
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: A black text on a white background

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

VOLUME TWO

BOOK FIVE

THE YORUBA OF SAHAEL

By

Dwayne Anthony Madry


Copyright © 2025 by Dwayne A. Madry

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof

may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever

without the express written permission of the publisher

except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Printed in the United States of America

First Printing, 2025

ISBN ??????

www.SAHAEL.com



  	
	    
	      Also by Dwayne Madry

	    

      
	    
          
	      THE BLOODLINES OF SAHAEL

          
        
          
	          VOLUME ONE BOOK ONE: THE BLOODLINES OF SAHAEL: THE ANCIENT BLOOD

          
        
          
	          VOLUME ONE BOOK THREE: THE BLOODLINES OF SAHAEL: THE BATTLE FOR ICEOTH

          
        
          
	          VOLUME ONE BOOK TWO: THE BLOODLINES OF SAHAEL: THE SECOND SIGN

          
        
          
	          The Bloodlines of Sahael: Volume One, Book Four

          
        
          
	          VOLUME ONE BOOK FIVE: THE BLOODLINES OF SAHAEL: THE ORISHA OF SAHAEL

          
        
          
	          The Bloodlines of Sahael: Volume Two, Book Two

          
        
          
	          The Bloodlines of Sahael: Volume Two Book Five

          
        
          
	          The Bloodlines of Sahael: Volume Two, Book Four

          
        
          
	          The Bloodlines of Sahael: Volume Two, Book Three

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Dwayne Madry’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    "For the unseen Ancestors"

                          Dwayne Madry

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Time forgets the weak, blood does not"

                     Dwayne Madry 

      

    



CHAPTER CONTENTS



––––––––

[image: ]





	CHAPTER I

	FREE WILL

	
1





	CHAPTER II

	THE NIBIRU DETOUR

	
Page 22





	CHAPTER III

	THE NAUTICAL TRADE

	
Page 53





	CHAPTER IV

	TREACHEROUS PATHS

	
Page 76





	CHAPTER V

	EMERALD SAHAEL

	Page 109









	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER I

FREE WILL
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N’eropoili, Nycea, Dameon’s Manor

––––––––
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Rarely had Aamira worried about the odds against her. Since her childhood, armies and entire cultures had conspired to destroy her and her three cousins. War had been raged with the intent of murdering her, yet she had always survived. Her skill in battle had been tested many times, and she won the day each time.

This moment felt different.

She stood in the manor house of Damien, son of the fallen angel Natas himself, on the island of N’eropoili where the armies of Natas resided. Only her husband Abioye, friend and Educator Adewara, and his daughter Lanae, stood by her side. It had been meant to be a secret spy mission to discover if Natas, or anyone under his sway, had gained the ability to create an unbeatable army of angry spirits. They had found evidence that Damien had indeed been delving into such arcane magic. Their discovery wouldn’t matter if none of them made it off the island alive though.

And their chances of survival had plummeted in the past minute.

The sound of maniacal screams echoed through the ground floor and up the stairs toward Damien’s palatial bedroom where Aamira and her team stood in the dark. They had been discovered by the Nemods, insane witans, mutilated and covered in ash who would rape and murder indiscriminately.

Hundreds were now filling the house with the intent of killing the intruders.

The odds seemed worse than Aamira had ever faced.

“Weapons ready!” Abioye shouted. He and Aamira blinked her eyes twice, making them Zambian, and activating their Yoruban gifts. They manifested glowing green swords in each hand as Adewara pulled several throwing daggers from his belt.

“I only brought weapons of assassination, not battle,” Lanae said as she stepped away from the door, hearing the sound of screaming beyond.

Aamira opened her mouth to respond when the door flew open and several bald Nemods, gray skin barely visible in the glow from her weapons, charged in with axes and saliva flying from their mouths. In response, she and Abioye leaped forward, cutting the insane attackers down quickly. All three fell dead, but before they had hit the ground, more rushed in. Adewara threw his daggers, killing several in the hallway before they could enter the bedroom. They fell dead, tripping up the Nemods behind them. The torches they had been carrying fell with them, setting fire to the rugs outside.

Aamira spun in a complete and continuous circle, slicing the Nemods in the room at the base of their torsos, detaching them from their bodies entirely. Abioye kicked several of the assailants out the door and slammed it shut.

“Help me hold the door!” he cried. Adewara and Lanae ran over and threw their bodies against the large wooden barrier.

Stepping back, Aamira felt warm blood between her toes as she stepped in a puddle left behind by her dead enemies.

We can’t win through sheer force, she thought quickly. Something else must be done.

She looked around the room. In the dark, few details could be seen beyond the statues of Damien that acted as pillars holding up the roof. The light from her weapon gleamed on something gold hanging on the wall, and Aamira saw a painting, seven feet tall in a golden frame, of Natas standing above Dameon with his hands on his son’s shoulders. Natas’s dreadlocks fell over his shoulders while Damien’s afro caught the light of his glowing red eyes.

“Aamira!” Abioye shouted from behind her. “We can’t hold the door much longer!”

Without looking back, Aamira came up with a plan. She hadn’t skin-changed in 20 years, not since she trained her young sons in how to use that particular gift. She hated skin-changing, since it was incredibly painful and felt like the ultimate deception to oneself and the people around you.

Now was not a moment for such moral quandaries.

Staring at the painting, Aamira focused her energies on matching every detail of Damien’s face and build. Warmth spread through her body, followed by intense agony. Her muscles shifted, bones extended, skin stretched. Aamira cried out as she doubled over.

“Aamira!” Abioye shouted. “Are you okay? Where are you? Help us hold the door!”

The pain subsided and she stood back up. She looked at her hands, now larger and masculine. There was no need to look in a mirror; she knew she was Damien.

“Open the door,” she said, voice deep and melodic. She had never heard Damien’s voice, but she doubted the Nemods had either, so a deep man’s voice would have to do.

“Who said that?” Adewara asked, body pressed against the door.

“I’ve skin changed,” Aamira answered as she stepped toward them. “Open the door.”

Abioye’s eyes were wide. “Aamira?”

“Open the door!” she bellowed.

Adewara, Abioye, and Lanae stepped back, allowing Nemods to crash into the room with their weapons, torches, and scarred faces ready to terrorize.

“How dare you enter my home uninvited!” Aamira roared, voice shaking the room. The Nemods paused, staring at what they assumed to be their master, Damien. Fire burned in the hallway behind them as other Nemods continued rushing up the stairs.

“You come into my home and set fire to my belongings?” Aamira cried angrily, full of vengeance. “You will face the wrath of your savior and king, flesh burned from your bodies by my father, Lord Commander Natas!”

The Nemods, seemingly confused, began to cower and look at each other expectantly.

“Do you doubt your eyes?!” Aamira screamed. Her deep voice shook objects on tables nearby. “Do you dare defy your God? Would you desecrate this home in the name of your stupidity?!”

The closest Nemod dropped his ax and knelt shakily. The others followed. Soon, dozens of bald and mutilated Nemods chanted the name of Damien, son of Natas. The fire from their torches lit the room with a dancing red and orange glow.

“Come, my servants,” Aamira said, motioning to Abioye and the others. “We will leave this place, and these wretches to their fate.”

The Nemods moved aside as Aamira passed through them, followed by her team. Fire had begun to burn up the walls in the hallway. Heat radiated painfully.

Reaching the top of the stairs, Aamira looked down on the entry hall below, packed with confused Nemods. They looked pathetic and wretched. Life held nothing for them but murder and savagery. Whatever they had been before they submitted to Natas was lost to history. Now they were nothing, but danger and pain wrapped in emaciated bodies. Death would be a mercy for them. And if it wasn’t, Aamira didn’t care.

“Burn the house!” she shouted. “Burn it now with all of you inside! That is the will of your God Damien! Sacrifice in his name!”

“Sacrifice in his name!” The Nemods cried. They began running through the house, setting everything on fire, including people close to them. Screams pierced the air as Aamira and the others ran down the stairs and into the courtyard beyond. Nemods flung torches into palm trees overhead and through the windows. As the spies fled through the front gate into the night, the manor of Damien burned behind them.

“That was genius!” Adewara gushed as they entered the grasslands. “I worried we had reached our end in that mansion.”

Abioye hugged Aamira and then stepped back as if uncomfortable. “Sorry, it’s just strange seeing you this way.”

The house burned bright in the distance and Aamira felt they were far enough away to drop the façade. Releasing her energy, Aamira’s muscles again burned painfully. Every nerve screamed at her. After a few moments, she slumped against Abioye, exhausted.

“I...hate doing...that,” she gasped, once again in her true form.

“She has to rest,” Abioye urged.

Adewara shook his head. “We need to make it back to the Nibiru Tunnel before dawn. The fire will draw the army, and they’ll start searching the land like cockroaches. The Nemods are cowards. You saw what they were doing to each other as we left. Most of them won’t sacrifice themselves even at the command of Damien. They’ll burn each other first, and whoever is left will tell the Ennead soldiers that Damien commanded them to burn the house. The Ennead won’t believe them, I would guess. We need to hurry.”

As they ran through the night, a Nemod woman saw them in the grass and pursued. Abioye manifested a blade and easily killed her before she knew she was under attack. As her body lay there dead and bleeding out, it began to convulse violently.

“What’s happening?” Abioye asked. “She’s dead. Why is she moving like this?”

“When spirits leave the Narsan body, or anyone who has fully given themselves to Natas, it is trapped without anywhere to go, unable to travel beyond,” Adewara said as the body continued flailing about. “They have given up their bodies for a cause that kills their minds and corrupts their spirit with white darkness. This is the reason why the white mist takes these wandering spirits to rest eternally in the skies as they wait to be awakened to help spread witan supremacy across Aarde. They join the Host, waiting to fight in Natas’s army of the undead.” 

“You mean to tell me Natas would use his own kind as sacrifices to further his own agenda? Aamira asked.

Adewara nodded.

“So, these Nemods roaming the land are filled with nothing on the inside? They are spiritless bodies filled with nothingness?” Aamira asked.

“They have bound themselves through dark magic to Natas and his cause. Their spirits have been rejected by the Eastern realm when the Nemods decided to give up their right of choice and free will. These Nemods sold their souls to a cause, so their spirits wander around in torment, until they’re given purpose for their existence.”

“Why?” Abioye asked.

“You would need to ask her,” Adewara replied, pointing at the now still corpse in the grass. “We need to continue running. The Ennead will collect this body soon enough.”

Before sunrise they had crossed the grasslands and reached the city of Nith. Darkness still held sway, but the light of morning lit the eastern sky. The docile people they had seen wandering the streets the day before were all indoors sleeping, so Adewara led the team back to the sewer cover in the alley and underground. Before Aamira knew it, they had climbed down through the broken shafts and were inside the glowing tunnels that would lead them back to Inheritance.

Once safe in the Nibiru passages, Aamira collapsed. Deep breaths filled her lungs. Her entire body screamed at her to stop moving.

“She can’t go any further,” Abioye said, voice echoing in the tunnel. “I won’t allow it.”

“We can rest,” Adewara agreed, also breathing heavily from their forced flight. "We’re safe here. Let’s set up camp and find some grubs to eat. I remember there was water dripping not far from here. I’ll fill our skins and return.

Aamira was thirsty and hungry, but her fatigue conquered all those discomforts. She closed her eyes and fell into a dreamless sleep.
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The next few days were a boring repeat of the last two months. They walked through the tunnels, digging for worms and large grubs to eat, finding water where they could, and then walking more. Aamira wished they had more time on the surface to eat a good meal before descending once again, but such things were not meant to be. No sun touched their faces in the tunnels. It was easy to become despondent, particularly with what they had learned about Natas’s plans with the Host army.

“What do we do about Damien taking control of the spirits and creating an unbeatable army?” Abioye asked as they wandered through the shadows.

“According to what I’ve been reading in Damien’s journals I took from his estate; they don’t quite have the magic finalized yet.” Adewara pulled one of the leatherbound books from his satchels and waved it. “There is a lot in these pages to digest. I haven’t been able to read all of them in the last couple days, but what I have has confirmed much of what I had feared regarding many different things.”

“Like what?” Abioye asked.

Aamira grimaced, knowing that such a question was an invitation for a lecture. Yes, she was bored trudging along in the tunnel for another day, but would one of Adewara’s discourses make it better? She doubted it.

“In Katunkumene,” Adewara began with his usual operatic excitement, “a council was called to discuss the inhabitants of Aarde. Ishtar and Obatala presented the proposition of Black Supremacy to the council to decide what should happen with the inhabitants of Aarde and the Ancient Kemites. The proposition for Black Supremacy included every Black soul was to be blessed with the ability to choose for themselves and would be in the highest levels of government, finance, religion, education, and all things in Aarde. The Blacks were to show their love for all humanity and treat them all as equals.”

“Sounds like a good plan,” Aamira said.

Adewara opened the book as they walked. “It is. Even Natas supported the idea at first, according to Damien’s writings. The plan was supposed to put Black people in every single position of power in Aarde to ensure that all things would be always done with fairness and merit.”

“That’s way better compared to what it is now: the complete and opposite idea of witan supremacy,” Aamira replied. “All witans look out for other witans despite their mediocrity and worthlessness.”

“And therein lies the problem of the idea of ‘supremacy’ as it is now understood,” Adewara said. “Ishtar and Obatala’s idea of supremacy was not one of sheer superiority, where one being is inherently better than others, but rather for administration. The descendants of the Kemetians had a greater capacity for good because of their status as being biologically closer to the realm of the Gods and thus would be given the administrative duties. The proposition for Black Supremacy provided the opportunity for all Obatala and Ishtar’s children to return to their presence. Ishtar and Obatala provided them with the opportunity to make it happen.” 

“I can see how the proposition for Black Supremacy can be somewhat difficult to accept,” Lanae said as she braided her hair. “One people being put above another has been so perverted in our world that we would think it could never function in the proper way. Nevertheless, Ishtar and Obatala provided a means for all people of all races to all return to their presence.”

“How exactly?” Abioye asked.

“By allowing their Black children and witan children the opportunity to learn for themselves and to decide for themselves,” Adewara continued. “The children from Katunkumene and the Ancients Kemites were both given the ability to choose a path for themselves, even if it was a path not approved by Ishtar and Obatala. To allow their children to return to a higher state of being after mortality, Ishtar and Obatala decided to provide a Black Messiah with wool hair and copper skin for the chosen bloodlines, the Ancient Kemites and the people of Aarde and Sahael.”

“This is what Natas and Damien perverted,” Abioye said, spitting in disgust.

“Exactly,” Lanae replied. “And we saw it firsthand at the Estate. Ishtar and Obatala want peace, growth, and intelligence. Natas wants servants who have mutilated themselves in his honor. I’d never seen anything like those Nemods before. They were tragic and terrible.”

“Tell us who the Black Messiah was,” Aamira said. She had heard about this gospel before, but seeing the contrast of Natas’s plan up close on N’eropoili, the true plan became far more interesting to her.

“Horus, the second born son of Ishtar and Obatala after they denied their first son of the Morning Star, Natas,” Adewara said.

Aamira nodded, remembering the first time she had learned of a Black Messiah at the Royal Rumble over 30 years ago. “Solomon said as much to my cousins and I in his tent during the fiftieth Royal Rumble. It was all so new to me then. I was only 18 years old at the time. I only half-listened. Oadira wanted us to run away and escape, and I pretended to want the same thing, but in my mind, I longed to go back to the comfort of the plantation. I was so foolish. I thought only of myself. Even when the riots broke out, I still held to my selfishness. I’m glad I can listen now with a bit more maturity. And of course, getting a glimpse of a world controlled by Natas and Damien has made me rethink a lot of things.”

“Does Damien give any of his perspective on the choosing of the Messiah since his father wasn’t chosen?” Abioye asked.

“He does,” Adewara confirmed, flipping through pages in the journal. “Surprisingly, it’s a fairly truthful telling. He writes here, ‘The council deliberated the proposition for Black Supremacy, the Black Messiah, and the Alkebulan union for months, according to my father. After months of debates, arguments, and compromise, Ishtar and Obatala decided that the savior of Aarde would be Black and would be born in Alkebulan, not to be confused with the Middle East at all. Horus, the usurper-savior, was to be born in Egyptus and would grow up to be enslaved by his own witan brothers and sisters Enduring pain, suffering, and discrimination for all Black people persecuted and killed for no reason. Horus, the Black Messiah, would take on the burdens of hatred, systematic racism, and ethnic cleansing from his or her oppressors. It was foolish to follow this plan. My father was wise to realize this so early. May his glory reign for eternity.’”

“Natas couldn’t have been the only high angel to show opposition to the proposition for Black Supremacy,” Aamira stated. “If he was as influential as the old records say, there must have been others.”

“I’d like to know more about the opposition as well,” Abioye said.

Closing the journal, Adewara took a drink from his water skin. “There was great opposition to Ishtar and Obatala’s proposition. Lord Commander Natas, and one-third of Katunkumene’s population opposed his parents’ plan.”

“The one-third,” Abioye said, rubbing his chin. “I always forget about them. Natas gets all the mentions, but there were a huge number of spirits that followed him. He must have been persuasive as hell. I guess it makes sense. I mean, Ryland and Ryal are honorable witan men, and yet they were under Natas’s sway for a time as well.”

“Natas seemed defiant from the start,” Aamira said.

“Not necessarily,” Adewara explained. “Natas was given an opportunity to present an alternate proposition to the plan of Black Supremacy for Aarde. Natas came up with a slightly different version of the proposition. He wanted all Black people in control as well but wanted them to enslave every witan while promoting the sanctity of their own bloodlines. In his plan, Black people would rule unfairly in all things in government, finance, education, housing, ruling through dominance and oppression, just as the witans do now while under his influence. Natas wanted to take away the choice of free will to make his plan fool proof, nullifying the need for Horus to redeem every one of them for their sins.”

“I doubt that went over well with the council,” Aamira said.

“That’s correct. It caused tension amongst the Katunkumene council.” Adewara said. “But they continued to listen to Natas’s alternate version of the proposition for Black Supremacy until he asked that the savior be witan, which would allow him the power to create a system of witan supremacy, and the construct of race, to help control and justify his treatment of witan people on Aarde. Natas’s alternate proposition for Black Supremacy was rejected by the Katunkumene council unanimously, yielding not a single vote in Natas’s favor. Last night I read Damien’s description of the vote. Let me just say it was...colorful.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
YORUBA » SAHAEL

v

DWAYNE A. MADRY





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg
THE BLOODLINES OF

SAHAEL





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





