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The idea came to me back in 1998. Having an angel fall in love with a female human was not something new to television and movie theaters or literature. We are clear that it has been done before. But I wanted to add a little more complexity to the whole angel- human love relationship, as tacky as that may sound. I needed a complex plot, a real plot that revolved around actual historical events with real historical people that would make you think and say, “Damn! Did the supernatural part of the story really happen?”

But back when the idea struck me, I wasn’t sure which part of history the story was going to take part in. I had no idea. I was lost. This was the main challenge I first encountered before I started to put pen to paper. Around the year 2005, I finally learned, by accident, about the Roman Empire and the Gothic War through a TV documentary. But it was not enough. The documentary did not provide all the details I needed to begin the journey of Ahediel and Amia.

The way the Romans treated the Goths like second-class citizens and the cruelty done toward them was unprecedented. This concept intrigued me to make Ahediel’s story take place during these historical times. This was it. The Gothic War was going to be my starting point, the foundation of everything! I started to research more about the Goths and the Roman Empire. Where would I start? How am I going to write this? Those were my main questions. I put this project on hold for several  years after that before I started taking it a little more seriously. This research did not occur until the summer of 2011. I was very inspired then, writing and researching about the Gothic War after I bought four books that depicted the way of life of the Germanic people of the time, what they ate, how they lived, how they trained and fought, and how they elected their chieftains and kings. These books were “A History of the Ostrogoth” by Thomas Burns, “The Huns” by E. A. Thompson, “The Franks” by Edward James, and “History of the Goths” by Herwig Wolfram. After I finished writing the first book, I put the whole thing on hold for about ten years. Yes, you read it; it’s not a typographical error...ten years!

I imagined myself being a Goth and a Roman at the time and saw myself interacting with them the moment I began typing the first few chapters of the first book. The characters spoke back to me, and the plot I so patiently planned out for one character deviated greatly. Their personalities didn’t allow me to do whatever I wanted with the plot. They wrote the plot for me. Many times, I had writer’s block. I tried to push myself to write anything to help me get out of that hole, but most of the time, that didn’t work; it worked when you least expected it.

The other side of that coin was when I got so inspired that I could not stop writing. I’m able to recall a chapter that I wrote for book two. There’s a chapter that leads to the climax of our own hero and the culmination of other supporting characters. It was easy to write but very hard  to include in the overall storyline. It is a very heartbreaking chapter that took me an entire night to write. My fingers couldn’t stop writing when the inspiration struck me. It was as if I was watching the story unfold before my eyes, like watching TV in my own mind. I thought that if I stopped writing, I would never have the same inspiration 

to be able to come up with such a brilliant, moving chapter ever again. As I was writing it, I saw the sun come up through the window of my one- bedroom apartment in Flushing, New York. New characters were created as the old ones were merging deeper into the world and the story I was creating for them.

The lore integrated in the first book of the series is referenced so blatantly that people who consider themselves fans of Greek, Roman, and Norse mythologies could actually appreciate it.

My initial plan was to write one book and finish the story there and then. But it never happened like that. I wrote so much more that I ended up splitting the book into two books. And that didn’t end there either. I wasn’t done with the plot of the story I wanted to tell yet. I had expanded the subplots of the supporting character to the point that I had to outline a third book right after, the final book that would put an end to the main storyline, giving a satisfying ending by finally ending the world and having the gods fight for the absolute control of the human race. Which god was going to end up standing after the war of the gods culminated? Only the gods would know.

The fourth and last book of the series is an expansion of the human psychology that we all struggle with on a day-to-day basis. It’s about the relationship between a son and his parents, a total deviation from the previous three books that put the final nail into the coffin of this story. This book explores the human mind and the human struggle in dealing with the seven deadly sins. Throughout the entire series, this theme will appear, as well as the consequences that these characters must face when their hearts have been filled with one or more of these “demons,” whether the gods favor them or not.

Without further ado, enjoy this book.

“Men freely believe that which they desire.”

-Julius Caesar
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Prologus

––––––––
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Cherry pie was what he ate on that very morrow, breaking his fast the same way he did a fortnight ago. Goat milk with honey and a portion of cherry pie - a hot, sweet, and tender combination. The taste reminded him of his youth and his dear mother. He loved her more than any riches and plunders he had obtained throughout the years. Although he did not exactly remember how young he was when the gods took her from him, he did know that a long time had passed.

Now, her face was a shadow in his mind, a distant ghost that always skulked about in times like this. He had attempted to remember her face clearly, but somehow, it remained hidden in the shades of his thoughts, in the deepest parts of his being, where he always remained a boy aged ten. He acknowledged this was what time did to memories. He missed her greatly, and perhaps it was why he preferred cherry pie over any other dessert. He felt a sentiment of closure to his mother when the pastry vanished upon his tongue. Even when her existence was only a mere thought— the taste of cherry pie always brought her back from the dead!

He glanced at a marble bust perched upon a plinth in the corridor of his home in Italy. The white statue bared an eerie resemblance to him, staring back with eyes blank as death, as if the marble wished to speak back to him, to tell him of his follies. Dressed in a purple toga proper for the Roman senate, he stood in silence for a few moments.

His gaze found the wall of his home, and upon it hung a circular mirror with his reflection. Immediately, he became conscious of the wrinkle lines that had taken over his façade and the absence of hair that had left a crescent impression upon his head like the moon suspended in the night sky at night. It was the same moon he remembered conquering Gaul six years before. To him, it felt like yesterday when he walked its verdant fields, escorted by two Roman legionaries alongside a line of frightened Gallic slaves chained to their ankles and wrists. They stood in a line that stretched far beyond the eyes could see. As a clever ruler, he had the tendency to examine each slave for any corporal abnormality, and when he could not find any deformity, he gave them his blessings. 

One morrow, walking beside the vast line of slaves, the General noticed a wizened old man. He was scrawny, frail, barefoot, only donning a filthy loincloth that covered his manhood and skin filled with all sorts of blotches. He smelled of piss and shit, and his blue eyes burned like sapphires once bathed under the orange rays of the morrow sun. The old man’s long, shiny, silvery hair drowned his face. He appeared as old as the mountains but not as firm. It seemed as if death was about to come for him at any moment. 

The General pondered what the old man could offer to him. A burden to Rome, of course. He will not last a fortnight.

He deemed this imprisonment to be unacceptable. He wondered if his men overlooked this old man before they brought him into the slave line. It was rather possible. He realized that his men had been overworked without sufficient respite ever since they won the war and must have made this mistake. He understood this and was able to forgive them.

Suddenly, the old man gave the General a sullen stare, a gaze that could burn into his soul, and then a derisive smile took over his filthy face. The General grew confused and curious and approached the old man. His nostrils flared, and he could not ignore the unique stench coming from him.

“The path to absolute power,” said the old man in perfect Roman tongue, “is like walking blindly under the moonless night, surrounded by sheer darkness, and walking without fear, for your nights will always be well-lit regardless of how much obscurity had veiled your eyes. This could lead a man of mortal flesh to complete madness in the attempt to conquer the unknown. No one knows what peril lurks in the shadows of life. However, it is crucial that you find the tree that the gods hold dear to them if you wish to overthrow those who wish you dead and make Rome the republic that you always dreamed of.”

With eyes as sharp as spears, the old man stared at the General, standing to his feet with much difficulty, gaunt legs that gave the impression of giving in upon their own weight. The chains binding his hands and feet made an abrupt clank, but the General did not flinch in the absolute.

“Inside flow sap, a great red substance...ambrosia,” the old man said, extending his shackled hands to touch the General’s face but then lowering them below his waistline, giving up on the idea. “Food for the gods, one of a kind... red, like blood no god has ever seen, and sweet like no mortal tongue had ever savored.” The General raised his brow. His deranged words must be the result of his old age, he thought.

“Beware,” the old man continued, “the only obstacle standing between you and your dear Rome is your own blood and flesh.” He crouched, sat upon the ground, hugged both his knees, swayed, and stared into empty space like the disturbed ranting of a madman. “Discover the tree and become more powerful than your enemies, like the god you think you are ... rule the realm of men and become their king.”

The old man turned his gaze at the General and spoke sternly. “You don’t believe a word I say. On this night, you shall see of what I speak.”

The General shrugged and sauntered down the line of slaves. He continued, but the old man’s words echoed inside him, for they became a song wedged in his mind. Those words seemed queer but intriguing to his ears.

That very night, the General slumbered comfortably in his bed of silk and feathers in his tent, free of any concerns. He dreamed he was walking into a forest of dark trees and shrubs, shadows in all places. The dream was queer to him; everything that appeared before him was dark and blurry. He found himself lost with nowhere to go in such wilderness. 

There was no concept of time but of sheer numbness. In all this, the feeling was real. As he continued walking deeper into the forest, he encountered an enormous tree, an ash tree, a thick, uneven trunk of wide branches and green leaves. He had never seen a tree as vast as the one in his dream. 

It was huge, enough to make him feel he was falling back when he looked up at it. He had never seen red fruits that bared its branches either.

A guttural sound arose from nearby. From the shadows emerged a four-legged creature, three times the size of those “bulls” he had seen in the east. A pair of thick horns arched toward its face, claws like those of a lion, a scaly tail with rows of spikes extending to its tip, fur darker and denser like the very 

night. Its muzzle drooled as it opened wide, displaying sharp teeth and tiny prickles surrounding its large tongue. Standing sentry before the bole of the tree, its eyes burned crimson red, watching like a giant monster hound.

Fearful, the General’s heart began to race. And from within a fissure in the earth, a blazing fire began to emanate, engulfing the whole black foliage of the ominous forest. The red flames of the fire completely shrouded the General, the giant creature, and the ash tree. Despite the effect of its flames, the monster’s deep, blood-red eyes did not seem to notice or care and kept his gaze fixated upon the General.

Within the greenery, engulfed in scorching scarlet, the General’s eyes had noticed it - a throng of shadows moving swiftly about, fighting viciously against one another. The shadows were as tall as giants, and their faces were hidden from view.

He did not know who they were. Without warning, the four- legged monster began stumping its way toward the puny General. His heart almost fell out of his breast as the beast drew near.

The monstrous being drew its face inches from the General’s brow and said, “Beware of the Ides of March.” Its voice sounded familiar, like the old man slave he met in the slave camp. From within his entrails, a pang of terror struck him even stronger than before.

He opened his eyes and found himself in his bed of feathers and silk in his tent in Gaul, surrounded by the flickering faint light of a candle resting upon a table beside him. Beads of sweat swarmed his brow like dew to a pomegranate. He sighed and rubbed his eyes with both hands.

To him, the dream felt bizarre but vivid, like no other he ever had. It was only a dream, nonetheless. 

And it had ended, fortunately. But did the dream actually end?

“The slaves...” the General said to a legionary who stood guard outside his tent, “an old man amongst them spoke to me yestermorning in the camp. I wish to see him. Take me to him at once.”

“My lord,” the legionary slowly turned to face him, “You have instructed not to enslave the elderly. We have followed your orders to the letter.”

The General still insisted. He knew what he saw and who he spoke to that very morrow. He wished to speak with the old man again to ask him about the meaning of his dream the previous night. Even though the General did not believe in omens, enchantments, or the sorts, what the old man said intrigued him greatly. He might have become a believer that very day, after all, wishing to seek for the truth.

After the General reached the slave camp, he discovered the legionary had been speaking the truth. He could not find the old man amongst the slaves,  not a single old person in sight, only young men, women, and children chained to their ankles and wrists with eyes filled with fear and hopelessness.

Three fortnights had passed, and the General did not hear of the old man. He had vanished without a single explanation of how it may have happened. Was it a figment of my own mind? Did I possibly imagine him? he thought he was dreaming. 

He felt weary after all but could not afford to lose his focus, his mind... not when he had to go back to Italy and confront his political enemies.

The General was almost certain an old man had spoken to him that day and had warned him of bad things approaching his way. But he did not wish to fill his thoughts with many concerns. It would never have served him well. He had to remain in control as he had always been.

One night, the General was strolling outside his pavilion to breathe fresh air before preparing for his return to Italy. No guards watched over him on his walk, but his white robe made him noticeable in the 

dark. He continued his stroll as he stared at the night sky full of stars. Under the pale crescent moon of the night, someone appeared to him by a cypress tree, his face in the shadows. 

“Who are you?!” the General sternly asked.

“The gods quarrel against one another,” said a familiar voice.

“Who are you?” asked the General again, having no idea of who he might be. “What do you want of me?” 

“My name is not important,” the old man said as he emerged from the shadows, exposing himself to the light of the silver, arched moon suspended in the distance. “No one dares to pronounce it.”

The old man donned a black breastplate that did not shine under the moonlight, with glowing wrought, golden markings adorning its breast of a language no mortal knew and a long black cape extending to his back, touching his heels. The old man’s armor was as black as the darkest night, contrasting with his silver hair that flooded his back like a waterfall. At a closer glance, it appeared as if his armor and cape were alive, part of the old man’s own immortal flesh. This time, the old man did not look frail at all, as the General remembered, not even as old either. However, somehow, he knew it was the old man he once pitied.

“What do I want of you?” the old man did not say much for a short moment. “You remain here. You have not done what I have asked of you but ignored my counsel entirely. You have not yet ordered your men to explore these territories.” He paused for a brief moment and then continued, “Humans, tenacious and fools you all are. But that is not your fault. You have been made very flawed in our own image! Hear me out, General, muster an army and set forth a massive hunt for this tree that shall grant you the essence of power that you will need to battle your earthly enemies, natural and unnatural, in the impending war in which the gods are involved. This war is not only of the gods but also of earthly men. 

Yes, it should concern you much. You stopped believing in us a long time ago, I know. You provided us with nourishment and warmth through your prayers and sacrifices. Your soldiers do not offer us those fallen in wars by the edge of their blades anymore. They offer them to you as if you were a god equal to us.” The old man finished and lowered his gaze. 

“But even gods can die as you might wonder,” the old man continued, “heed my words, General, for they are true. The gods of Rome are in desperate need of your support at this very moment. The enemy has come out of thin air, from nowhere, large armies of beings wielding great power. No god has ever seen creatures like these. They fly upon wings of feathers as they force their way into Olympus as we speak. Not only do they wish us harm, but they desire to enslave mankind and become their supreme rulers, crushing those who stand in their way in the process.”

Why would the gods fight amongst themselves? the General thought. 

“Of what do you speak... a gods’ war?” It did not make sense to the General. He did not believe in the gods, much less believe they fight amongst themselves for control of the human world. 

Foolishness.

“The war of the gods we call it.” 

“Is this some kind of jape?” fretful, the General took a few steps back. “Did Pompey send you to mock me...or perhaps to murder me?” he began to breathe laboriously. “I won’t be killed easily, I assure you.”

“You have many enemies, indeed,” the old man said almost in a whisper, “for I have glimpsed at Nona, Decima, and Morta. Before the blades of the invaders reached my flesh, I was able to escape, but 

they could not harm the three sisters, though, for their existence is of a different nature than those of  men and the gods. I have learned the exact moment when Morta will nip your thread with her abhorred shears; I have peeked into your own destiny, the way it might be if I have not intervened. My counsel could possibly change everything. But I do not promise you anything. Your future does not appear favorable, General. Heed my words. Find this tree, consume its fruit, and with its seeds, muster the army that will lead you to victory! Slay your enemies and offer the dead to our names. Perhaps it is pointless to go against the Fates.”

The old man, with an earnest stare, stood right before the General, dwarfing him like a mountain to a vale. The General noticed that the blotches on the old man’s face were gone, as well as his frailness. His skin suddenly smelled of sulfur, which the General found strange.

Concerned, the General slightly recoiled, gripping a silver dagger hidden within his robe. “If your words are true, where is this tree you speak of? 

“The tree’s location is not known to anyone, mortal or gods. We could have won this war some time ago had we only known where to find it. What I know is that the tree dwells in the realm of the mortal world of man. Only the Demiurge knew of its location. However, he chose death at the hands of his children rather than surrender such power to them. Parents almost always know what their children are capable of, but they ignore the signs altogether.”

The old man curled his hand into a fist and stared at the General, eyes glimmering white and azure, “Command your men to find it, and you will diverge our doom as well as yours. I cannot aid you in your search any further. The intruders are searching for me at this moment. Time is against us.”

“If you are a seer...,” continued the General, holding a tight grip upon the hilt of his dagger, concealed within his robe, “do not trouble yourself trying to convince me that my future is already written. I forge my own destiny, whoever you may be. Go on!  

Persuade someone else. And tell the one who sent you that I am not afraid... and I will be fooled by no one, neither gods nor men.”

“You are truthful,” said the old man. “You are the only one who can change your own destiny. No one else can. But if you are to ignore my counsel entirely, I will come back for you, and you will regret it, for it will be too late to change your mind. Most of your kind is wrong about light and darkness. Light is not always good, and darkness is not always wicked.” 

The old man turned his back and walked away from the General, his black cape tugging at him like a long, dark hand upon his back. He then stopped and stared into the night sky with enthrallment. “It has been so long, perhaps two centuries, since I’ve stopped to cherish a beautiful night of darkness in the world of men, the only darkness I have actually adored. It is a different kind. It is peaceful and hopeful. It has always filled me with joy. The sun has the power to create and destroy. When the morrow comes, the sun always emerges from the east. At dusk, that enormous yellow ball of flames hides in the west, never disappointing anyone, always there and always not, unlike your kind whose heart changes often. Imagine yourself, General, wielding the tremendous blazing power of this marvelous orb that lightens all your days. There is no power greater than this. It is a pity that one day, all this beautiful world will come to an end. It doesn’t matter.”

The General stared at him with puzzled eyes, wanting to believe every word the old man said, releasing the hilt of his dagger suddenly.

“Ah, yes,” said the old man, “you...you have been longing to ask me of the strange dream you had a few fortnights past... upon the day we first met. 

Let me ease you a little. That dream was the revelation of a battle fought here upon this earth by the gods and the invaders ages ago. The giant beast in your dream was the loyal guardian of the tree I am still bidding you to find before the fire destroyed the forest. No longer has a guardian watched the forest, for there is no forest left to watch. The ancient guardian had perished protecting it and died at the hands of two heroes of old. It does not matter now. Perhaps the journey of the prince might bring this full circle.” The old man finished and immediately walked away, dwindling in the distance, until the pitch darkness of the night swallowed him whole.

“Beware of the Ides of March, General!” the voice of the old man reverberated in the dark, cold night. 

Confused by the old man’s final words, the General stood there, staring at the night that veiled him like his own robe. He gave the stars and night sky a smile filled with discomfort. Not knowing what decision to make, he followed the counsel of his heart, turned his back, and walked a few yards away into the camp to his pavilion. 

He sat in his chair and stared at the faint lights of two candles, contemplating his next move. He had been missing his home in Italy a lot now, so it was time to return. 

Thus, the following day, he decided to depart back to his home.

In his purple robe, the General kept staring at his own image chiseled resting upon a plinth in the marble stone. Then, someone knocked at the door behind him.

“Yes?” said the General.

“You wished to see me,” the oak door almost stifled the young man’s voice. 

“Enter.”

As the door opened, the General noticed the mirror image of his own youth upon the young man walking through the door. It was his son.

He had taken his temper after his mother, he thought, but those features are only mine.

But unlike the General, there was something unusual about his son. The young man maintained a sad gaze upon the ground as his father spoke. It appeared he felt ashamed of himself, glowing with much distrust. 

Firmly yet kindly, the General said to him, “My intentions were never meant to harm you or your mother. If I have ever wronged you in the past, before the eyes of Rome, today, I choose carefully the words to express to you that I am deeply sorry. 

After the senate has changed its mind about me and grants me the votes, I need to bring back Rome into the republic of our ancestors. I’d want to ask you to rule by my side.”

The young man’s eyes flooded with tears, and his gaze was like two darts stabbing the General’s eye. This had happened for the first time. His throat tightened, and rage took over him at once. Perhaps the rage he felt toward the General was the result of a decision he had reached some time ago.

“I DON’T WISH IT, NOT IN A THOUSAND YEARS, FATHER!!!” he screamed. A line of tears flowed down his left cheek, and his right eye then followed.

The General’s face was expressionless at his son’s sudden response, as if he was expecting it somehow. He knew that the young man was hurting inside and needed to make amends with him that very night.

“Everything is forgotten,” his son reproached. “What you have done to me and my mother is unforgivable, even before the eyes of the gods. We were never important to you. NEVER!!!” He paused for a moment, and then continued.

“I know of your plan. You believe that I am a threat to you, that I am a rival who you think conspires behind your back to bring down your dream of dictatorship. You do not wish me to rule at your side but in a distant province since you do not want me near you. You are afraid I might betray you. I know of your plan... Father.” Deep within his heart, a tiny flame of affection for the General existed. But, such a flame could be extinguished by the ever-growing sentiment of anger and jealousy at any moment. 

The young man never considered the General his father but a great rival. He lowered his voice, and his tearful eyes went back to meet the floor where the man who, after so many years, now called father stood. “Give it to someone else. I do not deserve it...FATHER!” 

“But you are my son...I want you to be by my sid-”

“—your bastard son, don’t you forget!” the young man interrupted the General and burst out.

“What can I do to make amends with you, son?”

“Nothing!” and then a vociferous silence engulfed the room. “You do not seem to be afraid of the gods. Men should never behave like the gods, or they might live to regret it.” His son gave his back to the General, opened the door, and stepped out to never return to that place again. 

The Roman Senate invited the General to attend an assembly on the Ides of March a year later.

By his seat, men gathered about, including his enemies. There was a strange smell of sulfur in the room, the General knew. It happened so suddenly; a crowd of men in robes surrounded him. The General stared at their hands, each holding shiny knives. The blades glimmered bright like earthly stars. To him, time stood still. He smelled a familiar fragrance, a unique scent that only a son would know, and then he saw clearly the face of his mother, singing lullabies to him, kissing his brow. 

Even the scent of flowers about her hair had returned to him for one last time, the warm and sweet taste of cherry pie. His toga turned from purple to scarlet in several heartbeats. His knees struck the floor first, and then his entire body. Eyes wide like two full moons, the  

General watched as the old man, fully armored in black, approached him through the horde of the fleeing crowd, untouched, unnoticed by anyone else.

The pact between the gods and men that was made ages ago had been broken. The ultimate sin the gods abhorred greatly had occurred. Blood had been spilled wrongly.

Nevertheless, the war was still fought in the stars and on earth. As many nations perished into oblivion by the steel of the victor, so did their gods. Who will win the War of the Gods?

The Gothic War
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	Agrippinus: Legionary who fought alongside Licinius.

	Ahediel: Warrior of the light who trains to become a Virtue.

	Alatheus: chieftain who served as co-regent for Vithericus, son and heir of the Gothic king Vithimiris along with Sarphrax.

	Alavivus: Gothic co-king of a group of Thervingi together with Fritigern.

	Aldornia: youngest daughter of Audovera and Werinbet and younger sister to Amia.

	Aldred: Goth who sells his son for dog meat in order to survive a great famine.

	Aldrich: A second Calvary commander of Athanaric's army.

	Alexander: Aldred's only son sold into slavery in exchange for dog meat.

	Amia: Audovera's and Werinbet's older daughter and older sister to Aldornia. She's also Ahediel's Jove interest.

	Ambrosius: Roman legionary in Valens' army.

	Anastasia: Older daughter to Emperor Va/ens and Empress Albia. She’s the youngest sister to Carosa.

	Antoninus: Empress Albia's chancellor and servant.

	Aridius: He is the son of two merchants who wanted him to serve in the Roman army.

	Arne: Seer and Witch doctor in Fritigern's tribe.

	Audovera: Amia's and Aldornia's mother who suffers from an unknown affliction.

	Baldric: Visigoth bandit and savage. He's good friend to Savaric.

	Bela: One of Chieftain Vidumavi's co-chieftains.

	Berig: Fritigern's father. No relations to the first King Berig.

	Bero: Commander Euric's father.

	Bryntyr: One of Commander Euric's trusted men. A very skillful warrior.

	Burchard: A big, burly Visigoth, friend and trusted man to Commander Euric.

	Caius: is a high-ranked military Roman who came back from retirement to help fight against the Gothic menace.

	Carosa: Youngest daughter to Emperor Valens and Empress Albia and youngest sister to Anastasia.

	Cypian: A Roman legionary who likes to make jokes and fun of others. He has a lazy eye, result from a childhood accident.

	Cornelius: Roman legionary in Va/ens' legion.

	Dalia: Seer and herbalist in Athanaric's tribe who helps cure Ahediel's wounds.



	Darla: slave woman to Empress Albia who saved her from a terrible fever when she was ten years of age.

	Dina: Ahediel's mother.

	Draven: mysterious man who has a strange connection to Dalia's past.

	Edmonds: Centurion to a centuria unit in Valens' army.

	Emperor Valens: Roman emperor from 364 to 378. Following a largely unremarkable military career, he was named co-emperor by his elder brother Valentinian I.

	Empress Albia: a Roman empress and the wife to Emperor Valens, who ruled the East from 364 to 378.

	Chieftain Erik: Chieftain of the Ostrogoth and ally to Athanaric.

	Euric: First Cavalry Commander to King Athanaric's army.

	Favius: Roman legionary and scourer who goes into Roman territory to inform Emperor Theodosius of barbarian threat.

	Fritigern: a Thervingian Gothic chieftain who joined forces with the Romans to defeat Athanaric.

	Gaius: Orphan who serves in the Roman army.

	Gladwin: One of Fritigern's co-chieftains.

	Gorm: One of Chieftain Vidumavi's co-chieftains.

	Gratian the Elder: Emperor Valens father.

	Gratianus: Young Emperor Valens' nephew and emperor of the west.

	Greenstorm: Queen Liecia's she wolf

	Hadrian: Orphan and homeless runaway child who finds his way into Athanaric's tribe and escaped certain death.

	Halfdan: Ulf's best student and tracker.

	Harald: prideful Visigoth in Athanaric's army.

	Harmut: Dalia's father.

	Harold: Mysterious man who serves under Athanaric's leadership, a religious Goth who solely worships Odin.

	Helga: Young Visigoth who is in Jove with Amia and joined the Visigoth army to fight the Romans.

	Humphrey: warlord of a small tribe of Visigoths who wishes to join forces with the Romans under Empress Albia's control.

	Hurston: First Cavalry commander in Fritigern's army.

	Jak: Soldier in Chieftain Vidumavi's tribe.

	Julianus: Legionary and foot soldier in Emperor Valens' legions.

	Justina: Wife to the late Emperor Valentinianus I,

	King Athanaric: king of several branches of the Thervingian Goths and enemy to Chieftain Fritigern.

	Knot: Foot soldier in Athanaric's army.

	Lagarimanus: Thervingian Gothic warrior and Roman general. He was a member of the nobility of the Thervingi in the late 370s, along with Muderic.

	Licinius: Legionary in one of Emperor Valens' legions, a common soldier.

	Liecia: Queen of one of the divided tribes of Marcomanni and wife to Chieftain Vidumavi.

	Lupicinus: Bishop, high official, and governor of the main garrison in Moesia.

	Marcellus: Governor of Thrace who stole a Thracian treasure.

	Martianus: Hadrian's father who lost one of his thumbs.

	Maximus: Roman general who governs Moesia inferior with the help of Lupicinus.

	Muderic: Thervingian Gothic warrior and Roman general. He was a member of the nobility of the Thervingi in the late 370s, along with Lagarimanus.

	Muriel: Aeon and father to Ahediel










	Octavius: Centurion in Valens' centuria army unit.

	Ødger: Visigoth warrior and tracker in Chieftain Vidumavi's tribe.

	Ophelia: Emperor Valens' secret lover.

	Petronius: powerful and unpopular praetorian prefect and father to Empress Albia Dominica.

	Redmoon: Chieftain Vidumavi's first wolf.

	Reznor: Queen Liecia's father who is thought to have been poisoned.

	Richomeres: Emperor Valens' main chancellor.

	SadieI: Ahediel's master and trainer.

	Sarphrax: is a Greuthungi chieftain who served as co-regents for Vithericus, son and heir of the Gothic king Vithimiris alongside Alatheus.

	Savaric: Baldric's best friend.

	Servius: Older chancellor in Emperor Valens' council..

	Tiberius: Tall Roman legionary who is also a drunk.

	Toke: One of Ahediel's bodyguards and brother to his twin, Torsten.

	Torsten: Ahediel's bodyguard and twin brother to Toke.

	Ulf: renowned tracker in Athanaric's tribe. The best tracker the tribe had known.

	Ulrich: Commander of one of Athanaric's infantry men.

	Valentinianus I: Roman emperor from 364 to 375 and brother to Emperor Valens. He suffered from terrible headaches.

	Victor: a Roman military officer, master-general and politician, who served the emperors Constantinus II, Julian, Jovian and Valens.

	Vidumavi: one of the chieftains of a divided fraction of the Marcomanni tribe and husband to Queen Liecia.

	Werinbet: Amia's and Aldornia'sfatherand husband to Audovera.

	Winmare: Chieftain Fritigern's co-chieftain.

	Whitemoon: One of Chieftain's Vidumavi's wolves.
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Martiani Filius

Dusk shrouded the day into darkness, covering the evergreen forest with its massive mantle and filling it with stars. Within the dark and cold entrails of the forest, like the wind, Hadrian ran desperately, fretfully turning back to make sure nobody was following him.

He was a boy of ten summers a few weeks past, the son of a Goth harlot and a Roman lord. 

His real father never knew of his existence, Hadrian believed, but at times wished to have known of him. His mother spoke highly of his father in both Gothic and Roman tongues, he remembered. The boy was fluent in both. She loved his father much because of the way she always spoke of him, with sweetness in her voice filled with much hope. The man was her everything. 

Many times, she lost herself in her own thoughts. This is what love had done to some who believed in it; it made them their own slaves in their own minds.

It was his mother’s story, a fairy tale that did not end well in the end. His father was missing his left thumb, his mother had told him. That was the only thing that stood out in his mind’s eye: a father without a thumb, huh.

“Your father will come back for us one day,” she was so naïve. A foolish woman, he will never come back.

Tragically, a Roman general murdered her because he thought she belonged to him. She was the most attractive woman the eyes of Rome had ever seen. Her life was ended by a foolish man with a hunger for power. Some men think this way, not knowing the destruction they leave behind by their own thoughtless actions. Left all alone in this world, Hadrian was always starving and unprotected, stealing food from Roman markets when his belly became unbearable. At night, he snuck into Roman temples and slept within their warm walls that smelled of incense and other queer stuff.

Two years ago, a group of orphaned thieves named Insurgi, or the Rebels, took him in as one of their own. The group of thieves was no older than ten and two.  

Hated and feared, the leader of the clan was an arrogant boy of thirteen winters named Gregorius.

That night, he ran as if the wind were his only ally. He was fast as a gazelle and could see his own breath as he ran, and that was when those thoughts came to his mind.

It was his seventh spring when he walked within the marketplace, searching for a victim. 

It was when he saw a Roman lord handing a gold coin to the owner of a linen store, paying for a very expensive fabric he had laid eyes upon. The boy stood right beside him, reached within the Roman’s pocket, and pulled out a few gold coins. As soon as the Roman noticed this, he looked back and stared at 

the boy with furious eyes. The boy knew the meaning of such a gaze and ran through the crowd like a frightened deer, from store to store, sliding underneath a horse that was pulling a laden dray, knocking over a stand filled with clay vases; the owner even cursed him and his descendants. As Hadrian dashed through the brick street of the city, he tripped upon the city ditch conduit that carried garbage into the sewer. He did not have a bad fall but still hurt his ankle in the process.

Right beside a carpet store, on the other side of the meat store, was a dark alley. 

He limped his way into it and made certain nobody was following him. When he opened his fisted hand, he found within it three gold coins shimmering by the lit part of the alley where the faint rays of the sun had successfully made their way. He thought of the things he could get with those coins: fresh food, new clothes, a horse, sharp swords, wine, a dwelling, perhaps a place with guards and soldiers willing to protect him at all costs. He kept thinking foolhardiness in that young head of his.

Suddenly, he felt a big hand on his shoulder. It felt like a massive octopus ready to cease him, and then another hand clasped his neck, clutching at him with much strength. His heart raced. He could not draw any breaths, and the pain he felt that day could not compare to anything he had ever endured in his hard life as an orphan. The alley was dark and dank, and when the boy felt the first strike, it was in his left eye. For a mere instance, he saw a lightning flash across his face. No thunder followed it, though—and then, he stumbled to the ground on his back. His head spun, air knocked out of his lungs after he received a sudden kick in his midriff. The boy did not remember how many strikes he received in his head that morning. Too many to keep count. He heard clearly the words that were uttered as he lay upon the brick ground of the alley: 

“If you ever want to steal from somebody,” said the man in the Roman tongue, “you must know the consequences of such action.” The man left the boy there, bleeding, dying in the dark alley.

For almost an entire day, nobody else walked into that alley. The boy could have died there alone, and nobody could have missed him. The people of Rome could have just continued with their lives. But he was not going to die there. He was determined to live.

Then, lightning split the sky in half, and a loud thunder struck the night. It began to rain, hard rain, raindrops that were as big as rocks, and they hurt his skin, his bruised face. It even rained sideways after the wind gushed from east to west. 

Almost unconscious, he remained there, wet and cold, with labor breaths, shivering.

After he came to his senses, the rain had stopped, and he knew the morrow had come. He felt dizzy and sickly with a fever. Slowly, he got to his feet, and a sharp pain shot in his left leg as he tried to walk his way out of the dark alley onto the brick street of the city. When he saw his face reflected upon the water canal, he did not recognize the person gazing back at him. His left eye was closed shut, bruises and scratches to his brow, cheeks, lips swollen, and a line of spittle mixed with blood extended down to his breast.

When he was a boy of four, he recalled staring at the fire of the hearth in his home. He was fond of fire, beautiful it appeared when it danced redly for him, destructive and mysterious. Just like him, the flames were always hungry, devouring everything thrown at it. The warm feeling of fire he felt very deep within his soul, a queer connection to the flames, an angry urge to explode, to tell the world he was going 

to punish those who refused to acknowledge his existence. He felt so small compared to everything around him.

Regardless of the injuries he had sustained, deep within, he was fond of pain. There was something special about pain when he fought children of his own age, and most of the time, Hadrian lost the quarrel 

to them. There was a feeling of accomplishment, though, a feeling of being acquainted with his own body that he did not concern himself with pain. It made his existence more... meaningful. He could never explain that, but it was something he carried in his blood, in his flesh.

When he opened his sweaty, bloody hand, he still saw and felt three gold coins in them. It was very queer that he was able to keep them. Perhaps they were his reward for enduring such punishment.

Although the scars he carried on his body for months had vanished, he never forgot what had occurred that day. It took more than a year for him to return to the same marketplace where he had almost perished due to such a beating because he stole from strangers once again.

He ran through naked branches and thorny bushes. From the black foliage, he had noticed that night had finally fallen and was thankful for it, for he could easily become part of it by allowing the forest to swallow him. Hiding was what he knew more than snatching coins from strangers, a survival tool he had learned before he could tell his first lie. As the night aged, it was becoming difficult to see a few feet ahead of him. The leaves of the trees around him hid the moon, feeding the night with more darkness. He had to survive. He always survived. That meant if he could not see where he was going, neither could those who chased after him. They could not be able to catch him. That was what really mattered. 

At all costs, Hadrian wished to get away from those two savages, but it appeared that the more he ran away from them, the more they drew closer to him.

“Damn you, boy!” coming from a few yards behind him, a hoarse voice suddenly screamed, drawing his presence even closer.

It frightened the lad even more, but it made him muster strength to keep on going.

“Stop where you are!” an even farther, distinct voice followed.

They have not given up, the boy thought. They are going to kill me if they catch me. He felt as if he had been running for hours, and he thought he would not be able to get away from them.

Although Hadrian was weary, he did not cease running, for he knew he could be in tremendous trouble if he fell into the clutches of those two wild men. Surely, he would face a terrible end if they caught him, worse than the beating he had received in that gloomy alley three years past. He always knew Goths were not fond of Romans. But he did not know why. Perhaps the quarrel between them had been forgotten, and now they just hate each other for no sound reason.

Exhausted, he hid behind the trunk of an old fallen hemlock to catch his breath, thinking he was about to faint. Not enough air. The steaming warmth of his own breath was seen under the moonlight that started to creep within the branches and leaves of the trees, white as mist. 

Gasp. Gasp. Gasp. He gasped for air.

A man with unkempt long hair as blonde as the rays of the sun, his mouth almost entirely covered by a beard, wore animal skin and boots, carefully approached his prey. “We just want to know the location of the gold. That is all!” he said in a passive voice.

“And open your throat with our knives!” another man shouted. He had a big, rugged face and flat nose, and one of his front teeth was missing. 

Rapidly, the first wild man turned back, gave the other a scowl, and whispered, “SSSHHH! Imbecile! We’re trying to lure the boy to us, not frighten him even more.” But the boy was able to hear that, and that worried him even more.

“I meant to say,” the other wild man said loudly so the boy could hear him better, “for you to come out of hiding. We need to ask you something of great importance. No harm will come to you, promise.”

The two men, like hungry wolves, split. One advanced to the left of the fallen tree, the other to the right, in order to catch their game. While Hadrian crouched behind the fallen tree—his back resting against the old cracked bole of the hemlock— he skewed his head upward and curiously took a glimpse of the two wild men approaching his way.

Walking toward the boy’s direction, each man held a razor-sharp dirk that showed silvery under the light of the moon that had made its first appearance in a long while. The boy knew what would come next if he did not wish to run. All of a sudden, one of the wild men leaped upon the fallen tree and, to his surprise, discovered that the boy was not there.

“Fuck, little shit!” said one of the wild men.

Hadrian saw a bright light in the distance and, shortly after, heard thunder roar overhead as the earth shook beneath him.

In the dark and cold innards of the forest, Hadrian rustled through the black foliage, branches scratching his face while wending farther in. A surge of warm air suddenly blanketed him, and his desperation right away relented. What could it be? The boy marveled at the sudden change in the environment around him.

As he kept on walking, from afar, he noticed tiny specks of lights flickering like embers in the furnace of a blacksmith. As he walked farther in, the specks of light became numerous, and the air he breathed was turning warmer like a soothing bath of heat, of sulfur. The smell of sulfur intensified. It was bright as day, and in detail, he could see many trees around him afire, making cracking sounds as they cooled. Many of the leafless skeletons of the trees in his midst scorched into black charcoal. 

Frightened by the seared corpses of two elks, Hadrian avoided them, walked around them carefully, without his gaze parting them, as if they could come back to life. Their white teeth were noticeable, appearing as if they were smiling back at him.

What is that? He observed someone lying down on the ground... a man? Embedded in the earth like the newborn of Maia, covered completely in black ash, the man did not move. Is he dead? he asked himself. But as Hadrian drew closer, he saw his breast expand, knew he was drawing breaths, labor breaths, breaths of the dying perhaps. He finally noticed that the being he thought to be a man was a boy not older than sixteen summers. He appeared older than Hadrian, but not by much. Bare skin in the hot mud, the boy uttered a sudden moan of pain.

Right there and then, Hadrian understood he was standing inside a hole in the earth. Did he cause this? he asked himself. Almost everything around him had turned to embers. He had fallen from the sky! Hadrian could not believe his eyes, inferring that after gazing into the night, a hole burned into the trees, exposing the stars in the dark sky. 

Frightened, the boy turned around, wishing to get away from that place, from the young man in the earth, from the burning trees, from the two dead elks a few distances away from him, and return home. Which home? he wanted to get back home, back to his friends, the only friends he had, the only friends he knew, return home to withstand Gregorius’s reproachful remarks and his unfair judgments. But he was mistaken. He did not belong there, not with his friends or Gregorius. His home was the world now.

He almost forgot. It took a moment for the boy to realize that he had been distracted, and moments past, he had been running away for dear life from two wild men who wished him dead. 

The sound of burning embers as they popped and cooled around him, along with rustles of leaves, filled him with uneasiness. He turned back slowly and then saw them. The frightened boy did not know how long they were standing there. The only thing he knew at that moment was that he had to get away 

from them. The two giant, wild men stood before him, their faces solemn. The young boy’s heart raced like a warhorse in the middle of a war; eyes opened wide as if the boy had seen two ghosts. I am dead, Hadrian thought. No way to run. I can’t fight both of them. I’m only a boy.

Then, the eyes of the wild men widened as they saw the young man in the earth move in agonizing pain. At that moment, the wind blew from east to west, and the air was hot and smelled of sulfur. In unison, four knees struck the warm, muddy ground below their feet, and two shining dirks followed right after. Hadrian took a deep breath and then sighed with much relief.
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Filii Imperii

Two summers before the man fell from the sky, the valley in the east region of Antioch was silent, and then the wind came suddenly, like a thousand whispers, telling all its secrets, but nobody understood the language it spoke. While the trees of the forest concealed the unknown, evil lurked and patiently awaited its time. 

The full moon stared down upon the earth, undisturbed, showering the night with light. Not even the moon knew what waited in the shades below the clouds. Darkness always survived in the most secluded places, where light does not dare to pass.

Two Roman centuria, wearing sleek Roman armor, approached the ravines on horseback a day after the Tribunus Maximus ordered them to escort back to Moesia a transport dray containing a treasure from Thrace. The treasure that the former usurper, Procopius, held for several years. It consisted of gold coins, artisanship, and oddities from Egypt, Arabia, and Syria. 

“Are you sure we’ve taken the correct route?” Edmunds asked.

“Yes, I’m sure,” Octavius answered him with impudence.

“I think we are lost. We were asked to take the other road like I told you,” said Edmunds.

“This is the correct route. I have taken this road many times before. I know where we are,” said Octavius.

A raven flew and cawed, landing upon the branch of an oak tree, watching both of them with eyes as black and cold as the mere night.

“I hate those things,” said Edmunds.

But what Edmunds was not telling Octavius was the main reason why he disliked ravens and crows so much. His father was an honorable Roman centurion stationed at the garrison of the border of Dacia and Germania. When Edmunds was only a lad of six, his father took him to the garrison. As his father addressed the rest of his legions to brief them on important matters concerning the war, the little boy somehow ventured to the fortress’s outer walls. As he walked farther and farther from the wall of the garrison, he saw hundreds of corpses lying on the ground, wearing animal skins, and the smell was so intense that the little boy coughed a few times in revulsion. Countless big flies buzzed about. Ravens, many of them, feasted upon their flesh like feathered hyenas. His father found tiny Edmunds because he heard his cries from far afield.

“What things?” Octavius asked. “Ravens. I hate ravens,” Edmunds said. 

“They’re harmless to the living unless you’re dead, of course. They would feast upon your flesh if they have discovered you’ve been dead,” said Octavius.

Another raven landed beside the other raven. 

“Well, once you’re dead, you’re dead. I am more concerned of what’d occur to me when I’m still drawing breaths,” said Edmunds. “Are you certain that ravens eat flesh and not of crows you speak?”

“No, ravens do eat flesh. They peck at your eyes if you get too close to them,” said Octavius.

“I know they go for the eyes. Why are they called ‘ravens’ instead of ‘crows’ then?” asked Edmunds.

“They’re all the same thing,” said Octavius.

“They cannot be the same thing, Octavius,” said Edmunds. “There is a reason why they are given different names.”

“I don’t wish to speak about ravens and crows, understand?” Octavius was annoyed.

Edmunds pulled back the reins of his horse and completely stopped. His hazel eyes changed into a dark green at the angle the rays of the moon struck his Roman helmet.

Octavius turned his horse back toward Edmunds and stopped as well. They could both notice each other’s concerns. Octavius was the fourth of five sons of a Roman blacksmith. His grandmother raised him since his mother left his father for another man who promised her all the riches in the world. He did not remember anything good about his mother. His mind was only filled with bad memories surrounding her. Two of his brothers turned to a life of crime, while the other two became merchants of some sort. Because Octavius became part of the Roman army, his old man turned proudly after receiving such splendid tidings.


“Why did the Tribunus wish us to retrieve the cargo here?” Edmunds continued, “This place is well known for brigands and rogues.” 



“That’s why we are here, to protect the cargo from brigands and rogues. I do not know why he only sent the two of us. I do not like it. Deep in my belly, this feels much like a bad omen,” said Octavius with a frown on his face.

As they advanced farther into the forest, following the bank of a river, they noticed how a large snake with black and yellow spot patterns had entangled all around a dead gray wolf. The corpse of the wolf was halfway into the mouth of the snake. Edmunds stared at it for a moment and almost retched at the sight. After Octavius took a quick glance at the snake with the wolf half inside of it, he shrugged and put his horse into a canter.

As the two went down the stream, they finally reached the marsh, and that was when they saw the cargo dray – the carriage, with two black stallions still upon its yoke drinking from the shallow waters of the marsh. As both centuria approached it, they became aware that the coachman was not visible anywhere about the front seat of the vehicle, as they would have expected. As they reined in front of the cargo dray, the two horses ceased drinking water, raising their heads in unison.

“In the name of the emperor, we are centuria. Show yourselves at once!” Octavius shouted but did not hear any words in response. It was silent; enough that the sound of the wind could be heard wheezing among the trees, interrupting his thoughts for a moment. 

He dismounted from his gelding and walked toward the carriage, stood before it, and noticed scratch marks on the wagon bed. As he turned his gaze up, he saw one of the horses bleeding from one of its legs.

“Claw marks,” Octavius whispered to himself.

He approached the wagon slowly, pushed the curtain to one side, leaned forward, looked inside, and surprisingly, his light brown eyes saw crimson red all about it. It appeared as if the whole interior of the dray had been painted with blood.

“Why would someone leave this carriage here?” asked Edmunds, unaware of what Octavius had discovered. “Very strange. This is not the place we were intended to meet this carriage. The meeting place was supposed to be a few more leagues from here.”

“This is the carriage,” revealed Octavius. “There are two dead men in there. The cargo is nowhere in sight. Someone must have slain them and taken the treasure.”

After Octavius climbed upon his gelding, Edmunds stared at the carriage with eyes full of suspicion, and then a pang of panic overtook him suddenly.

“Shit! This has the stench of shit all over, Octavius. We are fucked! It is like you said, it was a bad omen,” his eyes moved sideways, uneasy.

“Relax,” said Octavius. “We must remain calm, my dear Edmunds.”

“Remain calm? Is this your idea of a joke? The Tribunus will have our heads for this,” Edmunds realized. “Somebody has taken the fucking treasure, and we’re going to be blamed for it. Fuck! Fuck! FUCK!”Suddenly, Octavius saw something move in the trees behind Edmunds. There was a figure of a man, watching them from a fair distance, hiding in the scrubs. The Roman thought whoever was there might have knowledge of what had happened to the treasure.

“Our Tribunus will be furious—”

“—HEY!!!” Octavius burst out.

In haste, without saying anything else, the Roman centurion fiercely kicked the belly of his horse and pulled its reins. The horse stood right upon its two hind legs, neighed, and with great speed, bolted toward the suspicious figure in the scrubs.

“IT’S THE FUCKING THIEF!” Edmunds screamed, spurring his horse and following Octavius with a slight gallop.

At the same time, the man in the shadows ran the opposite way. While Octavius chased after the mysterious figure, he noticed that the way it moved upon the ground seemed unnatural to him. However, he paid no heed to that. He was dedicated to one thing, and one thing only: finding the treasure at any cost and letting the Roman justice deal with the one who stole it.

With his sword unsheathed, Octavius screamed, “COME HERE! YOU, SON OF A WHORE! THE BLADE OF MY SWORD WANTS TO MEET YOUR NECK!”

His gelding went into a full dash while Octavious held his sword in his left hand, drawing closer to his prey.

When the mysterious being dashed forward like a four-legged beast, it gained great speed and left Centuria behind in the dust. Shock and fear overtook Octavius. Is this some kind of witchcraft?

Like a frightened wildcat, the mysterious man ran, eyes glowing red like pure gore. Two small horns swelled out of his brow, and his skin smelled of corrupt flesh while the wind bounced off it and reached Octavius’s nostrils. Octavius spat, and his spit flew behind him, never losing sight of the silhouette, attempting to escape the wrath of his sword.

What kind of sorcery is this? thought Octavius. To him, his eyes seemed to have been playing tricks upon him. To gain more speed, he spurred his horse incessantly but could not go any faster.

He had already left Edmunds a few distances behind, incredulous at what he was witnessing. He shook his head to wake himself to reality, realizing he was not in a dream. Whoever this is...whatever this creature is, it had proven its guilt by running away from a Roman centurion. 

The Roman was oblivious to what was truly occurring. Octavius thought that as soon as he caught the thief. He would first resort to torture, and then, if the thief refused to tell him where he had hidden the treasure, Octavius would thrust his sword in his neck and watch him die like a wild boar. He already had it mapped out in that foolish head of his.

Both of them noticed that the full moon high in the sky and the mountain range far afield seemed to have been following them, knowing they were approaching the summit of a cliff a few distances away. With sword in hand, they paid no regard and persisted, chasing the elusive creature throughout the entire field, not knowing at that moment what powers they were opposing.

Surprisingly, as soon as the creature reached the ledge of the cliff, it leaped off without hesitation, drowning in sheer darkness like the figment of a bad dream. With all his strength, Octavious pulled hard upon the reins of his horse, as hard as he could, cutting off the momentum; his gelding skidded in the dirt, stopping right by the edge of the precipice, almost falling to his demise. Rocks and dirt fell into the dark abyss. His heart raced, and sweat, salty as seawater, streamed down his face. He let out a deep sigh after it had ended.

“Are you hurt?” asked Edmunds, reining in behind Octavius.

As if spellbound, Octavius did not say a word; he kept his gaze beyond the cliff as Edmund paired up with him.

The moon shone above them.

“That wasn’t a man...what in the name of God was that?” Edmunds shook his head, incredulous, “Whatever that was, it was not from this earth. Did you take a good look?”

“SHUSH!” uttered Octavius. “Look!” he whispered, pointing his forefinger in the direction where the creature had jumped and disappeared, beyond the cliff, right at the valley.

The full moon shone upon both of them, but the darkness overpowered it.

Just like rats, they also squealed. Under the quiet, pale, silent moon, beyond the embankment, fell the night. 

A mantle of shadows moving rapidly shrouded the grasslands between the ravines, taking sway over the valley that night like a spider to a fly. These beings scattered throughout mortal territories and moved with incredible speed, emerging from the south, northeast, and west after the earth opened somewhere within the mountains. Their eyes glimmered incandescently red, like pure blood. Their claws and teeth could pierce the toughest of flesh, and the acuteness of their fang-shaped ears could recognize the softest of sound a mile away. These creatures emerged from the deepest, darkest pits below the earth.

In the distance, the sound of pandemonium reached the ears of both centuria. They did not know what to make of it. They had heard tales of how the place known as “Hell” sounded like and precisely how they felt when fear made goose skin appear upon both of them.

Far off, a sea of shadows rushed into the vale like hungry vermin. Octavius and Edmunds decided to turn back to the transport carriage. 

Octavius detached the wounded horse from its yoke, letting it lose to wander about. Then, he attached his own gelding to it, climbed upon the jockey box of the wagon, and waved the reins while Edmunds followed behind.

On their way back to Moesia, they both were afraid they could encounter unpleasant things, unnatural things that could take away their own lives in a heartbeat. But nothing queer happened to them. With the transport carriage in their possession but no treasure, they had to return to Moesia and brief 

Maximus and Lupicinus that the mission was a total failure. That was something that could have been worse than quarreling against the supernatural.

The full moon still shone upon both of them.
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The Son of Muriel
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הבן של מיוריאל

––––––––
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Amongst the chaotic flood of distinctive breeds of fiendish creatures, there was a young, courageous, arrogant, celestial presence. His eyes burned with divine white fire, and his black hair shone with traces of gold dust. His breast, arms, and legs were clad in silver, wrought armor. His physical features were like those of man, except for a pair of white wings that extended elegantly from his back, pointing straight right at the heavens. He was an Aeon, Warriors of the Light, as he called himself.

His name was Ahediel. His young appearance could deceive the eyes of any earthly mortal, but in reality, he was much, much older than that. This was his initiation. Considered of age in the Heaven Realm, like every Aeon, his purpose in the realm of man was primarily to face a series of challenges where his physical strength and his strength of will determine his loyalty to his kind. Born of servitude, his ascension to the rank of Authority could be at his reach.

With every swift strike of his wide, silver longsword, his father, named Eagle, shone under the light of the moon, and the strong devotion to his kind, the creatures of the dark grew short. He never knew where all the swords of the realms were forged and what metal was used since the material and the person was unknown. It was kept a secret, like everything else.

Although their cries of pain were intensively loud, his hands clasping the hilt of Eagle did not waver until he vanquished every single one of those monstrous brethren, sending them back to the bottom of the pits where the hands of the abysmal beast created them. At one moment, Ahediel felt trite fighting them. Like a knife through butter, the blade went into their corrupt flesh, falling apart into a pile of burned dust. As time went on, he grew impatient. A white, luminous aureole appeared above his head, comprised of markings of the tongue of the realm above the clouds (the word); his body released a sudden burst of bright azure light. Having felt a torrent of intense heat engulfing his body, fire harmless to his skin, he clenched his teeth tightly, releasing it in a burst of scorching light. The light razed everything in his surroundings into nothingness.

Upon the morrow, the intense glares of the sun flooded the entire valley with orange warmth that exposed deep scars in the earth of a battle that concluded moments past. By a shallow stream of a riverbank, Ahediel knelt, digging the silver poleyn of his armor into the dirt and curiously gazing at his own image in the water. He touched his face, rubbed his fingers into his long, black hair and gold dust, 

and watched as his blue eyes, like the clear sky after a rainy day, stared back at him, filled with wonderment. 

With only three days in the human world, everything fascinated him: the trees, the flowers, the mountains, butterflies, wild game, and whatnot. He never imagined the day would come when he had set foot upon the realm of the sons of man, but it finally arrived, like everything else, with much patience. He had to have patience. It was part of his training to be patient. It was ingrained in his nature.

The realm of men was the heart of two worlds: the realm above the clouds of pure adoration and prosperity and the bleak everlasting suffering of the underworld, where the souls of men burned for all eternity.

From his waistline, he reached and pulled out a golden pouch with red markings all around it. It was filled with liquid, precious Ambrosia, white, sweet nectar that originated from the wells of his home above the clouds; it had been formed by the prayers of the sons of man and daughters of men here on this earth. The substance instantly satiated his thirst and hunger and replenished his strength. Only one sip of this Ambrosia sufficed.

Suddenly, he felt a very familiar presence approaching his way. A warm feeling aroused within him, a gentle fire that only Aeon could perceive. It was the meridian, the essence of their world, of his home above the clouds. He turned his gaze to see what he already knew.

It was Sariel. More than kin, Sadiel was his master, his confidant, his guardian. 

Sariel’s long, white hair shone when the morning sunlight bounced against it, and nimble blue eyes, like the firmament; it mirrored vast knowledge, strength, and kindness. Ahediel always wished to be like him. Sadiel was a head taller than Ahediel, stronger, older, and wiser. The physical form of an Aeon and his behavior were much like those of the sons of man, but they thought themselves more moral, more superior than the humans. There were no traces of creases upon Sadiel’s skin that revealed the passage of time, for their kind could live for hundreds of years, thousands, perhaps, unlike the sons of man. A sturdy, golden armor, breastplate with the red emblem of the Christian cross upon his left breast, a pair of bulky pauldrons with blue luminous encryptions all about it, and a golden longsword with 
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