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Prologue


”Of the absolute truth, the one that remains hidden and from we know the consequences, the man only can interpret its motives”
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It’s been said that God created an infinite universe, a space from which the definition the man will never find its limits. A place that exists since immemorial times. 

Nobody is in conditions to assert, judge, or sense God’s purpose for creating man. The church infers that is the absolute perfection, for which it would be exempt of any necessity. No human being is able to inquire about the purpose of a god, of “God”, the supreme being. 

Every action from the Lord, given its perfect purity, carries the meaning of something good, of the most unlimited good that could ever exist. So the man understands this fact as proof of the most perfect and uninterested act of love and altruism. Far from any level of self-satisfaction, because of its absolute perfection exonerates it of any necessity.

Even from creation.

On the contrary, made what the church calls “an act of pure and infinite mercy”.

¿Why did he do it?

In the beginning, no one, Christian or not, can doubt the given gift: Life. But we do not know the reason of something, with complete certainty, was conceived millions of centuries before our existence.

The church grabs us onto him, giving only value to the gift, constantly emphasizing in that act of sublime mercifulness. An act in which the man, in his faked free will, shall never know exactly the origin, the motive of it. What the church, as inexplicable for itself, denominates “the divine plan”.

A church that, distracting us with the sublime importance of that fact that gave us nothing in return, will never talk to us about the real consequences that decision had. Because deep down, very few of the ones they make part of the same knowledge.

In moments of doubt and lack of faith, the church repeats to us over and over again that we were created to his image and likeness when the world has clear that none of its habitants has any resemblance with a god. In chaotic moments, in which the world stirs in its own entrails, seeing how that creation directs itself with no remission to its own self-destruction, devastated by wars, hunger, injustice, vanity, and all types of perversions, the church asks us to stay away from evil. 

But doesn’t tell us why evil haunts us. The mistake that supposed that, until the unique moment in which the universe existed, he who we can not see, fractures dividing itself into three parts. A mistake that will end up by turning his new creation, from the same instant of its gestation, in the main objective through which his reign will be taken. 

If we were created from his I, ¿why evil corrupts us spreading its shadow over that was born from light? If we were created with that equivalency, if God is son “earthly” as we in his inside, then made a terribly human mistake. 

The man will never know the motives

––––––––
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Very few know the reality in which we are immersed. The constant battle that looms over us, and puts us right in the middle. Of the slow movement of the shadows, that try to get near every time more to that weapon that lets them clash face to face with God. The only key that will open once again the keys to paradise through man, will do it through destruction of itself. The way of provoking him, of making him break those laws that force him to show hidden, is to do it through his own essence. Hammering, over and over again, that infinite goodness that consumes him inside. Hurting him through the pain that provokes him to see our suffering. Watching the perversion of his creation. 

The merciful, magnanimous and good, will get to an instant in which he can no longer bear his own anguish. Will end up consuming all his benevolence and show the redoubt of his anger. And then, only then, will the gates of heaven be open again. And as a consequence of it also will the ones of hell, those that on their insides shelter those more of three hundred thousand angels that followed Lucifer in his descending to the underworld. 

When that moment comes, humanity will be in the center. 

If the devil obtains the seals, and God does not show himself, then we’ll be history. Our species will be vanished or subdued by the Antichrist's lash. 

For centuries a truth has been saved, hidden through the veil of a lie that only a few know. The church silences all echoes of that truth, the same that haunts us through the shadow of the arrival of the false god. 

Everything began with the original sin. The stain that Lucifer achieved that made part of our being, with the acquiescence of God. That dark stain that in some prevail over the rest of our essence, instigated by that wrong free will, changing almost from its same beginning the perfect conception with which God made us. 

Not all men were good anymore. 

Then there were the horsemen. They took care of feeding that seed, spreading it all over the face of the earth. 

While the search continues, and its presence among us, evil will keep on spreading its mantle, making the world bleed out, festering little by little from that wound that makes us destroy each other. 

We will never know the motives that drove God to have to create simultaneously another world: Hell.

The Holy Scripture only indicates the cause that influenced the human being. Is the Prophecy that announces to us the consequences of the mistake.

¿Why did God created a life, when life already existed?

In that other world, the first of them all, the one that the church denominates Heaven, because the only thing known is that is fund in some place over ours, life already existed. Angels populated it in absolute harmony. 

Beautiful, obedient, intelligent, and reverent creatures, endowed with gifts, created from nothing by the infinite power of God, to serve and adore him. Maybe that same harmony, that almost perfection from some beings more similar to his image than us, was what made God doubt of his own magnanimity. Ask himself a question that deepened way inside his being... ¿They adored him by free will, or because he decided it? ¿Did they recognized his mercy, or they only did it because of their own nature they were forced to it?

Maybe God decided to create a new species, asking himself that there shouldn’t exist any type of free will when the angels recognize that they were part of something bigger to them.

Something able to have created them.

The angels lived constantly watching the supreme power of God. Born with the only purpose to surround and worship their creator. On the contrary, the man, fragile and devoid of any gift different from the angels, without any type of divine attribute, will live far from the permanent reflection of his powerful oppression. Without any external influence, living a life that wouldn’t be guided exclusively to God. He should be the ultimate end to which they should go themselves by free will. They will build their own world and, from their evolution, God will know if far from him they’ll pick his path, if their nature born from a divine plan, would drive them through that same road of harmony by which the angels were passing under his presence.

On the other hand, that new creation would allow him to offer them a new reason of being to his angels, giving them a different mission to that one he thought caused that first mistake, to serve and adore him. Since he would limit his direct intervention, they would be in charge of protecting, counseling, and safeguard the new race, making them mediators, custodians, protectors, and ministers of divine justice. 

The angels will then be called “Guardian Angles” of humankind. The messengers of God’s plan. While the seven Archangels, principal princes’ of the angelical hierarchy; the direct representatives of God; the architects of the Universal Order; the seven en-lightened, each of them with a mission above his brother's angels, will seek for all of them. 

The man should believe by himself because even though on some occasions God suggested his presence, he forces himself not to show up. 

To make sure of it, he created the Pergamum.

A roll sealed by seven seals, through which he limited his own intervention, like guidelines or notices for humanity in case of necessity. Each of them with a consequence will be warnings through which God indicates man the need to right his path. Proofs that this should interpret and overcome to show the purity of his soul. The reciprocity to his own kind, of that mercy from which we were created. 

To that Pergamum, God added later something else...

No one really knows what the “divine plan” hides behind. We don’t know if what happens is part of a mistake, or maybe he meant for it to be that way. ¿Why just before Lucifer returned to heaven, after fulfilling a mission from his creator, God wrote with his own blood a prophecy that attached to the Pergamum? A prophecy that warned the man of the terrible future that will end up haunting him.

If God knew about it, if he predicted the disturbing change that Lucifer’s contact with the humans would provoke... ¿What is the paper of man in that battle, and why did he allow that close up?

After completing his creation, when he created the world which the man was going to habitate, and with posterity to this, he realized that the human being, although lacking from the angel’s virtues, contained the same nature that prevented him from proving the reason for his acts. Born from the supreme being that shelters no evil whatsoever, the man was devoid of the choice option, since he knew no evil. So for them, there was clearly only one way..., good. Not only were they his children, but their presence reflected his. A creation that violated the principal objective of itself. Like angels, they had the path pointed. It wouldn’t be them who find it. 

The mistake was that, like he didn’t pass on the free will from birth between angels, neither did he with man. Not even God, in his absolute mercifulness, was able to transmit a bit of evil or temptation to any of his creations. He couldn’t extrapolate to his children something that really does not inhabit within him. By pure definition, it was for him impossible to provoke it in a direct way.

From the beginning he put is the first try-out, to enjoy paradise at our whim. A free place with one only exception, the forbidden tree, the tree of knowledge. He showed it to us and warned us, and man, freed from all evil and any capability of being tempted, fulfilled the rule. We ere like him, and did what he told. That proposal didn’t even entail a mild internal conflict in Adam and Eve’s heads. If that presence who said to be our creator told us that was that way, then so be it. 

The solution chosen to correct this defect, that lack, was the trigger to everything that happened later. The moment in which God altered the conscience of his creations, after having them finished, and he did it putting both in contact for the first time. 

Lucifer, gifted by the Creator with his own glory, power, and majesty, his favorite angel, was chosen to tempt man. His extensive intelligence allowed him to know his own creator as no other being can do it, since it was him, the guardian of his throne, who was closer to God. That cherub anointed, the most exalted of the celestial beings created and in who he trusted the most. Intimately bounded and identified with God’s government administration, was an expert of his plan for man..., and the rules he gave upon himself. 

Lucifer was the clearest exponent of light and kindness, so he didn’t shelter in himself the ability to provoke not only evil but not even a doubt. It was God who gave him the necessary abilities to test his new creation, and who gifted an angel of that dark power...

... that was already the most powerful.
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I


The beginning of all ages.

<<This is my world, you only live in it>>
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The story of humanity began to be written before its own birth. An only book in a library nailed to some hidden place of this infinite universe, situated in a different dimension from the one-man inhabits, for him to believe this way more holder of his own destiny.

A place built from a similar material more pure from our marbles, building the more symmetrical and immaculate walls that the human being has ever been able to imagine. With no edges, cracks, without a single impurity or vein in the angles that could make us think that could be built with more than one piece. Crowned in a dome clearer than glass, in which no reflex could make us sense that was there. A ceiling from which the light comes in hitting the walls, making its inside shine with the purest and warmest of lights. The same as its gleaming walls keep making notice including when the darkness looms over the dome, shyly encouraged by the light of the moon. Like a firefly shinning in the depths of night, or the last star that shines bright in the furthest place of the infinite. 

In the inside of that edification filled with light and intoxicating peace, an only squared table rose built in the same material as the walls, in the exact epicentre of the same, becoming the only furniture, accompanied of a simple and little stool that, like it, simulated being born from the floor itself or to merge with it. 

On top of the table, in perfect lining, just in the center, a book. A book which black cover, with no letters, only garnished by a golden cross who’s stipes and patibullum reached the vertical and horizontal margins of itself, stood our with notoriety between the whitish sparkles of the place. 

Suddenly, the dome exploited with a great roar, throwing the glasses to the interior, like if it had been hit by the strongest huracane ever imagined, able to blast that appearing fragile structure as the most resilient reality. A huracane accompanied of a darkness that from the same nothing that hides in that place, seemed to flood everything suddenly. Such was the darkness that dragged, that the same place, born and built over light, stopped shinning from an instant, as if all of the sudden that strange marble had turn opaque.

Like a fatal omen from the storm that was to be unchained in that place, and that would remove the foundations of the whole universe. 

The stream that made the book open to its first page. A blank page from a book that hadn’t been yet began to be written, and that now had a glass embedded that, as a dagger, had hurt it before being born.

Who knows if death.

That same day in which the book had to be started, the day that God created the human race, the lines to be done were already torn in advance.

Saint Peter’s doors are a human tittle given in a honored way to highlight and emphasize the authority of Simon “the fisher”, the Apostle considered as the first Pope. As human is the representation of those same doors, symbolized as a bright entry of golden bars. That place already existed before Peter, before the world itself as we know it. Moreover, they’re not even doors. Is an entry that appears from nothing, where a passage of such white and radiant floors that its own light hides them beneath the feet, a sparkling hallway between the darkness, guides us to the end of the tunnel where that light appears to exploit everywhere. A place created not precisely for the soul to choose its path to get to the creator through it, but with the purpose that his envoy could get to us to fulfill the task that had been given. The same door that, once open, also opens the door of that other place that on the progress command to build, anticipating to the subsequent events, moved away from his heaven and at the same time from man’s world.

But that comes together in a same way heaven opens up.

In a metaphorical way, without imagining what that symbology represents in reality, the man imagens heaven as a paradise that in some way it sustains over our heads, over the earth, and hell as the underworld that burns in a constant way under us, putting us right in the middle of both. In the middle of the two worlds destined to go against each other for all the eternity. 

The envoy went back after completing his task. In the mos efficient way ever imagined for he who gave it to him. Luzbel was radiante, full and proud of what he had accomplished, and overall of what he had felt in that place called earth, surrounded by those fragile and moldable mortals, under cover of what he had discovered. 

It was about a mere placebo, of a free will misinterpreted by pure knowledge.

Puffed of an unknown vanity before the discovery of a world that kept being directed, whatever his decisions were. Different from them, his angels, couldn’t be conscious to the direct non intervention of the father of them all. Those same lucubrations, during his return, they made him realize he himself was not owner of his own destiny. They weren’t as free as the believed. Convinced by hi,. Knower from the beginning, given his prior position between the Archangels, the ideology of new work from the moment if was conceived, knew very well what and how was the flock to be grazed from the invisibility, from the absolute incognito, manipulating the fold if this were to get distort beyond than expected. Aware of what the own Luzbel was incharge of implant. 

Knew from first hand the existence of The Roll and what this contained, The Seals. 

Is not the same to gift the human weak and fragile in that sense, than to make it in the one who is called «The Light Bearer», the only one able to make it shine in the most decadent of gloom.

Wasn’t surprised that in the moment of his return was only greeted by Rague, “God’s Friend”, the angel of order, justice, hope and harmony. The ideal celestial being to heal arguments and resolve small conflicts that, as a drop in the desert, splashed in such ephemeral way as unusual in that harmonic world.

This was one of the seven archangels of a group firstly made up by eight, and whose main reference was the one that had been collected after his ascent on earth, where had completed the mission his lord had entrusted to him.

It was always Raguel te one in charge to keep the peace.

Never no infringement from the rules no inappropriate fleetingly conduct, no inusual act, required more justice than his presence and reason imposed. Never before he had to take a fellow before the Creator himself, and less had he imagined that what to do would be, until that instant, one of the eight archangels. He whose hierarchy, closeness, and divine trust, was imposed over the others seven. 

After crossing the catwalk escorted by Raguel, an infinite haven of peace and warm luminosity extended beyond what the sight could reach. A world made up completely by harmony and the glow that fully drowned it, without even ceasing to appreciate th foundations on which it was sustained. A vast plain with no end, that, as a fine sheet of pure ice, gave off a kind of mist that emerged simulating to quilt the floor. Standing on the flash that wrapped everything, delimited somewhere with what couldn’t be seen, and the constant and light blue that presides over their heads. 

A perfect well- balanced and perfect, full of peace, whose eternal tranquility was about to be broken forever.

During several hundreds of meters, the two archangels walked without breaking a silence that had never been dared until the moment. Thousands of angels were crowded to the sides, watching them walk, without their faces not being able to hide a gesture of unknown worry up to that moment. Bodies with the body perfectly sculpted. Stringy arms and legs were every muscle could be appreciated. Only the color of the hair, face and has, were able to be seen. Wrapped up in a tight suit of an immaculate white that seemed as a second skin,and camouflaged them with that environment full of purity. With a physique similar to the humans, the one that would surely serve as pattern. Men and women that could not be distinguished among each other for that reason, since between them there was no sense of sexuality. All of them with their big wings, made by those soft immaculate feathers, which appearance exuded pleasure with only imagining its soft and fluffy touch, folded forming a heart on their backs, drawn in that dense fleece that crowned their shoulder blades. Their bodies were beautiful, near to the absolute perfection with which their creator made them. Their faces, beautiful, lacking of impurities, and their eyes transmitted the brightness of a complete existence of which they only knew what they were created for. Enjoying without any uncertainty, without any doubts or question, proud of knowing themselves to be chosen by he who can do it all and who everything dictates. 

At some point in that ocean of light, at the end of that angelic corridor, it opened and hundreds of thousands of figures were grouped together creating an immense semi-circle. They crowded on curious, gathered about to witness something their minds could never even imagine.

A first trial whose effect would be the one that would end up condemning humanity, precipitating it without remission to an irremediable and insurmountable final judgment.

The supreme being, the magnanimous and merciful being, had been offended. Denied. And was about to be betrayed. It hadn't happened yet, but he was the creator of that vast universe, and he knew the consequences of our actions even before they occurred.

He could observe him from his throne somewhere in that paradise. As he whispered to the first humans of his, corrupting them in his name until they denied him. He observed each of his gestures, the thread of his argument, each feeling and vehemence with which he emphasized each word, thus weaving the nefarious influence that he was weaving with that little halo of vanity and perversion that God breathed into him to carry out its mission. That haughtiness spread within him, nurturing an awareness he had previously lacked. A unique and liberated thought, putrefied and devoid of charity, that advanced within him, like a shadow capable of crushing that divine light that had accompanied him since his creation.

That commission, that in simple principle task that should activate free will in human beings, had brought about unexpected consequences.

The chosen one was arranged according to the needs of his mission. He was allowed to think far beyond what his destiny among the angels demanded of him until now. He was released from God's continual embrace so that he could act against his word. He was allowed what no other had ever dared even imagine. Deny God, and use him as a weapon against one's conscience of his new creation. He had to give them the option not to follow him, to violate his rules and violate his word, so that they would choose the path to follow. He had to create in them needs that went beyond what their creator had warned them about. He had to make the only overriding obligation the one they felt at every moment. Their needs and desires above God's standards. Convincing them that they did not have to fear what they could not see, what did not show.

That commission made his envoy aware of something that among his fellow-men, despite knowing it, was not as obvious as to humans. His power and His matchless creation before them.

What better way to corrupt them, and cause them to make mistakes than to show oneself to those vulnerable creatures instead of the one who would not show himself? To make them doubt about God, the angel needed to offer them something in return. Something that contrasted his figure.

It was then that he decided to offer himself.

They would see before their eyes. They would hear the words of a god from his mouth. A god who allowed them to enjoy whatever they wanted around them, without any limitation. That he gave them a life dedicated to themselves, and not to any neighbor. That he would open up a world of unrestricted pleasures, the only limit of which was marked by each one's conscience. Not that of a distant being whose standards were adjusted to his whim, without freeing the mind of those he created just to follow and adore him. That selfish god who offered them a dull life, destined to be servants. A tyrant who created a paradise, to make them live surrounded by rules. He, on the other hand, gave them the true free will that in practice the creator had not dared to provide them. A god who contradicted his goodness and his infinite love, threatening to unleash his redeeming wrath if his laws were transgressed, in front of a god who provided them with that pure and fertile land, where they could set their own rules, follow their plan.

The human was a weak being. Virginal in the conception. Sweet and docile, frightened and admired in front of that being who claimed to be his creator, in front of that light that came out of nowhere and from which the voice that dictated the obligations of their existence emerged. So to influence humans in the same way, the Archangel decided to show even more than that light, condemned to it by his law, had been able to show them.

He entered their minds in a sibylline way like a snake, turning an idea into doubt. And then in a need. He perverted his innocence until he made them believe that the one who claimed to be his creator was actually hiding the true meaning of life from them. Denying them some pleasures for which in contrast, they had been arranged. Pleasures that would become forbidden temptations that they could feel, desire, but that the one who called himself God forced them to refuse.

The insulting words soon began to sow those doubts that God longed for in his new creation. Activating in them their morality.

A moral that such a powerful being, so different now thanks to the commission for which he was required, did not take long to break, once again reaching perfection in his work. Just as he had always done. Just as he was created.

At the very moment that he had accomplished his mission, his presence was required in heaven. Just before that human couple engendered the first of their descendants, already with the dark stain embedded in the deepest part of their souls.

Now, all those thousands of hundreds of angels remained expectant before the unusual fact that that special summons announced.

Abandoned by Raguel, the envoy remained in the center of that circle made up of thousands of figures.

Behind all those who gathered in front of him, under the shelter of his seven archangels, rose the figure of a being similar in appearance to theirs. He remained standing, as if that bluish air that rose above the virginal purity of the sky, was the ground that sustained him. Wrapped in an immaculate white robe, his face was hidden by an intoxicating light that enveloped him. Guessing the beauty of him.

Such a beauty that it was expressed by that simple luminosity that seemed to emanate from his body, and invaded everything around him. Like a radiant halo that was projected from the pores of his skin, splashing the exterior closest to him, covering that pure presence with a yellowish aura that became physical before those present.

The Eighth Archangel slowly turned around him, observing in the distance the faces of those brothers he could pick out in the front rows. His pure and immaculate bodies, along with the gleaming pallor of his garments, blended into that heavenly environment of light and tender cloud cover. Only the color of his hair, and the extreme brilliance of his eyes, allowed one to guess his features in the distance. In front of him, behind the rest of the angels, under the feet of the creator, guarding him and reaffirming his condition, the seven remaining Archangels.

This time the silence was not a true reflection of heavenly harmony. It did not give off that captivating perfume full of calm and perpetual agreement. One could breathe, could feel as hurtful as the edge of the divine weapons that many of them carried as a symbol of their characteristics, an emblem of their condition, and not as a belligerent weapon. Sharp like the very tip of the spears that accompanied the presence of many others, bastions of a conception, signs indicative of their ancestry, whose presence represented for the rest the indicative of their occupation, and the limit that the other should not exceed. Weapons that were never used for a purpose for which they were never created. Simple signs of identity, signs of law that were never broken.

They all expected to hear his voice... but it was not his that broke the silence.

Breaking the sacred, but the unwritten rule, by which no one had ever dared to speak before the presence of God, without this having given rise to it.

— It's done!

The act of putting his voice before that of the creator, and the tone with which those words emanated from his mouth, caused the crowd to suddenly not be able to contain themselves and to let out an exclamation.

He smirked. A perfidious smile that could not be hidden from the divine gaze. Not even at that distance.

Twice. With a single gesture, he had involuntarily made the majority of those gathered transgress that rule without being able to avoid it.

Penetrating inside her and everyone present, God spoke. The father that loves, whose first thought and reaction to wrongdoing is to forgive through redemption and assimilation of the acts of his children. Mistakes are considered such because they violate his path. The one he has drawn. The one he has ruled for each and every one of his creatures.

—¿Euq ese Γεγονός, Luzbel?

«What's done, Luzbel? »

The Luzbel that left heaven was not the same as the one that had returned. His lord's words were harsh in his ears. Privative. Condemning him to lack of knowledge, subjecting him to the yoke of going against something that his new nature demanded of him. 

Nature with which he had endowed him.

—They have chosen. They bit into the apple. Both of them.

—¿Kai euq Яблуко et mortes? ¿Al euq ego ako magse—set, vel al euq ti sel ultro?

«And what apple did they bite? The one that I arranged, or the one that you offered them? »

—I just carried out my mission. The one for which I was entrusted.

—Quaedam.Orep le τέλος umunlad ne ti on are oti nam le euq ikaw ay phái viên.

«That is Certain. But the end developed in you was not the one for which you were sent. »

Luzbel frowned.

—Who says so?

—Oti euq et ol iussit

«The one who ordered it. »

—Orders! I have felt new things ... sensations inside me ...

—Otioll euq on bierasde sentiant.

«What you shouldn't feel.»

—Why? It is pleasant. Why deny me something after being shown?

— Ropeuq ase on se ti sinisigurado natura.

«Because that's not your true nature. »

—And which is the same? Worship when one can be worshiped? Not thinking, even if you have been empowered to have ideas? Where is free will? We do not have it because we have always been under your yoke. Educated under your watchful presence, and judging gaze. And you have wanted to give it to them, deceiving them, because there is no free will when the guidelines are set. Your non—presence makes them ignore a fact that, on the contrary, we do know. You want them to believe that there is no destiny when this is already indicated. You are not consistent with your purposes. If they should have free choice, give it to them and respect your own word.

Those words of the favorite archangel spat out without thinking in the presence of God, caused a gesture of astonishment among those present. A gesture that did not answer the same reaction in all of them. To some, those whose conduct at some point could have been minimally transgressive, the words reached them in the same way as those of the creator to the rest. Only they did not bounce and expand into the infinity that surrounded them, like a personalized echo for each one, even if they were directed at thousands. They were like a whisper that waddled through his eardrums. A whisper that the rest of those present could not perceive in the same way. The words were not shown to the outside from their position, they invaded the interior of those angels as extreme confidence not exposed to the ears of the rest. Words that were diluted in his veins, turning into boiling lava that convulsed as he elucidated the meaning of what, behind them, was sensed.

—¿Kai euq nah doortay, Luzbel?

«And what have they chosen, Luzbel?»

—Me! They have been tempted as you have arranged. They have acquired what you call "morality and conscience", and this has led them to deny you. They will never have free will if your presence marks a destiny that they shun. They do not want the freedom of a god who forbids them what is otherwise offered to them. A god who endows them with thoughts, feelings, and sensations that by definition they must refuse to delve into. That limits the execution of their own needs. And that's what you do with each and every one of us.

A new gesture of exclamation stirred the apparent harmony and balance that this idyllic place exuded. This time was accompanied by some scattered and staggering signs of affirmation and support.

Again that smile that God had never seen before in his beloved cherub.

— My nature is what my conscience dictates. The one that you have given me. Why deprive me of it now? Why should I continue with a work of obligation, when I have been able to have your own children deny you and follow my words? Why be a slave, when before your fragile existence I can be a god?

—¿δούλος?

« Slave?»

—Yes. — He turned his back to the Lord in his presence, defying even the slightest trace of respect, before the astonished gaze of those around him — We are slaves when we cannot inquire into our interior, without being corrected under the protection of a law that, being his, — he kept turning his back at his father while pointing his finger at him in front of those present, in the most contemptuous of gestures — we must abide. When our mission in existence corresponds to an obligatory bestowal with which we must bear. Deprived of developing the power that is in many of us. We are decorative figures, created for a single purpose. A purpose far from any act of pure and infinite mercy. A selfish purpose.

The different reactions between the angels did not wait. Those words began to provoke inquiring looks that no angel had ever crossed between them before. Looks of rebellion confronted with looks of reproach.

—Down there is a weak race, which has nevertheless been given the gift of choice. Have any of you been presented with such an opportunity? Have any of you been asked if he wishes to be something different from what you are because that is how you are commanded? Has anyone woken up after a dream without having to feel remorse immediately, because that is how you have been taught? Ashamed of having only imagined it. Is that freedom? Is that free thought? Is that knowledge, when we are deprived of even knowing ourselves?

The part of the crowd enraged by the archangel's words bellowed cries of denial that responded to his words and were mixed with gestures of support raising their spears and swords, flashing in that universe of pure, radiant beauty, and, so far, placid.

He finished turning around again, facing the distant figure of the lord. This time his face was defiant.

—You sent me to tempt them... and so I did. You wanted them to have a choice ... and I made them choose. You gave me autonomy from you, you made me feel and think of my own free will ... and now you can't take it from me! I am the essence of what I am. Now, in this instant. I am the culmination of your creation. Above one and the other. I have a life of my own. And in your image and likeness, I have your same ambitions. Why worship when you feel like you were born to be worshiped? You fill your mouth with words of fairness and understanding, of justice. You talk about finding a way and doing it through sheer choice. Not induced. But you show them the way through the Rulo, so that it ends up unfailingly leading to you. Is that freedom, father ...? Know what awaits us and leads us without hesitation towards it, or like them, not know, and end in the same way? If I do not wish to worship or pay homage to you, you should accept it and grant me that will. That is my freedom of choice. And if they deny you to me, I must be the light that guides them. Under everything that now oozes in me, and you had denied me. I can't be a puppet when my power equals yours. Not only have they denied you, as you can see, but there are also more of us who do not feel happy in your paradise of decency, modesty, decorum, and repression.

The glances between the two factions began to show certain violence, under the auspices of the two sides that seemed to be forming. Freely, many of them abandoned their positions, uncomfortable in the presence of what until now was his brother, crowding into the group that formed the circle behind Luzbel. Breaking this circle was mixed with the many who, in turn, abandoned that position and approached those who followed the words of God.

Now the Angels drew a metaphorical horseshoe that was born at the feet of the creator, until it broke at its ends, with Luzbel in the center of it, and his more than three hundred thousand new followers isolated from the others crowded behind him.

Without turning, he pointed his right arm behind his back.

—And they have chosen too! Before my words and yours, like your new children, they have chosen mine. Are you also going to ban it? Is that the freedom you say to grant us?

Unexpectedly, the silence was broken through God's own verb. Since that trial began, the creator had remained in the background listening to each of the words that his angel had to say. The verb of him until now was perceived by those present in each of his heads. The peace of that empyrean was only broken by the accusations and reproaches towards God, and the different manifestations of those present, motivated by the lack of respect that he showed, and the tone that the judgment had taken.

A calm voice, with a tone as warm as it was paternalistic, resounded serenely throughout the environment, as if invisible walls limited the sky, returning the words so that each and every one of those gathered could hear them. Penetrating like a seductive melody that seemed to calm any craving one might feel. The just father who before punishment lets his own son try to see his mistake until he recognizes it.

—Oh, Lucero ... son of the morning!" With your disobedience, with the restlessness of your contradictions and your wickedness, you have desecrated your sanctuary. You were the seal of perfection, full of wisdom and finished in beauty, your heart was lifted because of it. You broke your wisdom because of your splendor. You were perfect in all your ways, from the day you were created, until today that evil is found in you. You are full of iniquity, and you have sinned. It is the irrevocable nature of your choice, not a defect of my infinite divine mercy, that makes the sin you have committed cannot be forgiven.

—Forgiveness! ... why would I want your forgiveness? I have discovered myself as I never have before. I have felt free to choose who I want to be, without having to instinctively relate it to your figure. I like to be the god of my own decisions. And like you, I like that my decisions are followed by the rest. I have not broken a single one of your rules, whose action towards them would require the use of The Seals. I have stuck to the role you gave me. You created me for a very high position in heaven, and I have disposed of the nature that you provided me. You cannot judge me for what I have done, nor for who I am. And you know it.

—You, great cherub, protector ...! I put you on my holy mountain, in Eden, my garden. Every precious stone was your garment, of cornerine, topaz, jasper, chrysolite, beryl, and onyx, of sapphire, emerald, and gold. Your position was the closest to my throne. I endowed you with my glory, majesty, and power. You were honored and lofty ...

—I was created in your image and likeness because you arranged it that way. I tempted your work to make use of that free will that you had endowed them with, and of which they were not aware because it was the faithful reflection of your being. How to choose something that they do not know? How to tempt their wills if they are subordinate to yours? So first you tempted me..., — he said with scorn and accusation. — Because for them to know evil, I had to know it before ...

A new voice was added to the amazement of that assembly.

—You know he can't allow it. The fact that you have received that special gift bestowed in our presence does not diminish the honor you have received until then, beloved Luzbel.

Michael's words sounded patronizing. He was aware that the Archangel would position himself in favor of the creator, commanding the rest against him, and against those who followed him, all his angelic hosts. He and other loyal angels tried to reconcile that mighty rebel angel to their creator's will before the voice rang out again.

—Your presence with them has awakened a shadow that neither of the two races is prepared to face because it completely escapes the motive of what we should be, what we have been created for. You have spread your seed over your brothers the angels subtly and seductively. You have been collecting the ideas that you had first sown in them, and you have presented them as the thoughts of other minds against the government of God. You know that I will not allow you to break the balance between us and humans. I will not let that scourge spread and corrupt man, as it seems to have corrupted an angel, a cherub whose mission was to protect, not confront. They are not destined to endure the suffering that this expansion of fleeting desires, ambitions, and vanities can cause in their purity. I have to protect them, although for that ...

The last word took on such a solemn tone that it was nipped in the bud by the defiant archangel

—Even if you have to sacrifice one of your sons to do so! I discharged my duties without fail, and in perfect obedience to God. I accepted what he wanted me to be. How merciful!

—You need time to reconsider and return to your essence. "Covering, big cherub, " My brother Luzbel.

—This is who I am! — The archangel roared boldly. — Ego syo Lucifer! «I am Lucifer! (He who takes the light)» Although the laws were necessary for men, angels are higher, we do not need restrictions because our own wisdom is enough to guide us. I am who I am. He made me like that — he threw like an ironic poison dart.

Miguel intervened, trying to make his beloved brother come to his senses.

—God created you as much as possible in his own likeness. Invested with his wisdom and equipped with the heavenly panoply. Noble, honorable, lofty, more beautiful than any of us. He placed you in a position of high responsibility, before his throne. He did not require of you anything that was unreasonable. You should only manage the office given by our father, with meekness and devotion, and promote the glory of it, who had previously crowned you with glory and beauty.

Lucifer's countenance made him look sinister. His pride kept gaining ground over reason, and the weighty arguments that his other brothers made to him did not matter. He did not give up in his efforts to provoke God. He tried to win the support of the angels, suggesting thoughts of criticism towards the government of this.

He did not want to listen, and he accused the rest of the archangels of servility.

God did not want to destroy this on the spot. If he had, the angels would not have noticed in him any justice, goodness, or love. A single doubt about his mercy, and it would have been a bad seed for the rest. He possessed the future knowledge of what would happen, even before the creation of the world. He could not adapt his purposes to the circumstances but allowed them to unfold.

The plan that he would carry out in case any of his heavenly angels were revealed is what is known as "God’s Mystery." The same one that has been kept hidden since immortal times.

Lucifer continued to ignore the presence of God, turning now to the archangel Michael, commander of the armies of the almighty.

— A father does not sacrifice his first—born to be consistent with his whim. Why should I pay for his mistakes? And them? I will provide you with what he hides from you. I know well what this meeting means, Michael. Down there your God creates nymphs, while here it was Raguel who received me. An improper and inadequate reception for the one who returns triumphant, and he should only share with the one who entrusted him with his mission. — He looked away from him and looked with his gaze for the light that intoxicated everything to direct his words to her. — I knew you weren't going to like my new way of looking at things. You know everything, and you know everything. Once again, you show your children a sham. Believing to participate in the contemplation of a decision already made beforehand. I have been judged from the very moment I was called upon again.

— God counted on you to such a way that he entrusted the care of heaven in your hands. Only you possessed of all of us, authority inferior to God’s. You have reigned as Viceroy on our father's holy mountain, and you have allowed your narcissism and pride to have been the center of your universe, varying from God to you. You have forced him to create another world. One in which you can meditate and reflect on your acts and claims. About what you really want and are. About the meaning of your own existence. You must meet yourself again, Luzbel.

Again she showed the Machiavellian and contemptuous smile of his at the words of the archangel Michael.

— Find me? My name is Lucifer! I felt the darkness breakthrough under this new world that he has created. I am unforeseen for your God. So much so that not even his Pergamum picked it up. Or maybe now it has? We both know how the world that wants to offer us is governed. Only you're blinded by his light. I was not in it. Now, his new children follow my words with greater devotion than his, and since their false will cannot allow it, he has decided to move me away from them, and consequently from this place where, suddenly, contrary to what the pressure of their oppressive hand exerts on our ears, my words also begin to be heard and considered, doubting his truth. Before perhaps in another moment of the insipid existence of the one whom you name Luzbel, I would have swiftly returned to his call, but my new me could not resist seeing what was surely reserved for my figure. A kingdom of darkness, where he only prevails over those he has cast off. Condemned for his accusing finger, for not abiding by his laws. Some laws that they reject.

—Those who are incapable, like you, of getting away from that stain that you have imposed on them, outraging their essence.

—Neither will they have a choice, nor will those who continue to populate the earth. You decide for all of them.

Lucifer, with each of his words and rejection of God, continued to instigate in the minds of the angels, leaving single words that made up an accurate and piercing message, an open door for a long list of assumptions. Cunningly, he extracted thoughts of doubt from those present. Placing discontent on the lips of those to whom he had addressed each of his words. Even aware that they were outnumbered, his ambition was so great that the sacrifice of those who followed him would not be in vain, as they would help achieve his goal.

The three hierarchies of angels began to take a position. The Seraphim did it first, approaching the throne of God to make an insurmountable barrier. They surrounded him and spread their three pairs of wings; two covered their feet, two others their face so as not to be dazzled by the blinding light of God, and the other two that they used to fly with they deployed them making a containment wall. The opacity hid the light.

—That is the only realm possible for everyone who turns away from the light, Lucifer, the eternal darkness.

For the first time, the archangel Michael stopped referring to him as "The bringer of light."

Next, the next to take position were the Cherubim, who in front of the Seraphim made another barrier guarding the light, followed later by the Thrones. The next row was made up of the second hierarchy of angels; Dominations, Virtues, and Powers. The third to last row was taken by the third hierarchy, the Principalities. In the penultimate the Angels, and in the last the Seven Archangels, all of them commanded, like each of the hierarchies, by the commander of the army of God, the Archangel Michael.

Lucifer's smile returned, showing a perfidious gesture when he saw how many of them followed him. But he didn't last long on his lips. It was frozen when a warrior cry of noble protest was released by the archangel Michael, manifesting his disapproval when many of the angels colluded to dishonor God and destroy man. This manifesto reflected his strength and power because of his jealousness and faithfulness to God. Much of the heavenly court remained faithful and obedient. The strength that Michael showed inspired courage in the other angels, who joined in his cry of nobility ...

— Moio cum Dio ?!

<< Who’s like God !? >>

The order in heaven, once the figure of the eighth Archangel, Luzbel, had disappeared, placed the Archangel Michael behind the figure of the creator. The defender of the people of God, who as such, had been chosen to carry out his word. His mission.

Expel Lucifer and his hosts from heaven if necessary.

Behind Lucifer's back, right at the center point between him and his followers, the ground began to crack. Accompanied by a slight roar, that pure floor began to open, revealing a dark void that seemed to engulf part of that hypothetical ground that supported them under nothing, like an imaginary line that separates heaven and earth, creating the border—based on shades. Accompanied by the noise, that celestial mantle began to break, looming a dark void that engulfed everything. Nothingness stretched out in a circular black hole, an opaque well that reflected the void from which it seemed to be made. The nothingness began to rotate on itself, to twist into a whirlpool of remarkable thickness as if that in which nothing had seemed to have turned into a strange liquid. A turbulent fluidity of nothing that threatened to devour anyone who exceeded the limits that now marked that singular dark lagoon. Some banks were a few inches from Lucifer's back, and even less from the front that marked his followers.

From the depths of the corridor that opened the lines that protected the Creator, the figure of Michael emerged walking until he approached Lucifer. At his waist, a belt woven from a precious golden thread supported the scabbard in which his sword rested.

A beautiful weapon, of which the simple presence of its crosshead highlighted the vigor of the seven precious stones that adorned it.

Miguel stopped a few inches from Lucifer.

—His master's servant. You finally show yourself. I was tired of you talking in my ear.

At the same moment that Michael stopped, the two arms of that curious horseshoe that they formed, and that now contained that black whirlwind in addition to the figure of the two archangels, began to stretch, encircling the rebel angel and his followers. Leaving as the only way out before them, the unknown destiny that under those rebellious waters, formed by evil and sin, was found.

From somewhere in its infinite and unknown depths, thunderous explosions now resounded, reaching the surface clearly. As if the world that inhabited within was collapsing. That thick blackness that turned, began to subtly illuminate, reflecting reddish lines that were projected from within. Flames that enveloped a world in permanent convulsion.

Lucifer smirked at his executioner.

—Welcome to hell ... my new home!

—You must follow your destiny, — Miguel indicated with all the calm he could muster while trying to guess what was hiding under that strange attitude of Lucifer’s.

A behavior that had never been seen in any angel. He remained composed and with an unsettling smile for someone who was facing the same father of all. Sure and firm, without apparent fear of the exemplary punishment that had been imposed. Not only had he not asked for forgiveness, but he was not pretending to regret his actions at all. He did not beg for mercy in the face of such unimaginable punishment.

—My destiny? What is my destiny? The one your God dictates?

—He is everyone's.— Miguel did not lose his usual temperance.

—He is not my God. I rule my destiny. — Lucifer looked up from him, searching for the throne of God, but that wall of angels prevented him from reaching it with his eyes. — I renounce him!— the words from him were answered by cheers by those behind him, forgetting for an instant the terrifying future that haunted them.

On the one hand nothingness, and that which seemed to twist in his gut. And on the other, hundreds of thousands of angels outnumbered them.

—And I demand,— Lucifer continued, — what I have earned by my own actions. That for which I was entrusted by your lord himself. Is that your God? The one who breaks his own word? The one who is silent and grants in his lackey, to distance me from what by law belongs to me? A god who errs and hides behind your actions to have a clear conscience from him, who has deprived you for an eternity of choosing for yourselves what you should or could be. Of everything that actually remains in us since our creation. Pleasures, desires ..., sensations, and feelings overlapped in our souls by his own will. A god who speaks to you of purity and goodness, and forbids you to be what you really could be. And now, everything that he has denied us, he has given to a weak species. Fragile beings. Why? Because his conscience before him is much less dangerous than ours. Because he doesn't want us to realize that we can be whatever we want. That we can be like him. Better than him. I now know. I know what has been deprived and hidden from us throughout our lives. Serving when we could be served. Prisoners when ignorance made us believe about the freedom that we did not have. That's your God, not mine. I have not betrayed anything that has been imposed on me, nor have I failed to comply with what was dictated to me. So no, Michael, I have no intention of following “HIS" destiny.

—Think again brother, it's his word. Like all of us, you know what will end up happening.

—Perfidy seemed to envelop Lucifer's face.

— Well, before that I can only say..., "His will be done." No matter how unpredictable an ending may be, it can always be the only one that is not foreseen. Even with the same outcome, arriving in a different way can change the course of the anticipated future after that end.

—I do not understand your words.

— What are you going to understand? That's what I mean. You only act within what has been shown to you. Freedom only begins when you are the one who is forced to choose. That's why I ask you Michael, what are you going to do about it? I confirm my position, I do not intend to follow the destiny that has agreed for me. Are you going to force me?

Miguel turned his head, seeking Father's approval or assent. The angels that concealed the throne folded their wings to face the gaze of God with his archangel Michael, in the same way, that all the other angels who stood before them did, opening a corridor that would reveal the position of the throne. Hundreds of those that formed that horizontal bastion, with only a unison movement that echoed in the sky, changed their position vertically, opening one by one like a fan.

Never had an angel been forced to impose himself in such a way on another.

God did not speak, but Michael's gesture as he turned his face was now firm and determined.

Lucifer and Miguel continued face to face.

God had made him beautiful both inside and out. But that rejection of all that had been granted him, was moving further and further away from the light, allowing himself to be enveloped by darkness with every step he took to the other side.

The change in Lucifer was not unexpected. Before the astonished eyes of Michael, the most beautiful archangel of those who congregated there seemed to lose life in his complexion. He paled until he looked unfamiliar to them. Death. His eyes were filled with a brilliant greenish light, his pupils taking on a sinister look. The shadows seemed to hide part of his face, and gleaming fangs could be seen in his grim smile. To the amazement of all, he spread his wings. As he did so, the foamy white feathers on his surface fell away, giving way to plumage as dark as the nothingness writhing behind him. His outfit began to take on that color as well. As if a stain began to appear and spread until it was completely stained. That dark and sinister metamorphosis did nothing but highlight, even more, the creepy figure that he now showed to the rest of the angels. That startling change encouraged his host. Even knowing they were cornered, the hundreds of followers interpreted that change as a sign of their power. As it concluded, his transformation was accompanied by the disturbing sound that seemed to be approaching from within the maleficent lagoon. A terrifying roar that was repeated over and over again, gaining strength and disturbing sharpness as it approached until it broke the surface like an earthquake capable of shaking the foundations of the sky itself. Thunderous to force many to cover their ears.

With the last roar, a huge red and black—winged dragon emerged, several hundred heads tall. His eyes alight in the most unleashed of fury, with a smoking snout at whose intervals of panting and puffing, allowed to distinguish enormous jaws.

The animal settled on Lucifer's back, towering majestically over the spinning hole.

—Leviathan! — the now visibly surprised divine voice echoed through the sky.

Lucifer smirked. He had managed to break the firm and sure presence of the undaunted creator, in front of all his children.

—Mmm... Leviathan! So that's what it's called ... I told you that my newly acquired vital curiosity led me to approach my new domains before. He was predestined to be my guardian, right? Well, I call your guardian a pet. I can feel your surprise, even though I can't see it on your face from here... Your god —Lucifer turned around, watching all the angels— has made a mistake again! One of those that, as you can see, we all end up paying. In his desire to distance me and isolate me from everything, not even he has wanted to know what is hidden down there. He has not foreseen the knowledge of what my passage through those other two worlds has made me acquire. I have become aware of what I can be capable of doing, of what I am. If it is so good and correct in his judgment, why does he pass his children off as something for which they have not been prepared? He breaks his word by not granting me what is rightfully mine. A right that it deprives us of, has been inherent to us from the first moment of our creation. I never did anything for which I was not educated and taught. Trained like an animal of that new species that you have created. You have endowed me with this freedom, with this knowledge that you now want to take from me for no reason. I always acted under his command, and I did not do before, nor have I done now, more than what he, the one you call father, asked of me. If I am not reciprocated according to what I really am, I will do what I think I should do.

An exclamation, impossible for everyone to contain, turned a murmur into a mass display of surprise and general disbelief.

Lucifer had just defied God himself.

—Are you threatening our people?

The Black Angel looked at Michael, and muttered under his breath.

—I never threaten.

Michael, faced with the turn of events, grasped the hilt of his sword with his right hand, while he continued to look sweetly, almost praying, at Lucifer.

—Don't do it, Luzbel, don't force us ...

—My name is not imposed on me according to a false destiny. He is the one who forces me. I know what destiny he has written for me. I know I can't help it. But the way I get to it may allow me to create my own.

Everything happened very fast.

Following his words, Leviathan, the great dragon, expelled from his mouth a huge ball of fire that hit the foot of the throne, where the first barriers of angels were. Hundreds of them burned in flames. Their own feathers encouraged them to spread, melting their bodies. The smoke that caused that explosion hid Lucifer, giving him free rein to try to get to where the throne was. His followers lashed out with their swords and spears at the stunned angels who were still trying to react to what they had just seen, trying to free themselves from the fence of darkness they were facing.

Faced against nature by the violence they were unaware of, many were slow to react.

The two factions met in a huge melee. Some trying to get rid of the fence, and others push them into the abyss. The steels sank into the bodies of each other, spreading the blood from the wounds through their neat clothes, dripping until it puddled that virginal ground from which, until a few moments ago, only light emanated. The swords severed limbs, splashing with death the idyllic and harmonious surroundings that contemplated them. A fierce battle in which the only possible space between one body and another was death.

A race of angels engaged in a relentless fight.

The dragon kept throwing its fireballs, interspersed with moments in which he took the opportunity to roar and launch his jaws at the angels. Tearing their bodies apart, with its claws and teeth, in his wake. The divine spears pierced his body, causing bloodcurdling howls that ended up turning into fierce roars, not preventing him from continuing his bloody mission.

Michael commanded that fierce deployment, rendering his service in the front row, under Leviathan. Meanwhile, his brothers beat each other with fierce virulence.

That confrontation would not last long, but it would mark a before and after in the consciences of those present, showing the cruelty, horror, and hatred. Sensations that they had never perceived or imagined before, and became effective with the death of each of their peers. Many of them were scorched by the dragon's flames, others beheaded with fury lighting their faces. On both sides. Brothers who until recently had respected each other to the utmost cordiality, annihilated each other, sowing the paradise of amputated limbs and skewed wings, dividing themselves into the darkness that Lucifer seemed to have brought with him.

For the first and only time in history, death and destruction ravaged the very temple of God. His house. Those weapons carried by the majestic angels of each hierarchy, the same ones that conferred the rank they held, went from being a simple prop to become a justice. Now they were weapons capable of killing.

Michael fought exhausted against that demon from the underworld. That bottomless pit gave off ash and smoke that darkened the reigning space. He was so stubborn in his work to defend and protect his brothers, that for a moment, due to the sudden chaos, he lost sight of the black archangel. As he searched Lucifer with his gaze, he met reality.

Among that blanket of light, the wounded bodies were scattered, easy to distinguish by the red trail that colored that canvas that once almost blended with their clothes. Screams of pain, anguish, and help met and joined the deafening roars of the winged beast. The cries of the confronted fused with them, evoking the harmony of destruction, of the highest evil. Faces invaded by anger, where no trace of humanity was expressed before the incomprehension of the eyes of those who died at their hands. The dejected bodies crossed that floor of light that could not be seen, losing themselves under it, rushing through that other sky that covered the new world. Catching in flames upon contact with the earth's atmosphere, to end up disappearing, dissolving in its fall. Illuminating the sky with a celestial light that flashed past, like a shooting star before the moon that watches over the earth. Blood. Only the reddish color of the purest blood ever spilled, was left covering the neat place where the battle was unleashed. A river of blood flowed into the dark well, pouring down the sink from the consequence of what had exploded in his world of light.

Darkness. The same one that loomed, enveloping in its dark embrace everything that was within its reach.

Lucifer's hosts began to fall before his notorious inferiority, but still, they were dragged by their leader to certain death and sentence. Swallowed by vice, they fell relentlessly into the depths of hell, dead or not. The flames enveloped them in their fall, hugging them and welcoming them to what would be their new home forever and ever.

Michael saw Lucifer approaching the throne, but that beast had him subjected to weigh his options. If he wandered off in search of the black Angel, Leviathan would drag many more of his siblings to hell. The archangel wielded his sword supremely and hurled it at the dragon.

A perfect weapon. As beautiful in appearance. A bluish alloy, whose sparkles seemed to bring back that celestial blue that enveloped them. Even steeped in thick dragon blood. His crosshead had been sculpted from black diamond, a material found in the foundations of the earth as well. Its arms were limited by two precious and unknown blue stones, equal to the other four small ones that ran along the hilt, until ending in a seventh that, like the two of the arms of the cross, are set in the black diamond, protected by a golden cover. Winding between the stones of the hilt, a soft layer of fine golden thread was woven, highlighting the brilliance of its colors.

The sword that only the chosen one can carry on earth. The one that is yet to come.

But only on earth ...

Lucifer understood that with that action, Michael would get rid of the dragon and go in search of him. He didn't have time. And for sure, he couldn't get much closer to the throne. But that act left open a loophole through which to reach God. If Leviathan fell, the entrance to the underworld would close behind him. So without wasting any more time, he made a hole between the charred bodies that covered the ground of paradise as if it were a macabre carpet. Mercilessly, and with the speed that the moment demanded of him, he entered that corridor of charred bodies, leaving under his feet the dust that raised his firm step as he approached. The remaining angels rushed at him without any fortune. Lucifer lashed out in all his fury at them, spreading the carpet with every step he took. The powerful weapon of the archangel Michael was embedded in the heart of the beast, causing a scream that made the world tremble. The circle was closing, the angels narrowed down the space to pass through, and Lucifer had no other options. So as the archangel Michael did, before the sword reached the ground after fatally wounding the dragon, he picked it up at high speed and cast his gaze towards the figure of God, to the point where you could see his right hand.

There he was.

He knew that he would be present if what was decided there had to do with the existence of the human race.

The Pergamum.

In a reaction as swift as it was surprising, aware that he could not kill the creator of all things, he directed his accurate launch against The divine Roller. In his trajectory, he was skewing wings, arms, hands, at the speed that Leviathan fell, while a tornado emerged from the black well that rose, without abandoning its contact with the lagoon of darkness and penance, attracting the dragon and absorbing it inside. The sword reached its goal, aware that at no time, in that place, could it take the life of the creator, splitting the Pergamum that God held in two. He went right through it on one of the sides where it was sticking out of the hand of Christ.

Along with the sword, part of the Pergamum continued on its way, dragged by the cross beyond the limits of the sky, until it began a fall that would lead them both to lose themselves in that new place called earth.

Lucifer spread his wings, and before anyone reacted, and the other piece fell, he flew up and picked it up.

A hurricane wind rose from the bottom where he was, undaunted by what was happening, God. A gale that only affected the followers of Lucifer, throwing them into the well screaming, prisoners of despair and pain.

Only Lucifer seemed unalterable to that divine intervention, smiling from that eerie new appearance of him.

—You can still do it yourself

His voice didn't even seem affected. There was that patronizing tone that so irritated the archangel.

Lucifer looked up from him, not giving up on his smile.

—You have always been wrong. Will is not found in the back, but in the ways.

Knowing his destiny, of its irremissibility, before they threw themselves against him, or God himself unleashed his fury for that direct aggression, the Black Angel himself immersed himself in that lagoon where the remains would be the only inhabitant of that filthy underworld.

The well began to close, like water that is diluted by a sink without leaving any trace, revealing that ground again, now stained with blood and fallen angels as if it had never ceased to be under that mantle that foreshadowed absolute depth. A paradise where the harmonic tranquility was invaded by laments and screams of pain and anguish. For the cruelest representation of all that God had tried to hide from his children. The opposite of everything they had been brought up to do. Created.

The battle in heaven was not great because of its longevity in time, just a few minutes, but because of its meaning. For the first time in history, a race that did not know evil, a pure race devoid of any stain, had known death, facing its equals, and irrigating with blood the foundations of love on which that paradise was based. Dragged without remission and without any understanding by the actions of an archangel who had dared to defy the lord himself in his house.

Lucifer knew that he could not face the one with whom he cannot finish. But because of who he was, and the position that the creator had given him, he was convinced of the pain that it would cause God to see the suffering of his children, caused by his own decisions when deciding to create him. As he told Michael, it was the way to reach an end that can change the destiny of the end.

He now had four of the seals.

The only way to obtain what he longed for, what he claimed by legitimate right, was to change how the human being looked at his destiny. A destiny already written. Either through God and his own and his feigned free will or through the seals. He couldn't face him, but he could make him give him what was his. It would be through his new children and the pain that the way they approached their end, making him very different from whatever his creator had envisioned.

If he was such a good father, he would end up giving in to the suffering of his offspring. If he was so merciful, he would have to end up accepting the consequences of his own action.

Time was no problem. It never was for his species. This was only of notable importance on earth, where the effect it had on man at each interval could be felt heavily. But in heaven, and now in hell, time was only relative. Especially if his firmness, perseverance, and conviction protected him in the assurance that at some point his opportunity would come. Without forgetting that that part of the roller that he took with him kept sealed four of the most destructive seals, capable of unleashing the cruelest desolation and devastation that could befall a weak species, left by the hand of God.

The four horsemen of the apocalypse.

Those that contained the most appropriate part so that the seed that he had deposited in Adam and Eve, spread with greater speed and sharpness.

Everything bad that Lucifer brought to man would be multiplied in an incalculable and exponential way.

The wheel of destiny had begun to turn ...



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


II

Today

Median


"He who has served as an instrument to punish another unjustly will remain at the gates of heaven"
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––––––––
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When the agents left their home, Luna took longer to fall asleep. Mary Ann accompanied her at all times until she finally fell asleep.

The night had been very long. She had been feeling too suggestive for several days, without any sense, being prey to strange feelings and situations that caused her to be having a delicate moment, and that had just hit her mercilessly with the news of the death of her ex.

Ethan would always be a good memory that even the tragic end of their relationship could not erase. She did not understand how he could have been the victim of such a cruel act. Her conflicting feelings brought back those stupid feelings of guilt from her for not being able to be what he expected of her. For a moment she harbored the idea that deep down everything could be her fault. After all, he had been murdered in front of her house. None of that would have happened if she had spent a few minutes with him. The idea that it had all been a bad dream embraced her sadness so tightly that the sensitivity of the moment made the rest.

A bit more lucid when she woke up, savoring a reality that was coming over her, she rinsed her eyes and tried to assimilate what had happened with the greatest predisposition possible. She did not finish to get rid of that slumber that she found lying on the sofa, when her neighbor, Ann, returned to visit her.

She had a small container with some food. But Luna was not hungry, she was not able to swallow anything.

—It's not your fault, dear

Mary Ann had realized what was torturing her.

—I know... But I can't stop thinking about it.

—  It's a tragedy, just that. In this world that we live in, these things, unfortunately, happen often. And in this case, it was someone you know. It is one thing to feel it, and quite another to believe yourself guilty of something like that.

—  But I can't understand it. I can't imagine who would want to hurt Ethan. He was a bit drunk, but not enough to have started, or gotten involved in something that would have ended in such a tragedy. Maybe I should have talked to him, and now he would be alive! I can’t stop thinking about it. Perhaps a few minutes would have been enough to prevent what happened.

—No one knows what would have happened. It's fate, Luna. The rest right now is to drown yourself in a responsibility that does not belong to you. He was just in the wrong place and at the wrong time. Only our Lord knows what is going to happen, and why.

Luna looked at her with a small gesture that denoted her anger, and she countered with a sarcastic tone like she had never spoken to Mary Ann before.

—Lord...? The same one who lets a good man get killed and lets a murderer do it? A good god would know how to differentiate between good and evil. Sorry Ann, but this is not the best time for you to come to me now with those things ...

She had tried to be as respectful as possible of Mary Ann's beliefs, but this moment was not the appropriate one for any theological support. Of the few consolations that can be offered at such a time, this was undoubtedly the least indicated. She appreciated her company and care, but circumstances were not going to cast doubt on what she believed. And after what happened, even less than before.

The day passed like a leaden walk for hours, awkwardly enlivened by the murmur of the TV, accompanied from time to time by some hint of conversation by Ann. She was trying to break the awkward silence, with the sole intention of distracting the young woman.

The sound of the intercom startled them both.

—Are you waiting for someone?

Luna's eyes widened, looked at the clock, and dropped her lids in regret.

—Fuck!

—What is it, girl?

—With everything that's happened, I didn't remember my date.

—Were you going out?

—Yeah, with the boy from yesterday, but after what happened I don't think is okay.

— You want me to tell him you can't?

—No. I can't make you come over and tell you that through the intercom. He's going to think I don't want to see him!

Mary Ann smiled.

—And you, do you want to see him?

Luna fixed her eyes on Ann's and, for the first time all day, she smiled. Despite the exhaustion, both physical and mental, that her face reflected, Ann discovered a brightness that was unknown to her. A light in her gaze that illuminated a complexion reddened by her despair, emerging as a withering flash when he remembered her date. Before she could answer, Mary Ann, without saying more, got up and went out into the hall. She picked up the phone and heard him ask. After a few seconds in which the interlocutor had to answer, she replied with a concise and cheerful "Come up!" And hung up.

—There you go, matter settled!

—And what do I do? — The doubts in which she valued what happened the night before came back to assail her.

––––––––
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— Do what you want to do, not what you are supposed to do, or think you should do.

—After what happened...

—Look dear, it's logical that you feel that way. It was a tragic and unexpected event. Your sadness and the feeling it carries are natural. It may seem insensitive to you, but you must move on. He hadn't been in your life for a long time.

—That sounds cruel.

—Maybe, but it's life. And you are still in it. You can't do anything, and it would be useless to lock yourself up mortifying yourself for it. This is not the solution. Whatever you do, he won't come back. You just have to treasure the good times you spent with him and keep moving forward taking them with you. We never know what will happen tomorrow.

––––––––

[image: image]


—Ask poor Ethan.

— Don't let it take over you beyond what it should. There are things that we cannot control. Today you have them, and tomorrow you don't know what will happen to them. What I want to tell you is that you should not miss the opportunity to meet that boy if he really interests you ... No one is going to blame you for anything, except yourself if you miss the occasion.

—I do not know. I'm nervous.

Mary Ann approached smiling and, bending down next to her, kissed her on the forehead.

—I know ... that's why I think you should go out. I believe that nervousness, right now, has nothing to do with Ethan. Think about it, — said Ann, going to the door, while the bell rang again for the second time. — You have just the time, while he goes through the recognition.

Mary Ann opened, and in front of her, she found a handsome young man who was watching her between surprised and amused.

—Hi, I'm Mary Ann, the neighbor from across.

Albert smiled. Those green eyes that exuded a certain nervousness in their gaze, betrayed unease.

—Nice to meet you, I'm Dan ...

Before he could finish the sentence, Mary Ann put her arms around him and gave him two loud kisses. One on each cheek of his.

—How handsome he is, my God!

—Let me see you — the neighbor gave him a complete review, looking him up and down.

He wore a fitted black shirt that let her imagine his stringy physiognomy, worn jeans, and unstrung shoes the same color as the shirt. Elegant but informal. Around his neck hung a small oval bottle carved from old silver; with a thin and long neck of about two centimeters, where a spearhead rested, as a stopper, which was screwed onto the bottle; if you pulled it back, it would act like a syringe. When unscrewing the spearhead, its lower end was a small and fine needle more than enough thickness to be driven into the neck of an "animal" with total precision, without bending or breaking. That tiny container had the exact dose of "juice" necessary to face an eventual "emergency." The bottle was set on a fine silver cord that was twisted around the neck of the bottle.

Somewhat more relaxed before the surprise appearance of the neighbor, but with that disturbing feeling that oppressed him, was invited to go in. Ann, who was closing the door, poked her head out from behind Albert's body.

—He’s so handsome! — She voiced without making a sound.

Albert outlined a slight smile that was quickly disturbed when he saw Luna's puzzled face.

Something was happening. He had not stopped perceiving sadness since he knocked on the door. Tragedy disturbed the face of that smiling woman. Something had happened. Something tragic.

Mary Ann stepped aside and Albert stepped into the apartment.

—I leave you alone. Take good care of her. — From the entrance, he yelled again. — I'm leaving now! Try to have fun! Distract yourself a bit!

As he entered, he observed the young woman sitting on the sofa in the living room.

She was not prepared. She was wearing the same clothes from the night before. Her hair was ruffled free, and her face reflected weariness and a certain sadness. Even so, Albert couldn't help giving her a small, admiring smile as he contemplated her. No matter what she looked like, she was beautiful to him. When their gazes met for the first time that night, he sensed that something had happened since the last time they were in that same room.

—Thanks for everything Ann. See you tomorrow.

Her voice, even letting off a certain reluctance, was once again that melody that made the young man's skin flutter, splashing him with a light, throbbing tingle.

Mary Ann looked at him before leaving and, making a comical threatening face, indicated:

—I  live across the street and I have very bad grapes. I warn you in case there are problems!

Albert responded by feigning some concern

—Why? ... Is she so dangerous?

Mary Ann laughed with a loud and hearty laugh, and she observed Luna who was also smiling amused by Dante's occurrence.

—That's good. You make her laugh.

She said goodbye again with "see you tomorrow" and left closing the door.

Albert came closer. Luna was waiting for him sitting down and a little blushing at the uninhibited behavior of her neighbor.

—Sorry for. Mary Ann is... Mary Ann!

—Yes, I see. Quite a character.

He still sensed something in the girl. She had lowered her gaze again as if something made her feel uncomfortable at being alone with him. She hadn't even gotten up to greet him when she said hi. However, whatever it was, it was not directly related to his person. He knew that she had been glad of seeing him.

—Either you've had a bad day, or you've forgotten about me. Even if it sounds selfish, tell me what came first.

Luna looked up and smiled at him.

—It’s the first.

—Well, now that my ego is full, I just hope the day wasn't as hard as your face reveals.

—Yesterday, shortly after you left, my ex—boyfriend visited me.

A small twinge in the stomach hit Albert. For the first time in his life, he seemed to feel jealous. Jealousy of someone he did not know, but somehow he was intimately related to that woman whom, deep down, he did not know at all. Which must be stupid, he surprised her by joining in on all the nonsense around him since he bumped into Luna.

—Your ex—boyfriend?

A wisp that dragged a slight smile, showed some satisfaction in the young woman to see on Dante's face at his reaction to the moment she mentioned her ex.

She liked the interest he showed in her.

—Yes. He showed up drunk... — Luna noticed his expression of concern. — Don't worry, he was a good guy. A good man who just didn't accept our separation.

When she said "was", Albert read that in the original thought of that sentence was the knowledge by Luna that her ex—boyfriend was dead.

—Was?

—Yes, when he realized that it was out of place to claim a relationship that no longer existed, and the fact of feeling ridiculous in that situation that surpassed him, he just left. Half an hour later the police came asking questions. They found him dead in his car, in front of my house. — She let some tears fall.— They say they have cut off his head!

He looked at the ground. She could not see how Albert's face changed until he took on a more serious and worried face.

When he left the neighborhood the night before, he sensed that something was wrong. All those new sensations that his body gave off from him and that invaded him, did not allow him to perceive the whole reality of what was surrounding him.

Albert covered the hand that Luna was resting on one of her knees with his, and caressed it. When she felt the warm touch of Dante's hand, he looked up and smiled.

— It must have been horrible. I’m very sorry.

— Thanks. There was nothing between us anymore. In fact, I came here to start from scratch and for him to have the opportunity to do it as well. But no one deserves to be done something like that. He was a good guy, he didn't deserve to end up like this.

—I understand that you don't want to go out.

—No. It's not about that. I feel like it, I really want it, seriously. But I don't know... there are so many things that suddenly come to mind. I've had a hard time with those A.S.I. that have been presented at my house.

—The State?

—Yeah, they kept Ann and me up all night waiting for hours until two more officers showed up in the morning. A very big one, and a very rude and unpleasant woman. I have barely been able to sleep a few hours in the afternoon. When fatigue and the absence of tears allowed me to.

Albert suspected that Seb wanted something from Luna. And of course, the evidence of the events led him with certainty to one man: Sebastien Venom.

It was clear from the big man that he could be Sergeant Buster. And the nasty, edgy young woman couldn't be other than Lieutenant Noa. The same policemen they waited for in the same way in Tente when Duncan's murder. The two agents who, like him, were unknowingly looking for Sebastien Venom. But what did the devil want from the girl? If Albert had felt that pang when Luna said that her ex—boyfriend had visited him... What had Venom felt to kill him?

The concern for Luna was beginning to go beyond what she made him feel. Or maybe for the same reason, he was even more concerned.

—If you want to be alone, I can leave, I would understand. But maybe you could go out and clear yourself up a bit. We can talk if you want.

—The truth is that I'm not hungry, and going to dinner would be wasting time and money.

Albert looked at her smiling.

—I am hungry, but it gives me that my stomach was not going to let me eat anything either.

Luna smiled flattered and wiped her tears with a tissue.

—I must look horrible.

Albert was lost in the girl’s glassy eyes.

—Trust me if I say you don’t.

She felt the young man's words. They weren't just a compliment or a flattering way to cheer her up. They were sincere. She could see it in his gaze.

—Like I told you, I have to meet someone. It's going to be very fast, and I thought you could come with me. Then if you feel like it, we can go for a walk and have a drink; a coffee or ice cream. You need to get out of here. Your eccentric neighbor — They both smiled — I think she's right and it would be good for you. I'd like to try to make you forget for a moment everything you've been through tonight.

— I'm not ready or anything.

—I have all the time in the world.

Luna smiled.

—And your visit?

—Don't worry, it’ll wait.

—Then I'm going to ...

—Yes, go ahead.

She got up and led her steps towards the bathroom, thinking about what to wear to make herself look pretty for him.

He, meanwhile, watched her walk away from him thinking that she was hardly going to overcome the beauty that she now distilled. The voluptuous charm that the movement of her hips gave off, shaking the fabric of her dress as she walked.

He was wrong ...

The steps of some heels on the wooden corridor, made him change his view to the side. He encountered a dazzling Moon.

With barely any make—up and wrapped in simple but elegant low—rise black pants and a tight white shirt. On some pretty black sandals that defied gravity. A fine white gold chain from which she hung an angel caller rested around her neck, piquing Dante's curiosity. Her long honey hair was held back by a silver dagger barrette, leaving a few loose strands over her face.

He watched her without saying a word. Her eyes fixed on the woman's figure, they said it all.

Luna felt satisfied, knowing that she had achieved her goal. Her eyes, enhanced by the soft contour and mascara that highlighted the size of those big eyes, were making him feel stupid because he didn't know what to say.

— I must understand that I don't need to change.

— You... look gorgeous!

— Thanks! She grabbed a jacket and we can go. You have not brought one?

—No, it's hot. In fact, I think it's even hotter in here now.

Luna took her jacket and opened the door.

—Shall we go then?

Since she stepped into the shower she hadn't thought about Ethan again. The weariness that had taken over her body seemed to have left her. Even her ankle, after Albert's massage the night before, along with the cream and the warm salt water, had stopped hurting.

She wanted to allow herself to get to know this man better.

In the elevator, facing each one another, they looked at each other without saying anything but telling each other everything through the smile with which they both corresponded.

Albert looked down.

—Are you looking at my legs?

—Yeah ... well ... I mean no! ... I was looking at the shoes. The high heels. I see your ankle no longer hurts.

Luna was not used to having that behavior, but she found fun to provoke that curious nervousness in Albert, through a carefree tone between mischievous and crazy. She was not ashamed. On the contrary. She felt that she knew this boy well enough to be carefree and open with him. Unleash the laughing nature of hers. From the first moment, she realized that those subtle and amusing provocations were not only accepted willingly but were reciprocated in the same way.

Without saying it explicitly, the one kept telling the other how much they liked her.

They had discovered a way of communicating in which, unintentionally, their words came out of the mouth, conveying their wishes in an almost innocent way, without first rationalizing those words by the brain.

A game they both gladly played.

She felt that she could be natural, uninhibited. Be her. She liked not to feel judged. She could tell how he liked that as much as she did.

—Yes I’m better. It hardly bothers me anymore. Thanks to you.

A taxi was waiting for them in double file, parked in front of the portal.

—Don't tell me he’s been here waiting all this time?

—If you took a little longer, I would have ended up having the embarrassment of asking you for money to pay. I don't know if he’s waiting for us because he still hopes to do the service, or because he thought I had been kidding and was waiting for him to leave the building again.

They both laughed.

Albert opened the door and let Luna pass. When she got ready to get into the vehicle, their eyes met again and the smiles rose again.

The taxi driver, a middle—aged man with long hair and a white mustache, turned back.

—Damn girl! Playing hard to get, huh? What about you, boy? I already thought you wanted to rip me off the service. Well, it has been difficult for you to convince her!

Albert looked at a splendid-looking Luna and addressed the taxi driver.

—But has she not been worth it?

***
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Lieutenant Noa had spent the day resting. After sleeping until almost seven in the afternoon, she had dressed and had gone out for a drink in the Median Sports Club area.

She was in the bathroom of one of the pubs, collapsed by a crowd of drunken youths, released on the first night of the weekend. Dressed in a black top, a blue denim jacket, a red miniskirt, and black boots, she was standing against the wall, with one of her legs resting on the knee of a young man who, sitting on the toilet, he was making an effort to kiss her sex, while with his pants down to his knees he masturbated himself with one hand, and with the other, he was in charge of removing the young woman's red thong.

The girl's phone rang and the boy turned his face away from Noa's pubis.

—Are you not going to answer?

Noa with one hand pressed the boy's head against her crotch, while with the other she took out the mobile from the jacket.

—You go on and don't let me get cold.

Her sergeant's name flashed on the screen.

—... Yes?... Tell me?

—Noa? ... is something wrong? What the hell are you doing?

—If I told you that I have a man between my legs, ... would you believe me? Hahahaha am I not supposed to have the night off?

—Stop the nonsense... Something happened.

—Yeah ... well ... here too ... something's about to happen.

—Forget what you're doing! Luna Dovar has left the house, accompanied by a man.

—Damn good she does! ... there is nothing better than sex to relax and forget about everything ... Believe me Buster ... you should try it. What difference does it make that it came out? That guy was her ex. They no longer had any relationship beyond what united them in their day. Must be her new boyfriend. She must be having a date ... I don't know! ... please save that for or ... another ... moment.

—But what the hell are you doing? ... Focus. They sent me a photo of the guy in question. Guess who it is.

—Fuck, Buster! ... I swear to you, I'm not in for guessing right now ...

—Dante Algren! The orphan of the church of Tente.

Noa was surprised and turned abruptly, hitting the young man who was still licking her sex with his knee.

—Fuck, girl, be careful!

—Who did you say she went out with?

—Dante Algren. Mr. Polvazo, remember?

—And what the hell are those two doing together?

— I don't know, but I think like me, it will seem very strange to you. I do not understand anything. But there has to be some common link. We have something in front of us that we cannot see.

— Where have they gone? Where are you?

—They've gotten into a taxi and are going downtown. Our men follow them. I have left and I am going to your house. Thank goodness I was in town shopping with Maria. The boys had to come to pick her up. In five minutes I'm at your portal.

Noa put the phone away and pulled the young man's head out of her crotch.

—I'm sorry, handsome. Maybe next time!

She adjusted her underwear and adjusted her miniskirt before the stupefied look of the boy, who continued with his boner in his hand.

He understood that the woman was leaving and that It wasn’t going to go further.

—But how are you going to go? You’re not leaving me like this are you?

Noa was getting ready to open the door. She looked at the young man and she couldn't help but laugh when she saw him, with his pants down and his penis in his hand sitting on the toilet.

—Who knows how many you have left just like that!

As she opened the door she could see the boy's shadow reflected in it. He got up and seemed to pounce on her. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the man try to grab her by the shoulder.

—Bitch! You will find out!

Noa yanked the door open, as she swiftly moved away from it to the left disappearing out of the way.

The door hit the face of the young man who threw himself on it and, after the collision, he recoiled backward until he fell seated again on the toilet.

He covered his face, but abundant blood began to flow between his fingers.

—Bitch, you broke my nose!

Noa looked at him with contempt.

—No is no, you idiot!

She left the bathroom and walked around the pub, skirting the bar. She stopped at a half-drank glass of orange juice with vodka and she downed it in one gulp.

—What do I owe you Jim?

A mannered waiter approached her with a smile.

—Today is on the house. You haven't been here for a long time.

—You see, and now I have to go! By the way, I would send the maintenance guys to the bathroom. They are making it seem a bit impossible. And maybe an ambulance.

— Fuck Noa! What have you done this time?

—As usual. Finding myself a sucker who doesn't respect women. See ya!

A cigarette, leaning on a car in front of the portal of her building, was what it took Buster to arrive and pick her up. She got into the vehicle next to her boss, lowered the visor, and fixed her makeup, taking advantage of the small mirror in the vehicle. Some of her mascara had run and her lipstick was smeared past her lips, a victim of the savage prelude she'd had in the bathroom.

—My daughter! You are a mess. Every day you put on your makeup more strangely!

Noa laughed.

—Fuck Bus, I told you I had a man between my legs! ... Did you think I was joking? ... Where are they?

—Who?

Asked the sergeant, between surprised and a little blushing, imagining what could the girl be doing while they talked on the phone.

—Damn, who’s it going to be?

—Ah, the couple! They have just arrived at a restaurant on Pozch Street.

Pozch Street was a wide and long avenue in which numerous pubs and restaurants were concentrated. The area with the greatest atmosphere in the city.

At that time, the wide road was filled with numerous groups of people who slowed down the traffic, even stopping it. The new anti-smoking law caused them to go out with their glasses to smoke outside, causing a tremendous uproar that was mixed with voices and music during weekend nights.

***
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Albert had sought the least discreet place possible for his first contact with Sebastien Venom. The busiest in the city at that time, and therefore the safest for that meeting.

The taxi left them at the entrance of the street so as not to be forced to cross it, taking the crossroad in the other direction.

Getting down, he sensed his presence. Daniel Seven, Sebastien Venom, was there. Without a doubt.

Albert and Luna mingled through the crowd, heading toward the middle of the street. Faced with the difficulty of walking in certain areas and not separating, the young man took one of Luna's hands, feeling a pleasant tingling inside him when Dante's hand did not just grab it, but entwined with hers.

They entered an elegant restaurant with a small red canvas porch that polished the entrance.

Once inside, Dante took a moment away from Luna and asked the Maître d 'who was behind the lectern with the reservation book in hand.

The man abandoned his position and asked them to accompany him.

They walked through the large dining room to the back. A kind of private room that separated the rooms through small, medium—sized walls, adorned with pots with tall green plants that did not allow you to see behind them.

The man pointed to a table that could be seen from the central hall of the dining room, where a man was sitting, just opposite the entrance.

This was not Daniel Seven.

Albert smiled.

It was clear that Sebastien wanted to play and test the knowledge of the person that he expected. His doubts and curiosity had increased with the delay that the appointment with Luna had caused. He decided that if Sebastien wanted to play, it was time to play hard.

To the surprise of the maitre d ', Albert did not go to the indicated table, but turned to the right of him, followed by Luna, towards a table that was at the back of the side, next to the flowerpots. In it, observing them carefully, was a man dressed in an elegant navy blue suit, white shirt, and blue tie.

A man was surprised for various reasons unexpected for him.

Not only did this Dante know who he was because he hadn't taken the bait and was heading towards him, but he was also the same young man who had come between Igor and Luna the night before.

And it was Luna herself who walked with him, accompanying him!

That puzzled man, if he was Daniel Seven.

Five hundred and seventy years later, Albert Greenval was finally back in front of Sebastien Venom. The man who met that fateful night when the end of Alcant began. The same eyes, the same hair, and... that scar. The face that he could never forget. The one who appeared to him every day in his dreams and the image that had accompanied him these last centuries.

The devil.

Albert could see the confusion that this situation caused in Seb.

—Mr. Seven, I suppose.

—You must be Dante Algren then.

—It seems the head waiter had you confused.

The way of saying those words and the sly smile that accompanied it got the desired effect on Seven. The discomfort was reflected on his face.

Surrounded by people, he couldn't afford to argue too much about his identity.

—You're not very punctual from what I see.

—I'm sure it shouldn't have worried you too much. I understand that what we really have is time.

Sebastien was beginning to feel some discomfort at the guy's words. Not only was it clear that he knew him, but he was still disrespectful and ironic to him. Nothing to do with all those he had encountered throughout his life. Even before those who did not know what was inside him. The man did not seem to be afraid of him. He could not enter it, could not perceive anything in him. Only the impudence and a certain resentment that came from his words. He attributed his doubts to what that prior of Tente revealed to him.

He cannot enter who knows him.

But no one who knew him would dare face him without fear. And much less with such contempt.

When they finally reached the table, Luna was able to see who the person was waiting for her companion.

She was surprised and scared to see who it was, she could not repress her words, as sincere as they were alarming:

—Is this man who you were supposed to meet?

Now it was Luna's voice that surprised Seven.

Albert tried to look as surprised as possible.

— Do you know him?

— Yes. Please, let's get out of here.

—Why? Has this guy bothered you?

—You should have a little more respect when speaking. — Daniel Seven seemed more and more irritated.

—Everything I know about you is not exactly to have any respect for you, — was Albert's reply before turning to Luna again.

—It's the man in the car yesterday. It was all very strange. He was in his car and I didn't really know what he was doing there. I don't even remember going in. He pretended to invite me to dinner without knowing me at all. Well yes, he is the same man who was in the car that almost ran me over the first time we stumbled. I don't like it, Dante, let's get out of here.

Albert fixed his gaze on Sebastien. He still didn't understand his interest in her.

Luna felt a twinge in her head and, after a slight wince of pain, she seemed to be completely serene, with the lost sight of her on Seb's face.

Albert reacted, and again his hand sought Luna's, entwining it. The girl seemed to come out of the trance to which she had been induced, regaining consciousness.

Daniel Seven stared at Dante in amazement, as he smiled at him again. Although this time in an enigmatic way.

— What? ... What happened? —Luna was puzzled

—Do not worry. We are leaving now. I just wanted to know who was interested in buying my house.

Venom was trying to calm down and steer the situation, trying to turn it around in his favor. He needed to know more because for the first time in years he could not understand anything that was happening around him with the presence of that man.

—I imagine there will be many who wish to acquire that property.

—Don't believe so. Nobody for so long.

Again the man was ironic with Seb.

—So what have you come to do if you don't want to sell the house?

Albert became serious.

—To meet you. To tell you that you will never get that property. And also to bring you something ...

Sebastien Venom couldn't get out of his amazement.

—To get me something?

Albert took out from a back pocket of his pants what looked like a small, wrinkled sheet of cardboard. Some kind of card that he put on the table in front of Sebastien.

—I thought you would like to have it. He doesn't forget you ... and neither do I.

Daniel Seven took the card before the puzzled look of Luna that she did not understand a thing.

The card was a reminder. The memorial of Father Duncan's funeral. When he opened it, Sebastien could not hide his surprise when he saw the photo of the prior that he had murdered.

Albert had achieved his goal.

Not only had he now located Sebastien Venom, but he was sure that he was not going to flee anywhere. He had made sure to change the circumstances. He had Sebastien where he wanted. Now it would be this who would go after him.

The rules of the game had changed.

—I can't say it was a pleasure... Seb!

Sebastien couldn't hide his anger, and his face was barely contained.

—What did you call me?

—Sev ... forgive the familiarity. Isn't that the diminutive of Seven?

One last hit playing with phonetics.

Albert's smile and gaze pierced through a Venom displeased at the fact that he was not feared, despite being recognized, and being the victim of the constant and hurtful irony of that man.

—Let's go...

They both turned and started walking towards the exit. Daniel Seven got up from the table, grumpy.

Nothing he had imagined had turned out according to his pretensions, and besides, he felt humiliated by who he considered a mere mortal. A fact as unacceptable as it is incomprehensible to him.

—We will meet again, Dante Algren!

Then Sebastien received the answer he least expected.

Albert turned, and again that sarcastic and mysterious smile appeared.

—Don’t doubt about it.

Luna watched Albert as they walked, with a worried face. The young man, for the first time, showed a serious face that seemed to border on anger.

—What the hell happened inside, Dante? There has been a time when I felt strange, like when I showed up in his car yesterday. It was me, but it wasn't me... As if she suddenly felt the need to tell that man things. Things about you!

Albert didn't answer. He was beginning to get an even stranger sensation than the one Luna was telling him. Something was wrong. He felt Venom's anger rising inside him.

Now this place did not seem so safe.

He rested her arm on Luna's back, signaling her to pick up her pace as they walked through the main dining room toward the exit of the premises.

Behind him, Daniel Seven followed them. Slowly, but without losing sight.

A deathly silence became effective accompanying his steps towards the exit.

—And what’s happening to these people? ... Why are they all looking at us? — She said she, alarmed when she saw how all the people in the place fixed their gazes on them, abandoning everything they were doing in unison.

The murmur, the silverware, the bustle of the waiters ... Everything stopped.

Albert, worried about what he sensed behind his back, had not noticed. It was true, the whole restaurant seemed to focus on them.

—Quick, let's get out of here,— he again with his arm indicated Luna to lighten her pace.

Outside, parked on the opposite sidewalk, was Buster and Noa's vehicle, who had arrived a while ago relieving the patrol that had followed the taxi from Luna's home.

Buster remained outside the vehicle, trying to guard the entrance of the restaurant since among all the crowds from the car it was difficult for him to see clearly.

Noa, however, was smoking sitting in the passenger seat, staring out the rolled-down window.

—There they are coming out! — Buster indicated.

— Yes, I see them. They seem to be in a hurry. Maybe the food is not very good or they leave without paying ...

—Shit! Now I don't see them. Why the hell have all these people suddenly come forward?

— Wait... do you hear that?

— Hear what? I hear nothing.

—That's what I mean. Listen! — She looked out with dismay, where silence had taken hold of the night.

Albert and Luna reached the exit.

Outside, the crowd gathered in front of the restaurant's entrance. They all watched them in the same way; a gaze, questioning and vacant, while they were expectant. It formed a kind of corridor that more than allowed, forced Luna and Albert to move through it, almost to the middle of the road. There they found a wall made up of young people, most of them with obvious symptoms of drunkenness. They had all stopped talking, drinking, and smoking, and were looking at them in a way that began to make Luna shiver.

—What's going on, Dante? ...

Buster and Noa couldn't see anything.

That mob had swallowed up the couple, who were surrounded, while the rest of the people who packed the street, were also heading towards the same place. All of them crowding around Luna and Albert.

Buster looked over at the group where they should be, while Noa watched in utter disbelief from her seat at the front of the vehicle. She was watching as the rest of the crowd headed to meet the couple.

—Buster! What the hell is going on? Look at their faces! They all seem gone.

—I don't know! ... I can't see our suspects. It seems as if everyone is going towards them!

Albert stepped in front of Luna, trying to protect her. The fence was getting closer and closer. They were completely surrounded. He tried to quickly analyze the situation. They were about to attack them. He could read it in their eyes, in their abducted minds.

The order was to finish him off and catch Luna alive.

Somehow Sebastien was dominating all these people at once. Something that he would never have imagined he could do. Disconcerted, he stopped feeling the presence of the girl, who until a moment ago was glued to him.

He whirled around.

Behind her, Luna was walking towards the door of the restaurant again, returning through the corridor formed by people. In it, under the porch, in front of them, and behind everyone's back, since the rest of the people only had eyes for the couple, he could see Sebastien Venom. There he was, smiling as he leered at Luna, eyes filled with anger that showed how he savored the anticipation of his next attack.

Albert reacted and quickly approached the woman, taking her hand and pulling her back. Enough so that, upon contact with him, Luna would abandon her state of shock and react. Albert saw the figure of Daniel Seven a few feet from her.
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