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  Prologue

  
  




In the beginning when the heavens were still a council and not yet a kingdom, the Watchers met atop the endless firmament. They were the gods of every people Zeus and Odin, Ra and Quetzalcoatl, Amaterasu and Enki each one holding the spark of dominion over their corner of the world. Together, they oversaw the shaping of earth’s tribes, weaving what they called “the mortal experiment.” But As ages passed, curiosity bloomed into attachment. The Watchers grew fond of humankind: the way mortals aged, suffered, yearned, and sang. One by one, the gods descended in secret, taking on mortal forms. From their unions came the Nephilim the sons of the skies and the daughters of clay creatures of impossible strength and radiant minds. Legends would later call them heroes, titans, demigods. At First, the Watchers delighted in their offspring. The Nephilim built the first citadels, taught music to the wind, and bent rivers to their will. But power unmeasured corrodes even divine intentions. The children began to rule as kings, warring over realms their parents had meant to nurture. From Olympus to Asgard, from the Nile to the Tigris, the heavens fractured. Mortal faith turned to terror. Then came the Silence a decree whispered from a voice beyond even the Watchers. One by one, the gods withdrew, their temples darkening, their names fading into myth. They sealed their sons away: some beneath mountains, others within stars, others cursed to wander as shadows.Yet Not all bonds can be severed. Now and then, when thunder rolls or an eclipse swallows the sun, you can almost hear them arguing again the gods above, the giants below, bound forever by humanity’s restless heart. The Watchers still look down, waiting to see whether their sons will rise once more.
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  Chapter 1

  
  




The Council of the Sky before the heavens were a throne, they were a circle. Above the blue shell of the world stretched a high, cold hall of light, and there the Watchers gathered. They were called many things by mortals gods, devas, kami, netjeru, aesir but among themselves they accepted one name: those who watch. Zeus arrived first, wrapped in storm and eagle-feathers, his voice always half a thunderclap. Close behind strode Odin, one eye bright with runes, the other a dark well holding secrets. Ra came as a disc of burning gold, his falcon-shadow staining the clouds. Quetzalcoatl unfurled in emerald and obsidian, feathers rippling like a living jungle. Amaterasu stepped from a gate of dawn, her radiance gentle but unyielding. Enki rose on a tide of sweet water, beard dripping with the memory of rivers.They were not alone. Around them flickered other shapes: The Morrígan cloaked in crow black, Marduk with his serpent slaying blade, Inanna draped in star-jewels, and dozens more, spirits that had collected worship like dew across ages.At the center of their ring spun the world: small, blue, trembling with the new pulse of cities and song.“Look how they grow,” Amaterasu said, her eyes reflecting rice fields and painted shrines. “From mud huts to palaces in a breath of our time. ” Zeus smiled, storm clouds softening. “They honor us well. The temples on Olympus’ slopes are never empty.” “Nor the halls of Asgard,” Odin murmured, though there was a shadow in his voice. “They sharpen steel and stories in our name.” “They also sharpen greed,” Enki said, waves lapping at his ankles. “Their kings devour the poor, their rich devour the land. They learn quickly what we show them.”Ra’s light dimmed a fraction. “We gave them the plow; they turned it into a blade. We gave them writ, they wrote chains.”Around the circle passed a silence as vast as interstellar space. “We watch,” Odin said at last. “That is our charge. Not to rule like tyrants, not to abandon like cowards. To watch. ”Quetzalcoatl’s feathered coils tightened around the image of the world. “To watch them destroy themselves by inches? They burn forests for war-camps and cut each other down for names. I will not sit idle while my worshipers choke on smoke.” “Nor I,” Zeus said. Lightning crawled thoughtfully across his knuckles. “If a storm threatens an oak, the wise farmer braces it.” “And if the oak grows too tall?” The Morrígan’s smile was thin as a blade. “Do you brace said tree? or would you simply prune it?” The council dissolved into overlapping voices: arguments layered upon prophecies, warnings upon boasts. For an age in mortal reckoning, the gods debated. They recalled older experiments, older worlds undone by indifference or meddling. They spoke of floods and fires, of celestial wars that had left scars in the night sky. At length, when words had looped back upon themselves, Odin raised Gungir and struck it into the firmament. A great echo snapped every voice to silence. “We are agreed on little,” he said, “except this, we are restless. We watch, but watching has twisted into aching. We look down and see faces that pray, bleed, laugh. We feel the pull to go among them, the thrill of battle camaraderie stories! and to shape what we forever only observe.” Ra’s corona flared. “To walk among them is to risk all. Their brief lives are contagion. Their hopes cling like dust. We were warned by the One Behind the Veil do not mix heaven and earth.” “And yet,” Zeus answered, “we already have. In dreams, in oracles, in the whispers of priests. Why stop at shadows?” Enki looked into the spinning world, into a river city where a young woman sang to the stars, not for any god’s favor, but from pure, aching wonder. “Because shadow is safe,” he said softly. “Form is not.” Amaterasu’s gaze followed his. “What if form could heal? One kind hand, one guiding voice…” Odin’s good eye darkened as he peered forward in time. He saw futures branching like roots, some bright, many blackened. “If we descend, we must not do so as conquering lords,” he said slowly. “We will go as Watchers in flesh, bound by a law: no throne, no crown, no open claim. We may walk among them, teach, love but not rule.” Quetzalcoatl’s scales shimmered, reflecting cities yet unborn. “And if children come of this?” Zeus laughed, but there was hunger in it. “Then the world will know heroes.” Ra closed his eyes. Behind his lids burned images from older cycles, giants whose footsteps cracked continents, spirits trapped between heaven and earth, wars that had nearly unmade creation. “You remember the First Giants,” he said heavily. “You remember how close we came to losing all.” “Those were children of chaos,” The Morrígan said. “Born of raw void and primordial rage. These would be sons of order…ours the forms of all we The Morrigan can take yet none to mold my design.” Ra did not answer. He simply watched the world, its small fires blooming against the dark. At last, a voice spoke that was seldom heard: a low, resonant presence that had sat apart from the circle. Behind them all, wrapped in a cloak of stars, stood a figure with no fixed face. Some called it Fate, others Logos, others the Silent One. It seldom intervened, for it was older than gods and would outlive them all. “Choose,” it said. “But know this, every crossing of boundary has a price. If you sow yourselves into the soil of humanity, something new will rise. You will shape it, but not control it.” “Then let us be gardeners, not jailers,” Zeus said. “Enough of distant thunder. I will walk. so join with me or be left behind but if you stay I would not expect to retain much worship” One by one, the Watchers stepped to the edge of the circle and laid their hands upon the spinning world. Where Zeus touched, mountains shuddered. Where Amaterasu brushed, dawns brightened. Where Quetzalcoatl’s feather grazed, seeds woke in the ground. Ra hesitated longer than any. When at last he placed his palm against the world, it was not from eagerness, but from resigned resolve. “So be it,” said the Silent One. “The age of pure watching ends. The age of mingling begins.” The council dissolved, each god falling like a streak of light toward the turning earth. As they went, the word Watcher changed. It no longer meant merely one who looks from afar. Now it meant also one who walks unseen, who carries heaven inside mortal shape. Below, in cities and forests, mountains and deserts, mortals looked up as streaks of light crossed the night. Some pointed and called them omens. Some prayed. Some simply marveled.None knew they were watching the first fall of the Watchers.
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