
  
    
      
        
          [image: Title page description]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      In the Garden of Light and Shadow: War of the Fallen

      by Cerece Rennie Murphy

      Copyright © 2025 by Cerece Rennie Murphy

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      Paperback ISBN: 979-8-9913855-3-4

      Ebook ISBN: 979-8-9913855-2-7

      Hardback: 979-8-9913855-4-1

      Cover Illustration: Jocelyn Short

      Paperback Cover Design: Jesse Hayes, Anansi Hayes Media

      Hardback (Special Edition) Cover Design: Jesse Hayes, Anansi Hayes

      
        
          
            [image: LionSky Logo]
          
        

      

    

  


  
    
      To those who know that evil is a choice, not a destiny,

      and fight for the coming of the dawn.

      May we continue to stand for what is right.

      May we never lose sight of what right is.
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            PROLOGUE

          

          SABINE

        

      

    

    
      The cold was a good enough reason for Sabine’s tears. The wind had been vengeful all day, slicing through the wool of her heavy overcoat and stockings like gossamer blades. It had borne witness to her treachery on nearly every coast so that no matter how Sabine cried, it would not forgive her.

      She gripped the edges of her hood a little tighter. "At least Odu has the letter," she murmured. She didn’t know where in the world Lilavois was, but Lilavois always told her to keep her older sister Charmaine’s address, in case of emergencies, and Sabine had done so. With any luck, Lilavois would get her letter in time to undo some of the damage she'd caused.

      Odu Massa was an old admirer of hers from the days when she was still an E’gida in training at the convent in North Kesar and he was the post office’s newest apprentice. On the weekends, she, Jhonna and the other members of the E’gida would go into town to buy sweets and feed on the local gossip. They would often run into Odu at the local tavern as he took his lunch between delivering parcels. Eager to hold her attention, he'd ply them with stories of unusual packages from far off places. He knew whose brother sent notes every week and who had the finest cloths in the world, who moved in and out of town, and who was sending scented messages to a forbidden love.

      Some years later, they reconnected after Odu was promoted to Post Office Inspector at the Bevel train station. Though her assignments required constant travel, Sabine always looked for Odu whenever she was in town, if for no other reason than to seek out the familiar affection of an old flame made harmless by time and distance.

      A true creature of habit, Sabine found Odu taking his afternoon tea at the same café near the train station where she’d encountered him before, which suited her purpose well. She couldn't risk being seen at the post office. As she placed the letter in Odu’s hand and asked him to post it, she knew the message inside was as safe as she could make it. It would survive even if she didn't.

      The walk back to the convent was slow and biting, in part because it was the last place she wanted to be. Yet Sabine had no other home. Her family had been killed long ago, and the friends she'd made had all fallen away in her pursuit of an ambition that had led her into madness.

      You should have known, she thought, massaging the skin on her forehead against the mind-numbing cold. Lilavois would have known.

      The convent was nearly deserted when she returned. Most students were away for the midterm break. Others were still in town socializing with the locals or fancying themselves keeping the town safe from the Stone Killer. After dropping off the supplies of herbs and groceries the cook requested, Sabine hurried to her room to carry out the final stage of her plan. With her and her letter safely parted, all Sabine needed now was to disappear.

      She’d packed most of what she could the night before. All she needed now was to collect her toiletries and leave. Sabine had no idea where she was headed. For the first time in almost a year she wouldn't be off on some terrible errand.

      She would be aimless.

      She would be free.

      With her small suitcase neatly tucked under the bed to thwart prying eyes, Sabine turned toward the washbowl to gather her toothbrush and hairpins. Underneath the blue cloak of the Sisterhood, she'd already changed into her traveling clothes.

      Looking at herself in the hanging mirror above the basin, Sabine found her reflection almost unrecognizable. Her eyes held so much regret their brown seemed almost gray, hovering over a mouth that hadn't seen enough joy to be graced with laugh lines. The once warm glow of her copper brown cheeks was now sallow and faded seemed fitting. Her unlined face looked dry and brittle like a mask.

      Still, Sabine was alive, and that was something. With her train leaving within the hour, she had no time left to lament.

      She’d just begun fastening the straps on her bag when a shadow at the corner of her eye shifted. Sabine turned and gasped, dropping her bag and its contents onto the floor.

      Before her eyes, the shadow grew from a sliver of darkness to a cauldron of black and gray smoke that rose to the ceiling and expanded out.

      Fear ignited within her as she ran toward the door, wanting nothing, seeking nothing but to live. She knew she wouldn't escape, but life demanded she try. She did not make it far before the darkness eclipsed all light and something like hot razors cut into her back.

      Sabine screamed until she could feel nothing as her body crashed to the ground. Unable to move or feel anything but the blood on her face, she lay there until something grabbed her and flipped her over. Smoke surrounded her. She had just enough air to breathe, but not enough will to scream for help. Even if she could, there was no one who could save her. This fate was hers and hers alone.

      "Who have you told?"

      Sabine stumbled through her mind to find where she’d made a mistake as the numbness spread through her body.

      "I smelled your scent on my things. My ancient things." The shadow whispered in a voice that was almost soothing. "To whom have you told my secret?"

      "I would never betray you," Sabine sobbed.

      The darkness pressed in until she was consumed.

      "Never," the shadow replied, "is a longer time than you have."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

          A BIGGER TABLE

        

      

    

    
      Wild moonflower vines tangled underneath Ada's fingers. For so long, she thought this path, this garden, had been a dream, a delusion of longing and loss.

      The scent of lilacs, tea roses, and jasmine filled the air, calling all her long-buried memories forth.

      RaZiel's voice behind her was quiet, yet the sound flooded her nerves with sensations of joy and visions of laughter.

      "The last time we walked this path together, you were three years old."

      She turned, nodded, smiled—hoping that her face conveyed the crowd of emotions that swelled too deeply inside her to give them words.

      Besides, they were not alone. Whether hidden in treetops, gliding above, or perched atop the turrets of their small castle, Ada felt the prickle of two dozen angel eyes silently studying them. From somewhere within the castle walls, she knew her best friend Simon would be watching over her as well. Him, she didn’t mind. Yet Ada refused to break the sacredness of the moment by acknowledging any of them.

      RaZiel followed from a good ten feet away as she walked down the path, as if to give her space, as if she might be afraid. Ada shook her head at the ridiculousness of the notion. Though his presence was still new to her, the feeling it brought, like the scent of their garden, was achingly familiar.

      Before RaHabel, when was the last time she’d heard his voice? Ada wondered.

      Memory brought her back to soft blankets and the smooth wood of the inside of a barrel.

      "Lie down, Ada. Cover your eyes," he’d told her. At the time, she obeyed him without question. It was the last time her heart was completely free of worry. The last time she truly felt safe.

      Halfway up the path that led back to their home, she turned to face him. "For so long, I thought I imagined this place, our time together. What do you remember?"

      RaZiel drew closer. "Every blade of grass that bent beneath your feet. Every particle of light on your head."

      Ada held out her hand. "Then walk with me, Papa."

      RaZiel took his daughter's hand and drew her close, feeling the familiar warmth that he'd missed so dearly. All around, he heard the gasps of his kin, still in disbelief at Ada’s existence. But their burden was not his. RaZiel felt only joy as he placed a kiss at her temple.

      "What would you like me to tell you?" he whispered into the curls of her hair.

      "Everything you remember. Everything I've missed. Where you've been and how they found you." She paused, trying to control the emotion in her voice. "I have felt your absence all my life. Having you here…I finally get to fill those spaces."

      Unlike Ada, RaZiel had no hope of containing his tears. Her absence had been a chasm inside him. Now that they were reunited, it would close—but he knew the memory of the pain would stay with him forever.

      "It is the same for me," he whispered.

      With her hand in his, RaZiel led Ada to the tree where she was born, recounting the story of his and Lilavois’s intimate joy and wonder at creating a miracle—something that had never existed before. From there, they walked to the back of the castle to wander through vegetables and flowers they’d planted when Ada was a child, and they marveled at how many still thrived despite their prolonged neglect. They took their time wandering through all of Ada’s favorite hiding places until, finally, they sat down on the grass near the wheelbarrow in the field where their life together had ended, listening, laughing and crying for hours undisturbed.
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        * * *

      

      Watching them from the kitchen window, Lilavois felt the ragged edges of her own life stitch back together. Her time with RaZiel since leaving RaHabel had been brief but utterly healing. Though they needed more time alone, Lilavois had no doubt that they would find it. To have him back, to reunite RaZiel and her child after believing she would never see them together again—it was more than she could have ever hoped for. But she knew she could bear the joy of it because she had suffered the pain.

      Behind her, SeKet walked into the kitchen, placing the groceries from the market on the table before moving quietly to Lilavois’s side.

      "We have seen many miracles throughout our existence," SeKet sighed. "But never this. We feel her with all our senses, and yet many still can't believe she's real."

      Lilavois smiled, leaving SeKet to continue her vigil at the window.

      "You should have been here the day Ada was born," she replied. "The sky itself, and every plant and animal nearby, seemed to rise up to greet her."

      "RaZiel said he'd never witnessed anything more beautiful. He told me you lived here together for three years."

      "We did."

      "He spoke of this place with such reverence. After The Fall, I thought he would never be himself again." SeKet turned from the window. "You have changed him completely."

      "We changed each other."

      SeKet reached out, taking both of Lilavois’s hands into her own.

      "You saved my brother. I am forever in your debt."

      "You saved us both in RaHabel. It is I who am in your debt."

      "Does that make us both debtors?" SeKet joked.

      "No," Lilavois replied. "It makes us family."

      Together, they organized the groceries they would need for the evening meal in a comfortable silence that turned heavy when Lilavois noticed SeKet shifting on silent feet as she washed vegetables at the sink.

      Lilavois had not known SeKet long but instinctively understood that a demon born before the beginning of time was not prone to fidgeting. She put the knife down on the chopping board where she had been slicing carrots and waited.

      SeKet looked up from her work to meet Lilavois’s gaze with a sad smile.

      "I know we only arrived early this morning and this place means so much to you," SeKet began. "I understand, after all you've been through, the need—the desire—to linger."

      "I know we can't stay here."

      They each took a moment, letting the hard truth settle between them.

      "Rah knows you deserve it," SeKet continued. "My brother's light glows as if he were in the midst of the Ever. Looking at him, I can almost imagine we’re home." SeKet cleared the longing from her throat. "It has been a very long time since any of us have seen him so…at peace."

      Lilavois glanced toward the window. "This is how I know him best. When we were together here. The memory of our happiness is how we survived."

      "This is true of my kin as well. Knowing what is possible, having felt it—it’s the only thing that kept us sane. Those of us who have forgotten, well, you've seen what that has done. More than Ada's powers, Obi fears the pain of the hope she represents. He can no longer bear it." SeKet did not bother wiping the tears that clung to her chin and cheeks. "He will not stop until he destroys her—even if it means killing our one chance to return."

      "I saw the look in his eyes when he tortured RaZiel. I believe every word he said," Lilavois replied with a shudder. "Besides, we need to get Simon back to his family—and warn Liren of what may be to come. Obi’s followers know where we lived. It will be the first place they search for us. Everland will surely be the second."

      SeKet turned to face Lilavois fully, relieved to see that she appreciated the danger they faced. "Rest assured, Obi will not attack without a plan. The Covenant has also grown in members. Ada is not defenseless." A sly smile spread across SeKet’s regal features. "And your association with the Sisterhood will also give them pause. Obi’s faction will need time to formulate an appropriate response to the threat we pose."

      "What do you mean?" Though her own stomach was in knots, Lilavois was glad to see the shrewd confidence in SeKet’s eyes.

      "Obi has two problems. The Fallen have never faced open war with each other. That in itself has already divided us. He will have to justify it, but he can't admit who or what Ada truly is because the truth will not help his cause. Quite the opposite. Many will take the chance Ada provides, if only to gain freedom from the misery of our mistake."

      Lilavois frowned. "At RaHabel, the reaction to Ada was far from welcoming."

      “Sometimes it's hard to accept the truth even if you want to believe it. Our kind have not dared to hope for many years. It will take time to believe again. But when they do, the source of Obi's power will be broken. His determination to move swiftly will be tempered by his understanding of the risks—which will buy us a little time."

      Lilavois needed so much more than a little, but for now, she would take what she could get.

      Though she dreaded the answer, she needed to know: "How long do you think we have?"

      "At least long enough to eat this feast you insisted we shop for," SeKet teased.

      Lilavois looked at the bounty of vegetables and meats laid out on the table and grinned.

      "It was RaZiel's idea. He's quite the cook."

      "I hope so. We bought enough food to feed every angel in the Ever. We had to split up in our purchasing to avoid drawing too much attention to ourselves."

      "We've never had so many people at the house. It was always just the three of us. We ate in the kitchen."

      "When RaZiel described this place, he told me there was a dining room. For the price, I had no idea what a good investment he made."

      "He should have called it a dining hall," Lilavois laughed. "I couldn't believe it when he brought me here. I suppose I have you to thank for his grand gesture."

      "Not at all. I merely supplied the funds. In 3,000 years, RaZiel had never asked to buy a single thing." SeKet’s eyes shifted to the window as her brother and his child walked back toward the main house hand in hand.

      "Perhaps he knew, even then, that one day your family would grow, and he'd need a bigger table."
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        * * *

      

      While Lilavois and SeKet led the effort to dust and clean every surface in their home, RaZiel, with help from Ada, Simon, and the other members of the Covenant, prepared a feast. They sat together, twenty-nine in all, enjoying breads and pies, hearty stews, and roasted vegetables—one of the best meals many of them had ever tasted. Yet the food was still only an accompaniment to the stories that flowed across the table like the sweet lavender lemonade they drank. RaZiel and Lilavois recounted the tale of how their courtship began, the life they’d lived together, and the life they’d lived apart.

      Seated across from her father, who held her mother tightly as Lilavois snuggled into RaZiel’s lap, Ada soaked it all in—every word, every glance, every half-forgotten place—until her happiness was restored. Some stories she’d heard before; most she had not. But with Simon seated beside her, she felt them all, as if she were stitching her life together from threads she had never known were missing.

      Most of the questions centered on Ada and Lilavois. The demons were curious about everything—from Ada’s powers to the Sisterhood of the Light to how this girl, born of a demon and a human, could exist at all. Simon and Ada chimed in with questions of their own about who the Covenant had been before The Fall, what they had lost, and what they still hoped for.

      Though it went unspoken, everyone reveled in the moment because it was fleeting. Their laughter drowned out the rumbling truth that their celebration was only a brief respite from the war that would greet them when morning came.
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        * * *

      

      At RaHabel, the amphitheater had long since emptied, but Obi sat at his council seat, unmoved.

      His stomach cramped with hunger. The need for sustenance was almost crippling. Stronger still was his resentment, his hatred of needing anything at all. He stared upward, through the hole in the ceiling that SeKet and the Covenant had blown open. The moon was new, but stars shone defiantly through the rupture, mocking him.

      Obi sprang from his seat and began to pace. SeKet had come with four angels and left with twenty more.

      Seduced by the child, he thought bitterly.

      He had tried to tell them she was an illusion, a lie, a new embodiment of God's punishment—an impossible child born of false hope.

      But when SeKet and RaZiel flew away, they took certainty with them. In their absence, Obi tried to explain away the events they’d all witnessed as a cruel joke, a betrayal of their right to rule. Few met his gaze. Most disbanded before nightfall, claiming the need for time to reflect until all that remained was doubt and the peace etched into Persephone’s very human corpse.

      "Traitor," he spat at her lifeless body. If he could not hold his own flock, what hope remained for their rule? They were permanent beings. Dominion was theirs—payment for being exiled to a world built to die.

      Wasn’t it? The question jarred him.

      "Too much time among the humans," he grumbled to himself. "Their weakness has infected you. Get a hold of yourself."

      "Or maybe it's you."

      Obi whirled around to find a young man crouching beside Persephone’s corpse. He looked no more than twenty, dressed in fine leather shoes, linen trousers and a dress shirt. His ash blonde hair was combed and pomaded in a neat part that had the effect of making him look guileless and innocent except for the crimson coating the tips of his claws as he dragged them though the blood-streaked stone beneath Persephone.

      "Lucifer, how dare you come here?"

      Lucifer shrugged. "There was no one to stop me."

      Obi’s indignation dissolved into silence.

      Lucifer took his time inspecting Persephone before standing up and turning to Obi. "I heard what happened to Saisho, but I still don’t understand." He shook his head. "Persephone looks human."

      Obi flinched. "RaZiel has had a child with an E’gida. A child with the power to kill us. Worse—to turn us human."

      "That’s not possible." Lucifer gestured toward the body at his feet. "That would mean she has the power to grant a soul."

      "SeKet believes that God has made the child a soul portal."

      Lucifer froze as a fresh sensation of ancient pain lanced through his body.

      "How could Nyame have done this after all this time." Tears welled in his eyes. "A child born of the Sisterhood.”

      "It could be some new form of mooncraft the Sisterhood has      developed," Obi replied. "RaZiel and his witch insist⁠—"

      “The Sisterhood does not possess this power," Lucifer interrupted.

      "Then what?"

      Lucifer took a deep, shuddering breath. When he spoke, he was himself again. "Does it matter? The child—whatever she is—must be eliminated."

      Obi exhaled. Finally, someone who understood.

      "I would like nothing more," he said. "But she is protected. By SeKet and the Covenant."

      "How many?"

      "Two dozen. I fear more may follow."

      Lucifer nodded. "Then we’ll draw them out."

      "How?" Obi asked, rattled by Lucifer’s sudden calm.

      "Strategy was never your talent," Lucifer said with a cold smile. "Just be ready when I call."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

          ASHES

        

      

    

    
      They gave themselves one night to celebrate, to laugh, to make love, to discover, to rest and revel in the miracle of being together. In the morning, they woke with sober purpose. At dawn, over a simple breakfast of last night's bread and fresh eggs, SeKet confirmed their worst fears.

      "Ever since Lucifer was banished, Obi and the council have held our kin together. But now, because of Ada, he faces an unprecedented challenge to his rule. Not only is her existence a beacon of hope to the Fallen, but what she can do offers a path that has never been open to us, one of redemption. The Covenant has broken with him to pursue that path, and many more will come once they've had a chance to process the possibility."

      Simon raised his hand.

      "You’re not in school, Simon," Lilavois teased. "You may speak freely."

      Beside him, Ada poked his side and smiled.

      "Right," he said bashfully. "I still don't understand why he would deny her at all."

      "Obi, and many of my kin, have spent a lifetime as the ultimate authority in this realm. They left the Ever to become such," SeKet replied. "Even with all the pain it has caused us, they would not so easily admit defeat or submit themselves to Rah once more."

      RaZiel stood at the end of the kitchen counter, holding Lilavois in front of him, close enough to feel her heartbeat through his skin.

      "If he can't get to us, we know what he will do," Al-Yah, one of the newest members of the Covenant, added.

      SeKet nodded sadly. "He will do what he has always done: attack the innocent to draw us out and solidify his rule through fear."

      Al-Yah frowned. "He could be anywhere."

      Lilavois looked to Ada, then Simon beside her. "He’ll start where he found us, which is why we’re headed to Liren first."
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        * * *

      

      With the ability to transform into creatures large and swift enough to carry humans, the Covenant, along with Lilavois, Ada, and Simon, arrived in Liren at dusk—just in time to see smoke bellowing up from the burning buildings below. And with the smoke came screams, rippling through the air like sirens.

      As soon as their feet touched the ground, SeKet ordered Lilavois, Simon, and Ada to be set down outside the town gates while the Covenant searched Liren for any remaining threats.

      Before SeKet could leave, Ada grabbed her hand. "I can help."

      SeKet’s expression was severe, but kind. "This is not my decision to make, little one. You must speak with your parents."

      Without another word, SeKet left to catch up with the rest of the Covenant, who were already beyond the gates, leaving RaZiel to address his daughter alone.

      The instinct to protect her was all-consuming, but Ada was far from the little girl he knew from so many years ago. She'd just saved his life two days ago, yet that did nothing to assuage his fear as he faced her.

      "You can do more than help," he admitted quietly. "But I would ask you to stay. The scent of my kin is heavy. If one of them escapes us, your mother and Simon will need protection."

      Ada saw the truth in his words but couldn’t help feeling there was more to it than what he shared.

      Her shoulders slumped as she sighed. "I'll wait here until one of you returns."

      "Thank you!" RaZiel hugged her tightly.

      His body was so much larger than hers that being wrapped up in his arms felt like being covered in night—peaceful, dark, and so quiet.

      "Thank you," he whispered again before stepping back.

      Ada watched him transform into a crow, then fly toward the flames.

      "That was generous of you," Lilavois said gently. "I wish you’d go that easy on me! I would have gotten an earful."

      Ada shook her head. "I think he needed that." She turned to Simon and followed the direction of his gaze into the smoke and flames ahead of them.

      "Do you think your father's back from his trip?"

      "No, he'll be gone for another two weeks at least. It's my Aunt Belle I'm worried about."

      Silently, they reached for each other’s hands, looked toward the flames, and hoped.

      Twenty minutes later, the Covenant returned. While they reported many injuries, there were no casualties.

      Lilavois frowned. "No demon poison?"

      RaZiel shook his head. "No. But they did leave messages—with many messengers—so their intent would not be missed."

      "What do you mean?"

      "The demons who terrorized the town are gone. You can see for yourself."
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        * * *

      

      The town of Liren was renowned throughout the provinces for its tranquility. Until the tragic killing of Miles Kipling, there had never been a single murder. But as Lilavois walked among the burnt-out dwellings and debris-filled streets today, it was hard to believe any of that.

      The demons had terrorized the town with a cruel but clear goal—to make the cost of harboring Lilavois and Ada so unbearable no one would be willing to pay it. From the burning of the school to the destruction of businesses and homes, the devastation touched every member of the small community that had welcomed Lilavois and her child with open arms. Only the library and the post office remained untouched.

      After surveying the damage, Lilavois worked with the town midwife, Ms. Ballard, to organize the effort to convert the ground floor of the library into a triage center. While Ada went to retrieve whatever supplies were usable from her apothecary, Lilavois sent the Covenant to salvage clean linens, wash basins, beds, and whatever else they could from the businesses and homes that had not been burned.

      But as the Covenant combed the streets, gathering supplies and searching for survivors, everyone who saw them cowered, ran away, or shrank back into their homes.

      SeKet had seen this response before. Given the terror the residents of Liren had just suffered at the hands of demons, the Covenant knew they had every reason to fear their presence. After delivering the needed supplies to Lilavois, they resolved to keep their direct interactions to a minimum.

      Without the Covenant’s presence, people were less afraid to step out of their homes and help. After bringing the medicines Lilavois needed to the library, Ada and Simon joined a group of uninjured, able-bodied neighbors who had formed a rescue party to inspect every home and ensure every resident was accounted for and receiving whatever aid they could provide. The injured came in by the dozens with broken bones, bruises, and other injuries.

      But that was not the worst of the damage.

      When asked to recount what happened when the demons came, the story on every tongue was the same.

      "They asked only for Ada," Headmistress Mwaso offered, a broken cadence to her commanding voice. "They claimed she had killed one of their own. But how could she? How could I believe it? I’ve known Ada since she was a little girl. When I refused to tell them anything about her, they burned the school."

      "They said Lilavois and Ada were demons. They said they were the reason our son Miles was killed," Mr. Kipling said. "I don’t know what to believe. We’ve never done anything to anyone. How could this happen?"

      But it was Lieutenant Fenton who showed Lilavois how thoroughly the demons had taken the sanctuary of her home away.

      "They said if any of you—" The lieutenant paused, gritting his teeth as Lilavois bandaged his broken arm. "—came back, if we helped you in any way, they would kill us. All of us. That was their only warning."

      "We had to beg them not to burn down the library," he continued. "I’m so sorry, Lilavois. You and Ada cannot stay here."

      "I know," she replied, fighting back tears. "We returned to warn you. To protect you, if we could. You know I would never put anyone here in danger."

      Lieutenant Fenton reached out his good arm to comfort her before thinking better of it and letting his hand fall back to his bed like dead weight. Instead, he scanned the room. Lilavois followed his gaze, taking in the wary glances and suspicious stares of people she’d known for years as patients and friends.

      "Of course," he began, then lowered his voice. "I’ve carried your secret for years, but now that it’s out—now that it’s caused such destruction and grief—it will be hard for others to see the truth as I do."

      Lilavois flinched, struck by the insinuation that she and her association with the Sisterhood had somehow brought this evil upon them. If, after all their years of friendship, this was how he saw her, she’d never been more grateful that she hadn’t revealed the truth about Ada’s father.

      How quickly they turn against us, she thought. Even though, she couldn’t deny that at the root of all this… was her.

      Her choices.

      Her love.

      Her child.

      No, Lilavois thought. I did not cause this.

      She closed her eyes, steeling herself against her own guilt, a room filled with quiet whispers and hard stares, and the inescapable truth that the demons had destroyed much more than buildings. In a single night they’d erased the goodwill and trust Lilavois had spent more than a decade creating. Unlike bricks and mortar, it would not be easily repaired. Even if it could be, Obi had made sure no one would take that path, not anymore. Between the false choice of her and Ada’s safety or their survival, their decision was clear.
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