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	Prologue


	 


	 


	The truck came out of nowhere. It crashed into the driver’s side of my old Chrysler with the bone chilling screech of metal on metal, the sound of grating metal rattling though my mind as my head hit the frame of the car with brutal force. Celine screamed next to me, then my world went dark. I don’t know how long I faded in and out of consciousness. Everything that happened afterwards was a blur. Celine was repeating my name again, and again, between sobs. Excruciating pain raging along the left side of my body, accompanied by the sirens of the ambulance. Suddenly, a blinding light struck my eyes…


	“The pupils don’t react, severe trauma of body and brain. He needs to go to emergency surgery – NOW!”


	An oxygen mask appeared on my face. I felt myself fade away into oblivion.




 


	 


	 


	CHAPTER 1


	Coma


	 


	 


	Coming to my senses again, standing in the middle of nowhere, everything around me was plain white, except for me. I looked down at my body, frowning. I knew I had been hurt quite severely in the car crash. Why did everything appear to be whole?


	“Well, I guess I’m dead, then,” I spoke aloud, hearing my voice as a faint whisper. The whiteness swallowed all sound.


	Was this heaven or hell? I had been an ordinary person, not bad or evil, but no saint, either. Baptized a Catholic, going to church was part of my life only on Christmas Eve once a year. Not really believing in any religion, where would I end up? Was there really a heaven, or a hell?


	A sound to my left made me turn. I walked toward it. After a moment, agitated voices filtered through the white haze. They were speaking a strange language I was amazingly able to understand.


	“It wasn’t my decision. You know very well why we stopped going down to help,” a woman spat out.


	A male voice responded. “How did he get up here. He shouldn’t be here at all! He’s none of our business.”


	“He was supposed to have a future, marry his girlfriend, have children. Because we neglected our jobs as Guardians, we have to deal with the consequences now!” a third, younger voice chimed in.


	“Be quiet, Deedee, you’re much too young for this,” the first two voices replied in unison.


	A sarcastic laugh reached my ears. “Too young? It doesn’t matter how old I am compared to you. I came of age a long time ago. I was born down there. Let me go back, start doing what we were created to do again. Maybe, I can do a better job than you, Dad! Perhaps, you’re getting too old!” the third voice replied icily.


	A sigh escaped my lips. This couldn’t be true. They were bickering about failures. I shouldn’t even be here? The hit to my head must have made me go crazy, all this just a figment of my imagination. If my memory served me right, one of the doctors had mentioned brain damage. It seemed like I just had to find out.


	My sigh must have reached their ears, because “Dad” called out.


	“Since you’ve heard us, you might as well come over here, boy.”


	I slowly started to make my way through the whiteness, until my left shin thumped into something solid. My left side tingled. I cried out in remembered pain.


	“Oh, Dad, that’s enough now!”


	The voice, belonging to the girl, sounded annoyed. Somebody clapped hands. The fog lifted to reveal a storage space full of wooden crates, old furniture, historic statues, other strange looking clutter. Where had I ended up, a smuggler’s den? The storage area of a museum? Looking down, I could see a small metal chest. That’s what my leg had bumped. Turning around, I finally took in the persons belonging to the voices that had reached my ears.


	A bearded man with long, slightly curly hair. His brown hair mixed with white. He was tall, broad-shouldered, with a well-toned body clad in tight-fitting jeans and shirt. His silver-grey eyes flashed in my direction with barely concealed ire. The woman looked younger than the man. She had long brown hair. She had a friendly smile on her lips. Her well-formed body was concealed by a flowing ankle-length dress. The daughter was stunningly beautiful! Her strawberry blonde hair was braided in intricate patterns around her head. She grinned at me openly. I felt myself blush as my eyes travelled down the length of her sparsely clad body.


	She held out her hand. I shook it with my mouth hanging slightly open, my brain muddled with desire.


	“Welcome to the Chariot,” she greeted me.


	I forced my mouth closed with an effort, swallowing hard. It wouldn’t make a good impression to start drooling. A pealing laughter escaped her lips.


	“Don’t worry, people react like this all the time. I’m used to it. Come on. You’re here now. Let me give you a tour. We should get out of here before things get dangerous,” she added with a glance at the others. She grabbed my hand, pulling me through a sturdy metal door set in a metal wall.


	The door had barely closed behind us when the shouting started again. This time they had changed the language. They were yelling at each other in Greek. I didn’t catch the words, but recognized the language of my youth immediately. It made me stop in my tracks when a flash of memories flooded my mind.


	 


	*******


	I was sitting in my father’s study at the university in Athens, an old tome about Greek history on my lap. I couldn’t read, yet, but liked the pretty pictures inside. My father had given me the book to keep me quiet. He needed to work through some paper about Greek mythology one of his students had given him for a dissertation. The pictures in the book flashed across my mind, stopping at…


	 


	*******


	The memory faded out the moment the lights in the corridor flared bright. Electricity crackled along the metal ceiling, accompanied by the sound of thunder. The lights winked out. The floor tilted beneath me. I ended up clinging to the doorframe, barely preventing myself from dropping to the floor, sliding down the tilted corridor. Finally, the emergency lights flickered to life. The floor regained its normal position.


	What was this place? A gigantic airplane? What had Deedee called it, the Chariot? No, no, NO, NO…!


	This time, I gripped the doorframe to keep myself from sinking to the floor in shock. This couldn’t be true! I had spent running from my supposed heritage for the last fifteen years, calling my Dad a fool. I had emigrated from Greece to the US, even changing my name after turning eighteen. Now, fate had caught up with me after all.


	“Are you all right?” Deedee’s voice slowly penetrated my consciousness. Opening eyes squeezed shut at the revelation, she looked at me from an armlength away. Her gaze roamed over my white knuckles still clutching the doorframe, my probably grey complexion, if I looked as bloodless as I felt. A cold sheen of sweat started gathering on my brow.


	“No, I’m not all right – Aphrodite!”


	Now, it was her turn to pale. She looked at me as if I had dropped a bomb in her lap. She stared at me for a long time. Holding her gaze until she averted her eyes, she sighed.


	“I should have known you didn’t end up here by accident,” she finally said. “Please, let’s keep it a secret for now. Dad will freak out again if we tell him.”


	“Don’t worry, I won’t tell Zeus and Hera, if that’s what you mean. Only don’t tell them about my heritage,” I replied evenly.


	“All right, let’s go find someplace that’s quiet, inconspicuous. You can tell me who you are. You have the advantage right now.” She started walking down the corridor, beckoning me to follow. We ended up in a corner of a mainly deserted mess hall, cradling cups of hot coffee in our cold hands. She flicked her fingers. The white mist I had encountered earlier surrounded us again, effectively blocking out prying eyes, or ears. Her eyes bored into mine with an intensity that threatened to turn my soul inside out.


	“Who are you?”


	“For the last eleven years, my name was Jason Tim. My birth name is Iason Tychon Timaeus. I was born in Athens, Greece. My mother was Aglaia Argus-Timaeus. I never met her. She died at my birth, leaving my father a shattered, broken being with an infant in his care. My father never let me out of sight after my mother’s death. He was sure she’d been murdered in childbirth. My first memories are of his study at the Kapodistrias-University of Athens, where he held the professorship in Greek and Eastern Mediterranean Archaeology.


	The first six years of my life were spent among old, dusty tomes in Damon Castor Timaeus’ domain. Finally, he renounced his position to school me at home. He rambled often about our family being direct descendants of the Greek Gods, of some secret society I was supposed to join on my sixteenth birthday. I started making plans to escape the clutches of this crazy maniac of a father. At fourteen, I emptied his safe and ran away.


	I earned some money as a migrant worker in the boondocks far away from Athens. When I finally turned eighteen, I bribed a civil servant at the courthouse for speedy processing, legally changing my name to Jason Tim. With the rest of my money, I bought a one-way-ticket to the USA, applying for immigration the moment I passed customs. At first, they wanted to kick me out again. When I enlisted myself in the US Army, they let me stay for good. I was physically fit. I did everything required. Deep at heart, I couldn’t deny my heritage after all, sticking my nose in books rather than mud. I eventually ended up in Army Intelligence, working at Fort Belvoir in Fairfax County, Virginia.


	I was on my way home when my girlfriend called, asking me to pick her up because she’d missed the bus. On the way back, we got hit by a truck. Now, I’m dead, stuck here with you, wherever that might be, waiting to discover what will happen to me.”


	Aphrodite just looked at me, shaking her head. “Wrong, you’re not dead. Currently, you are in an artificially induced coma, so your battered body can heal in peace. Your left side has been crushed pretty severely. You may never have full use of your left arm again, but you will live. In a few days, they will try to wake you. We still have some time left before your soul needs to return to your human body. Let me give you the tour I promised earlier. You may ask your questions on the way.”


	Rising to follow her, I groaned. “Why am I here? How did I get here? Why do I have a body if I’m a ghost?”


	Instead of an answer, she shrugged. “I have no idea. To answer that question, much more information about your heritage would be helpful. We all have different abilities. As far as I remember, soul travel is not one of them. It would help to know who might have fathered your ancestor.”


	I had no idea, always accusing my father of being a nutcase. I had tried to forget his lectures. 


	“I might be able to find out. I only need to find my father…” I started, suddenly realizing it wouldn’t be that simple after all.




 


	 


	 


	CHAPTER 2


	Intensive Care


	 


	 


	Realization hit hard. My body was lying in a coma! My head started spinning. I had to brace myself on the wall to stay upright. How could I even touch the wall as a ghost! Still, the metal felt cold, solid under my hand as my fist pounded it in frustration. A gentle, warm hand on my wrist made me look up again. Sea-blue eyes met mine. “Calm down, we will figure it out. Let’s find Gabriel. If one of us knows, he does.”


	“Gabriel?” I stated, confused. “Archangel Gabriel? What is he doing on The Chariot, the celestial vessel of the Greek Gods?”


	Another peal of laughter emerged from her lips.


	“None of us are really Gods. We are Guardians, originally left in orbit by The Creator to take care of his creation. For example, Zeus’ original name is Barakiel. In our true form, we are pure energy. The bodies we were given by The Creator look like winged humanoids, what the humans would call Angels.”


	Her hand still around my wrist, she tried to pull me along. Another wave of vertigo hit, adding to my confusion. Suddenly, I was seeing double. Aphrodite’s face, and that of a middle-aged nurse, were both staring at me.


	“Jason, you are fading! If you want to come back, use this to find me. Or, I’ll try to find you,” Aphrodite promised. Before she disappeared completely, her fingers brushed my hand. A marble-sized ball of brightly glowing purple energy remained in my palm.


	My body convulsed, the nurse’s scream for a doctor reached my ears.


	“Cardiac arrest, we are losing him.”


	Cold metal touched my bare chest. The shock of electricity coursing through my body made me gasp. My eyes opened to a hospital room.


	No! I want to go back! I screamed inside. No sound emerged from my mouth.


	“Don’t try to speak, you are intubated. You are back, you will be all right now,” the nurse tried to soothe me.


	I gagged, lifting my right hand to my mouth, almost getting entangled in the IV sticking in its back. I needed to get rid of this thing. I needed to speak. She caught my wrist again.


	“Don’t try that, you’ll just hurt yourself. I’ll call the doctor.” She released my wrist, leaving the room in a hurry.


	Alone, I lifted my right hand again so I could see it. I would have gasped if that had been possible with the tube sticking in my throat. There, in my palm, the ball of purple energy Aphrodite had given me in my dream was still visible. Watching in wonder, it slowly disappeared into my skin.


	A tingling started to spread from my hand, along my arm, to my heart, then flowing outward in all directions at once. The energy must have entered my bloodstream. The tingling reached my brain, the world exploded around me. The dim lights overhead suddenly were unbearably bright, the soft murmur of the machines a pain in my ears, the faint smell of antiseptic seared my nose.


	It was over again right away. All that remained was a gentle vibration throughout my whole body, in addition to a burning in my left arm that faded away after another minute.


	When the doctor arrived, my senses had returned to normal. I was able to follow his movement with my eyes, until he stopped beside my bed.


	“Mr. Tim, you gave us quite a fright a few minutes ago. It’s not wise to take you off the machines already. I would prefer to keep you sedated for several more days. Since you are awake now, you may decide for yourself.”


	I tried to nod. Carefully, I lifted my right hand again, making a pulling motion, while gesturing at the breathing tube.


	He sighed. “Reading your military record, I expected nothing else.” Nodding to the nurse, they made short work in pulling out the offending tube. I was gagging and coughing the moment it left my mouth.


	The coughing spasms travelled through my body, making me wonder. No pain in my left side? Looking down, everything was wrapped in an arrangement of several casts around my leg, arm, torso and shoulder. They must have doused me liberally with painkillers while I was out.


	No more of this! I didn’t smoke, hardly ever drank, and had no intention of ending up as a morphine addict anytime soon.


	“How bad is it?” I rasped, raising my head to meet the doctor’s eyes.


	He looked back with unwavering gaze. “Pretty bad. You are in Intensive Care. We didn’t expect you to wake up so soon. You have multiple fractures throughout the whole left side of your body, a rib punctured your lung, your temporal bone has been broken.”


	“It doesn’t hurt. What did you give me?” I enquired.


	Instead of an answer, he circled around to the foot of my bed to check the medical record clipped there. I heard him gasp, saw his eyes widen in shock.


	“Nothing at all,” he whispered, before falling silent. His expression told me what he was thinking – the nerve damage was even more severe than assumed. Hurrying to my left side, he carefully lifted my left arm with one hand, before his index finger settled below my exposed fingers.


	“Try to grip my finger,” he demanded.


	I had to think of a baby getting its gripping reflex tested. Grinning, I did as he told me, squeezing hard, until he gasped again.


	“You can let go now,” he pressed through clenched teeth. Had I hurt him?


	“Impossible!” he exclaimed. “I don’t understand. You shouldn’t be able to grip with that hand at all. Those nerves were damaged beyond repair. And yet, you were not just able to move those fingers, you managed to squeeze so hard it hurt.”


	Yeah, Aphrodite had said something about permanent damage to my left arm, too. Obviously, they had both been wrong.


	“Get some sleep, Mr. Tim. I will confer with my colleagues, check those records again. It looks like your chart got mixed up.” Turning on his heel, he left the room in a hurry.


	My head sinking back onto the pillow, I studied my right hand. There was no trace of that purple energy now. Was it possible that I had really dreamt it all? It had felt so real!


	Only one way to find out, I told myself. Smiling, I pictured Aphrodite’s beautiful face, framed by braided, blond hair, the dimples on her cheeks when she smiled, the sound of her voice when she laughed.


	“I want to go back to my dream, back to The Chariot, back to Aphrodite,” I whispered. Closing my eyes, I stifled a yawn, feeling incredibly tired…


	Noticing an upward pull, I let go of the confines of my bedridden body. For a second, my eyes caught a glimpse of my immobile form lying in a hospital bed, surrounded by blinking, humming, beeping machinery. The last tether holding me to my body loosened and stretched. I soared free, high in the sky, up farther and farther.


	Perhaps, this was a dream after all, or even brain damage? I didn’t mind. If brain damage felt so good, then so be it!














	 


	 


	 


	CHAPTER 3


	Cloud of Energy


	 


	 


	Aphrodite’s picture firmly in mind, I ended up in a tastefully decorated cabin, watching her run out of the door in a hurry.


	“Aphrodite, wait,” I called after her. She continued onward as if she hadn’t heard me. I tried to follow her, but the door closed in my face. Grumbling, I reached out to open the door. What the… 


	No wonder she hadn’t heard my call. I must have left my physical form behind completely this time. The only evidence of my presence was a shimmering cloud of energy, reflected in a mirror on the far wall. Crap! Impossible to communicate like this. I should return to my body and try again.


	The sound of blaring claxons interrupted my thoughts. An emergency light flashed above my head, followed by a voice shouting instructions.


	 


	This is Captain Helios speaking. Evacuate! I am held prisoner. Flash out now! Defend The Farm at all costs. Don’t let him win! Tell Bela I’m s…


	 


	The last word was cut short by a choking sound. Another, grating voice continued, sending shivers down my spine.


	 


	Run, run, and hide! The Chariot is mine now. When my Army of Darkness is done with you, you will be mine, too. Earth will finally be mine to rule. Your puny efforts will have all been for naught!


	 


	The sinister laugh that followed those words spurred me into action. I concentrated on my body, the wish to return there. My connection to it felt like an overstretched rubber-band, thin, taunt. If someone would string a finger across, it would probably shatter into a thousand pieces. Giving in to the pull, I felt myself falling through several decks. Suddenly, the connection was cut, making me slam into the floor of the cargo bay with brute force.


	What was going on? My current state was only an energy cloud without any substance. Something had stopped me from leaving the ship, nevertheless.


	Great, I thought to myself. So, I’m still in a coma after all. This can’t be real. Could patients in a coma have dreams like this? I didn’t care. The situation had piqued my curiosity. Dream, or no dream, I intended to find out what was going on.


	What a pity I had missed Aphrodite’s tour. It meant exploring the ship on my own, with no orientation whatsoever. Usually, the bridge of a ship was on top, but this was an alien vessel. I had no idea if human standards would apply.


	I could have probably drifted up through the decks, the way I had done on the way down, but chose to stick to the corridors this time because moving through solid matter exhausted me. Drifting through the bulkheads on the way made me feel faint every time.


	Floating along, I took in my surroundings while pondering my predicament. Something was keeping me from returning to my body at the hospital, cutting off the fragile connection that had existed. Was my body still alive, or had I felt my own death? How long could my body survive, while my consciousness was separated from it?


	So many questions, no answers. I couldn’t leave. The only way to change that was to find out what was keeping me here.


	Being a cloud of energy, there was no way to use the elevator, leaving only the option to drift up maintenance ladders until I reached the top floor, still hoping it would be the right place to go. Trying to get my bearings, a whisper at the edge of my perception made me pause and listen.


	Where are you? Can you hear me? I called out with my mind.


	Follow my voice. Something woke me not long ago. The machine that is holding me captive kept me from communicating properly with Beliel’s son. I’m not sure he even noticed my presence. Maybe, you can help me.


	The voice was talking in riddles. While she was speaking, I had used the sound to home in on its source. Bingo! This did look like the bridge, great. The whisper of the voice pulled me in direction of a console set into a wall. Floating closer, I could see a rose-colored tendril of energy emerging from the panel, beckoning to me.


	Movement on the other side of the bridge made me pause. I could discern the form of a man with glowing, bright red eyes. Red swirls writhed around his body. He seemed to be grinning to himself, then muttered,


	“Soon! Soon, I will achieve my goal. Stupid Guardian Angels. They are so naïve, so easy to manipulate, so innocent…”


	His body stiffened. He cocked his head to one side, listening to some unknown source.


	I need to get out of here, help me! the female voice spoke in my head again, returning my attention to the console. Drifting closer, I asked,


	Who are you? I’m Jason.


	Vapuliel, she answered. The tendril of rose-colored energy lashed out, caught my energetic form in its grasp. It pulled me inside the machine.


	I ended up in a place that resembled a sphere of glass. Earth in all its beauty was hanging in space below me. The air in front of me shimmered, before it condensed into the form of a beautiful woman. I gazed at her in wonder, looking down at myself. Picturing my own body, I gasped. It appeared from nowhere, reminding me of virtual reality in a computer game.


	Grinning, she held out her hand. “Hi, I’m Vapuliel.”


	“Jason Tim, nice to meet you,” I replied, shaking her hand.


	Her eyes were growing wide as she shook my hand. “You are not a True Angel!” she exclaimed.


	Speechless, I looked at her with wrinkled brows. A True Angel? What did she mean by that? The piercing intensity of her stare made me uneasy.


	“No. I’m human, without a clue what’s going on here,” I finally replied.


	“Not entirely human,” she stated cryptically, before focusing on something else.


	“You have to help me. Lucifer has taken control of Helios, and stolen The Chariot. We need to stop him. To do so, I need to get out of here!”


	I gasped. This was simply too much. Greek Gods that were actually Guardian Angels. Now, Lucifer himself, all in one day?


	“I’m really going crazy,” I muttered to myself. Vapuliel grabbed my shoulders, shaking me roughly.


	“Listen to me! You are not going crazy, this is real. Help me get out of here, please. We’ll figure out why you are here later. First, we have to stop Lucifer from drowning the world in chaos.”




 


	 


	 


	CHAPTER 4


	Escape


	 


	 


	Escape proved to be more difficult than expected. Vapuliel tried to join our energies, rip herself free by brute force. It didn’t work, the machine holding her captive still refused to let go.


	“How did you end up in here?” I finally asked. “It could help us understand why the machine is holding you captive.”


	Vapuliel’s energy flickered erratically for a moment before she sighed.


	“This machine we are stuck inside – I helped Beliel build it, to enhance his ability to feel every living being on earth, enabling him to scan, and evaluate, every life-form on the planet from up here. I used mine in the process. I am good at math and science. Instead of writing a complex computer program, I designed an interface, embedding a fraction of my energy inside. When my corporeal form was destroyed, I must have unconsciously sought refuge here, in the safety of the interface. I don’t know if it’s connected, but some of my energy is missing. I’m not complete, it seems I can’t leave entirely because of it.”


	Brows creasing again, I gave her a puzzled look. “Why is some of your energy missing?”


	Standing completely still, her eyes turned into black mirrors as she tried to recall what had happened. She didn’t move for a long time, a tear streaking slowly down her cheek the only outward reaction to her memories. When she started speaking again, I had to strain my ears to understand her whisper.


	“I gave Gabriel and my beloved Beliel a parting kiss. I saw Beliel’s heart break. He tried to bring back my body by sacrificing the corporeal form of another Angel. What he did was wrong. In response, The Creator ripped away his wings. The last thing I remember is seeing him tumble wingless down to Earth…”


	Unable to continue, Vapuliel sank down to the floor, crying. Her slender body was shuddering from sobs. Wrapping my arms around her shoulders, I tried to console her, still not understanding half of what she’d told me. Her words had turned up more questions than answers.


	Recalling the craziness of the last hours, I remembered her mentioning Beliel’s son. So, this Beliel of hers had lost his wings, obviously surviving The Fall to Earth.


	“When he has a son, he’s not dead,” I whispered in her ear, in an attempt to shake her out of her grief. After a moment, she lifted her head.


	“You are right. If Beliel had died, Bela wouldn’t exist. It still doesn’t explain how he received part of our energies,” she mumbled to herself. Rising to her feet, she squared her shoulders. I watched in wonder as the fire of hope started burning in her eyes.


	“We will get out of here. I have to find him at all costs!” she stated.


	I wanted to ask her how, but my question was cut short by a sudden commotion on the bridge.


	“Welcome! I have been waiting for you to show up again, after leaving the group unannounced. What took you so long?” Lucifer addressed the man dropping into a bow.


	“Lord Lucifer! Welcome back to The Chariot,” he replied. The sound of the voice made Vapuliel focus on him.


	“Beliel! You are alive!” she breathed. “I’m in here, love!” She tried to reach out, her energies on the verge of breaking the sphere. Lucifer’s next words made her pale and recoil.


	“Not quite, yet, Belial. Soon! This body is disgusting!” Lucifer stated before turning in direction of the other two figures. “You brought guests?”


	“My son Bela, and my oldest friend Gabriel. They were so kind to bring me up here,” Beliel explained, slowly walking to the far side of the bridge, away from the machine.


	Beliel’s energy seemed to ripple, his aura turning from olive to mint-green for a second. A stream of rose-colored energy left his body the second he was hidden from Lucifer’s eyes by a protruding console.


	Vapuliel’s missing energy, I realized. The energy creeping silently in our direction was soon joined by two tendrils leaving Bela and Gabriel. Lucifer beckoned them closer.


	“Welcome, Bela, son of Belial,” he stated.


	“At your service, Lord Lucifer,” Bela replied bowing deeply. At the same time, Gabriel ended up cocooned in swirls of Lucifer’s red energy, a thick, red rope circling around his neck.


	The sphere of glass shattered around us as Vapuliel’s missing energies reached our prison, punching through the barrier from the outside, reuniting with her in a flash of rose-colored light.


	I watched in fascination as those energies crept across the floor. They wrapped themselves around Helios, encasing Lucifer’s red swirls inside, ripping them away. Helios’ unconscious body dropped to the ground. Beliel’s energy rippled again, glowing bright in mint-green now.


	“Bela, help me separate their energies,” Beliel yelled. “Gabriel, get ready to wrap him inside your light.”


	Hovering invisible above it all, I saw them wrestle with Lucifer’s energy. A brightly glowing sphere of light the size of a tennis ball formed in their hands.


	The moment their work was done, Beliel ended up immersed in rose-colored energy. It condensed in front of him, shimmering, solidifying into Vapuliel’s body. Their kiss of reunion would have made me blush in my corporeal form. Unable to look away, my gaze was drawn in by their joy like a moth to a flame.


	I only became aware of my surroundings again when Beliel and Bela touched the wall. A bright flash of Gabriel’s light travelled along the hull of the ship. I felt myself falling as the tenuous connection to my physical body reasserted itself. The barrier that had kept me from leaving The Chariot was suddenly gone.
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