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“What?  What is so urgent that you must rouse me from my slumber?” thundered, Aego, King of the Gods.  


“Malik has decimated vast stretches of the world below, My Lord,” Furla, goddess of nature, squawked as several small birds fluttering around her head did the same.  


“What?” Aego howled.  


“He battles with that mortal who has been causing us trouble,” Furla seemed to gain some sort of perverse glee from spreading gossip such as this.  


“How could such a battle decimate anything, the mortal is not already dead?” Aego felt puzzled.  


“He has not passed my gates,” Ligoth snarled from under his black hood.  


“Then how can this be so?” Aego approached what appeared at first to bee a pond at the center of the great room in which the gods gathered, but it shimmered instantly to show Malik, in his great black and red robes battling with what appeared to be a mortal man throwing balls of fire.  


“That would be my fault,” Kinesti, God of Fire, proclaimed cavalierly.  


“Your fault?” as Aego’s rage grew, he seemed to grow in size, dwarfing the other gods.  


“I made him a god,” Kinesti shrugged, somehow nonchalant about the whole affair.  There were gasps form the assembled gods with several cries of “you can’t do that.” 


“That can’t be done!” Furla huffed.  


“There are ways,” Kinesti sighed and turned his attention back to the towering Aego.  


“Why would you do such a thing?” Aego fumed.  


“Because there was no other way for him to be a match for Malik,” Kinesti explained leaning lazily against a dais.  


Aego, while still monumental in size seemed to lose his fire.  


“There was no other way for him to rescue the woman he loved from that ass,” Kinesti added.  


“Ara,” Ligoth mumbled.  


Aego by now had returned to a size more comparable to the other gods and stared at Kinesti intently.  “You made a mortal a god, so that he might pursue a forbidden relationship...”


“He’s a god now too, it is no longer forbidden,” Kinesti shrugged.  


“Why would you do this?” Aego stared at the still very calm god of fire.  


“There has been no love in the world, the fire that burned within men and women went out when Aldia was killed,” Kinesti explained.  “Ara was so distraught by her mother’s death she made not move to take her rightful place as the Goddess of Love, and so mortals have been dead inside since then.”


“But...” Furla whimpered and Aego shot her a penetrating gaze that kept her silent.  


“Not since this mortal fell in love with her, and she with him has there been this kind of passion, this kind of boiling fire in a mortal.  She is beginning to understand her mother’s work, beginning to take her place, I could not let Malik spoil that with his own lust for war and despair.”  


“Mortals do not just become gods.  We are few and we shall remain few,” Aego growled.  “Ara can become Goddess of Love as she is to take her mother’s place, one god dies and another takes their place!”


“Exactly,” Kinesti smiled.  


“What are you smiling about?” suddenly comprehension tumbled into Aego’s mind.  Shortly after the King of Gods realized the situation the rest of the pantheon too felt the pieces fall into place.  “You gave up your godhood.”  


“I did.”  Kinesti was still smiling.  


“How could you use such a power to turn against one of your own?” Furla whimpered.  


“None of you stood up to help Aldia when Malik turned on her, I am ashamed to say that even I did not move to aide her, but I rectify that mistake now...” Kinesti grinned like an idiot.  


Aego was momentarily speechless.  


“You would live out your life as a mortal?” Tot, God of Sages and often called The Quiet God, spoke for the first time in centuries.  


“A small price to pay for something so precious to return to the world,” Kinesti nodded.  


None of them had been watching the pool, but in the time they had been arguing the former mortal had slain Malik, and stood with Ara atop one of the tallest mountains in the land.  

