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“If God were your Father, you would love me, for I have come here from God. I have not come on my own; God sent me.

Why is my language not clear to you? Because you are unable to hear what I say.

You belong to your father, the devil, and you want to carry out your father’s desires. He was a murderer from the beginning, not holding to the truth, for there is no truth in him. When he lies, he speaks his native language, for he is a liar and the father of lies.”

John 8:42; 43; 44
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CHAPTER 1

Escaping the underground
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The view fenced by stone blocks suddenly seemed endless and increasingly oppressive. Here, in this subterranean world, so far from normalcy, only majestic chandeliers and golden torches shed any light into the darkness. For hundreds of years, we’ve been enveloped only by lies and candle-light, living surrounded by creatures so different from us. Among them, I always lived with the impression that my twin, Willy, and I were our own world. That’s why, in this moment, after discovering the truth, we didn’t know how we should react. Who were we, actually? Were there other beings like us? What’s going on outside these underground walls?

We had read millions of books of all genres, I thought we possessed the truth about the beings that accompanied us and those on the surface. But only now we were realizing that they had well filtered all the information ― we knew only what the Master wanted us to know. Our world was always under the control of his world. He especially created the reality inside our minds and all the known rules for us, through clever and advantageous manipulation.

Maybe the entire theory regarding solar energy was a simple invention meant to keep us under control, or maybe not? Anyways, at the moment we discovered his deceptiveness, any uncertainty disappeared from inside us. Even now, with the risk of being scattered into thousands of particles, nothing can stop us from leaving anymore.

Before acting, Willy and I planned carefully, waiting for the right moment. This time, with eyes wide open and clear minds, we surveyed the terrain surrounding us, careful not to raise any suspicion about our intentions. Nobody could know that we had found out the truth about our origins. Willwolf wasn’t our father, and the paternal over-protection he had shown us for so long was false, baseless. It was obvious that, for an unknown reason, this titan, hardened and devoid of feelings, who sowed only fear around him, and who cruelly ruled both the underground and surface worlds, was afraid to set us free.

Tonight, we hoped to find answers to all the questions that haunted us, to discover what was actually waiting for us above ground, to see if all that we had read was true or pure deception, just like our entire existence.

Apart from the beings who lived with us in the underground palace, we didn’t know much. From the surface, we only had contact with Or, the raven that was inseparable from Willwolf. Surely, that dark creature was the only thing he felt attached and to which he showed some consideration. Often, looking into the jewel-like eyes of the corvid with shiny, tar-black feathers, I had the impression that I was looking into the master’s eyes, just as black and terrifying. And, yes, we felt the sun’s rays, because we were feeding on its energy. We never dared to take more than the bare minimum; their motivation was the fact that too much might destroy us.

We’ve noticed that on cloudy days, when the sun’s rays didn’t touch us, our bodies, depleting our energy resources, involuntarily absorbed the surrounding energy, causing small earthquakes; and, moreover, from the bodies most close to us, exhausting them, draining their power. As soon as we realized the result we provoked, we tried controlling this weakness as well as we could, in order to hide it, but also to not affect anyone, until the sun appeared again to surround us in its warm, bountiful light.

It was strange that all the other members of the family, and the rest of the subterranean creatures, avoided light, as if it were a vicious ancestral curse. They stayed hidden, never going out during the day, only at night. They always wore thick, black cloaks with protective hoods when they accompanied us in the chamber where a small granite dome opened in the morning for a few minutes, to allow the golden rays of the sun to reach us. Even so, in those moments when a beam of sunlight shone through, spilling over us, the agony on their faces was obvious. The sunlight simply disfigured them.

The differences between our appearances were striking. Physically, we had nothing in common; their skin was much whiter, having a strange pallor, almost translucent and cold, whereas Willy’s skin and mine were warm. Our eyes were greenish-blue, while theirs were dark and glittering, like onyx.

Relying on our instincts and observing that when we didn’t receive enough energy, we extracted it from the surroundings, we elaborated a plan. As per usual, before midnight, after the ringing of the crystal glasses clinking, Willwolf and his retinue left the palace. Without wasting a second of the most favorable hour of the day, we have gone to action. 

Here we always wore protective robes, a kind of mysterious amulet, being woven specifically for us out of amber, gold and myrrh, by the witch Lilith, sister and wife of Willwolf. Now we replaced them with simple clothes, from our brothers’ wardrobe, which we have seen they were using whenever they went to the surface at night.

From the generous family vault, we placed in a bag a few stacks of European and local currency, which we knew were necessary for the long journey ahead.

Above all else, we were afraid to test our powers on other creatures. But it was the only option we had in order to pass the horrifying guards, which oversaw the gate of the elevator which went there, the place where dawn was born. For our dreams about the world to come true, we hoped everything went according to plan, so that we wouldn’t be forced to wait for another opportunity to escape out of here, the depths of the earth. 

Being restless, we approached, without being noticed by the eighteen black-wearing guards. Concentrating on them, we breathed in deeply, capturing the rays of energy, which their cold bodies emanated, the same way we captured sunlight. For a moment, a wail of suffering cut through the gloomy air, the echo prolonging through the thick stone walls.

I flinched. My body suddenly shivered as the cold energy entered it. The sensation inside of me was strange and burdensome. Being horrified, I automatically spend up the process. Some of them shouted sharply one more time, before collapsing lifelessly on the purple marble, followed shortly by the rest. We succeeded, we got the long-desired result, but I couldn’t enjoy it yet ― something bothered me. Feeling my heart leaping in my chest, I snarled in disgust.

Willy saw my unrest and quickly pulled me into the elevator clad with blinding diamond mirrors.

“It worked,” he whispered contently. “Maybe that’s why Willwolf is afraid of us? Is it possible that our powers surpass his, the Master of the world?”

I was in such a restless state that I remained frozen for a moment. I felt too affected, my organism reacting strangely, protesting the new type of nourishment. Probably the unpleasant sensation was amplified because I absorbed everything at once, forcefully, not at all naturally, as usual.

“What just entered us is frighteningly cold. I feel over-modulation in the heart and at the same time I feel as if my blood is freezing!” I gasped. I looked at Willy with questioning eyes. “Do you feel well?”

The corner of his mouth was raised in an arrogant smile, the arrogance of a victory. 

“Well, exploring this sensation more deeply, I feel quite powerful, invincible!”

I rolled my eyes.

“I can’t wait to get rid of everything I absorbed inside of me. It’s disgusting!”

“Listen, Miss Disgusted, knowing the Master, I warn you that there might be more night guards on the surface too.”

I didn’t like the idea of absorbing more of that coldness. Willy felt my intense anxiety immediately, and, inspecting me with his gaze, whispered:

“Fine, I’ll try to solve the issue by myself. However, be very careful, we’re entering a territory about which we know nothing.”

I nodded in approval.

“Thanks.”

He grinned in his own cocky way.

“Oh, please, you can find your courage again.”

“Eh... Allow me to applaud you!” I scowled towards him in a deliberate outburst of praise, warning him seriously. “However, Sir Invincible, I don’t think it’s the right moment, is it? You’d better concentrate.”

A sly smile lit up his face.

“Watch me!”

The doors opened, and I’m just relieved to see the agony in the black eyes of the guards. My brother had the situation perfectly under control. Their bodies promptly touched the ground, so I started running hurriedly towards the stairs ahead, at the end of which we could see a granite dome, similar to the one in our dining room, but much bigger in dimension.

The weak light of the torches cast black shadows like living specters, twirling on the walls, as if to foreshadow shipwrecks on a sea darkened by the breath of an unforgiving wilderness. I don’t want to know what these walls have seen. With a troubled heart, I stretched out my hand towards the shiny steel handle. But my curiosity and impatience gave me momentum, so I changed my mind and, instinctively, raised my arms in order to remove the dome.

Of course, I probably pressed much too hard, wishing to get rid of all the burdensome energy I had accumulated inside of me. Because of this, I got scared when my body simply sprang out, along with a round piece of rock.

Yes, I was flying, wandering through the sky, as if I had wings. Suddenly my heart was singing notes I had never heard before. The floating sensation was incredible. Stunned and greedy for life, I outstretched my hands toward the sky, lit up by milliards of stars and the wonderful moon, which radiated light like an enchanted globe of silver. Warm and sweet air, so pleasant and different from anything I’ve breathed, caressed my face while my eyes were fascinated by the impressive multitude of glittering celestial bodies of Orion’s branch of the Milky Way, which hugged me with pale beams, sending me their energy. No vibration was identical, in the same way no flicker resembled another.

Before me, the endless space opened up, the landscape was overwhelming, and the smells and emotions were incredible. And it wasn’t my imagination, but pure reality. I could admire everything with my own eyes. Finally, I felt free. The excitement couldn’t be expressed through words.

“Hey, Lilly!” I heard my brother calling me over.

I tore my gaze off the dance of the stars and followed the vibrant sound of his voice.

“Wow, we made it!” he shouted, looking around him excitedly. Full of life, with wide eyes and disheveled hair, he came to me. In an instant, he grabbed my hand, raising me higher and higher in the sky.

“The night is so beautiful!” I murmured, bewitched by its charm. I almost couldn’t believe we wasted so much time without daring to know this world.

“I tried to cross the line so many times and you always pulled back. Why didn’t you take the chance?”

I sighed, thinking about Willwolf and our dull existence.

“Out of respect. He had all my trust. I believed in him as in a father. What an emotionless beast!”

“Who knows, maybe one day we will take our revenge on the Master. What do you think?”

“And give him any more of my time? No way, now every single second is precious to me.”

“Selfish!” Willy whispered, excited. 

He let go of my hand suddenly and, as if by magic, disappeared in the endless blue sky. The next second he was by my side again, pulling me after him; we ascended and descended in a crazy race. The speed at which we flew was shocking. We could probably reach the moon, if we wished. However, being cautious, we avoided leaving the gravitational field.

Far away, we could see the lights of a city, and according to the information we had, it must be Manaus. We floated above the Amazonian forest, which seemed to be a deep garden full of thousands of secrets, an unseen universe, hidden in a majestic creature, complex and alive. Fascinated by the sound of the wind, blowing softly through the trees, tens of meters tall, which hugged each other’s branches in complete harmony, we listened to the sweet rustle of leaves. Each plant in this forest had its own sound and hidden light. It was a grand spectacle, which surpassed imagination. Despite knowing from illustrated books each plant and animal on the face of the earth, listening, smelling and seeing them in their natural habitat, feeling their proportions and their song, was something else completely.

I wish we could fully enjoy these new incredible sensations, but we couldn’t waste any more time. The fact that we could travel in such an amazing way, almost unimaginable, spared us a lot of problems. But we had to follow the plan till the end, to be as far away from Willwolf before he could notice we had escaped, and before he could leave to search for us.

In a sort of cosmic delirium, full of the essence of life, we headed towards the land beyond the forest to discover our identity. The sky was slowly lighting up, the moon getting ready to make way to its beloved brother, the sun. When the first beams of sunlight appeared, we absorbed their energy, and then descended towards the ocean that stretched infinitely under us. I could see nothing other than the sky and the water. A blue universe.

We spent the entire day in the ocean, discovering its impressive pulse. Only after the sun, painted in shades of lively purple, approached the horizon did we ascend to the surface. We watched, almost frozen still, our first sunset. The red disk, like a gigantic globe of fire, for a moment lit up both the sea and the sky. We admired the secret clash between water and fire. As soon as twilight fell, we proceeded with the last stretch of road.
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CHAPTER 2

The spring of living water
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The stars reigned over the sky, sparkling in many colors, when we reached the dark forests of Wallachia. Filling our nostrils with the scent of the black earth and fresh aroma of fir trees, forest plants and wildflowers, we looked for a hidden, safer spot to spend the day. The few hours of freedom surcharged us with energy. We felt great, like we’d never felt before, but we were afraid that maybe we couldn’t cope with more.

Animated by restlessness and intoxicated by the touch of the unbeaten earth, I caressed the green leaves which under my touch intensified their color and became plumper; he flowers opened their tender petals, the tree bark became smoother, the thick moss on the stone became even stronger, and the beads of dew glistened close to my eyes, like the most wonderful jewels. None of the Master’s diamonds could bring me such joy.

“So, what do you think about that?” asked Willy smugly.

Turning my head, I saw how his penetrating gaze skillfully shaped thick tree trunks and the branches of oaks, building a beautiful shelter for us. The trees listened to him, letting themselves be manipulated according to my brother’s will, in a sort of natural harmony.

The words stopped in my throat, suddenly getting a strange feeling along the spine. A sort of nervous tension made me shudders, warning me of an immediate threat. Swiftly, heavy gusts of wind, like a cold embrace, surrounded us from all directions. I flinched. Imperceptibly, a bizarre force, the shape of which we couldn’t see clearly, entered my body, guiding me against my will, like an unstoppable temptation. A light, like a flame, trickled from the summit of the mountain. The trees were rustling, the birds were flying in circles and the bears and wolves started howling. The entire forest was trembling, suddenly brought to life.

My heart was beating hard. Willy came near and pulled me closer to him, protectively.

“Something strange is happening...Very strange,” he said.

“Do you think Willwolf found us? What can we do?”

“I don’t know. It’s uncontrollable,” he said angrily between his teeth, his voice rough.

Willy breathed in deeply while his arms squeezed even tighter around me. We tried to concentrate and to remain still, to fight stubbornly against this force, which compelled us against our will. It was useless; it was much stronger ― it attracted us like a magnet.

Despite being ready to confront any danger, desperate thoughts twisted in my mind, torturing me with shadows and sinister specters. Once the unknown force started leading us towards a row of sharp rocks, which stood ahead of us with their fine points like cold spikes sculpted in stone, the dark sensation progressed, and the howls of the wilderness intensified. I shook, and at the same time, I felt as if the entire forest and earth shook with me.

Deep in the mountains, high on the summit, in the transparent light of the night, I saw a captivating aura, reflected by a human silhouette, which stood out against a radiant circle. Once we got sufficiently close, the imposing contour took shape, revealing the image of a man who was leaning against a wooden staff in white clothes, which stood out as if they were made of pure silver in the moonlight.

I breathed out in relief. Whoever he was, he wasn’t Willwolf. The forest too was slowly settling down until a profound silence fell everywhere. 

The silver glimmer around the silhouette faded away, rising towards the sky in sparks, like swarms of silver butterflies. My heart stood still.

The being, which appeared before us, looked exactly like us. It was strange, but I felt as if I was staring at my brother’s reflection in the mirror. The power that his svelte body exudes, the features, the tall stature, the dark hair... Only his eyes were a clear, deep blue, the color of the sky. His vibrant energy was like a tempting spell, which captivated me and shrouded me in a veil of intense happiness and benevolence. I wasn’t afraid at all. A new natural feeling found its place inside of me.

Just as fascinated, the stranger looked at us silently for a while. He only shifted his gaze from one to the other. Then, his staff dissolved from his right hand and he started approaching us.

“Who are you? Where do you come from?” he asked, his eyes aflame. His voice had a particular tone, powerful yet smooth.

“I am Lilly, and this is my brother, Willy. We come from...”

Willy, dumbfounded, staring at his own reflection, squeezed my hand discreetly, signaling me to stop, to be more prudent.

“Why should we answer? Who are you? Why do you disguise yourself using my image?” my twin questioned the stranger with his powerful voice, all the while studying his features closely. “Why did you bring us here?”

Without seeming to have heard us, the man continued looking pensive, almost as shocked as we were.

“Willy and Lilly!” the stranger said at last, as if in a trance, with a peculiar elation in his gaze and voice.

His dilated pupils seemed to be so glossy.

“Oh no, it can’t be. It’s not possible! Willy and Lilly. Nonetheless, it’s clear like water,” continued the man, visibly affected.

“Did something happen?” I asked in a raised voice, confused by his bizarre behavior.

“Willy and Lilly ― you’re the same, so similar to me. Your eyes are a mix of blue and green and you have the same name,” he continued, just as entranced. “Willy and Lilly ― Willhelm and Liliana.”

“Willwolf and Lilliana,” I rectified immediately.

Willy, still waiting for an answer, an explanation, staring perplexedly at the stranger, trying to decipher his intentions, hidden inside the spheres within him. However, the similarity and warm, pleasant energy, which radiated from him, as well as the aura of light, which enveloped him, suggested he was trustworthy and sparked my curiosity. There were so many things I wanted to know. Obviously, being like us, he could help us. Because I didn’t think he used a spell though which he could steal my brother’s appearance. In turn, he seemed just as affected by the resemblance. 

“Willwolf?” reacted the stranger immediately, as if he were seeing a ghost. His brows furrowed, his grief suddenly showing. “Of course, my brother...”

“Your brother?” I asked in surprise, almost at the same time as Willy.

The stranger nodded, speaking more calmly.

“Oh well, don’t worry! I am Willhelm, Willwolf’s brother, and Liliana was my wife.”

Both, my brother and I, stared at him, listening to his words and studying him even more closely. Shocked, I looked at him, completely frozen, for what seemed to be an endless moment.

My heart reacted first, beating faster. On impulse, I outstretched my arms to hug him. A multitude of new sensations assaulted me, the fact that I could feel his warmth and overwhelming fatherly emotion filled me with peace and happiness. The warm fingers caressing my hair gently gave me an extraordinary feeling of peace, one I’ve never felt before until this moment.

I looked at him nervously, followed by an unstoppable stream of words.

“Your wife? You’re our father!”

“Could it be true?” whispered Willhelm hopefully. “To have two children, twins, with my beloved Liliana?”

I turned my gaze towards Willy, who stood completely still, as usual, reflecting. My body was vibrating with emotion when I nodded my head, touching my chest.

“My heart recognized you from the first second, father. Also, we recently discovered that Willwolf had always been lying to us. Look at us, the three of us are identical.”

His lively blue irises shone with the depth of two heavenly bodies.

“I haven’t been this distraught since the day I lost your mother. We have so much to share. Follow me,” he said, pointing towards a massive steep rock, which opened like a gate when we got close enough.

We entered a brightly lit tunnel, despite not containing any real source of light. The stone walls had calm reflections of violet-blue. After journeying over tens of kilometers inside the mountains, we reached a gigantic auditorium, supported by columns and arches hundreds of meters tall. Everything was encrusted in diamonds and jewels. I stood completely still, taking it all in ― the view was marvelous. From the perfectly sculpted stone ceiling, shaped like a mystical dome, hung golden chandeliers, with hundreds of arms, in each one burning stardust. Enormous paintings with golden frames covered the walls. To the side, an astonishing waterfall pierced through the stone. The melodic whisper of falling drops mixed with the trill of birds in a perfect song. Thousands of butterflies with bright wings and many species of plants and flowers of unimaginable beauty formed a painting of unique colors. A pellicle of water covered the ground and a lot of green, except for a portion, which was, paved with a mosaic of blue, red, black-and-white marble. A table made of silver and wood was placed there, around which I counted nine chairs.

“How captivating!” exclaimed Willy, impressed, saying the words almost in a whisper.

I sighed, agreeing with him.

“True! Everything is so alive!”

“Welcome home!” cheered our father happily. „Make yourselves at home and tell me how your life has been so far. I want to know everything about you.”

I sighed, since it was a suppressed life, devoid of any experience.

“Well, pretty uniform, without variation, like an endless string of dots. They had locked us inside a majestic catacomb-palace since we remember, hidden somewhere in the middle of the Amazon. Until yesterday we hadn’t known this world except for external sources, which were offered to us only to form an idea about this planet. We always believed what Willwolf told us. Of course, we noticed the major differences between us, but since he had been on our side since we opened our eyes for the first time, we never doubted his word. We got used to his distant attitude ― he had raised a sort of invisible barrier between us, and the rest of the family. We had our own space, clearly defined and organized. Willwolf told us he was created so that one day he would inherit full rights over the planet, and that we were his children, born of a mortal woman named Liliana, who died immediately after giving birth to us. Because we inherited traits from both parents, one mortal and one immortal, we turned out so differently, not fitting in any mold. These differences made Willwolf take protective measures, we couldn’t go out to the surface during the day because we might absorb so much energy it would destroy us, and at night our too hot blood might attract certain dangers and inevitably endanger everything around us. It’s strange, but we didn’t understand exactly what he was referring to, and he always avoided going into details. Besides, the decisions the Master took were never to be doubted.”

“At night, they go out to hunt, and their criminal instinct completely takes over them. Every being which radiates warmth is a potential victim for them,” explained Willhelm. “Nonetheless, knowing my brother’s self-control and the exclusive way he procures his victims, your blood wouldn’t have been an issue for him, the same way mine never was. No matter how much he wanted to, this grail cannot be drunk by anyone. Obviously, Willwolf knew that, if he wanted to keep his authority over you, he had to avoid any direct confrontation between you and those like him. But the reasons which stopped him from setting you free were completely different.”

My eyes widened in surprise while Willy’s narrowed in anger.

“Are you saying they feed on human beings?” he asked through clenched teeth.

Dad nodded in approval.

“With the life from their blood. Humans call them the undead or vampires.”

“The undead... ?” I asked, confused.

“Take a seat,” Willhelm invited us. “I will tell you the real story about how we, the immortals, were brought into this world, something I see my twin brother didn’t tell you.”

“What? You’re twins?” I asked in surprise.

“Wonderful, isn’t it? It’s hard to believe, but we really are twins.”

It was indeed difficult to make any connection between the two; one was pure light and the other pure darkness. We sat down on golden chairs covered in silk of the same color.

Willhelm sat down in front of us, crossing his long fingers. For a moment, he gazed at us warmly. Around us a profound silence settled. Even the whisper of the water stopped. He breathed in deeply, and started telling the story clearly, in a strong and hypnotizing voice.

“This universe was created by the Absolute Force, the Emperor, by organizing the Chaos caused by the interaction of two magnetic fields. The resulting matter was carefully tested, and where the life-bearing water showed itself, it’s great work began. The waters were separated, the blue above and the blue below, and the solid mass under the waters was brought to light. This solid mass was called Tara, today’s Terra. The consecration came through the creation of the first Taran, of the human race, with the goal of having a son incarnate to rule over the new creation. In this project also took part the Enlightened, the leader of the angelic hosts, being the closest to the Emperor and the second in command, the greatest and brightest of the Cherubim. The Enlightened, possessing profound wisdom over the deepest divine secrets, felt it was the ideal moment to put into action his plans, which he secretly harbored, and discredit the Emperor in order to take the scepter of power. Knowing he had a chance of success, he waited and cunningly prepared his attack.”

Our father’s long fingers moved slowly along the silver reflection of the table.

“The Enlightened confessed to the Emperor that he noticed a flaw in his masterpiece ― the weakness of the flesh. The matter from which the Taran was shaped wasn’t resistant enough to host the Living Water. The bright Enlightened, being convinced that the natural relationship between man and the matter of the world, necessary for his survival, was so strong that the food of the body must surpass the food of the soul. According to him, the human’s love for the tangible paradise was greater than the love for his creator. So, he warned him that if they put the man to the test, he could deceive him, compromising the Living Water instilled in him on the first day of creation, which was inadmissible. The Emperor kept his conviction unwavering, trusting in the perfection of his creation, in the depth of love, indestructible, between Himself and his incarnated sons. Everything was built in love, with love... The creation having love as the foundation, nothing could be anything other than love. Anything else was irrelevant, worthless. The Enlightened then provoked him, suggesting:

You could give them a single task, to abstain from one thing for one day. If their love is as strong as you say, if they love you like a father, they will listen to you and they will nullify any relationship of communion with the surrounding material, and I will gladly take my words back and I will serve them like your sons and my brothers, the way they deserve.

The Emperor accepted, and the Enlightened offered to materialize himself into the temptation humans mustn’t touch for a day. The Taran sons were ordered to avoid the embodied Enlightened. However, since he had contributed to the masterpiece of creation, he knew exactly what he had to do. Humans were created in the image and likeness of both... In them existed his secret side, unknown to even the Emperor, and nobody could say with certainty who tainted the Living Water, the flesh or him, the bright Enlightened, the wisest of the highest sky. Knowing their hidden desires, which came from within himself, he knew how to spark their interest, too. When the man fell asleep, the Enlightened approached the woman. The beauty and radiance of the new being captivated her, and the sweet, teasing words made her immediately forget the promise made to the Father, and not only did she approach the Enlightened to talk to him, but also accepted to be his wife that night. Since he needed to prove his wit was greater than the Emperor, he took advantage of the woman’s weakness, asking her to wake the man up and take part in the mating alongside them. Full of pride, the Enlightened provoked them to renounce their Father and Creator, and they, with their minds clouded by the whirlwind of Water tainted by the blinding passion which stood before them in its overwhelming glory, did so without a second thought. Moreover, they made fun of Him and mocked Him, seeing themselves in that deceptive moment of debauchery far above Him."

Willhelm stopped for a moment, to calm down his thoughts.

“Since the Enlightened proved he was right, the Emperor lost his authority over the angel hierarchy. It was clear to everyone that the project of creation had failed. Pained, He knew he wouldn’t be able to destroy what he had built. There was no going back. If He wanted to annihilate the matter, the Living Water would remain altered. The Skies and Tara, everything was compromised. Being exactly what the Enlightened expected, he took advantage of the moment, and rebelled alongside other angels, staring at war against the Emperor in order to get the scepter of power, which incorporated the energy of all the universes. However, being small in number, they were defeated. Thus, a tear in the uniformity of space was made. Opposing forces were torn apart, creating an inferior space, and a superior one. The superior space, having the scepter of energies, was much vaster and surrounded by light. The inferior space, deprived of the light of the scepter, suddenly made the attributes of the fallen angels show a darker, opposing side. The universe to which the material world belonged to was the intermediary spiral between the superior space of light and the inferior space of darkness. Revealing his true intentions, the Enlightened announced that the scepter would be his soon. Even if he lost the first battle, he would win the second one, the one taking place on Tara... Even if he personally couldn’t intervene, he made sure his undying seed was still there, in a short time turning the Tarans into his followers. The Spring of Living water must remain impure. He knew that, once Tara was subjugated, his power would attract the rest of the angels to his side. And so, with their help, he would be the absolute master. What a Machiavellian desire, isn’t it?”

I swallowed hard, overcome by anger.

“No doubt!”

Our father glanced at us with pained eyes and then resumed in a quiet voice

“Once the Tarans realized their shameful deed, in their mind came to life the reverse of good, namely evil. Everything changed inside and around them. Love was damaged, decayed and was causing pain. After the fall from their heavenly state, given by the link of perfect love all Tarans had in the beginning, everything turned into a tough fight for survival. Suddenly, the earth required sacrifices to grow food, and animals started showing their fangs. Human nature felt the rapture from the light of the Living Water, feeling hollow and full of fear in the face of the impending agony of death. Nine months later, the woman brought into the world two twins: Eus and Elu. The more they grew, the more clear was the pride and arrogance of Eus, inherited from his father, the Enlightened, in comparison with his brother. The absence of love in Eus’ heart made it so that the venomous and calculated poison of his intellect could take over, and ended up killing Elu. The woman and the man found out for themselves the excruciating pain of losing their sons, through one’s crime and the murder of the other. All of it because of envy, and boundless selfishness. The people pained, and regretful, with their hearts crushed, asked the Father to forgive their disobedience, yearning for the priceless connection of harmonious love they had and lost. The pain of losing their heaven made them loses their minds. Following their survival instinct, they followed the habits of animals and for a long time, didn’t differ from them. From Eus, the son of the Enlightened, were born beasts, gigantic men with savage behaviors, who almost enslaved Taran and the Tarans. Evil grew, and the Enlightened knew that he was only one step away from winning the fight. His powerful and heartless descendants ruled over the world. The Living Water had slowly transformed into Dead Water, almost entirely.”

Our father inhaled deeply.

“Just before the Enlightened declared himself the ruler of Tara, the Emperor intervened, sending fire and water suddenly, to cleanse the earth. It saved only those who possessed the Living Water. However, Eus, being immortal, didn’t perish and nobody could touch him. Supported by the Enlightened, he tried to sow the seed of evil in the freshly purified springs. For a long time he tried to tempt a young lady who refused to fall under his overwhelming undying charm at any cost. Angry, since he couldn’t accept the defiance of a mortal, he took her against her will. As a result of that desecration, Willwolf and I were born, and our mother passed away, bringing us into the world.”

With a tense and wry expression, he stayed silent for a minute. Then, he looked at a painting illustrating a man almost identical to him.

“He was my father, your grandfather, Eus,” he said, pointing at the portrait.

The painting turned into a hologram, suddenly coming to life. The way Eus was moving captivated me. His motions were extremely confident, assured, but at the same time graceful. I noticed that the eye color made the difference between grandfather, son and grandson. The first one had a golden color, the second blue, and the third turquoise.

“Using the mimicry technique, over the years, Eus had many names and faces, which discreetly but irreversibly influenced the evolution and history of humanity. However, he was the same, unchanged: imposing, above all mortals, with a powerful personality, amazing spirit and outstanding intelligence.”

The hologram disappeared, and our gazes turned to our parents.

“We were the first and only immortal sons, and that fact filled him with pride. Even if many of our brothers were unique creatures, with special powers, it seemed like none of them inherited his immortality. The differences between Willwolf and me were colossal. There were no similarities despite sharing the same womb. The functions of my body had almost the same characteristics as the rest of humans; only the way of feeding was different. On the other hand, Willwolf only had a human appearance, resembling venomous reptiles with cold skin. During the day he stayed hidden, and at night he attacked like a predator.”

He turned his gaze towards another painting for a second, which depicted all three of them. Eus had his arm around our father’s shoulders, while Willwolf stood further back, drawn. The holograms moved, allowing me to see on Willwolf’s frowning face the embarrassment caused by the open defiance of his father.

“Although my brother tried everything in his power to please our father, for some reason he didn’t hide his preferences, being absolutely fascinated by my powers. The Enlightened, who knew well these incredible powers I’d been gifted with, to absorb the light created on the first day, the energy that powered the entire universe, appreciated the potential. Since I was his grandson, I rightfully belonged to him, much like millions of people from his bloodline, considered spoiled by the Dead Water. Out of caution, the gates of the superior heaven were locked. The spirits of humans couldn’t return to the primordial, infinite and pure spring of Living Water. The psycho-physical elements of the humans dissipated when they ceased to be within the coordinates of the state of being and through a new birth, the spirit became more mature in the consciousness of being on earth. The process kept repeating, forming a circuit similar to that of nature which died in the winter, and following a purification ritual, coming back to life in spring after its initiatory death... The goal was, after a succession of purification, to allow humans to know once again the primordial truth of pure love, and return to the source cleansed.”

He sighed.

“However, without a role-model to follow, humans kept being exposed to evil, and their souls ended up on the side of the Enlightened, in the dark martyrdom of death. The Emperor made a promise then, that He would open the gates of heaven for whoever follows him, regardless of bloodline or race. But before that, a test had to be done, the test of unconditional love. He embodied, like in the beginning, the Living Water ― His Spirit in flesh, and initiated it for its mission on earth. Since the Enlightened didn’t participate in the creation of the new masterpiece, he tried every available method to distract the New Son from the right path. He was tempted, mocked, humiliated, and tormented, but his love remained intact, steadfast, above matter. This time the flesh had passed all the trials to which it had been subjected, proving to all the angelic hierarchies around the Scepter that only the hidden ambition of the Enlightened had discredited the masterpiece of creation. If through the old Man death had entered, the fall from the state of grace, through the new Man sprang eternal life for all of those who followed the same path, resisting with confidence and stoicism the temptations of the vain matter. With the gates reopened, the spirits that reached the top of the spiral of the Cosmic Tree entered directly into the heaven of the superior spring, preserving their entity of the Son of the Father. The Enlightened tried looking for solutions. He would make sure that the cross of love was as heavy as possible, that it would involve many painful trials that few would resist — especially when the path towards him was so easy. Knowing that humans liked the descent much more than the ascent, he focused on what really interested him. My power had to be perfect... He wanted a superior army, and since I was the ace up his sleeve, he made great plans. Tara had its days numbered.”

Our father breathed in deeply.

“We tried to take root in these unwelcoming mountains through which passes the so-called Axis Mundi, the central axis of the Cosmic Tree or the Center of the Earth, the hidden source of planetary energy, while he studied and organized his counterattack. The attention of the Enlightened and Eus was always directed towards me. Willwolf, angry and fierce, for no one had given him any importance for thousands of years, always living in the shadows and forced to endure humiliation, made his own plan of revenge and at the same time of conquering the world. Thirsty for the recognition of his own power, he took as a model even the boldness of his grandfather who, in turn, had the courage to rebel against the Universal-Absolute Force. Confident in himself, he distanced from his family, in time raising an army of bloodthirsty undead, which grew larger and larger with each passing day. This is how he attracted the attention of our father, who sensed the danger and suspected Willwolf’s vengeful intentions towards him. Worried, Eus enlisted the help of the Enlightened to annihilate the undead if he was attacked. The Enlightened liked Willwolf’s courage and outrageous hatred, but were forced to abide by the pact, fearing the Emperor’s intervention. The ancestral forces had to remain hidden from the eyes of the earthlings, and this dark force was increasingly difficult to control. As a result, he advised his son not to wait for an attack, which could be fatal, but to take action first. Eus, as soon as he received the necessary instructions, briefly took the place of a brave Wallachian ruler and began the hunt, impaling the undead into hazelnut stakes and letting their corpses dry in the sun. In order not to arouse suspicion, the reign was continued in the loving spirit of truth and justice of the Wallachian prince, but the punishments applied to the people at the slightest misdeed. A stranger to pity and mercy, fierce in this inhospitable nation, which had almost always defied him by not being subjugated at all, Eus always found an excuse for these executions. He impaled women because their men had shirts too dirty or too short.”

Willhelm turned slightly in his chair.

“You can get an idea of how terrible this torture was for the ordinary mortals.”

At the end of the table, a horrible hologram appeared, depicting thousands of bloodied people screaming in pain. The victims were driven through the anus into stakes, with sharp points that were fixed to the ground, about three meters high. Being crucified in such a manner, they begged for death to come as soon as possible, to free them from the terrible torments.

“The locals called him the Son of the Devil, for his cruelty, suspecting that he has a diabolical origin.”

I froze, staring mesmerized at the wild, and extremely sadistic images in front of me. The whispers and screams of agony upset me. The immense and unspeakably deep suffering of the people triggered a new state of me, of pure compassion and revolt against the reckless cruelty. The hologram disappeared, and Willy turned his face towards me, looking at me worriedly.

“Lilly, what’s happening to you?” he whispered, picking up a crystal drop from the corner of my eye.

I looked just as confused at the colorless liquid on his forefinger, then distrustfully touched my truly wet eyes myself.

“Strange, isn’t it? It’s a tear,” I approved, overwhelmed, turning my head to our father. “My first tear, I feel quite bizarre.”

“Your mother was very sensitive. Her eyes watered at the slightest emotion,” he murmured. “The more I look at you, the more I realize how good you look like her, the same warm look, sweet smile, tender gestures and sensitivity.”

Curious, I asked him to continue.

Staring blankly ahead, his eyes blinked angrily, and the words came out between his clenched teeth. 

“Willwolf had planned not only to take revenge on our father, but also on me, his twin brother. He knew what my only vulnerability was, the only way he could hit me, my human wife. He set a trap for me by asking me to meet to discuss the reasons that had led him to act in such a way and start this war. I accepted, wanting to stop the absurd fight that had broken out between father and son, but he didn’t show up at the meeting place. On the way back I wondered what had happened, what had kept him from coming? It took me a few hours to get back home. When I no longer felt Liliana and found my father, waiting for me alone, I immediately understood what had happened. Willwolf had asked to meet me on the other side of the world. He had lured me away from her for a specific purpose, and I had fallen into the trap so easily. I knew before he opened his mouth what Eus was going to tell me. Liliana was dead. I had lost her.”
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