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    Dedicated to all those who never cease their search.

 

"Look within. Within is the fountain of good, and it will ever bubble up, if thou wilt ever dig."

— MarcusAurelius 

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Episode 1

The day began very early for Marina—at a quarter to seven, to be precise. She rose from her bed on tiptoe, careful not to wake anyone else in the house. After flinging open the large window of her room, she hurried to the bathroom to wash, brush her hair, and make herself as beautiful as she possibly could.

It was no easy task, of course, to enhance a beauty that was already so profound, for God had graced her with everything. Her skin was as fair as a fairy-tale princess's; her hair was chestnut, shot through with subtle honey highlights that framed her shoulders with grace and reached down to her shoulder blades. Two bright, clever eyes now gazed into the bathroom mirror, revealing a face where every feature sat in perfect harmony, inspecting the results of her morning grooming. Everything was just right: hair brushed, teeth cleaned, face radiant.

Meanwhile, the sun began to stream through the window, bathing her room in light. Everything had to be perfect; with swift movements, she began to tidy up. First, she made the bed, then she gathered everything scattered across the floor, the nightstand, and the desk at the far end of her spacious room, before finally turning to the wardrobe that housed her entire kingdom and all her worldly possessions. Soon, her family would wake, and her parents and two brothers would make their first "raid" of the day to wish her a happy birthday.

Oh! I haven't told you—today, a Saturday in the middle of April, is Marina’s birthday; she is finally turning fifteen. And I say "finally" because for quite some time now, through a thousand pleas, tantrums, and charms, she has coaxed her father into promising that once she turned fifteen, she could go out alone with her friends. Her first independent outing, then, was to be tonight.

She sat cross-legged on the bed, cradling her beloved brown teddy bear, and waited, weaving plans in her mind for where she and her friends might venture that evening.

When a knock finally echoed at the door, she straightened her pink robe—the one adorned with tiny hearts—tucked a rebellious lock of hair into place, and declared with an air of ceremony, "Come in." Two beaming faces appeared. They were her parents, a handsome and relatively young couple, making their entrance with a parcel in their hands wrapped in beige paper and bound by a green ribbon so extravagant that, in any other setting, one might have mistaken it for a hot-air balloon poised for ascent.

"Happy birthday! May you live to be a hundred!" Blessings and well-wishes filled the air, and just as the moment arrived to unwrap the gift, two more small, bright faces burst into the room. Stelios, ten years old, and Giannis, eight, marched toward her, carrying a similar package of their own.

What I most cherish observing from above are families bound by profound devotion; thus, it brought me great joy to witness this family—a "tangle" of pure love—exchanging embraces, kisses, and heartfelt wishes within that room, now radiant with the morning sun.

From the very instant Marina’s soul chose to incarnate once more upon this earth, I was appointed as her guardian. I was by her side when she selected her parents; I was there when she charted the experiences and circumstances she would need to traverse to gather her destined lessons. I remained close as she chose the very epoch in which she would enter this life.

If you wish, then, come with me. Let us follow the traces this gifted creature shall leave upon this corner of the universe, on the breathtaking blue planet called Earth.

And as you may be wondering who I am, allow me to introduce myself.

I am Marina’s guardian angel.

My name is KRYON.

Episode 2

Anna and Christina, Marina’s classmates and friends from the language school, dressed in their trendiest new clothes, waited in the living room of Mrs. Myrsini and Mr. Stavros—the parents of our young protagonist—while enjoying generous slices of birthday cake. Upstairs in her room, the birthday girl was preparing to put on her denim trousers, her sea-blue shirt, and white sandals; already gracing her neck was the golden heart with the fire-red ruby, the cherished gifts she had received from her family that morning.

As Mrs. Myrsini entered Marina’s room, she stood still, gazing at her with admiration; for a fleeting moment, she felt as though she were glimpsing herself through a rift in time. A descendant of a wealthy family of the old Athenian aristocracy, raised with refined manners, education, and principles—values that may seem out of fashion today, yet remain timeless and formidable weapons in any era—she had always dreamed of creating a large, loving family.

And so, when thirty-year-old Stavros appeared in her life—she being twenty-two at the time—a handsome and already successful businessman from a family of noble and worthy people, her parents were more than happy to consent to his proposal. With the blessing of both families, the wedding followed swiftly, for the couple was already deeply in love. A year later, Marina was born—the "beloved little girl," as her grandparents called her. Later, her two brothers also saw the light of day. The years flowed by with love and domestic bliss. Whatever issue arose, pleasant or otherwise, it was always met with composure, logic, and an open heart until a solution was found. And here they were today, their little girl now a radiant young lady, ready for her very first night out. 

She was a girl whose stature and entire form suggested a well-sculpted woman. Her lithe, upright figure with its full bosom, slender waist, and long, strong legs—along with her flowing hair and the red heart with the ruby resting upon her chest, symbolizing the strength and momentum of life—gave the impression that nature had finally completed its masterpiece. She seemed to belong to another era altogether, and her classical beauty left no one untouched.

"Where have you decided to go tonight?"

Marina turned, startled, toward her mother and explained with a smile full of excitement that tonight was the grand opening of a large cultural center in their area. She and her friends would spend the evening exploring this new city haunt. The doors were set to open to the public at half past six.

"Hurry then, it is already ten past six."

Running, she flew down the stairs, rushing toward her friends who had just finished their dessert. Amidst a cloud of kisses, goodbyes, advice, and wishes for a wonderful time, the three young women stepped out through the door.

Episode 3

They arrived at their destination with only a slight delay. The opening ceremony was nearing its conclusion, a fact that pleased them greatly, as they were keen to bypass the formalities and get to the heart of the matter: exploring the new space. The crowd was vast—nearly the entire local community had gathered. The city council, led by the mayor, law enforcement officials, and representatives of the church were all present for the traditional blessing.

The man who had donated the building to house the artistic pursuits of the town's youth was an acquaintance of her father’s; after greeting him politely, Marina waited patiently with the others for the ceremony to end. She had often admired this stunning neoclassical mansion on her way home from school, as her own house was situated just a few blocks away. This proximity, in fact, had been a decisive factor in her father’s consent for her to stay out with her friends until late evening.

Today, however, it appeared particularly radiant, resplendent with its lights ablaze and ribbons adorning the elegant verandas and the tree-filled garden. The grand, high-ceilinged edifice had undergone a complete renovation without losing an ounce of its historic character; from the magnificent elongated windows to the roof tiles and their ornate antefixes, everything remained the same, yet appeared remarkably fresh and contemporary.

From the front side, where the main entrance lay, the building overlooked a vast, stone-paved square shaded by tall trees, with charming benches for visitors to rest, grand lampposts painted in dark green, and a large fountain at its center. A sprawling garden surrounded the house, expanding even further at the rear, where towering trees offered cool shade and immense beauty, shielding those within from the prying eyes of neighbors and passersby.

The ceremony came to an end, and Marina, along with Christina and Gogo, began to filter through the entrance into the house’s interior with the rest of the crowd. Marina certainly could not have imagined all that would transpire within these walls as time unfolded—how many would come to love her, how many would despise her very existence, and she surely had no inkling that it was here she would encounter the one whose presence would transform everything she had ever known about life. But patience; tonight is for celebration.

And so, the three young girls set off to wander through the interior of this fairytale house they had so often dreamed of exploring, which had now become their reality. They stood wide-eyed, mesmerized by the murals, the framed art, and the furniture, marveling at how much more expansive the space appeared from within. To the left of the entrance lay the grand salon, destined to serve as a restaurant and café. At one end, on the right side, stood a bar—fully appointed as any self-respecting establishment should be—crafted in perfect harmony with the building's aesthetic.

In the center of the vast salon sat a fireplace, grand and clad in golden-yellow marble, topped by a large painting depicting a hunt within a dense, verdant forest. Extending from the bar across the entire hall were small lounge areas and seating arrangements of varying styles, each lending a more relaxed and modern air to the surroundings. To the right of the entrance, the space was of equal size but divided into a large kitchen and two restrooms—for men and women respectively—decorated with the luxury and taste befitting such a place.

And in the center stood the staircase—a massive oak structure leading to the upper floor, draped from top to bottom in an emerald-green carpet that revealed its full majesty. Its banister was so grand and sweeping that Marina felt a sudden, playful urge to slide all the way down it. As they ascended, they admired the exquisite wallpaper with its embossed patterns and the tiny roses that appeared sporadically throughout the beautiful motif.

The upper floor housed a spacious music room featuring a grand piano on the left, poised to scatter its melodic notes throughout the hall. On the right side of the same space stood a state-of-the-art stereo system with a vast collection of records, accompanied by a small table and a few chairs; along the entire length of the wall hung a mirror. Next in line was the hall of painting and literature, its purpose defined by its equipment: easels, brushes, and stools on one side, and on the other, an immense library housing thousands of titles alongside large rectangular tables with benches and desk lamps.

The final room was the theater hall. Simple and painted in cream tones like the rooms before it, it featured portraits of great Greek and international actors and a few cushions scattered upon the floor. It held no other adornments, save for the modest yet imposing stage, draped in a heavy velvet curtain the color of deep-red sweet wine. Marina was so captivated by the simplicity and the sheer presence of the space that she almost fell in love with it.

She would certainly love to take a few classes to become an amateur actress; after all, everyone in her family shared a passion for the theater, and despite her young age, she and her brothers had already attended many performances. They then wandered down a long corridor adorned with red carpets in exquisite patterns and designs, eventually reaching a room that served as a grand office—destined to host whoever would take charge of the center and its various activities.

Oh, how she adored this office! It claimed the highest place in her estimation, surpassing even her father’s workspace; it was so vast and airy that one could easily host a grand party within its walls. The desk itself was fashioned from walnut, intricately carved with tiny, pale roses, its surface protected by a thick sheet of crystal. A modern, cream-colored leather armchair was the decorator's surprise—a clever touch intended to break the potential monotony of the classical style by introducing contemporary elements into the room.

Marina stood mesmerized by the painting hanging behind the desk, depicting a period couple riding horseback along a riverbank. The autumnal hues, the detail of the costumes, the fluid motion of the horses and their riders, and the natural transition of colors held her gaze for a long while, lost in the masterpiece. Throughout the room, red reigned supreme in various shades, pleasantly punctuated by touches of cream and off-white.

In front of the desk sat a classic small cube-shaped table, flanked by two armchairs. At the two large windows, the primary curtains were of beige silk, with elegant tie-backs holding additional layers of crimson taffeta. In one corner, a sprawling sofa with thick, soft cushions promised the ultimate rest—perhaps even a sweet slumber—to anyone nestled in its embrace. Before it stood a large square coffee table, matching the walnut of the desk. The scene was completed by fresh flowers arranged in vases at the corner of the desk and the center of the table.

"Wonderful," Marina whispered to her friends, who had already settled onto the sofa.

Later, as they stepped out into the garden, they were left speechless by the sheer scale and meticulous care of this little paradise. Encircling the grounds were towering cypresses, followed by pines, eucalyptus trees, and so many others whose names Marina did not know. Yet, they were achingly beautiful. At the foot of each tree, spotlights were positioned, bathing the garden in light.

In certain corners, one could discern small arrangements of stones, pebbles, and krokales—those large, white, egg-shaped river stones—and hear the water trickling through them with its distinct, melodic babble. Yet, the most striking feature remained the fountain at the heart of the courtyard. There, they found a quiet spot to enjoy a refreshing granita and exchange thoughts on all they had seen. Eventually, however, the time came to depart; with heavy hearts, the girls prepared for the journey home.

The moment Marina arrived home, she began to describe every detail with unbridled enthusiasm, recounting everything she had witnessed and how she had spent her evening. Sharing in the joy of their only daughter, her parents promised that the following day, Sunday, they would visit as a family for coffee and dinner to admire the city’s grand new acquisition at their leisure. The service proved impeccable, the instructors were always punctual, and the premises shone with cleanliness—all under the watchful eye of Thomas, the young man who had shouldered the responsibility for the venue's smooth operation.

For a considerable time, everything proceeded flawlessly. Following her parents' careful review and approval, Marina began to participate actively in the drama department of the Arts’ Friends Club. The agreement was clear: she was not to neglect her studies, and her school grades were to remain high. Rehearsals took place on Saturday and Sunday mornings at nine, taking advantage of the quiet before the crowds gathered after eleven. At the helm was a professional actor whose experience allowed him to coordinate and direct everything on stage; since he was working with amateurs, he remained consistently lenient and encouraging with his cast.

Marina happened to be the youngest member of the troupe, yet this did nothing to dampen her fervor for all she was learning within this circle. Thomas, like a true master of the keys, working Sundays and holidays alike, would provide the keys to unlock the upstairs hall; then, once the necessary coffees and snacks had been gathered from the bar, the rehearsal would officially commence. In this manner, nearly two years passed—filled with rehearsals, performances, and triumphs.

Her family was always in the front row, proudly applauding Marina as she secured progressively larger and more significant roles with each production. However, this success was not without its shadows; jealousy and spite are not reserved solely for professionals. Frequently, she had to endure the malice of other girls whenever the director favored her for a role more coveted than their own.

Episode 4

This Sunday, rehearsal had been set for nine-thirty. The day before, Thomas had been late, causing a forty-five-minute delay. Today, however, it was Marina’s turn to be tardy; her alarm clock had failed her, and sleep seemed loath to leave her eyelids. Hurrying into the grand hall, she hoped to slip unnoticed into the bar, fix herself a coffee, and then steal away to the rehearsal without her lateness being detected.

Pushing open the small door, she entered the bar area without looking closely, assuming the young man with his back to her was Thomas. He seemed somewhat different, but she hardly cared at that moment; she was late, and rehearsal would soon be over. "Good morning," said a voice that most certainly did not belong to Thomas. Turning to look, Marina beheld something she had never encountered before—something that, from this day forward, would make her a brand-new person.

"Good morning," he repeated, and at first glance, Marina clearly discerned a light that bathed him from head to toe. "I am Petros." Petros—the first thing she noticed was his broad, pristine smile and a pure, radiant light emanating from his chest. At twenty-seven, he was a young man as lithe as a willow branch, yet possessed of such strength that he gave the impression of a living statue carved by an ancient Greek sculptor.

Petros—with his infant-smooth skin, brown hair, and large, luminous eyes—who carried the scent of caramel and freshly baked cinnamon cookies. In his white shirt and denim jeans, he acted as a magnet for Marina; she could not tear her eyes away, refusing to let this magical moment end, a moment that seemed to unfold in slow motion.

"Hi... I thought Thomas... uh..." "Thomas, after nearly two years of service, grew tired and wished to move on. As of today, I am taking his place." Of course, do not imagine that Petros uttered these words with ease; he was equally stunned by the sight before him. Marina was nearly seventeen, and with her beauty and vivacity, she drew every man toward her; almost none could resist her.

Possessing an explosive temperament, she would instantly captivate anyone fortunate enough to be in the same room. These gifts, however, had also placed many enemies in her path. In the minutes following their introduction, a joyous and sweet atmosphere prevailed—only to be shattered by the theater troupe who, having finished their rehearsal, came clamoring down the stairs.

What followed over the ensuing weeks was sublime for them both. Life took on a new significance for the two of them, and the emotions that flooded their hearts were like an irrepressible torrent. Yet, under no circumstances would they confess this state to one another; after all, both Marina and Petros were pursued by many suitors—closely and, quite often, blatantly.

Yet, they knew with absolute certainty that they belonged to one another, despite never having breathed a word of it. Besides, profound emotions do not always require spoken language to be expressed. Everyone was aware of their open secret—no one particularly liked it, but everyone knew that Petros was meant for Marina, and Marina for Petros.

Time passed, and it would have been only natural for Petros to eventually make the first move he had been contemplating toward his beloved. However, his primary flaw was a lack of self-confidence. You might ask, with so many admirers? But stage fright usually seizes us not for the mundane and the ordinary—which is what all other girls were to him—but for the unique and the extraordinary, which Marina objectively was. And then, the fatal mistake occurred.

Episode 5

There are times when people commit errors that are utterly foolish and entirely out of character—mistakes that, upon reflection, leave one wondering, "How could I have done that?" Of course, the younger, the more foolish, and the more confined within their own microcosm a person is, the greater their ignorance and the magnitude of their blunders. Here, we are faced with both: the young and worldly-naive Marina, and Petros, who is plagued by a profound sense of inferiority.

Thus, the only question remained: how immense would this mistake be, and how many years of heartache would it cost them? Yet, one of life’s certainties is that within any tragedy, there is always a gain—a gain that only truly discerning individuals, with open eyes and minds, can perceive and utilize effectively. All others simply weep and wail over their misfortune, accepting their role as victims like characters in an ancient Greek tragedy.

Then there were Thanos and Christos on one side, and Vasia and Loukia on the other—all "friends" of this unofficial couple. The two boys looked favorably upon the prospect of a relationship with our protagonist and had made their intentions clear. She, however, ignoring them and the rest of her "entourage," had eyes only for Petros. Only for Petros; even though they had not yet shared so much as a kiss, the energy released on the rare occasions they accidentally touched could have lit up the entire city for a month.

Nevertheless, she was content with the state of things between them; she was, after all, quite young for matters of a romantic nature, and those of her classmates who had ventured further became the subject of school scandals. Take Loukia, for instance: a dull creature, riddled with complexes and insecurities. Despite being an only child—from whom one might expect a certain degree of indulgence—she was consumed by fear and self-doubt, fueled by her mother.

Mrs. Thekla, an incredibly despotic woman, nearly illiterate, with a spineless husband who was mere putty in her hands, strove to have her every whim satisfied. Of course, men of that sort often display absolute submission only to pursue their own agendas behind their wives' backs. But that is another story. Loukia’s mother, then, was determined that her daughter should secure a husband who was well-to-do, if not immensely wealthy, regardless of his character, age, or appearance.

But how was such a thing possible when her girl had been so slighted by nature? Lacking any particular beauty, stout, wearing glasses as thick as bottle-bottoms, dressed in unbelievably poor taste, and possessing such a hypocritically demure gaze—who would ever take her?

She certainly had not realized that this creature was her own creation, and that all the aforementioned flaws could only be mended if she truly loved and nurtured her daughter, instead of seeking to "ascend" the social ladder in such a foolish and outdated fashion. Loukia was poorly dressed indeed, wandering about garbed like a priest’s wife from the turn of the last century.

To be sure, when one has no escape from such overwhelming oppression, their stylistic choices are rarely the best, nor is their character particularly refined. This is the case in childhood; however, as we shall see, once you take life into your own hands, you possess every choice to forge the person you wish to become. Marina always treated her with kindness and civility, though without the pity others showed her. After all, she believed it was deeply demeaning to be pitied, for every human being is worthy of respect, regardless of who or what they are.

Yet, Loukia’s response—even to a simple "good morning"—was an incredibly hostile and envious glare. Furthermore, whenever she was with the group, she would pointedly ignore Marina, and as a natural consequence, she would end up sitting alone in a corner while everyone else laughed and enjoyed themselves. She seethed with jealousy whenever she saw Marina and Petros side by side, laughing and making merry with the rest of the group.

Only Vasia, her best friend, shared her temperament and accepted the malice she directed specifically toward Marina, always bringing her along to parties. Despite being the same age as Loukia and Marina, Vasia was already in a long-term relationship and was set to marry as soon as school ended. This made her far more experienced in romantic matters than any of her peers, rendering her a significant ally for Loukia and the deeds she was destined to perform.

By her mother's standards, Loukia had found the ideal suitor. Handsome, young, and from a wealthy family, Louis was the "prime pick" of the marriage market at the time; even their names seemed a match: Louis and Loukia. Mrs. Thekla was already dreaming of wedding invitations; within the narrow confines of her mind, using schemes and rules from a bygone century, she attempted to weave the web that would ensnare the prized bachelor. And the solution to this was a pregnancy. Thus, through Vasia, Loukia clung to Louis’s social circle and immediately set to work, flirting with him subtly in public and overtly during the few moments they were left alone.

Louis, bolstered by the power of his father’s wealth, his own good looks, his fast car, and a bottomless well of frivolity, made no exceptions regarding the women who approached him. He strove as often as possible to increase the number of his sexual conquests, even placing a bet with his friends that he would break his personal record by the end of the summer.

It was not difficult, then, even for Loukia—who until that moment had remained untouched by any man—to find herself with him in the attic of his house. Silently, furtively, and illicitly. Thus passed the first time, and several more followed with the same partner. It was only natural that, eventually, Loukia would fall in love with her lover. After all, he was handsome and strong, with a magnificently toned physique and plenty of money. What more could a girl of her age desire?

With joy, therefore, believing her goal had been achieved, she announced to him after a short while that she was pregnant and that they must now wed. The reward for this "happy" news was for Louis to literally kick her out of his car, gracing her with various colorful epithets from his extensive vocabulary of insults.

Mrs. Thekla turned pale the moment she heard the news; the plan had collapsed, and she was left with a daughter cursed by misfortune and pregnant to boot. What did it matter if the girl loved him? What did it matter if her world had shattered and she wished for death? The mother saw only her own calamity. As for Louis’s parents, armed with the power and arrogance of the nouveaux riches, when Loukia’s parents went to demand an explanation, they made their stance crystal clear.

"There will be no marriage, and get out of our house, for we have the power to ruin you and shame you so thoroughly that you’ll never show your faces in public again." You see, they had found Mrs. Thekla’s Achilles' heel and were pressing hard on the wound. They left with their tails between their legs, merely pleading for the matter to remain a secret. "What do we do now?" asked Loukia’s perennially clueless father. "We must find a way to cover up this disgrace," Thekla thought.

Episode 6

Following the disgrace at Louis’s home, Mrs. Thekla forced her daughter to "get rid" of the baby by terminating the pregnancy. For a handsome fee, the doctor did a thorough job, and Loukia was put back on the "market," posing as a pure virgin, though she could convince no one. The next suitor had already been selected: it was Christos. During the boom of commerce, being a major importer meant you were someone; it meant you had money. Such were the thoughts of Mrs. Thekla as she began indoctrination of her daughter, who trembled before her and always did as she was told. Once again, Loukia became a hanger-on, clinging like a burr to Christos—who, in turn, desired Marina intensely, even more so than Thanos, who was now openly showing his admiration for her.

For days, Christos had been trying to evade Loukia’s advances, while simultaneously attempting to foist her onto some unsuspecting victim. You see, he had learned from Louis the sordid details that were already beginning to be whispered among their social circles. And then, an idea struck him. Petros! But how? He would organize his plan perfectly, without anyone suspecting a thing. Loukia would end up in Petros’s arms, and Marina in his.

On Saturday nights, the group would gather on the upper floor of the neoclassical building, in Petros’s office, which was an ideal setting for parties and small gatherings due to its spaciousness. Tonight’s agenda included pizza, drinks, music, and conversation. Petros, ever the exemplary host, was preparing the space for their little get-together. Beside him, as always, was Marina, though tonight she was not in high spirits; in fact, her intuition would not leave her at peace. Something inside her told her to take Petros by the hand and flee. What was this dark cloud? Could no one else see it? Only she?

The group began to arrive, and soon almost everyone had gathered. The last to arrive were Christos and Thanos, followed a few minutes later by Loukia and Vasia. They arrived later so as not to draw attention, as moments before, on a bench in the square across the street, Christos and Loukia had shared a blunt and candid conversation.

Christos, leaving Vasia and Thanos to their own devices, had pulled Loukia aside to a secluded and dark bench. She, her mind immediately racing toward something illicit, followed him with secret hope and excessive eagerness. She assumed Christos desired her for "those sorts of things" she had learned to offer to keep men close, believing this isolation marked the beginning of a new carnal conquest. How wrong she was! What followed would prove that Christos did not want her as a lover, but as a pawn in his own foul game.

He lit a cigarette and began to explain that, since he knew the whole story involving Louis and since she was simply not his type, nothing could ever happen between them—save for a partnership that would prove mutually beneficial. One could never call Loukia intelligent, yet when it came to cunning, she was a master. As Christos explained his plan in meticulous detail, Loukia saw within it a way out of the cage in which her mother had imprisoned her. She would no longer need anything from her mother; a suitor had been found, and it was the perfect opportunity to harm Marina, whom she hated more than anyone else. Tonight was her lucky night.

Episode 7

The revelry was in full swing—a vibrant blend of dance, song, and an ever-flowing abundance of spirits. The night belonged entirely to them, for with the following day being a public holiday, the Arts Friends Club would keep its doors firmly shuttered to the world. Thus, the gathering, which by then had swelled even further in number, surrendered to the festivities, unburdened by any thought of when the night might end.

Around midnight, Marina made her preparations to depart, as her father was already waiting in the car to escort her home. Having bid the company goodnight, she drew Petros into a quiet corner, pleading with him to be wary that night; her every instinct was sounding a clarion call of alarm. Petros, however, was already too far gone in his cups to truly listen or heed Marina's warnings. He and his companion, Christos, had indulged heavily in drink.

Upon her exit, she caught Loukia’s eye—an ironic, piercing gaze. It was a look she had seen many times before, yet tonight it bore a different, more sinister weight. Halfway down the stairs, Thanos intercepted her. He pleaded for a moment of her time, a request Marina granted only with great reluctance. His oratory followed the usual refrain: "I love you," "I desire you," and so forth; yet this time it was emboldened by unwanted advances and the clumsy attempt at a kiss—which Marina swiftly countered with a resounding slap.

She fled down the remaining steps, desperate to reach the sanctuary of the car and the protection of the father she so deeply revered and loved. As they pulled away, she masked her inner turmoil with a fragile smile, and they soon arrived home. There, in the profound silence of her room, she finally had the solitude to reflect on the evening’s unsettling events. How could Thanos possibly imagine that any spark could ever exist between them, when their entire circle was well aware of her history with Petros?

Lost in these ruminations, sleep began to claim her, her eyelids growing heavy and leaden. The time had come for us to meet and converse. It was my task to guide her, to steel her spirit for the trials that lay ahead.

Kryon: "I see you are deep in thought."

Marina: "Good evening, my dear Kryon; what a sense of peace it brings me to be able to see you! I am not always granted this luxury. I have missed you."

Kryon: "Do not fret, Marina; you know that I am ever by your side, and that every moment of your life is of personal concern to me."

Marina: "What is to come, Kryon? What will befall me? Tonight, a terrible premonition hangs over me like a shadow!"

Kryon: "Have no fear, my dear girl. You know well that whatever is spoken here will fade once you wake; yet, in the hidden recesses of your mind—here, where our worlds meet—you will carry my counsel. You will hear my voice like a faint, persistent whisper. Listen closely now, for there is much I must reveal."

Episode 8

The first sliver of morning light crept through a chink in the curtain, falling directly upon Petros’s eyes. As they fluttered open, he struggled to fathom his surroundings, weighed down by an unbearable heaviness pressing against his chest. Suddenly, he froze, turned to stone; there, draped over him with a lingering smile upon her lips, slept Loukia. His eyes threatened to burst from their sockets, and had the earth split open at that very moment, he would have gladly begged it to swallow him whole.

A creeping numbness, beginning at the crown of his head, rippled through his entire frame, paralyzing him within seconds. Struggling with great effort to dislodge Loukia’s weight, he rose and, with the mechanical, hollow movements of a puppet, began to dress.
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