
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Conquest of Flames

By :Geoni Gayle



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      CONQUEST OF FLAMES

    

    
      First edition. July 9, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Geoni Gayle.

    

    
    
      Written by Geoni Gayle.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Prologue: The Forgotten Covenant

Before time knew its name—before oceans carved the Earth’s skin—the Creator spoke.

His voice thundered across the void, and five divine guardians were formed from clay, storm, light, root, and breath.

They were not gods, but chosen vessels.

Each one swore a blood-bound oath to protect His creation from the darkness clawing at the seams of reality.

As centuries passed, the memory of that covenant faded into myth.

The world turned its eyes toward war, toward machines, and noise—forgetting the silent battles fought in the shadows.

But evil never sleeps.

It waits, biding its time in places where light dares not go.

Deep beneath the volcanic skin of Panama, in molten silence, a name awakens:

Azazlal.

Once cast down by divine wrath, he rises again—fueled by mankind’s neglect of the spirit.

But the Creator is not absent.

His breath still whispers through sacred soil, calling His heirs home.

And they are coming.
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Chapter One: The Origins of the Specters
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Long ago, before Azazlal’s fall, he was one of the Watchers—celestial beings entrusted with dominion over thought and emotion.

Among them, Azazlal was the most gifted in understanding the human soul.

They called him The Whisperer of Wounds.

But insight bred envy.

Azazlal believed humanity was unworthy of divine attention—too fragile, too chaotic to protect.

In secret, he began to collect fragments of human sorrow—abandonment, rage, betrayal—and distilled them into a living force.

From this pain, he created the Specters: twisted remnants of human anguish given form.

He fed on them, and in return, they grew—loyal and bound to his will.

The other Watchers warned him. The Guardians confronted him.

But Azazlal, drunk on his own creation, declared himself the rightful heir to all of existence.

He rose in rebellion, shrouding the skies above the Temple of Seven Eyes in black thunder.

There, lightning and fire clashed as Azazlal summoned legions of Specters against the Guardians.

For three days and nights, they battled.

In the end, Jahva—the Ultimate Being—descended in a storm of holy radiance.

Jahva did not strike with fury, but with truth.

The very sound of His voice shattered Azazlal’s illusions.

Cast down, Azazlal was sealed in a tomb of obsidian beneath Volcán Barú.

The Specters were locked away in the underworld of forgotten grief.

His golden mask cracked upon impact—only two of its seven eyes remained open: one to see the present, the other to hunger for the future.

But time is a slow assassin.

As faith faded, the seal weakened.

Now, Azazlal rises again—not as a fallen angel, but as a god of unmaking.

His Specters roam ahead of him, turning hearts cold and lands barren.

His goal: to sever the divine connection between Creator and creation.

To remake the world in his own image.

But once again, the Guardians awaken.
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Chapter Two: The Arrival
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Eol

Eol stepped off slowly, his sneakers crunching against gravel.

The air was thick and wet with jungle breath, humming with unseen life. It clung to his skin and filled his lungs with something heavier than humidity.

He looked around, blinking against the light, trying to take it all in.

Mountains crouched in the distance like sleeping giants. The trees were impossibly green—loud with birdsong and the buzzing of insects.

Something about Panama felt... alive. Not just the land, but the space itself. The silence between the sounds. The roots beneath the dirt.

“¡Eolito!”

A voice cracked with age and joy cut through the noise.
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