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Chapter 1

The sky did not break all at once.

At first, it trembled.

It was the kind of trembling no one could name—the kind that passed
through bone before it touched the air. In the quiet hours before dawn,
when even the restless found sleep, something shifted between the layers
of existence. Not a sound. Not a light. A permission.

Far above the reach of prayer and below the silence of eternity, the First
Heaven flickered.

No human eye saw it. No instrument recorded it. But somewhere, deep
within the unseen architecture of the worlds, a gate that had not opened
since the making of order gave way—not fully, not yet—but enough.

Enough for them to notice.

Enough for them to begin.

Mallory woke with a gasp.



Her room was still. The curtains barely moved. The faint grey of morning
clung to the walls like hesitation. Everything was exactly as it should be—
except her heart.

It was racing.

Not from fear.

From recognition.

She sat up slowly, pressing her palm against her chest as if she could steady
whatever was trying to break through her ribs. The dream—if it was a
dream—was already slipping away, dissolving into fragments she could not
hold.

But one thing remained.

A feeling.

Something was coming.

She didn’t know how she knew. She didn’t know what it was. But the
certainty sat in her like truth carved in stone.

Something had crossed over.



In the Seventh Heaven, Menora stood alone.

The vast expanse stretched endlessly around her—light layered upon light,
each realm above the last, each silence deeper than the one before it. This
was not a place of clouds or thrones. It was something older. Something
that did not need to be seen to be understood.

And yet, for the first time since she had taken form here—

It felt... unstable.

Menora closed her eyes.

She did not breathe. She did not need to. But stillness had always been her
way of listening—to the currents of creation, to the quiet agreements that
held existence together.

Those agreements were weakening.

A ripple moved through the higher layers—not violent, not loud, but
wrong.

Intrusive.

Like a voice speaking where no voice had permission to exist.



Her eyes opened.

“They've started,” she said.

The words did not echo. Nothing echoed here. But they carried weight—
enough to shift the light around her.

For a long time, the other gods had watched.

Waited.

Judged.

They had said nothing when she defeated the Dark Lord. Nothing when she
took Mallory. Nothing when she chose to exist in a way none of them had
dared.

But silence was never acceptance.

It was preparation.

And now—

Now they were moving.



Far below, where Heaven thinned and reality began to resemble something
mortal, the first Sender fell.

It did not arrive with fire.

It did not tear the sky open.

It simply appeared—as if it had always been there and the world was only
just now noticing.

A figure stood at the edge of a deserted road, its form almost human,
almost familiar—but not quite. Its presence bent the air around it, pulling
shadows closer, stretching silence into something heavy and watchful.

It tilted its head slightly, as though listening to something beyond the
world.

Receiving instruction.

Waiting for more.

Then, slowly—

It smiled.



Back in the Seventh Heaven, Menora turned.

She could feel it now, clearly.

Not just one.

Many.

“They’re sending them already,” she said quietly.

There was no fear in her voice.

But there was something new.

Urgency.

Because this was not an attack meant to destroy.

Not yet.

This was a test.

A way to measure her strength. Her reach. Her limits.



The Senders were not soldiers.

They were questions.

And the gods were waiting for her answer.

On Earth, Mallory stood by her window now, staring at the waking world.

Everything looked normal.

Cars would soon pass. People would soon speak. Life would continue,
unaware of the shift that had already begun.

But she could feel it.

That same pull.

That same quiet, undeniable truth.

She wasn’t supposed to be here.

Not anymore.



“Menora...” she whispered.

The name felt different now. Heavier. Like calling something that stood
beyond the world rather than within it.

And somewhere far above—

Something heard her.

Menora closed her eyes again.

Not to listen.

But to decide.

“They want to see what I'll do,” she said.

For the first time since the war ended, since the Dark Lord fell, since she
took Mallory into a reality the gods themselves had never permitted—

Menora moved with intention.

Not reaction.



Not defense.

Choice.

“Then let them watch.”

The light around her shifted.

Not violently.

But deliberately.

Because if the gods had begun their invasion—

Then she would answer it.

On her terms.

And across the fragile boundary between Heaven and Earth, the Senders
began to gather.
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