not entirely. But not completely hostile either.

He nodded once. Just enough to say thank you.

His fingers curled around the glass.

The condensation felt too cold. Too real.

He took a sip and nearly choked.

________________________________________

“Been out there a while?” she asked.

Her voice was not warm. But it was not unkind either.

Kael nodded. “I guess.”

“You guess?”

He hesitated. Then I shrugged. “I’m not sure how long.”

That made her pause.

People take that type of pause when they realize that the person facing them is more hurt than harmful.

“You look like hell,” she said.

Kael smiled faintly.

“I feel like worse.”

________________________________________

He ordered eggs.

Didn’t know why.

Didn’t even know if he liked eggs.

His muscles remembered the routine that his mind had erased while his hands automatically loaded food into his mouth until the plate was empty.

The diner had a child who paid attention to him throughout the meal.

Kael met her eyes once.

She didn’t look away.

Most kids did.

This one just stared.

She stared with an intensity as if she saw beneath his skin.

Only she detected the glowing spirals hidden from everyone else's eyes.

________________________________________

He got up to go to the restroom after he completed his meal.

The restroom mirror displayed more cracks than the one he saw in the ruins.

He stared again.

He anticipated that his reflection would blink at a different pace from his movements.

It didn’t.

But something else happened.

His fingertips gently brushed against the glass edge as he stretched upward.

And the spirals burned.

Just for a second.

Just enough to make him stagger.

He gripped the sink.

Breathed through his teeth.

A word ascended from his throat into his mouth.

Foreign. Familiar.

Spoken without meaning, but full of it.

“Kael.”

He didn’t know what it meant.

But it felt like his.

________________________________________

As he came back into the diner the woman behind the counter gave him a look. Somewhere between concern and suspicion.

“You alright?” she asked.

Kael nodded. “Yeah.”

“You remember where you’re headed?”

He thought about lying.

Instead: “Not yet.”

She studied him. The woman opened the register and retrieved several small bills.

“Get a room. Do not sleep outside again. Not around here.”

Kael blinked. “You don’t even know me.”

“No,” she said. “But I have seen your eyes before. And people with that look? People who look like you either end up getting discovered or they become a threat.

________________________________________

He took the money.

Didn’t thank her.

Not because he was rude.

When he attempted to express his gratitude, his speech became stuck in his throat.

Gratitude was too human.

He wasn’t ready for that yet.

________________________________________

Kael lay on his back staring at the peeling ceiling while the motel's broken lock door and mildewed bed filled the room with smoke odors.

Sleep didn’t come.

Not for a while.

And when it did—

It wasn’t sleep.

________________________________________

It was fire.

It was wings.

A woman’s cry erupted in a forgotten tongue.

The deities plummeted from their celestial domains while the atmosphere withdrew its life-giving air.

________________________________________

Kael woke covered in sweat.

His chest spirals radiated with unmatched intensity.

He sat up.

Slowly.

Like a man waking from a coma.

An ancient force relearned movement within another’s body.

He walked to the mirror.

Looked at himself.

Not the hair. Not scars. Not the tired eyes.

He looked deeper.

And whispered the name again.

“Kael.”

________________________________________

This time, the mirror whispered back.

Not in sound.

In breath.

Like the room had inhaled with him.

________________________________________

And outside, beneath a moonless sky—

The wind began to move again. 
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Chapter Two
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“Sometimes the breath does not return with fire. Sometimes it comes with hunger.”

Kael woke before the sun.

The motel room lay in darkness with its walls bathed in pre-dawn indigo between the time when stars faded and the sky began to shape the upcoming day.

He remained seated at the bed's edge while hours passed.

Not moving.

Not thinking.

Just listening.

There was no wind. No distant cars. No voices from the other rooms.

The air conditioning unit emitted a faint hum comparable to a weary insect while soft pulses from the spirals beneath his ribs offered the only sounds.

Still glowing.

Still there.

Still unanswered.

________________________________________

He showered.

The heat of the water grounded him which drove him to shower although he felt dirty. The sensation of pressure on his skin confirmed his existence within a physical form. Still breathing. His physical form remained tangible to the world yet remained beyond identification by anyone.

The mirror fogged quickly.

A gentle flare of spirals appeared in the glass when he wiped it — faintly present without violence or noise — a quiet hint of identity instead of an overwhelming shout.

His gaze met his reflection but he remained silent.

Some names weren’t spoken.

Some were just remembered.

________________________________________

He left the motel before sunrise.

The streets were quiet. The buildings sagged with age. The sound of a stray dog barking briefly filled the air before it disappeared around a corner. Accidents and desperate circumstances led people to this town.

Kael was not sure which applied to him.

Maybe both.

________________________________________

He passed the diner again.

The diner's lights illuminated the room although the woman he saw earlier had disappeared. The counter attendant was a much younger man who wore headphones while his mouth moved silently and his eyes displayed a routine-induced emptiness.

Kael didn’t go inside.

He wasn’t hungry.

Not for food.

________________________________________

Instead, he walked.

No direction.

No goal.

Just motion.

The town’s distant desert stretched wide and open with no care for anything around it. But Kael did not look to the horizon. He looked down. On the sidewalk. The cracks. The footprints that led nowhere. At his own hands.

They looked normal.

Strong. Scarred. Human.

But they weren’t.

Not fully.

Somebody sensed an underlying beat beneath his skin that resembled a deep breathing pattern enclosing something more profound.

It made his fingertips tingle.

It made the air feel too thin.

________________________________________

The side of a brick structure displayed a mural. Sun-faded. Half peeled. The mural displayed a winged man in a crouching position above a city engulfed in flames. Though his face was facing away Kael sensed its burdensome presence.

His gaze remained fixed on the scene for many moments.

He didn’t remember the image.

But he remembered the feeling.

Of standing above something ruined.

Of choosing silence over salvation.

He fell after making the conscious decision to jump instead of being pushed from above.

________________________________________

A voice pulled him back.

“Hey.”

He turned.

A boy. Maybe twelve. The boy stood next to the building's edge holding a skateboard and displayed a gaze that seemed older than his years because of its serenity and keen sense of understanding.

The boy questioned Kael about his desert origins.

Kael hesitated. “I don’t know.”

The boy smirked. “You don’t look like you belong here.”

Kael looked down the street.

“Neither do you.”

The boy shrugged. “Fair.”

Then, before Kael could ask anything:

“You should go to the church.”

Kael blinked. “Why?”

“They still remember stuff there.”

Kael frowned. “Stuff like what?”

The boy just smiled.

And walked away.

________________________________________

The church stood at the outskirts of the town. Half-buried in sand. The steeple lost its white paint which peeled away resembling sunburnt skin. The doors hung crooked on rusted hinges.

Kael remained before the church for an extended period.

Then he stepped inside.

________________________________________

The air was stale.

Through the broken windows sunlight revealed beams where dust lingered like fog. Pews rotted in uneven rows. The front of the church contained a central altar that showed a significant crack from top to bottom. But the ceiling...

The ceiling was whole.

And on it—

A mural.

Different from the one outside.

The painting depicted a storm through a blend of swirling gold, blue and red colors. The central figure of the mural descended with arms outstretched and a concealed face while a spiral mark burned into its chest. Below him, the land split. The people reached up.

Some in worship.

Some in fear.

Kael stared.

And his breath caught.

________________________________________

He stepped forward.

One slow step at a time.

His skin's spirals grew more luminous as he moved.

The mural above seemed to shimmer.

He reached the altar.

Placed his hand on the cracked wood.

He stood in the quiet of the church which lay in ruins—

He remembered something.

Just a fragment.

A flash of feathers.

A scream.

A hand covered in light.

And a voice.

Not his own.

“You were meant to lead.”

________________________________________

He pulled his hand back.

His heart was racing.

Not with fear.

With recognition.

Something was waking up.

Not inside him.

Through him.

________________________________________

He left the church in silence.

The sun was higher now.
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