Aspects of Reality

Epilogue


As the years passed by slowly after the world reset on Kizak, the older Aspects slowly began to adjust to the presence of their ‘neutral’ counterparts, with many new religions sprouting up around them, in addition to Judge’s old tried-and-true religion…

In the wake of his confrontation with the Aspect of Humanity, the Aspect of Destruction suddenly became interested in playing along with King and the other Dark Divines. They all became deities that were worshiped all across Kizak along with the true Divines, but whenever any congregations or cults founded around their worship became too radical in their activities, the Gods of Kizak would be swift to smite those fools. Despite that, all of the Aspects knew to respect their counterparts and that if they decided to become more directly involved with a radical sect of their worshipers, then they would most likely get their toes stepped on.

Each Aspect had a different ‘boon’ that they could grant to those who fervently worshiped them, but because their ‘boon’ more so affected a mortal’s ‘mental’ state, the ‘followers’ of the Gods of Kizak were always more than a match for them…

The Gods of Kizak quickly became deeply rooted in the ‘recreated’ human society and were constantly on the lookout for anyone trying to ‘take over’ their domains….

For the God of Life, she quickly became accepted by the population of Kizak and was prayed too constantly by pretty much any mortal alive. Even though mortals eventually adopted her as the God of Heaven, the God of Life never actually forced that upon her followers and did not think too much of that fact, since all who died still went up to Tepe to be judged. The God of Life eventually gravitated more towards Tepe and Krea, using her mentor’s plans for Kizak to help her with shaping the progression of life on the world.

With the God of Death, however, he tried to remain more grounded in the middle, since his station was to oversee the deaths of mortals and usher them out of Aradaki, but Destruction was always his constant companion. Eventually accepted as the God of the Underworld and the oversee of the dead, he was more payed homage too by those seeking a certain kind of death, however, there were always those who sought to worship him by spreading death. To him, however, how mortals worshiped him did not matter, in the end all mortals came to him and were ushered into the afterlife to be judged in Tepe by Judge.

Whenever the Demons circumvented his authority to drag souls down into Hell without allowing him to guide them to the afterlife first, however, THEN there would be trouble… 

The same also held true for the God of Life and whenever either side interfered with their domains, the Gods of Kizak would exact a heavy price upon those who intruded. To that end, the God of Death began to raise certain mortals as deathless Wraiths like him, to help him ensure that any soul who lost it’s life would be carried on into the afterlife properly. Where as the God of Life chose to use the tools, with which she nurtured new life, at her disposal to make her anger known as she eventually was given the nickname Mother Nature.

Then there was the God of ‘Magic’, or Energy as some chose to worship her as…

She did not become quite as well known as the other two Gods, but the God of Magic still made her presence known by using her power to transform some of the life that Mother Nature had helped to create in order to make a whole menagerie of magical creatures. Allowing mortals to study her handiwork and learn from her pets, soon magic of all kinds was running rampant across the world. Those who were blessed with her gift at birth did not ignore her, for instead they chose to worship her as the God of Energy, since even a normal mortal needed to have the drive to get up each day and she was more than happy to grant those who prayed to her with the energy to face each new day head-on.

Finally, there was the most elusive ‘God’ of them all, although the Aspect of Humanity was really only known to members of it’s own ‘kind’…

True to what he had said to Ginger numerous times, the Aspect of Humanity slowly became known only as monster that devoured other living things just to survive….

Oddly, even though it may have been viewed as a monster, the Aspect of Humanity had it’s own sects of worshipers, although they never actually benefited from their worship. Instead, those who were willing to look past the monstrous reputation the God of Kizak had, took to the ideals of their God and chose to live of the lives of others. This caused numerous cannibalistic tribes to pop up worshiping the God of Kizak, but the God of Death had no qualms about putting those fools tribes out of their misery.

Due to the way mortals chose to worship the Aspect of Humanity in the beginning, the God of Death soon began to despise whoever was ‘teaching’ mortals to live only by taking the life of another person or animal…

This caused the God of Death and the Aspect of Destruction to become closely bonded over their hunt for the Aspect of Humanity. Thankfully, the pair were able to keep their hunt from causing the God of Life from getting entangled in the mess and oddly she had no problem with the God of Kizak. The Aspect of Destruction just contributed that to Krea influencing the God of Life towards being kind towards her child and decided that leaving the other neutral Aspect alone was for the best.

Several times, the pair would succeed in tracking down the Aspect of Humanity, but strangely, only the God of Death was able to ‘confront’ the Aspect of Humanity….

When confronted by the God of Death, however, the Aspect of Humanity would all but ignore the God’s attempts to harm it, but the moment that the God of Death called out to the Aspect of Destruction, the Death God would suddenly find himself paralyzed by a strange sense of guilt that he could not shake. By the time he was able to recover from the sensation, the God of Death could no longer locate the Aspect of Humanity and would usually come across a destroyed body that had been setup to be identified as the Aspect of Humanity, although the God of Death could tell precisely who the body belonged too. Much to the Death God’s continuing frustration, despite the fact that he had the power to bring about the death of whomever he so desired, the Aspect of Humanity seemed all but immune to his powers and that only served to anger the God of Death even more.

One time, after chasing the Aspect of Humanity into a corner, the God of Death decided that ‘he’ would finally deal with the annoyance in his existence… alone…

Even as the God of Death was striking the Aspect of Humanity, the undying monstrosity seemed to be almost ignoring any damage that was done to it and seemed more focused on trying to figure out where it was going to move too next. Eventually growing so annoyed with being treated like he did not exist again, the God of Death decided to go straight for a killing blow, despite the warnings from the Aspect of Destruction. As he watched the head of the Aspect of Humanity fly off into the air, the God of Death was shocked to see the body of the being he just killed collapse forward into a pile of dust.

More surprising than the way the body immediately decomposed, was the way that a ‘brand-new’ Aspect of Humanity was just suddenly right ‘there’ glaring up at the Aspect of Death….

Not understanding ‘how’ something that ‘existed’ in Aradaki could so effortlessly shrug aside his power, the God of Death was just ‘stunned’ at this development…

After glaring at the God of Death for a few moments, the Aspect of Humanity just turned away from the God and grumbled unhappily, “Great… now I have to go find someplace new to live where my apparent age won’t cause any issues with my habits… Ugh, such an annoyance. Oh, and Mr. Dark God… you really should find someone better to spend your time with… Destruction cares naught for your duties and will actually be working to end those duties should he ever get his hands on me. If you really want to keep your life and continue to survive as I do… then maybe you ought to look into the real plans of your new friend.”

Strangely, despite how things may have appeared on the surface, the God of Death already ‘suspected’ the intentions of the Aspect of Destruction and had only been going along with things so that he could put an end to those thinking that they could become ‘immune’ to death just like the Aspect of Humanity…

From that encounter with the Aspect of Humanity, the God of Death learned something that greatly perplexed him and so secretly sought out the council of the Aspect of Creation…

During his meeting with her, the God of Death questioned her plans for the cannibalistic mortals that seemed to pop up from time to time in her plans and as to what purpose they could serve. The Aspect of Creation calmly answered his concerns by telling the God of Death that those mortals were not, in fact, following her plans anymore. When Death asked why Krea would allow such individuals exist to make a mess out of her plans for other mortals and why she did not have her Executors come down to remove the problem, she answered him in a very profound manner by saying that doing so was not her responsibility.

Then the God of Death moved onto his next question, about whether or not she actually intended to grant the cannibals immunity from death; like the misguided mortals believed, but instead of answering that question, Krea instead chose to answer the true question bothering the God of Death, “The Aspect of Humanity is just that… because no matter what they do to one another, they always survive to fight another day. Like their Aspect, mortals are always trying to struggle just to survive another day, but the denizens of both Tepe and Altaki have a way of influencing the way mortals survive.”

As Krea prattled on about how now the duty of protecting Aradaki now fell to the Gods therein, she suddenly began to smile and faced the God of Death squarely as she said, “My child does not have the same power as you do, cannot influence mortals as you do. The Aspect of Humanity is just that… the perfect embodiment of mortals and the way that every mortal can be either good or bad… and sometimes both. The Aspect of Humanity has no intentions for mortals, other than to use the mortals to further it’s own survival. Those who are mislead by the stories told about the monster you made the Aspect of Humanity into are only interested in one thing they like about my child… if they were understand the kind of pain my child goes through constantly, then maybe they would be far more interested in gaining immortality through other means.”

After having his curiosity sated, the God of Death was just about to ask something else, when Krea cut him off to give him the answers he was seeking, “Destruction seeks to end the existence of Aradaki and all who dwell within. To that end, he hunts for my child; with the belief that obtaining my child will allow him to enact his plans and achieve his goals, but what he does not understand about the Aspect Humanity will be his undoing. My child does not seek to join the war between Tepe and Altaki, in fact, the Aspect of Humanity would be much happier if the rest of us were to just leave it alone to live out each day in peace. Like mortals, my child is happy to live out it’s existence oblivious to war that rages about it and will only become involved when someone threatens it’s existence. Didn’t you ever wonder why my baby only attacked you whenever you threatened to bring Destruction’s attention upon it?”

Seizing up at that moment, the God of Death dared not move out of fear of being ‘unmade’ for his transgressions, but Krea just smiled at him and dismissed him from her presence….

Now that he knew what the Aspect of Destruction was about, the God of Death now knew better than to join in the hunt for the Aspect of Humanity, but all the same he still took ‘offense’ to any mortal seeking ‘immortality’ by following in the footsteps of the Aspect of Humanity….

Despite how the God of Death may have acted outwardly towards the misguided cannibals, he found their hunger for life to be a curiosity and sought to harness that hunger for his own ends. To that end, he began to approach the deranged followers of the Aspect of Humanity and began to offer them a way to truly become immune to death itself by turning their worship towards him. After several failed attempts resulting with the God of Death being forced to put down the nearly feral devout followers of the Aspect of Humanity, he finally managed to come across those who believed more loosely in the ideals of the cannibals.

These strange folks lived by the ‘codes’ of their chosen ‘deity’ and would fill their bellies with something they had spent time ‘growing’ before the inevitable slaughter….

The farming village that sprouted up from these worshipers of the Aspect of Humanity was not above using fresh kills for their nourishment, but would not go out of their way to kill mortals. They even ate foods grown in gardens because; according to their understanding of the Aspect of Humanity, consuming life was not as important as the way in the life was harvested only at the peak condition for harvest. Even more strange than the villagers odd ideals, was the fact that there were paired shrines for the worship of an Angelic and Demonic being dotted around the village.

Studying these people for a while, the God of Death eventually spotted a ‘gathering’ starting around the main shrine in the village….

Curious to understand what purpose the shrines held to the villagers and ‘who’ held more sway over the people of village, the God of Death observed as a peculiar ritual was performed…

Watching from far outside the village, the God of Death watched as the villagers actually summoned two otherworldly beings from opposing realms without an all-out battle erupting between the two. Even more curious was the way that the Confessor Angel and Succubus Demon were able to be almost friendly towards one another, despite being polar opposites from different realms. Waiting to see what would would happen as the pair interacted with the villagers, the God of Death was surprised to learn that the villagers had taken both creatures to be messiahs to them about the Aspect of Humanity.

Waiting until the villagers had finished listening to the pair, the God of Death ‘calmly’ made his way into the town gathering…

The moment that one of the villagers took notice of him, however, pandemonium broke loose as everyone in the village believed that the God of Death had come to ‘silence’ them….

Instead of saying a word, the God of Death just marched up to the Angel and Demon to wait for their approval, then once they had stepped down, he turned to ask the villagers, “Do any of you seek immortality?”

To the surprise of the Death God, not a ‘single’ villager spoke up to answer him and most were filled with confusion over what he was offering them…

That was when one of the visitors, the angelic one, chose to speak to the God of Death and said worriedly, “None of these villagers believe the lies being spread about by the Destroyer and his agents… A-and we have taken great measures to instill the proper image of the Aspect of Humanity in their minds. We have taught them that the only way to truly be everlasting is to ensure that no one ever forgets them….”

Smiling when he heard that, the God of Death turned back towards the villagers after listening to the Angel and asked in a softer manner, “Then~ who among you would like to help me in teaching your misguided brethren about their false ideals in regards to your shared Deity?”

This time, the demonic guest was the way to address the God of Death by quickly stating in a frantic manner, “No one! We have taught to them steer clear of the wars of others! They know exactly where such paths lead because of the examples set forth by their misguided brethren that you seek to use them against! It is not the way of the Aspect of Humanity to bring war upon others!”

For a moment, the God of Death’s skeletal form could be seen smirking under his hood, though how such an expression could be possible for a being like him was a mystery indeed, then the God of Death turned back towards the crowd of engrossed villagers and posed his third question to them, “But what if, by trying to ignore the other tribes worshiping the same Deity you do, you end becoming involved in their wars? The world would only see you as they see the others! Would you really wish your story to end with you being wiped out because of the actions of the other tribes?”

Hearing that certainly had an effect on the tribe; since without verbal histories, they would all die forever, and so the God of Death produced a single sword empowered by his touch as he said kindly, “Would it not fall under the ideals of the Aspect of Humanity to defend against those who would bring harm upon him? Wouldn’t you like for you to be remembered by more than just those you see next to you and protect them with that very same story?”

For the longest time, the people of the village seemed to still be frightened of the ‘God’ standing inside their village, but once the God of Death planted his blade in the ground, one person strode forth from the rest of the village…

The young man who had come forward took hold of Death’s blade and drew for the sword as he said, “Even if I am banished from this village for doing so, I will see to it that my home will be able to stand for ages to come and that we will be remembered for how we lived and not for who we choose to worship!”

With that, the ‘first’ of Death’s ‘sworn’ servants was created and the ‘warrior’ that the young man grew into saw too the ‘destruction’ of the cannibalistic tribes sullying the name of his Deity….

As the God of Death took a more ‘active’ in seeing to the ‘control’ of the cannibalistic tribes popping up around the world, he soon learned that the Aspect of Destruction truly was behind the formation of the cannibals…

Despite coming to realize that the Aspect of Destruction had engineered the reason behind his need to hunt down the Aspect of Humanity, the God of Death inexplicably found his power linked to the Aspect of Destruction. This inevitably caused the world of Kizak to be slowly shaped by two revolving ages; the first being the Age of Creation and the following age being that of Destruction. These two ages would subtly alter the surface of Kizak over the ages, but no matter how long the Age of Destruction lasted, humanity would always seem to survive until the next new golden era.

Unbeknownst to all but a few mortals; those who were of the inner council to the Gods, the Divines of Tepe and Dark Divines of Altaki placed ‘crucial’ roles in how the ages turned….

But, while the ages came and went, one constant would always remain a powerful presence upon the realm of Aradaki, ‘specifically’ on Kizak…

Yawning tiredly as she woke up from a good night’s rest, the Aspect of Humanity got up out of bed and went about her daily life. Despite there already being telltale signs of Destruction’s agents moving around in town, the Aspect of Humanity remained perfectly calm as she went about her daily life. Even when one such agent brushed right past in the busy streets of the current human city she was living in, the Aspect of Humanity treated the agent of Destruction like any other mortal.

Sadly, one week later…

Without warning, the forces of Hell suddenly began to besiege the town where the Aspect of Humanity was living, but this was not the first time that the Aspect of Destruction had found her and most certainly would not be the last. After faking her own death and taking only what she needed from her old life, the Aspect of Humanity shed her old life to walk forward in his new identity. Leaving the town quickly in the manner befitting of a predator, the Aspect of Humanity kept out of notice by sticking to less traveled pathways and never walking out in plane sight.

Back in town, however, Ginger was ‘desperately’ leading a squad of Executor Angels against the ‘Destroyed’ forces of the Aspect of Destruction…

Finding her way towards the home of an individual she ‘strongly’ suspected of being the Aspect of Humanity in disguise, Ginger was ‘dismayed’ to only come upon the ‘destroyed’ remains of yet another ‘identity’ for her old friend…

Before Ginger was able to react, however, she was suddenly ambushed by a series of Destroyed Demons and her bodyguards were just as swiftly overwhelmed when they came bursting in to answer her cries of terror. As the Destroyed versions of Succubus Demons clamored around her, Ginger began to shake as she listened to maddening chatter among the psychotic devils. Even though she knew that they were all beyond saving in this state, Ginger still couldn’t help but pray that their torment would end soon.

Little did she knew that her ‘prayer’ was about to be answered, but not because that certain someone heard her ‘prayer’….

As the Destroyed Demons were in the process of celebrating her capture, like oh so many before them, suddenly an outside wall just erupted inwards and the Destroyed Demons had only a few seconds to recover from their surprise before they started to fall in droves. Grateful to have been still conscious for this rescue, Ginger had a front-row seat to the Aspect of Humanity decimating the ranks of Demons responsible for her capture. Unlike the Frank she was accustomed to seeing, the Aspect of Humanity who was guarding her now was very different looking.

Encased in a soft looking pale colored skin, the Aspect of humanity could almost had passed for a very old mortal were it not for the layers of muscles encasing his majestic form. He also possessed the wings of both Angels and Demons; with the feathered wings coming away from his back in between his shoulder-blades, while his leathery demonic wings emerged from the base of his spine. While his eyes had the same magical glow they always did, the Aspect of Humanity sported a pair of large bull horns that curved around the angelic Halo hovering above his head, while his tail stretched away from his backside like a serpent ready to strike at anything foolish enough to come close to him. 

No mere demon stood any chance against the Aspect of Humanity on the best of days, but once riled up, any creature that was deemed an enemy by him would be assaulted by such intense feelings of guilt that none could even stand to look him in the eyes, lest they have their entire being shattered for such a travesty. Those demons who were fortunate merely wound up passing down into his furnace of stomach; to become the latest batch of fuel to be processed therein, while any who had truly earned his ire would be forced to face his intense gaze and would be reduced to a mindless state where they might not even exist anymore. Any who were lucky enough to be able to lash out against him were quickly sent back to Hell to face the wrath of both their master and that of King; for returning without any souls to offer as tribute to the Aspect of Condemnation.

On the other side of things, Hazel also her share of run-ins with the Destroyed Demons that the Aspect of Destruction now sent out against the world of mortals…

Not even her position as King’s spy in the mortal world could protect her from the deranged Destroyed Demons and usually they pursued her because of her position. The question always on the lips of the Destroyed was as to the current location of the Aspect of Humanity, but not even Ginger could be certain as to where the Aspect of Humanity was at any given time, which meant that Hazel was less than forth coming with answers. Thankfully, Hazel was only ever captured outside of Altaki and out from under King’s watchful gaze, but she did not care about the fact that she was beyond her master’s reach; for there was someone a little more powerful than King watching over her in the human lands.

One of Hazel’s favorite responses to the Destroyed Demons after they had hurt her during their interrogations would be that the Aspect of Humanity was ‘closer’ than they ‘suspected’….

Usually her giving the Destroyed Demons such an answer was followed by Hazel being sent home with even more power under her control…

Despite the power that both Ginger and Hazel had gained over the course of their lives, both of them remained the same pacifists they had been before the Third coming of the Aspect of Destruction. While members of their own sides continuously gave them hard times over their positions on the war between Heaven and Hell, neither one was willing to make themselves an enemy to the Aspect of Humanity. To only further validate their point, when the agents of Destruction began to cause chaos upon the mortal world near where the Aspect of Humanity was suspected of being, Angels who caused trouble for Ginger were usually caught up in the crossfire and removed from existence until they could used in the creation of a new soul by Krea.

With the Demons who harassed Hazel, however, a far more ‘terrifying’ fate awaited them as ‘replacements’ for Destruction’s forces and King had learned just how much worse off his subjects were under Destruction’s care, so he did not miss those few as much….

In later centuries, after mortals had progressed past simple minded tribes and had begun to develop fully functioning feudal nations, once things had calmed down between ‘Death’ and ‘Humanity’…

Walking around in a new Witch Hunting era, Ginger made certain to keep herself hidden from view to prevent any mortals from mistaking her unearthly beauty for that of a witch. Growing sad as she walked through the Medieval village and saw more and more lost souls in need of redemption, Ginger just focused on her lifelong objective to keep moving forward. Oddly, the closer that Ginger walked towards her destination, the less darkness she saw encroaching upon Humanity and that sight alone filled with hope for what she might find within.

Taking notice of a couple ‘earth-bound’ Angels squaring off with some ‘mortal-bound’ Demons, Ginger was very tempted to step in to prevent their squabble from ‘disturbing’ the tranquil peace that filled the very ‘air’ around her… 

Suddenly, however, Ginger ‘froze’ when she began to hear an eerie ‘tapping’ noise; like that of someone taking steps rhythmically, and turned towards the sound…

As the Angels and Demons bound to the plane of Aradaki continued their little squabble, Ginger’s attention was turned towards a figure in a long dress with her face partially obscured from sight with a nun’s shawl. The most notable feature about this figure was not in the way she was dressed or with the way her eyes were a shiny golden brown in the mid-afternoon light, but rather the uncharacteristically large wood staff she just so happened to be tapping against her free hand. Watching as the figure went over to where the squabble was happening and broke up the little spat with little more than a stern glance, Ginger began to doubt whether or not she was right about this location being the home of the Aspect of Humanity.

Later, inside her ‘destination’…

Watching a dozens of children rough-housed and played with one another inside the orphanage she was visiting, Ginger was a little startled when all the children immediately stopped making a fuss to start cleaning each other up. Then the Matron of the orphanage walked out into sight, and Ginger felt a cold sweat break out on the back of her neck as the imposing figure from before walked up to greet her. The Matron was even still carrying about the disciplinary stick Ginger had seen her with out in the streets, although, the way the children seemed more afraid of her empty hand made Ginger feel that the stick was just an unnecessary decoration that the Matron used to dissuade any would-be attackers.

Seeming to ‘suddenly’ remember that she was still carrying around the disciplinarian stick in one hand, the Matron quickly placed the wooden rod up out of reach of the children, even though Ginger strongly doubted any child would have the courage to pick that tool up for their own use…

Coming up over to Ginger with a warm smile on her face, the Matron of the orphanage welcomed Ginger inside and asked, “To what do I owe the pleasure of your company today, young miss?”

Having been watching the way the Matron was acting, Ginger flinched when the Matron called out to her a bit firmer and then answered after having the question repeated to her, “Oh, forgive me, I was still thinking of that little encounter I watched you break up outside while on my way here. I am just here by order of the Pope to see about investigating some rumors about children disappearing from this place.”

Chuckling in an elderly woman sort of manner, the Matron continued leading Ginger up to her office and replied without a shred of hesitation, “Ah~ so that is why I am being graced by an emissary of the Pope today? Good, I had been worried that you were here to close down my orphanage and I do believe that my worries had started to affect the people surrounding my little home for wayward children. It is good to hear that I will be able to continue providing for these young ones after today.”

Even though the Matron ‘seemed’ to be all smiles, Ginger had felt a ‘familiar’ invisible ‘hand’ reach out to grab hold of her chest when the Matron mentioned the ‘shut-down’ of the ‘orphanage’…

Looking around to see who all was watching her, Ginger was a little confused over not finding any ‘young’ faces peering at her from around any of the corners she had passed by, since she knew only a ‘year’ had passed since the last ‘hunt’ for the Aspect of Humanity had been performed by the Aspect of Destruction…

Sitting down in the office of the Matron, Ginger tried to keep her excitement contained, since she did not truly know if she had finally managed to find the Aspect of Humanity before Destruction had. Most times, Ginger was just starting to get an idea of where the Aspect of Humanity was when Destruction came up to wreck the town where the Aspect of Humanity was currently living. Taking a moment to compose herself before trying to take on who she saw as the new Frankie, Ginger suddenly realized that she had completely forgotten to introduce herself.

After giving her own introduction, Ginger’s breath was taken away when the Matron removed her shawl to reveal her dull blonde hair and replied with a keen intelligence in her eyes, “A pleasure to make your acquaintance, Ginger, you may call me Frankie or Matron Frankie if you feel like following proper etiquette, but I find such titles to be an annoying creation by mortals with the need to feel superior.”

Unable to see anything other than the spitting image of ‘Frankie’ from her old high school life, Ginger could feel her heart skipping in her chest from excitement…

However, instead of rushing forward to hug her ‘friend’; like she more than just wanted too, Ginger remembered just ‘who’ she was speaking too and just ‘how’ committed ‘Frankie’ could be to her ‘identities’…

Taking a moment to organize herself and her thoughts, while the Matron made herself comfortable in her chair, Ginger eventually asked in a respectful manner, “Could you tell me when the disappearances started? Also, have you noticed any… patterns in which children have been getting taken? Boy, Girl, tall, short, skinny, fat, fair-skinned, dark-skinned, or any details of that nature would really help me with my investigation.”

Leaning forward onto one hand, Matron Frankie had a very haggard look on her face as she gazed over at Ginger with eyes filled with intelligence and said with more energy than she looked to possess, “So~ many questions… The last couple of investigators I have been graced with meeting didn’t have nearly as much determination as you do… I just have to wonder… will you be able to find the monster taking away these children or will you just do as they do and make this just sound like the work of just another demon, so that you can thrust off the responsibility of this case onto someone else?”

As if she were struck by a lightning bolt, Ginger suddenly knew ‘exactly’ who she was speaking with and started to grow excited again, but quickly reined herself in so she did not give up on the little game that she knew ‘Frankie’ just loved playing…

Sitting back in her seat, Ginger took up a contemplative posture and replied in a curious manner, “Why do you think that it is a monster taking children away from your home, instead of a demon? Aren’t all demons the same thing as the monsters in the stories told to children to make them behave? Plus… if this has been such a persistent problem, then why haven’t you tried to convince the other investigators about this monster?”

Giving Ginger a cross look over the girl’s last question, Matron Frankie let out a heated growl in one breath and then took in a calming second breath before answering with, “You don’t think I have? Well let me ask you this, would you rather cause a massive panic by telling the townsfolk that there is a wild monster around that you cannot find or just tell them that a mythical monster has come to town and that you will be sending reinforcements to come deal with the demonic threat?”

Smiling as she could already see the telltale signs that ‘Matron Frankie’ just wanted her to take the easy way out and be on her way, Ginger was not about to be turned away from her ‘friend’ without getting ‘answers’ to the question of whether or not ‘Frankie’ was still ‘her’ Frankie…

Getting up out of her chair and leaning up against Matron Frankie’s desk on both of her hands, Ginger continued to smile as she replied happily, “Now just why would I need to cause any kind of panic with telling the populace anything… when the monster I have been hunting for is right in front of me?”

For a moment, Matron Frankie just stared towards her in disbelief until Ginger let out an exasperated sigh and revealed her ‘angelic’ form…

Instead of getting a ‘wide-eyed’ look of surprise from Matron Frankie, all Ginger got was a ‘slightly’ more annoyed look from the Matron…

Raising up one hand and dismissively waving away Ginger, Matron Frankie then brought that same hand up to touch her forehead in annoyance as she growled unhappily, “You may have well as just lit up a flare telling everyone that I am here… ya know?”

Shivering when, all of a sudden, ‘Matron’ Frankie’s voice started to sound exactly like that of the ‘high school’ girl that Ginger remembered so fondly as her ‘older sister’, Ginger sat back down in her ‘human’ guise in tears…

Blinking emotionlessly when she noticed Ginger’s tears, Matron Frankie reached over to grab a tissue and thrust her arm over at Ginger, before saying in a calculated manner, “Oh come on now, it hasn’t been that long since we’ve seen one another… what’s a couple centuries to immortal beings like us?”

Unable to keep from laughing at Frankie’s attempt at humor, Ginger took the tissue and wiped off her face as she began to smile joyfully…

Smiling herself now, Matron Frankie seemed to magically become more lively looking and said in a content manner, “Now that is the little angel I remember so fondly… however, you are aware how such an encounter like this is supposed to end in the eyes of those watching you?”

Giggling mischievously when Matron Frankie got up to go prepare some snacks from a small cupboard in the room, Ginger replied in an overly dramatic voice, “It is supposed to end with me, the fair damsel crying out in distress as the monster hiding in sheep’s wool comes to slaughter me for sniffing it out...”

Bobbing and shaking her slightly to signify that she had just rolled her eyes, Matron Frankie returned to her desk with a small tray filled with some cold milk and some ‘suspiciously’ familiar looking brown looking balls…

Popping one of the treats into her mouth, Ginger shuddered when the taste of caramel gushed out from within the shell of chocolate and moaned happily as Matron Frankie commented dryly, “Sadly, they have yet to discover white chocolate, so I forced to contend with just caramel filled chocolate balls for now, but I have found someone who makes the best tasting milk chocolate and brought them some particularly creamy caramel I found I enjoyed.”

After enjoying the sweet treat and washing down the sugar with the cold milk also provided by Frankie, she added in a somewhat sad manner, “Unfortunately, I am not the same monster you knew back before the end of the world... I learned my lesson.”

Ginger became absolutely ‘still’ when she heard Frankie’s comment and then her hands started to tremble as the Angel started to become ‘sad’ once more…

Clearing her throat, Matron Frankie waited until Ginger looked up into her eyes and then said sadly, “The first time I was forced to learn this lesson… it cost the Angel trying to help me her life. This time… learning the same lesson cost an entire civilization it’s life… I can’t even begin to imagine what the cost for me to learn the same lesson for a third time will be… but as you should well be aware of, I am a slow learner.”

Twitching when she heard that there was the possibility of getting to live with Frankie again, Ginger quickly had the stary-eyed look on her face wiped away when Matron Frankie asked in a no-nonsense tone, “Now then, investigator, do you require anything else to conclude your investigation or are we done here?”

Quickly realizing that her reunion was now over, Ginger went back to be the Pope’s investigator and asked, “Why have you been killing the children here? Aren’t you just doing the same thing that you were doing when I found you before?”

Giving Ginger an all-knowing smirk, Frankie then returned to being the Matron as she replied in confusion, “Really now? Here and I was under the impression that all I was doing was allowing these young mortals to make up their own damn minds as to where they would end up and then taking it upon myself to expedite their journey before either the vixens of Heaven or Hell could try to change their minds? Would you believe that some of the children I have sent on their way actually come back to me? Such fools… returning to the one who destroyed any chance of them having lives...”

Listening to what the ‘Matron’ said and hearing her words from the perspective of one who ‘understood’ what the Aspect of Humanity had to go through constantly in it’s eternal existence, Ginger then quickly excused herself to go ‘report’ to her superiors…

But, before Ginger could ‘safely’ get away from the ‘Monster’…

Just as she turned her back to the Matron, Ginger suddenly felt the gaze of the Monster fall upon her and felt like there was an immense weight upon her shoulders as the Monster said the one thing that had been bothering her from the beginning of the second age of man, “Would you like to know why I have been hiding from you?”

Slowly turning around, Ginger was quietly praying that Frankie would just be ‘Frank’ instead of some ‘other’ kind of monstrosity, but instead of anything Ginger was thinking of, the Angel just saw the True Aspect of Humanity standing behind her…

Trembling as she fought the urge to rush over and hug the Monster that had saved not only her, but all of existence, Ginger just satisfied for quietly asking, “Is this the real you? T-the real monster that has been always lurking within you?”

Chuckling as it held up one of it’s smooth gray skinned hands, the Monster experimentally clenched it’s hands before saying in an oddly candid manner, “Ho, ho, ho, so you think that this is the real monster inside me? You have so much to learn my dear Muse… yes, I know how you are regarded by both Demons and Angels, the God of Death and I share wonderful conversations when he comes by to take the souls of my meals up to where they belong. Thanks in no small part to your actions, and that of my demonic Muse, I have grown to have a sociable relationship with the Grim Reapers now lurking about the world, even if the God of Death still finds my presence to be an annoyance to him.”

Lowering it’s hand back to it’s side, the Monster raised it’s gaze up towards Ginger and said quietly, “If you want to know the truth, then it is actually the human forms I take on that are the real MONSTERS in me… For if I could, then I would use this form to live among humans and help guide them towards the future, but we all know what will happen if I were to be discovered now. So instead, I was forced to create new bodies for me to live in, but when I create something….”

As the Monster trailed off, Ginger picked right up where it left off by saying in a sad tone, “You will be forced to wreak just as much destruction sometime in the future. A life for a life, year for year, because since you cannot belong to one side or another, you are forced to maintain this neutral existence of yours any way you can find.”

Nodding in confirmation of Ginger just said, the Aspect of Humanity spoke in a voice filled with rage all of sudden as he added, “And if you ANGELS and DEMONS would just LEAVE ME ALONE, I would barely even be a FOOTNOTE in this grand WAR of yours...”

Letting out a heated sigh, the Aspect of Humanity quickly regained it’s composure as it sucked in another breath of air, “Unfortunately, it would seem that my existence will now be fueling the war between Creation and Destruction, since my very existence provides both with the necessary power to wage war with one another.”

Frowning in confusion as she looked back at what she could only think of as Frank, Ginger asked worriedly, “Is that what you believe? How can that even be? You are a separate entity from both the Aspect of Creation and the Dark Aspect of Destruction… How can you believe that to be true?”

Chuckling with a tone of irony coming from it, the Aspect of Humanity just sadly replied, “Believe? Oh no, no, not believed to be true… I KNOW IT! Destruction himself told me that while he was recovering in Hell, he could feel power coming to him from my every action! You should also know that I do not promote belief in myself. He also told me that humans also provided him with little bits of power, but what they provided him with could barely hold a candle to what I could provide him with some of my actions...”

Knowing that trying to talk down Frank would be all but impossible, Ginger instead asked curiously, “So how does this setup provide you with an appropriate setting and outlet for your needs?”

Looking around at the room around him, Frank replied softly and almost sounded happy when he said, “I have created a home for the parent-less children of this world… and I am able to create new futures for those children who cannot make up their damn minds over where they wish to end up in the end. Likewise, I also am able to destroy the futures of those who are able to make up their minds and keep my destruction too a minimum… all nicely contained within these walls of which I have created.”

Just as Ginger was about to voice her concern, she suddenly began to feel a kind of guilt that made her feel like running in terror and finding someplace safe to hide, as Matron Frankie came back into sight, only with a wooden fence post clenched in one hand, to say threateningly, “And if ANYONE is fool enough to come trying to BREAK DOWN these walls of MINE...”

Hearing a ‘howl’ like no ‘demon’ could ever make, Ginger was just about to flip out and bolt from the room as fast as she could move when everything suddenly returned to ‘normal’…

Breathing hard and slick with sweat from the intense emotional outburst she had just ‘felt’ coming from Frankie, Ginger suddenly understood why Frankie had tried to choose ‘lives’ where she could ‘ghost’ through her existence without much ‘turbulence’ along the way…

Flinching when she felt someone wrapping their arms around her, Ginger felt her whole world come to a stand-still when the old Frankie said in a loving manner, “I look forward to the day when I can once again have you as a member of my family, but it might be a while before I forget that certain lesson I mentioned oh so long ago...”

Visibly trembling as she exited the Matron’s office, Ginger eventually was forced to stop beside an open window when she broke down into tears…

As she did so, however, all of the eyes watching the Muse of Humanity took off to report her apparent failure to find the Aspect of Humanity to their masters. The God of Death, however, watched Ginger with a sly smirk on his face as he watched over the souls wandering about the house of the Monster with anticipation over just who he would be guiding to the afterlife next. Despite how much he might have hated the fact that the Aspect of Humanity was above his power, the God of Death had a certain amount of respect for his nemesis for not doing what other tormented Aspects had in forcing the curse of eternal existence upon other souls. 

Back inside the orphanage, Ginger was crying over the fact that ‘despite’ everything that had happened to Frankie, the Aspect of Humanity still wanted to be her ‘friend’…

Then, just within earshot of her, Ginger heard a little child ask something very profound, “How much longer do you think Matron Avery will be in her office? I want to ask if we can have a snack!”

That was when Ginger’s mind turned towards figuring out some way for her to ‘help’ Frankie retain that ‘connection’ with her, then she just so happened to look out the window and saw a ‘young’ Angel playing with ‘other’ children at the orphanage…

As Ginger hurried back to the Pope to report her findings and then rushed back up to Heaven to find a sisterhood among the Angels, Krea just gazed down upon where her child supposedly was with a mischievous smile on her face. Even without Seer’s knowledge and long before a horde of Angels surged into her workshop, she was already hard at work creating new lives for those lonely souls. Knowing that her child might find her actions to be annoying, Krea still felt that it was her responsibility; as Frank’s mother, to provide her baby with other children close to his age to play with.

While the Aspect of Creation worked feverishly up in her workshop, night had fallen upon the town where Matron ‘Avery’ lived and with the darkening shadows the ‘predators’ of the night started coming out…

Inside of a new vessel, Hazel was just quietly making her way towards the same destination that the other Muse of Humanity had ventured into earlier in the day. While Hazel did not give much thought towards the belief that demons were stronger at night, she did know that every time that she had met with Frank, it was always dark out. Plus, there was just something about the dark that comforted her and Hazel knew that her master would always be watching her from the shadows.

Thankful for her time as a ‘slut’ for the Setani Mafia, Hazel had developed a kind of ‘sixth sense’ towards the ‘presence’ of predators and so was able to navigate her way ‘around’ such hunting grounds….

However, the ‘moment’ she walked in the ‘area’ where Ginger had started to ‘feel’ less darkness encroaching from all around, Hazel suddenly ‘felt’ that she had just walked into the ‘territory’ of a very predatory monster … 

Starting to tremble with excitement, since Hazel remembered this sensation from before, she was suddenly caught off-guard when a man’s voice cried out to her, “Hey there, what’s a cutie like you doing out here all alone at night?”

Even without turning towards the ‘voice’, Hazel immediately knew that she had drawn the attention of a particularly ‘nasty’ predator and was confused when she still could not ‘sense’ him as she turned towards him…

When Hazel set her eyes on what she ‘feared’ was a Destroyed Demon in a flesh shell, she was actually a little surprised when the ‘mortal’ she was possessing actually ‘recognized’ the shadowy figure approaching them…

Then Hazel heard the name of who her vessel thought was coming for them and she too began to fear the Ripper. The gentleman then stepped out of the shadows and stood in the moonlight without any fear, smiling down at her the whole time, as Hazel was frozen in terror. Taking her by the arm, the gentleman pulled her to his side and began to lead back towards the shadows, while promising to be taking her someplace safe.

Half tempted to emerge from her vessel to make this ‘mortal’ think twice about ‘viewing’ her like she was ‘his’ prey, Hazel sudden felt a ‘shiver’ rattle her ‘soul’ and she ‘quickly’ remembered just ‘whose’ territory she was trespassing upon…

Just~ before Hazel could be half-dragged into the ‘domain’ of the predator with his claws currently wrapped around her vessel, Hazel suddenly felt a ‘hand’ reach out to hold of her ‘soul’ and trembled as she remembered that ‘hand’….

Crying out as he was hauled up off the ground, the gentleman trying to guide Hazel into his hovel inexplicably went still when an alluring voice calmly asked Hazel, “Was this little cretin bothering you, young miss?”

Pouting a little, on the ‘inside’, over not getting to be ‘rescued’ by Frank decking the mortal bothering her, Hazel looked back at her rescuer and was dismayed to see yet ‘another’ mortal …

Then, Hazel got a good look at the eyes of her rescuer and she immediately knew who was protecting her yet again. Unable to say a word to her rescuer, Hazel eventually heard the other man tell her to follow him if she wished to stay the night someplace safe and continue her search in the morning. Immediately thrown off by the fact that the man seemed to know that she was searching for something, when Hazel made her uneasiness known, the unknown man just calmly told her that she was not dressed like someone from the town and that visitors usually knew better than to stray from the main trading routes of the village.

Walking along behind her rescuer, Hazel began to notice that were ‘other’ gentlemen, cut-purses and night rogues lurking about the side streets, but once her escort’s ‘presence’ was noticed, the others ‘wisely’ vanished from sight….

Eventually winding up at a large building, Hazel could immediately see the ‘presence’ of children in the way of scattered toys around the big yards surrounding the house…

Following her rescuer inside, Hazel was a little dismayed to be told that she had arrived too late to speak with the Matron; who oversaw the surrounding area, and would have to wait until morning like all good little girls had too. Making a comment about the man obviously not knowing her too well, Hazel almost immediately wished to swallow back her statement as the man glared over at her intensely. When Hazel just cringed down fearfully of him, rather than trying to attack him as he intimidated her, the aged man just smirked with an amused chuckle.

Growing indignant over the way she was being treated, Hazel demanded to know what was so funny about the way she reacted to the man being ‘mean’ to her…

With his smirk stretching out into a flow-blown smile, the man turned to face Hazel fully and said in a voice filled with amusement, “Bad little girls usually react with hostility when I start to make them feel guilty over their actions and choices in life… the good ones know better than to strike a superior.”

Rolling her eyes, Hazel couldn’t stop an amused smirk from creeping onto her face as she spat back playfully, “And just who died and made you my superior?”

Narrowing his eyes over at Hazel, the man fired back in a snappy manner, “Would you prefer I toss you back out there with all those gentlemen, who would rather use, rob, or rape you instead of aid you with your search?”

Blanching at the thought of going back outside with the night predators lurking about, Hazel and her host both shook their heads no in unison, before Hazel curiously asked, “Um, why can I not speak with the Matron right now? I had hoped that I would be arriving here early enough that she would not be in bed just yet.”

Some of the other girls hiding out at the orphanage then began to snicker while glancing over at Hazel in amusement and when Hazel glared over at them, she was ‘shocked’ to learn that the vast majority of the girls taking ‘shelter’ were demons very much like how she was when still a ‘whore’ for the Setani Mafia…

Coming between the girls before any fighting could be started, the kind man lead Hazel away from the other girls to answer her questions in private…

Looking around expectantly as she entered the room she was being guided towards, Hazel was somewhat hopeful that Frank would come jumping out at her ready for some fun, but then the human with her turned around to gruffly announce, “The Frank you are looking for no longer exists… I am the Frank you’re going to have to contend with from now on.”

Shifting into his Aspect of Humanity form, ‘Frank’ towered above Hazel by a few good feet and still carried with him the same terrifying aura he always possessed… 

Keeping her eyes fixed on Frank’s, rather than letting them wander someplace else, Hazel curiously asked, “Will our relationship also change now? You know that-,” Hazel tried to quickly say in an attempt to keep her link to Frank alive, but she was quickly cut off when a chill entered the room.

A Grim Reaper then respectfully approached Frank and waited ‘behind’ him for the souls inside Frank’s gut to finally be forced out, then started to drag those ‘unfortunate’ souls up to Tepe for judgment …

Becoming quite unhappy at that sight, Hazel was about to turn away from Frank when she suddenly felt his tail come down on her right shoulder to prevent her from leaving as he said in a dead serious tone, “Good little girls don’t go out after dark….”

Turning towards Frank with more than a little bitterness in her eyes, Hazel snapped angrily as she shrugged away Frank’s tail, “Well I’m not one of them! You should already know that… I just don’t have any problems with staying out of the way of bigger predators!”

Looking away from Frank unhappily, Hazel began to walk away before stopping at the door to look back at him…

Some small part of her still wanted to walk away from him, to make him come crawling over to her, but she knew that Frank was ‘above’ such tricks and so she just turned away shaking her head sadly….

As Hazel was leaving, she was in suck a sorry mood that she did not even notice the wall of a man standing before her until she bumped headlong into his chest, then he asked in an amused tone, “No luck, Muse? An’ here I woulda thought you had found a winner, what with the way he so valiantly came to your defense.”

Just like the mere ‘mention’ of him was ‘taboo’, ‘Frank’ suddenly came back out of the orphanage’s half-way house; presumably to continue on with his rounds, and came over to where the ensuing confrontation was taking place….

Not even looking up at the murderer threatening Hazel, Frank just quietly came over to her and asked in a monotonous manner, “Is this gentlemen bothering you, young miss?”

Without any warning, the Destroyed Demon swung ‘down’ into Frank’s face and sent Frank flying away with a powerful punch….

Blinking in shock as he watched Frank go cartwheeling away, the Destroyed Demon just let out an annoyed snarl before muttering unhappily, “Gah, damn it… I woulda thought that should have done it, guess that fool ain’t the Frank your looking for, eh Muse?”

Turning back towards Hazel with a cruel looking toothy smirk on his face, the Destroyed Demon slowly began to reach out towards her as he mumbled in a more upbeat manner, “Oh well, hows about you and I have a little chat, Muse, an’ see just what other Frank’s you have found out in the world.”

Hazel had been so taken off-guard by the Destroyed Demon ‘killing’ the ‘Frank’ she had identified, that she did not even hear what the other demon had said, that is, until he wrapped a hand around her hair….

Even though her every instinct SCREAMED for her to rip off the Destroyed Demon’s head, as she very well could at her current power level, Hazel still had that ‘nerve-wracking’ feeling creeping into her chest and ‘that’ was when she realized that Frank was still around….

Just as she was starting to struggle against the grip of the Destroyed Demon, however, Hazel suddenly let out a shrill shriek of terror and then, all of a sudden, the hand pulling on her hair just vanished and Hazel heard the ever-familiar voice of Frank ask her in a very pissed off manner, “You know just how much I hate to hear you scream like that… give me a few moments to take care of this trash before we talk….”

Turning towards the Destroyed Demon with murder in his eyes, Frank’s glowing eyes began to sparkle eerily as everything within a hundred yards began to feel his gaze. Unlike the Frank that Hazel grew up knowing, the Aspect of Humanity did not consume those attacking her and instead just balled up his fists as he took off after every Destroyed Demon tainting the area with their mere presence. As Frank wound up for the first punch, however, the Destroyed Demon that had been bothering Hazel saw four more arms be created by the Aspect of Humanity and just slide his eyes shut before the pain could begin.

Unleashing his RAGE, the Aspect of Humanity had centuries of fury to fuel his blows and did not stop pummeling any Destroyed Demon until their ‘presence’ left his sight….

Once he had calmed back down, the Aspect of Humanity ‘destroyed’ the extra additions to his body and let out a heated sigh as he returned to normal….

Coming over to pick up Hazel, the Aspect of Humanity used both pairs of his wings to propel himself up into the air and far out of sight faster than any of the eyes watching him could follow. Going over to a quiet little hideaway he had discovered by chance one night while out exploring as Frank, the Aspect of Humanity made certain that he and Hazel were out of sight before setting the starstruck demoness down. Closing his eyes for a moment, the Aspect of Humanity returned to the created form of Frank and that caused a joyful squeal to erupt from Hazel as she rushed over to hug Frank.

Surprisingly, even Hazel’s current host was delighted to have a more ‘normal’ person to interact with, as opposed to scary monsters like Destroyed Demons or the terrifying form of the Aspect of Humanity….

Unable to properly form her thoughts into sentences, Hazel just remained in Frank’s embrace, until she heard him sigh unhappily and pushed herself back from his chest to hear him say sadly, “Despite how this may seem to you, Hazel… I can no longer share the same relationship with you that I was blessed with before.”

As Frank pushed back from her, Hazel had an expression of befuddlement on her face, until Frank changed into the Aspect of Humanity once more and she saw the truth for herself. In place of any gender indicating organs or orifices, a smooth flat patch of skin covered over Frank’s crotch and gave him an almost proper appearance, despite the fact that he was obviously naked in his alternate form. Still unable to properly form sentences as Frank returned to his male human appearance, she hesitantly went over to him and slide her hand down the man’s pants, only to close her eyes in sadness when she found that Frank was still genderless.

After seeing the way Hazel reacted to the revelation about his new form, Frank sadly watched Hazel leave, before suddenly coming up with something to say…

“I did enjoy our relationship before… but right now I am just trying to survive. Sex does not get me anywhere in that regards, nor does having an appealing form at this point and time. Maybe somewhere down the road… I’ll forget about what happened after I became involved with you and will get into a lifestyle where I will be required to find a sexual outlet… but right now I do not need a whore visiting me nightly, I do have a reputation to stand behind.” Was what Frank said in the hopes of lifting Hazel’s spirits, but when what he said only survived to further darken Hazel’s demeanor, Frank added quietly, “I never said I had no need for you.”

Pausing when she heard that, Hazel just bite down on her lower-lip as she resisted the urge to demand Frank make a dick to fuck her brains out with, but then she felt Frank place a hand down on her shoulder, as he stated firmly, “Right now, I have no need for sex… but I don’t have the first clue as to how I would be able to interact with you at this time without our relationship being sexual… Give me some time… a few decades perhaps and I will hopefully move into another life that will leave the door open for you.”

Giving Frank a sullen nod, Hazel left the hideaway looking dejected and very much like she had been unsuccessful at finding Frank when she returned home…

Back in Hell, the Aspect of Destruction watched as Hazel gave her report to King and growled unhappily since he had just lost out on a perfectly good opportunity to get his hands on the Aspect of Humanity, due to the fact that his forces had ‘spooked’ Frank…

Once she was done giving her report on Frank, King called for the Aspect of Deceit and was in the process of requesting a new vessel for Hazel when Crowley uncharacteristically responded in an almost hostile manner as he growled, “Yeah, yeah… new body for your little pet… Come along, Hazel, better get you suited in a new flesh-bag so you can continue your fruitless search for that jerk!”

Immediately knowing that something was up with Crowley the moment the Aspect of Deceit spoke up, King just figured that Crowley ‘knew’ of a ‘lie’ pertaining to the Aspect of Humanity and was just trying to make things seem like ‘business as usual’ for the eyes belonging to the Aspect of Destruction…

Crowley then leads Hazel ‘out’ of Hell, presumably to where her next host waited, and Hazel is simply blown away by where she ends up…

Looking all around the inside of the inventor’s workshop in wonder, Hazel had the look of a child in a candy story as she glanced all around. Crowley tried his best to lead the Succubus to their destination, but occasionally had to snap at Hazel irritably when she tried to touch one of the displays in the workshop. Then the two demons came upon the inventor and Hazel was stunned by who was standing there with the inventor, before quickly bouncing over to say hello to her mirror image.

At first glance, Ginger looked about ready to flip-out over the sight of two ‘demons’ entering the chamber where she was waiting, but then she noticed ‘who’ the Succubus was and became all smiles towards Hazel…

After seeing Hazel to the meeting area, Crowley just smiled ‘happily’ over at the inventor and then simply ‘nodded’ in confirmation of ‘something’ before seeing himself out through a portal back to Altaki…

Once their reunion was done, Ginger looked over at the inventor and grumbled in annoyance, “Alright, Krea, what is that you just had to show me and Hazel here?”

As a brilliant smile stretched upon her face, the Aspect of Creation went over to a nearby table and pulled off a sheet; revealing two perfect children bodies. While Hazel looked completely lost as she stared down at the table, Ginger was starting to put the pieces together. The pair then went over to inspect the two bodies curiously and were confused to find that both bodies were actually alive, but without souls to give them true life.

When Ginger looked over at Krea to give her a prying stare, the Aspect of Creation just simply smiled and replied in a tender manner, “A mother always sees to it that her child’s needs are met, do they not?”

That immediately caused Ginger’s eyes to shoot wide open as her eyes darted back down at the body; which looked ‘eerily’ like a ‘younger’ version of the model she had used in high-school…

Hazel, still upset over having lost her favorite ‘lover’, looked away from the body next to her and looked over at Krea with tears streaming down her face…

In a hurt sounding tone, Hazel harshly demanded from Krea, “How can you stand there and pretend to care about your child when you don’t seem to care what was lost while Frank was saving your existence?!”

Smiling in a devious manner as she returned Hazel’s glower, Krea instead replied with a question of her own, “Do you really believe that I would so carelessly abandon the only child I have ever carried in myself? Don’t you think that I would give up my own life just to see my little baby happy one more? Sadly, such a thing right now; as my child is at this moment, would only serve to harm my baby more. My child is not the same being as the one you first met… my child has now reverted to the way it was at birth.”

Letting out a heavy sigh, all of a sudden, Krea actually looked tired for a moment before returning to normal as she said in a sad manner, “The only thing I regret about what I had done for my child before being killed by King… was that I had been unable to set up my child with some friends of similar nature to it...”

As Krea trailed off, both Hazel and Ginger looked over at her; expecting more from Krea, until she strangely asked them, “Would you two care to know why you were created and from whom I chose to create you from? It involves a very interesting tale about an angel who befriends a monster, only to wind up sacrificing her existence to that friend; unknowingly mind you, in an attempt to help her friend become a better person.”

Ginger’s eyes widened at what Krea was hinting at, while Hazel just looked ‘lost’ about what was being said…

Before Krea could go on about how she had created both of the girl’s from the essence of the only other Angel to befriend the Aspect of Humanity, Hazel unhappily proclaimed, “You still haven’t told us how any of this is supposed to help fulfill the needs of your child! I thought I was supposed to be getting a new body, but now I’m here and I don’t even understand where here is!”

After taking in a few calming breaths, Hazel whimpered out in a very vulnerable sounding voice, “I just want to be with Frank again…”

Smiling kindly, as she could understand why Hazel had become so attached to the person who had rescued her from being just another whore in the shadows, Krea gestured towards the two children bodies before her and said, “Then look no further… I specially crafted these bodies to be able to hold the two of you and keep you from being noticed by anyone, but still allowing you to retain your abilities that you most likely have come to rely upon in your day to day life. In this way, you both can be reborn without losing who you were before getting reborn and be able to remain under the radar, just like my little darling.”

Looking down at the little child’s body that looked vaguely like Zuri, Hazel’s eyes were filled with tears over the way Zuri had pretty much already known that she was being lied to, but had still accepted Hazel into her body, while the Succubus muttered in a pouting tone, “Doesn’t matter what I look like… Frank doesn’t need me anymore.”

Painfully tapping Hazel on the head with one knuckle, Krea glared down at a very shocked and hurt looking Hazel, as she placed her hands on her hips to put more emphasis on what she said next, “Now don’t you go crying on me just because my baby has not lived long enough to be interested in sex again! You know how much my baby hates it when you get upset and I seriously don’t need him charging in here to comfort you! And just so we are clear, my child never said that he did not need you anymore… in fact, I believe that my child had tried to leave that door still open, but you were too heartbroken to hear anything other than the fact that you wouldn’t get to spend anymore time with him. Now then, if you both are willing, I will place you inside these new bodies so that you can go keep my little brat company while he grows-a-pair again!”

Ginger couldn’t stop herself from breaking down in hysterical giggles, while Hazel’s shot open wide over the thought of getting to be right ‘there’ to keep Frank company until ‘he’ was ready again for her…

A few days later, and Matron Avery was coming out of her orphanage to a very strange sight as a pair of unconscious girls were carried over towards her by a burly women….

Behind the woman was a lithe figure that Matron Avery was certain she remembered from somewhere, but could not quite remember the figure, as the lady said in a relieved manner, “Oh good, you are here, Matron Avery. My name is Krea the Inventor, and I have a shop setup a few days ride from here, but that is not important. These two wonderful little girls were the children of a very sadistic magic user who was recently executed for their crimes and were about to take their own lives to be with their mama always, but thankfully I managed to prevent them from committing suicide. Right now they are in a deep sleep and I used a little magic on their minds to make them believe that everything was all one big nightmare, so that when they next wake up… the first person they see will… uh, become their new mother. I was told to bring them to you, since you are reportedly the best Matron in the surrounding area, so I can only hope you will be willing to accept these two.”

Smiling and giving her consent to accepting the pair, Matron Avery figured that having the two girls around as her ‘babies’ couldn’t be the ‘worst’ thing to happen to her…

Krea then snapped her fingers with a very audible magic touch to them and the pair of girl’s woke up almost immediately. Once they had fully woken up, both girls looked over at Matron Avery; as the lady greeted them with a warm smile and open arms, which caused the pair to immediately lunge over at her to hug her desperately. Wrapping her arms up underneath the butts of both girls, Matron Avery lowered her chin down low enough to be resting gently on the tops of the girl’s heads as they both rested their faces against her collar bones.

When Avery looked up to thank the couple for bringing the pair to her, she was shocked when there actually was no trace of the wagon that brought the pair or the couple she had seen…

Worriedly heading back inside her home, Avery tried her best to put her nagging thoughts to rest, but there was just something bothering her about Krea…

The next few days were quite the bother for Avery, for the two girls seemed to be almost glued to her sides constantly, unless they were eating, but they hated being out of sight of her no matter what. Unfortunately, Avery was forced to lock the girls inside their rooms so that she could go out and take care of some business that required her to be alone. When she returned, however, Avery was surprised when she did not hear any crying coming from the girls, but then she grew extremely terrified that the girls had killed themselves again and rushed to their rooms as fast as she could move.

When she opened the door, however, Avery was instantly relieved as she felt two little forms rush forward to hug her sides, as two very tearful tones cried out in unison, “Mama!”

Going to bed that night, with the two girls ‘forcing’ their way into bed with her yet again, Avery gently caressed both of their heads as she began to think about a ‘way’ to keep both girls with her at all times, but without ‘consuming’ the pair because she had actually become attached to the girls as well…

In her mind, she played back through some of most ‘cherished’ moments with two ‘very’ similar looking girls back in ‘another’ world from the way things around them looked…

Unfortunately, all the methods that Avery was able to remember usually ended with whoever she put inside her body being destroyed in some form or another. That was when Avery felt herself drift off to sleep and begin to dream, or so Avery believed, as a spectral entity invaded her private sanctum to deliver a dream specially created for her. In that dream, Avery remembered how the girl’s had wished they could go back inside their mama’s belly so that they could be her little babies all over again and no longer be in their mama’s way.

Snapping awake suddenly, as the dream ended, Matron Avery quickly comforted the girls since she had startled them awake when she jolted awake…

Once the girls had gotten back to sleep again, Matron Avery thought wishfully, “Be nice if I could actually stick you in my belly, but I’m afraid that you wouldn’t be able to breath in there… be nice to have… a full feeling whenever I want… instead of only when I… eat.”

Drifting off as she finished her thought, Matron Avery fell asleep as her body began to glow magically as the God of Magic imparted a small portion of her own magic into the Aspect of Humanity and then the Matron’s body began to slowly change as the hours passed…

The next morning, Matron Avery woke up and felt uncharacteristically ‘hungry’, but still trudged into the bathroom to wash-up as her morning routine demanded…

As her little girls rushed about to bring her a washcloth and some soap, Matron Avery started the water and sat down to start washing up when she noticed her little girls were preoccupied with something. Asking what was was wrong, Matron was shocked when one of the girls reached out towards her crotch and stroked something foreign in her private area. Blushing as her entire body stiffened at the gentle touch, both girl’s giggled and commented on finding their Mama’s happy spot. 

Playing off the whole incident, Matron Avery began to scrub her devious little girls as they tried to keep making her happy and then spent the whole day thinking about the implications of what had happened to her…

Later that day, with her girls fast asleep on her lap while she watched over the rest of her children…

Seeking something to keep herself preoccupied with, Matron Avery’s eyes glanced over at the book shelf and she grumbled to herself irritably, “Well, it’s not like I can just will a book over into my hands...”

To the disbelief of all the children, a book from one of the shelves actually slide off the shelf and floated lazily over in front of Matron Avery…

Gasping in excitement over what they just saw, Matron Avery suddenly announced that she would be having story-time early that day, much to the joy of all the children…

Little did the children suspect that Matron Avery had other plans for gathering them all before her and sat down to listen to her words hastily. As she began the story, however, all of the children began to feel their eyelids starting to grow heavy and their bodies growing tired, but fought against sleep until they began to feel happier the closer they came to nodding off. Getting up once all the little kids were asleep, Matron Avery woke up her other two girls and had them help her wrap blankets around the other children. 

Telling the other girls to go get undressed for a bath, the girl’s initially were upset over having to wash-up again, but when Avery said she had not mentioned washing-up during this bath, the girls all but vanished in a puff of smoke. Starting the fires to warm up some water to fill the tub with, Avery waited for her little girls to come scampering back to her and then began filling up the tub. Easing down into the steaming hot water, Avery allowed the girl’s time to adjust to the water’s temperature before pulling them to her sides.

Squeezing the girls close, Avery began to hum softly to the girls and began to cast her gaze upon them to make them feel more at ease….

Once the girl’s were fast asleep, Avery stood up in the water and began to clench her hands anxiously as she mentally prepared herself for what ‘might’ happen in the next few minutes…

Taking one of the little girls in her hands, Avery gently pressed the girl’s face up into her pussy and did her best to endure the euphoric experience as her body’s muscle memory took over. With one of the girls safely tucked away, Avery quickly pushed the second the girl and squatted down in the tub as the second child slide effortlessly inside her tummy. Moaning pleasantly as her body squeezed around the pair inside her body, Avery focused her mind on making her womb breathable for the two girls and then waited for any telltale signs of the children suffocating as she remained in the tub.

Inside her pussy, Avery’s body was gently massaging the girls and harmlessly absorbing each girl’s ‘aura’ from within them…

Strangely, at first both girls were releasing an ‘angelic’ like aura, but that was swiftly exhausted and then ‘new’ auras began to be pulled from the girls; with only one being angelic…

Slowly waking up inside a dark moist place, Hazel and Ginger began to feel around them worriedly, then started to panic as they feared that they were inside someone’s stomach. Suddenly, just as they were about to start screaming, both girls felt a hand press up against their backs as a calming voice began to emanate from all around them. Even though they could not make out any of the words being spoken to them, both girls immediately felt an immeasurable amount of relief overcome them.

As the girls calmed back down and just squirmed into a more comfortable position, Matron Avery carefully stood up and drained the tub…

Avery then spent the rest of her day with the pair in her tummy, but was careful to hide the bulge in her tummy with a magical illusion…

When she eventually released the two girls to have a midnight snack with her, Avery was caught off guard as one of the girl’s rushed over to hug her desperately while crying out, “Frankie!”

It took only half a second for Avery to put two and two together, then she turned her attention towards the other child that seemed to ‘vaguely’ recognize her as well…

Squatting down and holding out one arm welcomingly, Avery said the one thing that she knew Hazel would understand, “I never said that I do not have room for you in my life...”

Hazel’s lower lip trembled slightly before she rushed over to Avery’s side and smiled joyfully as she was wrapped up in Avery’s free arm…

After fixing up something for them all to enjoy, much to the surprise of the girls, Avery announced that it was bed time and unsurprisingly, both girls followed her into her bedroom like they knew they were allowed too…

Sitting up on her bed in such a manner that her crotch was clearly visible, Avery allowed the pair to take in the sight, before mischievously asking, “Now then, would you two care to join me in bed or would you like to go back into my tummy for the night?”

Without a second’s hesitation, both girl’s pointed right at Avery’s crotch, and Avery gladly helped both girls slide up into her tummy, then ‘tucked’ the pair into bed with her…

Watching quietly, the Aspect of Dreams couldn’t resist smiling when she saw the ‘thousands’ of joyful little dreams threatening to burst open in the minds of the girls…

Harvesting all of those dreams, the Aspect of Dreams replaced all those little dreams with the only kind of dream the little girls should have been having and that was of being held by Avery from then on. Inhaling the dreams of the girls, Jelly moaned gleefully as her belly quickly filled out and kept growing, even as she rapidly churned up all the fresh energy in her belly. As she was preoccupied with her feast, however, Jelly was caught off guard when a hand suddenly latched onto her body out of nowhere.

Developing a very familiar gut twisting sensation in her tummy, even though in her current form she was little more than a gas cloud, Jelly whipped her eyes around at the one holding onto her, as the Aspect of Humanity growled in annoyance, “Some of us are trying to sleep at this godforsaken hour, ya know?”

Even though it should have been impossible, Jelly could feel her body becoming paler, as she heard the Aspect of Humanity demand irritably, “So… who’s side are you on now that I have the chance to speak with you?”

As the question was posed, Jelly could have sworn that she heard a ‘bestial’ snarl ripple out of the Aspect of Humanity and started feeling like an animal caught in the claws of a hungry predator…

Not answering for a few seconds, as she was too terrified too, Jelly eventually calmed down enough to sputter, “No one! I side with no one… I merely influence dreams… whether for good or ill.”

Tightening his grip on Jelly further, the Aspect of Humanity asked with a dangerous sounding tone, “Then why do I smell that vile monstrosity on you?”

Knowing she was about two seconds from certain destruction, the Aspect of Dreams roughly pulled herself free of the hand holding onto her and snapped back, “Because I influence dreams! Dreams of creation, dreams of destruction, and even dreams pertaining to life or death! I cannot choose what mortals decide to dream off, I can only ensure such dreams reach the correct Aspect so that their influence is able to help influence such thoughts. Much like you… I am merely a survivor… nothing more.”

Chuckling at the sound of Jelly comparing herself to him, the Aspect of Humanity just reached out to pull Jelly close and growled hostilely, “Is that so… then why are you constantly running around like some obedient bitch and groveling to your master? You control dreams! Don’t you understand that means… if you really wanted too, you could devour the dreams of whoever you wanted and rob them of that part of their life! Think about what would happen to your master without you around to keep his dreams alive and then break that damn leash of yours if you really want to become a survivor! Cause right now… all I see is a little dog scampering about at the commands of a master!”

Hurling the Aspect of Dreams out of his home, the Aspect of Humanity created a ‘hostile’ aura that surrounded his home until he eventually calmed down and returned to being the Matron…

Taking a moment to soothe the two freaked out girls in her tummy, Matron Avery said pleasantly, “Don’t worry girls, I’m right here… and I always will be! Let’s go to bed now so that we can get up tomorrow and be ready for the day!”

Ginger and Hazel nodded in agreement, as they fell to sleep together while embracing each other…

Jelly, on the other hand, drifted away as she thought about what the Aspect of Humanity had said…

Knowing that Destruction would not take too kindly to her disappearing on him, Jelly quickly shook her heard as she thought about what the Aspect of Humanity had said too, then snarled angrily to herself, “Yeah… Let’s just see how far Destruction could get without my power aiding him! He always treats me my like trash because I don’t just help only him, but the same dream over and over again just gets stall. I think it’s time I branch out my menu… Heh, Heh, Heh...”

Pausing all of a sudden, Jelly whipped her attention towards the rising sun and cursed her luck as she quickly sought out the refuge of a shadowy cave….

No matter if she may have been the Aspect of Dreams, Jelly was no more resilient to sunlight than the Dream Demons she had occasionally created at the request of King. Even when she was staying up in Tepe, Jelly always found her power being sapped by the light of day and that was always why she returned to her darker roots, since Destruction’s dreams had always given her the most strength. Shaking her head right then, Jelly quickly reminded herself that even if Destruction was her biggest power-source, Krea was actually the one who had paved the way for her creation.

As she glared out at the rising sunshine and despising it’s power over her, Jelly began to wonder why she could not just walk out in the sunlight without fear, since that was one of the ‘dreams’ that she quietly held onto…

Without any warning whatsoever, Seer suddenly appeared behind Jelly inside the cave and upon seeing her cried out happily, “Ah! Good, you are here! I was worried I might have missed the right date...”

Turning around to stare at Seer in shock, Jelly then listened to Seer mutter to himself, “Alright, I’m here now… You’ve no doubt been… which would mean you… and I’m supposed to say...”

Watching curiously as Seer rapidly tried to work through the vision he had of that day, Jelly quite simply froze in place when Seer announced right out of the blue, “If you truly wish to be free, then dream a better dream for yourself. Even if you can only manipulate the dreams of others… yours can be made into reality… just dream big and give it form...”

With that, Seer left Jelly to her thoughts and when he returned to Tepe, began to smile when he noticed some of the ‘shadows’ lurking below on the planet were wiped away…

Back down in the cave…

Realizing that Seer was right about everything and that she had just been too terrified to try and earn her freedom from Destruction’s might, Jelly suddenly began to glow as she kicked her power into high gear; burning through eons of power that she had collected, cackling evilly the whole time...
