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	Prologue


	 


	 


	Calm. Stay calm. Relax. Take a deep breath into your gut, feel the energy enter your body. Exhale...


	A foreign sound made me open my eyes to the sight of two strangers. How had they managed to enter my prison?


	Looking up, my gaze met the strangely colored, turquoise eyes of a man I had never seen. Sending out a mental probe proved useless, it was reflected by an impenetrable shield.


	Meanwhile, the woman had rushed to my side. Her hand settled on my shoulder for a moment before she gently trailed her finger down my cheek. A faint tingle of spring-green energy reached my senses. Ignoring the panic rising in my gut, I rose to my feet.


	“Who are you? How did you get in here?” I enquired.


	“It doesn’t matter who I am, Kreon, son of Lucifer. I have come to end your life.”


	The stranger’s words were accompanied by suddenly charged air. Flickers of lightning ran along his arms, gathering into sizzling balls of energy in his hands.


	Frozen in shock, I was unable to defend myself when he placed those hands on both sides of my head. I screamed in terror as the energy fried my brain...














	 


	 


	 


	CHAPTER 1


	Unity


	 


	 


	“Kreon, wake up!” Lia’s voice rang in my ears. Her hands rested on my shoulders, shaking me roughly awake. I was sitting on the floor in yoga position. My throat felt raw from screaming. My heart beat a ragged staccato in my chest. Slowly, the terror of the vision receded. I was still alive.


	Spring green tendrils of energy caressed my body, making my taunt muscles relax. My headache vanished with Lia’s soft kiss on my brow.


	“A new vision?” she queried.


	“No,” I rasped. “Still the same. I don’t understand why I’m still having it. It didn’t happen that way. Iason didn’t kill me. Why do I still see it?”


	“I don’t know. We should visit The Farm, talk to Iason, Iaoel and Bela. Let Maya evaluate the vision.”


	Groaning, I let my head drop into my hands.


	“Lia, it’s been barely a week. I’m not ready, not in control yet.”


	Instead of an answer, her index finger slipped under my chin, tilting my head up, until I looked into her warm, brown eyes. Understanding was reflected there, but also resolve.


	“We can’t wait any longer. I’m with you all the way, though you won’t need me. You are in control.”


	“No, I’m not,” I whispered, shaking my head, shoulders sagging. “You know it, too. Every time you touch me, you can feel it.”


	“Because I love you. I let you in all the way, you are my soul-partner,” she stated adamantly.


	“I know. That makes it even worse. I’m stealing some of your energy every time we touch, even now. One fingertip is enough. I could rip your energy from you in a second.” The words came out as a whispered wail.


	“Wrong! It’s given freely, and I receive some of yours in return. Do I really need to prove to you once again that I’m right?”


	“No!” The word escaped my mouth in a strangled scream before I could stop it. It simply hurt too much when she raised her shield, blocking me out. Instead, my arms reached out, pulling Lia close. My mouth sought hers, the touch of her lips on mine sending shivers down my spine. I felt my power reach out, enter her body, grabbing her energy, pulling it into myself.


	Don’t fight it. Relax! See beyond what you want to see. See what you are giving me in return, she whispered in my mind.


	She was right. I was giving as much as I was taking. With her, it was mutual. The difference to others was, I could force it on them, take their energy, leave some of mine behind. Then, I could use my energy to control them. It felt like raping someone. Sometimes, it just happened that I reached out, even if I didn’t want it. I still couldn’t completely control it. I feared I could do that to a member of The Farm’s community, pissing off Lia’s brother Bela, the community leader, and owner of The Farm.


	My thoughts returned to the present the moment Lia changed the game. She was pushing her energy into me now, forcing me to give away more of mine.


	Don’t! I screamed inside.


	No chance, she was in full control. I finally understood what her ability to manipulate any kind of energy really meant. She pushed farther, spring green tendrils caressing me from the inside, wrapping me in love and understanding. Her energy saturated every single cell of my body, as mine did hers. We were one. Suddenly, she released control, giving me the choice to withdraw. I couldn’t, unable to let go. I let my energy vibrate gently against hers, feeling her shiver in anticipation.


	Our lips met with a tingling sensation. The feeling totally different than before. There was no resistance. I tried to gasp. No air entered my lungs. I tried to scream. No sound emerged. Opening my eyes, I was still able to see. There was no solid body left, only a warm, brown and spring green energy cloud, tendrils twining and writhing. We had dissolved our bodies, had become one in our pure energetic form.


	Lia! My panic made our energies ripple, glow bright in response.


	I’m here. Relax. Enjoy! We are joined to the core of our being. You will never be out of control again. Feel the difference. You are a True Angel now, her soothing voice chimed in my head.


	Our bodies! How do we get them back? True Angel or not, I was still in panic.


	A bubbling tingle tickled my energy, Lia was laughing. Concentrate on the memory of a solid body imprinted in your energy, she instructed.


	Slowly, I felt our energies separate and solidify, leaving me hanging in the air with Lia cradled in my arms. The separation felt so wrong, it physically hurt. I pulled her closer, felt her respond with equal strength.


	Our bodies might be separate, our energies and minds will never be again, she whispered softly in my head.


	I pressed my nose in the crook of her neck, feeling her warmth, inhaling her sweet scent, whispering, “I love you,” in her hair.


	She was right. Every single one of my cells held the residue of Lia’s energy now, the way hers held mine. It was the complete opposite of what I had tried to achieve for so long, yet it felt so right. For the first time since gaining my wings, I felt whole.


	“Can all soul-partners do that?” I wondered.


	“Dad and Vapuliel definitely can, after Vapuliel learned how to get her body back. Bela and Maya as well. I don’t know about the others.”


	“I guess, now I have no more excuses not to return to The Farm,” I sighed, preparing to flash.


	“Wait!” Lia’s words stopped me short. “We should get dressed again first, or they will laugh their asses off at our appearance,” she replied, pointing at a heap of clothes lying on the floor. I hadn’t even noticed I was naked.


	“Hmmm,” I hummed, taking advantage of our bare bodies. They could wait a little longer...




 


	 


	 


	CHAPTER 2


	Experiment


	 


	 


	We arrived at a totally empty farmhouse sometime in the afternoon. I knew we were late, but where had they all gone?


	I felt Lia cast out her senses in search of her brother, drawing on my energy through our clasped hands like it was the most natural thing in the world. I felt myself pulled along, seeing my surroundings as a strange, multicolored picture.


	They have gone up to The Chariot without us, she commented a moment later, flashing us to a deserted corridor. I blinked, willing my vision to return to normal sight. I hadn’t been up here before this. I wasn’t sure they would welcome me. The stigma of being Lucifer’s son was still weighing heavily on my shoulders. Helios had been abducted and controlled by my father. Would he welcome me on the bridge, or cast me out?


	Still lost in thought, Lia had pulled me through the door to the bridge. Helios wasn’t there. Instead, Myron and two more of Helios’ children were currently on bridge duty. He smiled at me, coming closer, tentatively holding out his hand in welcome.


	I hesitated, wary to take the offered hand.


	“I’m not afraid of you, or your abilities,” he stated. “I’ve been practicing with my daughter Selene. I know what you can do.” He had a relaxed smile on his lips, still holding out his hand. Lia had withdrawn, letting me handle the situation by myself.


	Taking the risk, I accepted the offered hand for a short handshake, unprepared for what Myron did next. Instead of letting go again, he pulled me into a tight hug.


	“You are family, don’t be so shy,” he exclaimed, clapping me on my back. At a complete loss of words, I hugged him back in return.


	Nothing happened, no energy of mine tried to infiltrate his body. Relief flooded through me, making my nose itch, sending tears to my eyes. Despite knowing what I was, he had accepted me, the way Bela had accepted me into the community of The Farm when we first met. Just like that, no questions asked. This community was so different from everything I had ever experienced, based on acceptance and understanding, instead of distrust and doubt. The concept was still hard to grasp.


	Oblivious to my inner struggle, Myron released me, smiling.


	“See, nothing happened.” With a look at Lia, he continued, “I’m to tell you they have all gathered in Gabriel’s quarters. They didn’t look happy when they left.”


	Hurrying out of the door, Lia flashed us the moment we were off the bridge. We ended up hanging in the air, above a floor littered with various oriental seating cushions, in an otherwise barren cabin. Beliel, Vapuliel, Bela, Maya, Selene and Iason were gathered in one corner. Gabriel was nowhere in sight.


	“He’s gone, you were right. He has taken the sphere with him,” Bela stated, speaking to his father. Whatever he was talking about, the grave expression on his face told me it was nothing good.


	“What happened?” Lia asked, rushing to her brother’s side.


	“Gabriel has been acting strange lately. The command forcing Selene to leave The Farm was only the first sign. Dad thinks he tried to find Lucifer on his own, using the energies encased in the sphere. He must have opened himself to the influence of Lucifer’s energy. We fear he has contaminated himself.”


	I gasped, the impact of his words feeling like a hit in my gut. No! A mind-reading Archangel under my father’s control was the worst possible scenario I could think of.


	I had been standing a few steps away during the whole exchange. Beliel’s eyes sought mine. “Kreon, please join us. I want to try something. I’ll need you and Selene for it.”


	He continued only after I had stepped to his side.


	“Selene, you will infiltrate my body against my will. Force your energy on me, try to control me. Don’t worry, I’ve resisted Lucifer’s influence for centuries, you won’t do any harm.”


	Looking into my eyes, he explained further. “Kreon, I want you to rip Selene’s energy from me again.”


	A shocked grunt escaped my lips. “I don’t know if I can rip it from you, forced energy is like a virus, it can’t be removed. You …”


	The look in his eyes made me stop mid-sentence, making me mumble something different instead. “Even if it’s possible, I can’t rip it from you without giving you some of mine in return,” I warned him.


	He nodded. “I know, you are a True Angel, as well as Lucifer’s son. The only one who might be able to remove Lucifer’s energy from a contaminated Angel. I understand the risk to yourself. You would be forced to let Lucifer’s energy enter your body. Selene’s energy is the closest we can practice with. I want to find out how strong you are now.”


	Looking me over, he paled, eyes turning into slits for a moment as he scrutinized me closely.


	“I see, you achieved full unity. Lia, are you willing to share the risk?” he directed at his daughter.


	Instead of an answer, Lia’s hand slipped into mine, clasping it firmly.


	Beliel exhaled a gush of hot air, looking scared. I shared his fear, not happy with the situation at all.


	Did you really think I would refuse? Lia whispered in my head. I know, you and Dad would have liked that, but it won’t help. We need to explore every avenue available to us.


	Logic told me she was right. I still didn’t have to like it one bit!


	During our silent conversation, Selene had stepped to my side. I heard Beliel giving her some last instructions.


	“Remember what I taught you. The imprint of my heritage in your cells will enable you to separate Lucifer’s energy signature. Use his energy only, don’t hesitate. He never does. The scenario must be as realistic as possible.”


	I watched in horror as Selene’s bright green eyes turned a muddy brown, speckled with red dots, the moment she let her evil side take over. Iason was standing calmly behind her, hands on her shoulders. He didn’t look worried at all. On the contrary, he was supplying her with additional energy.


	Bright red energy swirls lashed out, wrapping themselves around Beliel. I watched him recoil, sudden fear widening his eyes. Leaving Beliel encased in red swirls, Selene let go, closing her eyes, sinking back into Iason’s arms with an exhausted moan.


	Now! Lia’s command in my head, her arms around my waist.


	I reached out with my gentle brown energy, tried to wrap it around those swirls. They were slick, gliding out of my grasp repeatedly. Touching them felt like fire, scorching, hurting my reaching energy tendrils. Sweat started forming on my brow. I had heard Beliel’s explanation to Selene, knew what I had to do to succeed. For that, I needed to accept the part of me I had tried to lock away for so long, let it take control again.


	I can’t, I screamed inside. I had been there before, let the hunger for power control me. What if I would cross the line completely this time? What if I couldn’t come back? I was joined with Lia now. I would pull her down with me.


	I knew Lia was privy to my struggle. Instead of acknowledging my fear, she acted. Taking control of my energy, she did what I hadn’t dared. Separating Lucifer’s heritage from the rest, she assaulted Selene’s red swirls with stunning precision, wielding my dark side with ease. How had she known what to do, I wondered?


	Within the blink of an eye, Selene’s red swirls were ripped from Beliel’s body, exchanged with my own. The rest of mine were battling with hers in the air between us. Only a slight difference in the red’s hue told me, mine were winning.


	Go home! Lia’s command in my head, directed at those swirls. They stopped fighting, pausing, confused, then half of them vanished into Selene’s body. Her eyes snapped open, displaying a familiar green. She was herself again. The remaining swirls returned to me, wrapping me in red light.


	Focusing on Beliel, I pulled at the part of my energy coursing through his body, willing it to return to me. He let out a strangled scream, sinking to his knees in pain the moment my red swirls left him without being replaced by his own. Selene still held the ripped energy firmly in her grasp.


	Guilt washed over me. Guilt for inflicting pain on my father-in-law, guilt for my carelessness. The return of the rest of my energy made me stagger this time, then watch in disbelief as the bright red swirls voluntarily sank into my skin, integrating themselves again. Only warm brown remained.


	By then, Beliel had risen to his feet. His face showed no sign of the recent ordeal. Instead, he smiled at Selene and me.


	“Well done, both of you. It was a fascinating experience.”


	Inclining my head in his direction, I pulled Lia close. Her head rested on my chest. Her right hand placed over my racing heart. Calm settled over me, my breathing returned to normal, the hammering of my heart subsided.


	“Thank you,” I whispered, trailing a finger lovingly down her cheek. Tilting her head up, her eyes met mine. My gasp turned into a groan as her lips covered mine in a hungry kiss. Had I just seen red speckles in her hazelnut brown eyes? Breaking apart, I searched her eyes for signs of contamination again. They looked normal. Had I only imagined it?


	Eyes travelling along those present in this room, searching for something wrong, I noticed Selene still hanging limply in her soul-partner Iason’s arms. She was my – I didn’t know how many great – granddaughter, a fact I had only discovered a few days ago, together with many other mind-boggling things.


	Worried, I asked, “Iason, is she all right?”


	He nodded. “She is one of The Farm’s youngest True Angels. Coming to terms with your heritage isn’t easy on her. Beliel, Bela and Lia can draw on every energy surrounding them to replenish themselves. I can pull energy from the soil beneath me. She can only draw it from another sentient being, as you well know. She refuses to take mine right now. So far, she hasn’t been able to use Bela’s or Aphrodite’s imprinted abilities to access another source. I hope it will manifest soon. At the moment, she is struggling with what she has done to Beliel. She wants to give back his energy, but doesn’t know how.”


	Oh! Giving it back was the easy part. Reaching the state of mind where you could let go of what you had stolen was the real challenge. Her conscience was battling with the evil side she had been forced to release. I yearned to explain it to her, yet, knew deep inside that it wouldn’t do any good.


	Whispering, “I’m sorry,” to Selene, I gently brushed a stray strand of hair from her face, accidently touching her skin. I felt my energy seep out of my finger, entering her body, replenishing part of her faltering strength with ease. At the same time, mint-green energy returned to me. On pure instinct, I had exchanged Beliel’s energy with some of my own, taking the burden to return it upon myself.


	“Thank you, Grandfather,” she sighed. Still touching her, I felt her open up, finally accepting the energy Iason tried to give her through the soul-partner connection. Letting her feel and hear what I did next, I directed a thought at Beliel’s energy. Go home!


	Taking a deep breath, I relaxed my hold on those mint-green swirls, smiling as they left my body to reunite with their owner. A surprised grunt behind me confirmed they had found their way back.


	A moment later, Maya’s worried voice chimed in my head, her anxiety for her great-grandfather palatable in her words. Can we search for Eileen now? Perhaps, we can also find Gabriel that way…”














	 


	 


	 


	CHAPTER 3


	The Forge


	 


	 


	We gathered at the far side of the bridge in front of The Machine. Maya set up a conference circuit that enabled us to communicate mind to mind. With it, she also broadcast the familiar picture of three Angels sitting in front of The Machine, hands covered in the muddy substance that served as interface.


	In her mind, both men were supported by their soul-partners. Vapuliel’s hands rested lightly on Beliel’s shoulders, while she had propped her chin on top of Bela’s head, her arms wrapped around his body.


	Seeing it as an invitation to do the same, I seated myself in Lia’s chair before pulling her onto my lap. Her giggle inside my head told me she liked the idea as she relaxed against me. The others had settled into their usual positions by then.


	I watched in fascination as the mud covered their hands, before hearing the Machine in my head the first time.


	Welcome Beliel, Bela, Lia. What can I do for you today?


	Lia had been right, The Machine really sounded like Vapuliel. No wonder, a fraction of her energy was embedded into it.


	Search for Eileen’s energy signature, please, Beliel’s voice sounded in my head.


	I felt The Machine grab Lia’s energy. I felt the needed part of mine pulled along, into the mud, where it entwined with four other energies before being cast out, stretched thinner and thinner, until it surrounded the entire planet.


	It was taxing, pushing my strength to the limit. Lia was drawing heavily on my energy, enhancing the accuracy of the search-grid. Goosebumps started forming on my arms, the air temperature around us dropping several degrees as Bela pulled additional energy from the air to support Lia’s efforts.


	Search below ground, Bela added to the search parameters. Nothing happened.


	I don’t understand, Maya commented. We should be able to pick up her signature easily.


	Not if she’s shielded in some underground location similar to the Society’s headquarters, I dared to add.


	A sigh escaped Maya’s lips. We must find a way to break through the shield somehow.


	A cold shiver made my body tense the moment I picked up Lia’s thought, a fraction of a second before she pushed it into the conference circuit.


	We need to get Iason and Iaoel in on this. We need to search for her on the alternate plane of existence. Both Iason and Iaoel have the ability to travel Morpheus’ realm of sleep.


	Cold sweat started gathering on my brow, making me clench my teeth. I even bit my tongue in an effort not to broadcast my reaction. Pure terror to Lia’s suggestion of getting Iaoel in on this was rising inside me. It didn’t help. I expected the others to recoil, break the connection the moment my fear of meeting Iaoel again reached them. They did stiffen as my terror washed over them. A moment later, I was wrapped in five soothing thoughts of love and understanding.


	Kreon, maybe, you should go talk to him, Vapuliel suggested.


	I wailed silently. Me? Why? He won’t listen to me. He must still hate me!


	Because you have more in common than you realize, Vapuliel explained patiently. He fears my wrath, as you are scared of his. He still doesn’t understand that I have forgiven him, because he can’t forgive himself. I’m sure he can relate to your problem. You think he can’t forgive you for the same reason. 


	Intellectually, I knew she was right. Why couldn’t I stop my hands from trembling?


	Blood singing in my ears, I hardly noticed the return of my energy as the group aborted the futile search. The moment I was free, instinct took over. I felt my wings emerge, flashing out with no consciously selected location in my mind.


	I ended up somewhere dark, freezing cold, yet strangely familiar. Opening my eyes, I surveyed my surroundings bathed in the light of my wings. I knew this place, I had lived here once, at the end of the Scandinavian Iron Age. I had converted this cave in the middle of nowhere into my personal forge. My chain mail had been forged here. Before I left, I had sealed the entrance with huge boulders and snow. Obviously, nobody had discovered the place since then. Still rooted to the spot, my mind leaped back to those days, to the only visitor ever to come along.


	 


	*******


	I was standing at the forge, filling molten iron in the casting mold for the chain mail rings. I had been working relentlessly, a whole bowl full of rings waiting to be formed into the chain mail I planned to make. A soft “Hello” ripped me out of my concentration, molten iron burning the tip of my thumb.


	A figure clad in fur and leather, a scarf covering most of her face, was standing in the mouth of the cave, holding the broken metal runner of a sleigh in her gloved hands. She dropped the pieces the moment I yelped in pain, rushed to my side, covering my thumb with her hands in a soothing gesture. When she let go, only a scar remained where raw, burned flesh had been only moments ago.


	“I’m sorry,” she whispered with downcast eyes. “I wanted to know if you could repair this,” she continued, picking up the pieces of the broken runner again, holding them out to me.


	Still dumbstruck from what she had just done, I accepted the pieces and set to work, heating the broken ends to fit the metal together again. While I was working, she explored the cave, stopping in front of the bowl of chain mail rings. She didn’t comment, only scrutinized my efforts with eyes turned to slits. She had probably wrinkled her brow, too, underneath her fur cap. I couldn’t tell for sure.


	When I was done, she thanked me with a bow, throwing several strange coins, made from a metal I had never seen before, on the table. She turned to leave, her gaze travelling over my body, making me feel completely naked. I had to bite my tongue, squeezing my eyes shut in an effort to stop my energies from reaching out to her. I so much wanted to grab her life force, leave some of my energy behind, then force her to stay with me.


	She left, oblivious to my struggle, blood gathering inside my mouth from the hole I had bitten in my tongue.


	After she had safely left my sphere of influence, I examined the coins she had thrown on the table as payment. They probably had some worth, somewhere. For me, it was simply metal for more rings, perfect circles shimmering in a beautiful golden hue. I didn’t know what kept me from mixing them with the iron rings. Somehow, they held a special place in my heart. Without conscious effort, that was the place they eventually ended up in the chain mail, a shimmering golden spot directly over my heart.


	 


	*******


	The soft, ringing sound of chain mail ripped me out of my memories, before Lia’s warm hands wrapped around my waist.


	“I knew I would find you here, the place we first met,” she whispered softly.


	I gasped at her words. We had achieved full unity. How could I have missed the significance of this day? A moment later, Lia’s memories filled my head.


	 


	*******


	The crack of the old runner as it hit the hidden stone made me curse. Shit! I was in the middle of nowhere. With a broken sleigh, I had to walk home the whole way, carrying the purchase from the village on my back. Scanning my surroundings, I noticed smoke maybe a quarter mile away. Hopefully, I could get help there. Removing the broken metal runner from the sleigh, I set out in direction of the smoke.


	Entering the cave, I rejoiced silently. This must be my lucky day. I had stumbled right into a forge. “Hello?” I called softly, not wanting to startle the lone figure standing there. It didn’t help. He flinched at my call, molten iron burning his thumb because of my carelessness.


	I didn’t think. Dropping the runner pieces, I rushed to the man’s side, covering his thumb in a healing gesture. I gasped silently, gritting my teeth to stifle the exclamation pushing out of my mouth. The wound sealed almost by itself when my healing energy touched him. The man was definitely no pure human, he was like me! I wasn’t sure he knew, because he didn’t react to my incursion at all.


	“I’m sorry,” I whispered with downcast eyes. “I wanted to know if you could repair this.” Picking up the pieces of the broken runner again, I held them out to him.


	He set to work immediately, repairing the runner with practiced ease while I roamed the cave, fascinated by a bowl, filled to the brim with miniature iron rings.


	When he was done, I paid him with strange coins my father had left my mother. Assuming he was like me, he might know what to do with them. I couldn’t help myself, he intrigued me. Turning to leave, I let my senses roam over his body. I felt him react, saw bright red swirls reaching out in response to my scan. His face contorted as if in pain, before they vanished completely again. Had I hurt him? He had looked so sad for a moment, I wanted to help him, ease his pain.


	Instead of returning to my home immediately, I stayed in the vicinity for several days, watching him forge more metal rings out of my coins. One night, I snuck into the cave, wanting to see those rings up close. A warm glow left my hand, settling on those rings the moment I reached out to snatch one for myself. It was beautiful, settling on my right pinkie finger with no effort. Somehow, I felt connected to this intriguing stranger.


	 


	*******


	Lia’s memories of our first meeting faded out, my mind spinning from the revelation. While sharing her memory, she had placed her right hand over my heart. The pinkie finger was still carrying the ring shimmering in a strange golden hue. In her other hand, she was holding my chain mail.


	“I thought it fitting to return it to the place it was made so long ago,” she whispered.


	I didn’t respond, still rooted to the spot, frozen in shock. I finally understood how I had been able to withstand the temptation of taking off the chain mail that blocked my evil abilities, how I had resisted using my powers for so long. Every time I was struggling, a calm had settled over my heart, a soothing touch I had never understood before. It had been Lia! She had bound those chain mail rings to herself, and to me. She had gradually healed my heart and soul over all those centuries, until a reformed Kreon with an intact conscience had emerged, ready to be turned all the way. She had known exactly who I was, that day they found me in the Society’s prison. The odd familiarity of her touch finally made sense. She had assessed my state of body and mind.


	A sob hitched in my throat. The feeling of failure washed over me. I hadn’t done it all by myself after all, except for the last five years. My prison had shielded me from Lia as well, she hadn’t been able to help me.


	“Those five years, I thought I had failed after all, that you had taken it off.” Lia whispered into my chest in response to my thoughts. “Then, for a short moment, your presence was back, a few hours before Iason flashed to the farmhouse to pick up Eric for their visit to Greece. I simply knew I had to come along. I was right. I had finally found you again, imprisoned at the Society’s headquarters.”


	“A few hours before you showed up, there was a total blackout. Electricity was gone for several minutes,” I remembered.


	Lia’s eyes went wide at my statement. “The strange humming that grated so much on Iason’s nerves!” she exclaimed. “The shield is powered by electricity. It was strongest in Eileen’s cell…”
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