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When you look in the
mirror, tell me what you see.

 


Is it the smiles from the
years of joy you have shared?

Or the shadows which
dance across your eyes?

Without Light there is a
Darkness that never leaves,

Like a distant friend who
carries you onwards,

But when Light returns
with its warm embrace,

Your path is blinded with
only shadow at your side.

There is always need for
a balance to be met,

Whether that is far out
in the world you see,

Or in the depths of your
own beating heart.

 


Be the element that is
needed,

Whether Light or
Darkness.

 


Be the element you know
you can be.
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By C.
Warner-Thompson


Prologue






The light that came
billowing through the clouds was made of reds and blues, purples
mixed with yellows and an orange blended between. Warmth consumed
the area as if the sun was shining directly over Cassie and her
companions, but it didn’t remove the blood that stained the dirt at
their feet.

Bodies littered the
floor, like livestock taken to their death. Limbs had been severed
and scattered from their torsos. Cassie’s heart ached as she looked
over each one of them, wishing that she had been able to save them.
This place was her home and these her people. How had she not seen
the Darkness growing within? How had the power in her veins not
been enough to stop those that hated the Light and all it stood
for?

Her ankle gave way, as
the head of the dark-tipped arrow already embedded in the ligaments
twisted with her movement. The shriek that followed caused a shiver
to wash over her skin, and her knee dropped into a pool of blood.
Crimson droplets spattered over her lower body and her hands,
staining the white dress that she was wearing—not that it retained
much of its pure colour to begin with.

Dirt and mud had soaked
into the seams, and the hem had become unstitched, allowing the
layered fabric to come away. It suffocated her legs and thighs,
having being torn in several places already. The blood that marred
it belonged to her friends and her people, as well as the dark
creatures that they had challenged. She began to doubt that they
would ever be able to defeat the Dark that had been growing in the
shadows.

She looked up to the line
of chained angels that she could see. Most of them had had their
wings clipped or dislocated, chains so heavy around their necks and
torsos that they had to slouch for some kind of comfort, if they
could find any at all. They were being led like cattle along a path
that offered them no salvation. Cassie knew they would be forced
from the precipice of Grace.

What could she do? How
could she help them?

A glint of light caught
her eye and she looked over to see Gabe on his knees, a dagger
being held to his face. She could see that his wings were broken
and unrecognisable as their golden forms. Desperately searching for
Kale, she scanned her gaze across the sea of bodies around her, but
nothing came.

Gabe started to beg for
the lives of the other angels, pushing Cassie to do something. She
forced herself to stand, but the pain that followed was unbearable.
Her knee gave way again, pulling her back awkwardly. Tears were
pushed down her face, as remnant feathers fell into the pooling
blood at her knees. She knew when all other angels had been forced
from Grace that she would have to do the same, but what would
really happen if she was to challenge those that
remained?

She would die. And so too
would the last of the Light. Could she remove herself from the area
in a hope that others would survive and seek her out, or should she
die like the rest of them, damned for all eternity?

Her own body made the
decision for her.

A breeze of cool air
circled through her, and she looked to her lap to see that a single
spark of light had ignited between her palms. It continued to grow,
enveloping her lower half within a moment. The light was warm and
welcoming, and she didn’t fight it. A cocoon-like shape surrounded
her, lifting her from the ground with ease. Cassie could see
Leaches were running towards her, so too was the dark figures that
remained.

The light brightened more
and more, until Cassie herself struggled to see anything else. In
fact, the last thing she saw was Kale and Gabe, but had her eyes
deceived her? Had Kale been the holder of the dagger at Gabe’s
throat?

Rest well, my
child. When they are in need of you, they will follow your wishes
no matter what. I can watch all other’s fall, except you. Forgive
me.

As well as the voice, an
overwhelming fatigue consumed Cassie whole. She had no choice but
to close her eyes, unaware that that would be last time she would
look upon the Heavens in their true beauty.


One

 


The air was heavy. It was
stale.

It suffocated the
remnants of oxygen that Kale’s lungs could grasp. He hadn’t
expected a warm welcoming party when he awoke in Purgatory, but the
constant fires that burned far outweighed the evident
life.

When he woke, Kale could
sense the shadow of his surroundings even before his eyes opened. A
shiver of cold energy passed over his skin and he could hear an
earthy moan in the air, as if the floor was made of continuously
changing rock. His fingertips moved inwards, causing fragments of
dirt to gather under his fingernails.

Maybe Purgatory really
was the abyss he had imagined—a barren wasteland of dirt and lost
souls. It was ironic that he imagined it like the site of the Fall.
He had tried through each passing year to get further and further
away from that time, and the memories that he had lost because of
it, but yet the energy in his new surroundings made him feel closer
to it now than ever before.

He still had no clear
memory of the Fall. He remembered the images that Razielle had
shown them of Heaven and the lives that they had lived within the
Light, but that was all. He had not been able to make up one single
memory of his own, without being influenced. He started to
understand why some of their angel brethren had fallen into shadow.
Kale feared what he would find in his memory, and was starting to
shy away from unearthing any more.

Images of the battles
beforehand had flocked through his thoughts since their
confrontation with Razielle and his soldiers, but the truth was
that Kale had no more knowledge of the Fall and the rise of the
Darkness, than the mortals that lived out their daily lives
blissfully unaware. It angered him, as well as filling him with
fear, knowing nothing of where he came from.

He couldn’t picture the
Heavens except the snippets from Razielle’s thoughts. He couldn’t
picture the battle of the Heavens, his brothers in arms, not even
his own form in those times. The only memory he still held of the
Fall, was that of him and Gabe plummeting from the high precipice
of grace. Time had given him no more memory; neither had the many
days he had spent fighting the Darkness, the days he had fought to
be by Cassie’s side.

And now he had pushed her
away too, gaining the warmth of Purgatory in her place.

He opened his eyes
slowly, taking in the detail of the strange ceiling above him. Not
quite the fiery cavern he had expected, but the heat was clearly
not going to subside. Strange linear lines of black marked the
ceiling into squares. Kale tried to picture something similar in
his head.

A map?

A net of some kind,
maybe?

Pushing against the dirt
with both hands, Kale sat up, allowing him to see more of his
surroundings. It only confused him however, as he glanced back at
the ceiling and then ahead. He was inside an office of some type-
desks, chairs, computers; tiled floors, tiled ceilings, even glass
windows.

Only part of the floor
was soil. A small fleck of hope made his heart beat faster, pushing
him to move. He scrambled to his feet quickly and dove towards the
window, only to be met with a view of darkness and fire. The sudden
rush of hope that he was still in Newtown faded, and he grasped the
window ledge tightly.

“What kind of
place is this?” Kale didn’t know what to think.

He narrowed his eyes to
try and see something other than the dark outside, but it was no
use. The building was definitely high up though. Kale could sense
that the ground was far enough away for him to be able to fly, if
his wings had not been taken. A heavy sigh escaped his lips and he
lowered his gaze to the tiled floor, arching his back.

The usual stiffness of
his scars was absent, and he caught sight of a dark shape, dragging
by his feet. Turning quickly, he raised both fists. Nothing was
there, though an unusual heaviness upon his shoulders and back
weighed him down. He looked at his feet again, seeing that the same
black shape was dragging on the floor either side of his laced up
boots. Feeling his heart start to drum again, he turned to look
over the room in search of something to show his
reflection.

A broken mirror was
leaning against the wall haphazardly, but he ran towards it without
delay. He straightened his back and looked up, making his breath
stall in his throat. Two shadowed shapes were arching out from his
shoulder blades. One was much lower than the other, but both were
touching the floor.

Kale collapsed to his
knees, forcing both dark shapes to crumple against the floor. His
wings—once so beautiful and strong like those of a raven, were now
tattered remains of black feathers. The one, missing most of its
plume entirely, seemed more bone and cartilage than anything else.
He had wished for his wings to return for so long, but in their
current state he could hardly look upon his own reflection. The
pain which consumed him was overwhelming.

He remembered the last
time his wings had looked so ugly. He had removed them with a
sharpened blade on his first arrival into the mortal domain—the
pain of seeing them as tattered remains had been too unbearable,
and they had been useless for him to keep—now, he would have to do
the same thing again. It was the only way he could cope about
losing them, by living as if they were never there to begin with.
He didn’t know why they had come back, but he couldn’t leave them
as they were.

Taking hold of a large
piece of mirror that had scraped against his knee, he curled his
hand around its sharpened edge and stretched over his shoulder. He
had never imagined that he would have to relive this moment again.
His chest tightened in preparation, and nausea bubbled in his
stomach.

The glass cut his
shoulder blade as he hesitated. It stung but nothing compared to
the pain that was to come. He inhaled a deep breath and then cut,
moaning in agony as his one wing crumpled to the floor. Blood
splattered across his knee and lower back, before starting to pour
like he had turned on a tap. A tear rolled down his cheek and the
glass sliced through his tensed hand. Stray black feathers floated
to the ground, only to land in the pool of crimson blood that was
forming around his knees.

“It is a
wasted effort to try.”

He raised his gaze to the
mirror, seeing that a figure was standing behind him. Raising the
glass shard in his grasp he turned as quickly as he could,
grimacing in pain as he pushed himself to his feet. The feathers of
his loose wing heaped into a messy pile by his boot.

“Who are
you?” he asked through clenched teeth.

The figure, clearly a
weakened soul due to the absence of a full body, lowered its gaze.
It had no clear age or gender. “Just a messenger to seek out our
newest arrival.”

Kale tried to calm his
breathing, but his shoulder blade was stinging in protest. He could
sense the spirit could do no harm so moved his focus back to the
task at hand; though when he looked into the mirror, hoping to
position himself for better light, he was confused more than ever.
His wing was no longer lying on the floor. It was arching from his
back yet again.

“What?” He
couldn’t believe it. The pain was still so potent.

“As I said,
it’s a wasted effort to try.”

He glared at the spirit.
“What do you mean?”

It moved towards him
slowly. “Once you have passed into Purgatory and arrive in the
fires that lead to hell itself, you take on your truest available
form. You are an angel, fallen or otherwise, and these wings are
yours to carry.”

“But the
pain—” Kale’s body was screaming out.

“An
unfortunate side effect. If you challenge the rules of this place,
you will suffer. Your wings can be removed, but they will reattach
themselves as soon as you are distracted. They are drawn to you.
They are part of you. And whilst you remain here, you can do
nothing more than to hold them like a burdened scar upon your back.
If you try to remove them, the pain will double, but they will only
fuse with your skin again.” Seeming to sadden, the spirit faded
after a moment and Kale was left alone.

He breathed out loudly,
still panting from the pain stabbing at his back. A trail of blood
was oozing from his hand, but no more was coming from his shoulder
blade. It was like a murder scene but without a victim. He
discarded the piece of glass but he didn’t move far from the
mirror. It took him a moment or two, but eventually he raised his
gaze.

First he looked over his
bare torso, following each scar that marked his skin. He had
several on his side and collar bone, a longer one marking his one
shoulder. Both of his tattoos—the raven on his collar bone and the
paragraph of text on his left side—were clear and undamaged. Even
the dove on his lower arm was unobstructed. It was as if every
injury he had sustained over the years had missed the tattooed
pieces of skin on purpose. What were the chances?

Twisting his body, he
managed to look over more of his back. His wings had fused
perfectly with the two gruesome scars that been left in their
place, and the straight scar that Gabe had given him remained
visible. Other than his wings returning, Kale’s body was exactly as
he remembered. There was one thing that had changed internally
though.

A constant heat was
flowing through his blood now. He couldn’t explain it but it was as
if a fire was growing in his veins, and so too were his powers.
They had grown tremendously since leaving Cassie’s side. His aura
was bursting with energy and his senses were as heightened as they
once were. It didn’t make sense to him— why had leaving Cassie’s
side allowed his powers to grow again? Why would Purgatory give him
so much strength?

It was true that angels
couldn’t technically die. Their souls simply existed in Purgatory
after death, only moving on when a higher power intervened. But who
had given Kale back his strengths, and why?

The room started to
shake, causing pieces of the ceiling to cave in.

It was time for him to
move. His questions would have to wait.

He ran to the nearest
door, pushing it open with a shove of his shoulder. A set of stairs
appeared which he took two at a time, descending them at a hasty
pace. If his wings had been useful, he would have jumped from the
top level, but the luck he needed clearly wasn’t on his side. He
burst through the next door easily but the second took more
persuasion. Two shoves of his shoulder didn’t budge it, but a
forceful kick did the job. Darkness was all that met him on the
other side.

He could see clearly
enough to edge forwards, keeping his senses alert at all times.
Silhouettes of buildings were all around him. It was not at all
what he had expected Purgatory to be like. Maybe in the daylight he
would think differently—if there ever was any daylight. The truth
was he kept thinking of Hell and Purgatory, but he didn’t know
where he was. He could be somewhere completely unknown, or he could
have fallen straight through Purgatory and woken where he was
destined to be. Hell was the home he had never been introduced to,
yet it had always called his name.

Something moved behind
him then.

He turned quickly and
narrowed his eyes, curling his fingers into fists. A dark shape was
moving against the wall of the nearest building. It had glowing
eyes and Kale didn’t need much convincing that it was a Leach. They
really did get everywhere. He guessed it could sense his power,
seeing two others appear shortly afterwards. His wings started to
twitch as the creatures scuttled towards him. He had to move
quickly, turning to face down the street.

Pushing himself to run,
Kale turned left and then right, cutting through a smaller alley
that led to the sewers. He seemed to know exactly where he was
going, but he didn’t understand how. It’s not like he had been to
Purgatory before. Maybe the place was based on somewhere he had
been before; maybe this place was personal to him
somehow.

He reached the metal
gates of the sewers, using his strength to pull them from their
hinges. Usually he would have discarded them onto the floor, but
moulding them back into place seemed the more appropriate thing to
do. After all, he didn’t know what creatures could follow in his
footsteps. Especially into the darkened tunnels he was now
meandering through.

The air was moist due to
the small stream of water Kale was wading through. Rats were
scurrying through the rubbish and rotting bacteria, but there was
no sign of any Leaches. Kale’s skin shivered. The cool air
filtering through the small tunnel-way was opposing his body heat
well. He followed two more tunnels, before having to break through
a second metal gate. It was pushed over easily, and once he had
continued on into the next tunnel, a source of light sliced through
the constant shadow.

Kale approached it
cautiously, realising that it was coming from a dark basement of
some kind. A small lantern was hanging in the corner. He pulled a
discarded desk across the entranceway once he was inside, and then
turned to look over its square space. Other than the abandoned desk
there was no furniture, but a pile of clothes and sheets were in
the far corner. Kale rooted through them, pulling a t-shirt over
his head. His skin was glad of the extra layer but his wings
protested almost immediately, being restricted tight against his
back. Kale didn’t care. He positioned himself in the corner,
pulling a large blanket around his shoulders.

Purgatory definitely
wasn’t what he had expected, but he was tired already. It was as if
his small sleep before waking recently had not been enough to
counter the events of the days beforehand. He closed his eyes,
thinking of Cassie. He knew she would be worried. He knew that she
would be distraught without him.

A small part of him
wanted her to search for him, but that wouldn’t make her happy. If
she moved on, if she grew without him and found someone else to
make her smile, she would be herself again.

He wished he had told her
how he felt, but he wouldn’t have worded it well regardless. Kale
was never good with words, let alone feelings and emotions. He
missed her already, but he had made her promise to let him
go.

Maybe one day, he would
see her happy again.

Even if from a
distance.


Two






Cassie stared at the
ceiling. It was overgrown with green moss and stretching vines, but
she could see remnants of the white tiles beneath them.

She’d never really
noticed on her first visit to the abandoned ruins of Newtown, but
she guessed it had been a used building before the attack. Maybe
part of the science labs that the college had often used for their
field studies, as that would explain why it was a building so
entwined with the nature around it; you couldn’t see the one
without the other.

Nature wouldn’t have been
able to fight against the shrouding mist in the air in normal
circumstances, she knew that, but their situation wasn’t normal.
The mist in the air left behind by the Leaches must have increased
the plants’ growth somehow. Nothing else could have influenced the
fauna so dominantly.

Not that Cassie really
cared.

It had been three days
since Razielle had been thrown into Purgatory, but Cassie had
barely moved from the bed she was using. A young woman had visited
her twice a day, being sure that Cassie had food and water. She had
encouraged her to leave her room the day before, but Cassie had
just shrugged the thought away. The truth was she didn’t know what
would meet her on the other side of the doors.

The last time she had
been outside, everything around her had been falling into pieces.
She remembered the people of Newtown all confined into one large
room, filled with make-shift beds and seats that they could rest
in. Freya had been there, almost unrecognisable because of the
darkness that had spread across her skin. Even thinking of her in
such a sorry state caused a lump to build in Cassie’s throat. She
wanted to use her powers to sense Freya’s aura, but she was afraid
that she wouldn’t be able to find it. But it wasn’t just Freya that
she thought of.

Both Dillen and Gabe had
stayed away since their return. It had surprised her to begin with,
making her worry that something was wrong, but now she understood
what they were doing. They were giving her space, knowing best of
all out of the people around her that that was what she needed.
Cassie knew they would be thinking of her and she could sense both
of them at all times. It made her spirits lift slightly. They
always thought of her and were never far away.

Pushing herself to her
feet, being sure not to pull her side, Cassie inhaled a deep
breath. The dagger wound that Fayna had given her was healing, but
Cassie’s powers were struggling to close it completely. The nurse
that had visited her beforehand had explained that it would heal
eventually, much like Dillen’s wound that Razielle had caused. She
had said something about the darkness that had damaged their skin,
that it would take more energy to fight it, but Cassie hadn’t
really listened. She was full of emotion still and found it hard to
keep them contained enough to listen.

She thought of Razielle.
He had hurt everyone that she cared about, but he had told her
things that those people wouldn’t have ever explained. The hatred
she had against him could never be extinguished because of some
small details of information, but Cassie’s guilt for hurting the
one person she had never wanted to, was close to matching its
strength. Kale was gone. He was gone because of her.

A knock came at the
door.

Being sure she was steady
on her feet, she glanced towards the door. A smile crept across her
face as she immediately sensed her younger brother’s aura. Its
brightness was something she always looked forward to
seeing.

“Come in,”
she called.

The door opened slowly
and a hesitant peer around the corner followed. Dillen, obviously
surprised that she was up on her feet, just stared at her for a
long moment.

“Hey.”

He smiled. “You okay?”
Leaving the door slightly ajar, Dillen took a look around Cassie’s
room. He seemed disappointed. “This is way bigger than
mine.”

She smiled in response,
wanting to wrap her arms tightly around him. Managing only to move
her one leg to step forwards, she grabbed her side tightly. She
closed her eyes and waited for the pain to subside, but it pushed
tears to her eyes. Dillen moved to help her once it had passed, and
she perched on the edge of the bed with his help.

“Maybe you
should rest some more.” He was obviously worried.

Keeping her breath as
steady as she could, she turned to look at him as he moved to sit
alongside her. He, too, seemed pained by movement. “Does it still
hurt?” she asked quietly.

He nodded but was sure to
keep her view of his injury obstructed. Cassie had enough things to
worry about. “I’ll be fine. Leena’s my nurse.” A glint of light
sparkled in his irises, but he was quick to continue speaking.
“Should only be a few days before it’s gone.” He grinned
childishly.

Cassie was glad to see
that Dillen had recovered some of his lost innocence. She had
worried about the events of the last few days changing him, but he
seemed more himself again. “Dill, will you help me?”

Moving to his feet
without delay, he held his arms out for Cassie to use as support.
“Where we going?” He seemed glad to know that Cassie felt well
enough to move.

“Nothing
exciting,” she mused. “Just next door.”

“Oh.”

She smiled. Dillen
obviously thought that a visit to the bathroom wasn’t as exciting
as he had hoped, but at least he was able to help. They shuffled
across the room slowly. Cassie hesitated at the door, hoping that
they wouldn’t meet anyone else in the corridor, and then moved
outside. The conversations that she needed to have with her friends
and family could wait.

Following the wall on the
one side with her hand, Dillen was sure to keep her other side
steady. It wasn’t necessarily painful for Cassie to walk, but her
body felt like it had seized up during her resting days. Every
muscle ached, and her senses had heightened so much that her head
was constantly full of noises and movement.

“How are your
powers now, Dill?”

“Fine. Gabe
says we need to start practising again as soon as we can, but
apparently I’ve learnt everything I’m going to now. How ‘bout a
one-on-one when you’re better?” He looked over to meet her gaze
with a grin.

She smiled. “Sure, why
not. But for now, I need a shower.” She didn’t want to think about
training yet, neither did she look forward to Gabe’s lectures and
long, in-depth conversations that were undoubtedly going to
follow.

Reaching the first
bathroom door, Cassie noticed there were several. Some of them had
specific gender signs on the front; others had no sign at all but
were clearly other bathrooms for use. There were shelves of racking
by each doorway filled with old towels and sheets. Maybe Cassie’s
thoughts of the building being a lab were correct. They would need
numerous bathrooms if there were a lot of staff inside.

“Here.”
Dillen handed her a towel.

She took it from him and
then pushed against the door. It opened with a slight creak. She
glanced back to see Dillen lean against the wall outside. He was
obviously going to wait for her.

“I won’t be
long.”

He smiled and then she
closed the door. She leaned back against it for a moment, inhaling
a deep breath. A tear rolled down her cheek but she kept her
despair contained tightly. At least Dillen was still himself, she
thought. The two of them were just as inseparable as they’d always
been, and she didn’t need to worry about him yet. She wiped her
face dry as Dillen started to fidget in the corridor, obviously
getting comfortable for the wait, and then she shuffled across the
space.

The room was small she
thought, considering it was supposed to be for several people at
one time. Cassie counted four sinks beneath the cracked mirror,
stretched across the tainted wall at her side. She had expected to
find some type of enclosed area for people to shower, but she found
that several shower heads simply protruded from the tiled wall
ahead. The only area that offered a type of enclosure was the two
toilets. She paid the mirror no attention at all, heading straight
for the first cubicle. It wasn’t the cleanest of areas but it
served its purpose well enough.

Once Cassie had finished,
having placed her towel near one of the sink basins, she moved
towards the tiled area of the old, decaying bathroom. It reminded
her of the army shower rooms in the films that she had watched over
the years, where all the users would stand in a parted line whilst
washing. In normal circumstances, Cassie would have hated the idea
of being so exposed, but she had to keep reminding herself that
nothing now was normal, and it wasn’t as if she was sharing the
room.

Peeling her dirty clothes
back, finding that some areas of skin were perfectly white, she
removed her top half first. The material closest to her bandaged
side was more reluctant to move. Clear liquid had seeped through
the medical tape and had soaked into the t-shirt that the nurse had
given her on their return.

Purple bruising had
spread across her entire hip and several of her ribs, with numerous
dark veins pushing against her skin. Cassie guessed it was a
side-effect from Fayna’s dagger slicing through her body. A slight
blood stain marked the bandage that still covered the wound, but
the tape had kept it securely in place. Cassie didn’t want to risk
removing it in case her skin reacted badly, so she slipped out of
her trousers, leaving them in a heap on the floor. Her head was
throbbing and she craved for water to wash over her
face.

The water was warm but
not too hot. It covered Cassie’s skin within a moment or two,
sending shivers down her spine. She could feel the dirt being
pushed from her pores, and the remains of blood from the previous
battle stained the tiles. Her eyes closed as she pushed her face
through the water, placing both palms flat against the cool surface
ahead. The water stung her thigh and her side, but no other
complaints came from her body.

She looked over her torso
and then her limbs, checking to see what sorry state her skin was
in. There were several bruises, varying from deep yellows to clear
purples, and her one foot seemed slightly swollen. She vaguely
remembered twisting it at one point, maybe when Fayna had fought
against her. Cassie could feel the heat of her powers working on
her injuries, like direct warmth from the sun. Her fingertips had a
constant sensation of pins and needles, and her hearing couldn’t be
matched.

Cassie could hear the
beat of Dillen’s heart from outside. She could hear the infrequent
dripping of the tap furthest away from where she was standing. Even
movements from the woods nearby sounded so clear that she would
have thought that she was standing amongst the trees. Having powers
certainly were an advantage, she thought. They would definitely
come in handy.

A sudden throb started to
beat against her temple. She grasped her forehead tightly,
steadying herself with her other hand. The images which pumped into
her thoughts were so vivid, it was as if she was watching a film
play out. Red fire was burning, making her skin flare scarlet. The
buildings of Newtown were broken and shadowed. Leaches were nesting
anywhere they could find. Cassie held her breath, trying to fight
whatever was overpowering her, but she couldn’t.

She watched a dark figure
running from the Leaches, and then a group of glowing spheres
appeared through the air. Cassie immediately knew they were lost
souls due to the auras of their misshapen bodies. She focused on
the figure that was now fighting some of the nearby Leaches,
feeling as if she knew him straight away. She pushed her mind to go
closer, and Kale’s face was the only thing she could
see.

“Kale!”

Pulled back to reality as
her one hand pushed into the wall, cracking several lines of tiles,
Cassie tried to catch her breath. She removed her glowing hand
slowly, causing some of the broken shards to fall to the floor. A
knock came at the door.

“Cassie? You
okay?” Dillen had moved to his feet.

She inhaled a breath
quickly. “I’m fine, be out in a minute.” Dillen accepted her
answer, but remained standing at the door.

The water pushed the
shards of broken debris towards the larger than normal plughole,
but Cassie just stared at the uneven hole her fist had left. What
had happened? Why had she seen Kale now? He’d been in Newtown,
maybe he was safe.

Hope pushed through her
body forcefully, but it didn’t take her long to doubt herself. If
Kale had returned Dillen would have mentioned it, and even if he
had kept it a secret, Cassie knew all too well when he was hiding
something. Maybe her mind was playing a trick… what if she was
playing mind games on herself?

A quiet sigh left her
lips as she haphazardly washed her hair. The product that was
available was body soap she guessed, due to the large plain
container it was stored in, but at least it would do the job. She
washed it out as best as she could, feeling a strange stiffness
across her shoulder-blades. The last battle really had taken a lot
out of her.

Cassie turned the water
off, being sure not to dwell on her thoughts for too long. She
pulled her trousers on, struggling to fight against the remnant
moisture on her skin, and then looked at the t-shirt in her hand.
It was ripped and stained, and she hated the idea of putting it on
when she doubted it would cover much of her skin. She dumped it by
the sink, before grabbing her towel. She used it to take most of
the water out of her hair and then patted her side dry, knowing
that she would have to change the bandage now that it was wet-
though that could wait.

She caught sight of a
small shelving unit tucked under the sink basin, seeing several
dark items folded into piles. Pulling one out she unfolded the item
to see that it was a zip up hoodie. A slight smile crept across her
face. At least now she wouldn’t have to wear a ripped and bloodied
t-shirt. She pushed her arms inside and zipped it up, just enough
so that she could still see the feather pendant around her
neck.

The mirror was dirty,
layered with dust and soil, but Cassie could see that her skin was
pale. Her eyes were dark and a small tear had cut through her one
cheek. She wouldn’t have even recognised herself if her hair had
been tied up too. Doubt and regret started to circle in her
stomach. She sighed.

From this moment she knew
that she was going to see everything differently. Their home in
Newtown would barely be recognisable. All her friends and family
would be different. She wondered what they would say to her, she
wanted to know how much they blamed her for not stopping the Dark
before everything had been destroyed. Even Freya would have
something to say to her, she was sure of it.

Dillen started to pace
outside, making Cassie push her thoughts aside. She pulled away
from her reflection and headed for the door, feeling the uneven
flooring stick into her foot. Finding some shoes was her first
priority. Opening the door, she was met with Dillen’s worried
gaze.

“You okay?”
he asked.

“I need some
shoes,” she replied quietly.

His face seemed to relax
in response and he bent down to pick something up. She smiled,
seeing that he extended her favourite pair of boots. What would she
do without him? Pushing her feet into them straight away, she
wriggled her toes backwards and forwards until they had fallen into
their comfortable grooves.

“Thanks.”

“I put some
more of your stuff in your room,” he explained. “Thought you’d want
your jeans.”

She smiled but it soon
faded. “Maybe later. I’m sure I can grab what I need when I know
what’s going on.” She wasn’t looking forward to seeing what was
left of her home.

Dillen seemed to lower
his gaze in response. “I guess, but Gabe says we’re not allowed to
teleport anywhere.”

“He did?” She
was confused. Gabe had wanted nothing more than for them to train
and perfect their skills, but they weren’t allowed to teleport.
“Why not?”

He shrugged. “He just
said he didn’t want us going anywhere. I guess there are Leaches
so… but he’s waiting in the hall. He says he’s gotta talk to
you.”

Looking down the long
corridor to her right, Cassie barely recognised it. She remembered
being here with Kale and Leon, but was it the same corridor? She
couldn’t tell for certain. She expanded her mind to find where it
was that Gabe was waiting, but she quickly repelled from the idea,
being met with pain and suffering. The people of Newtown were still
resting up ahead.

“Freya…”

“Come on,
I’ll give you a tour on the way.” Dillen started to walk, pausing
only briefly to make sure that Cassie was following.

She quickly avoided the
sadness bubbling inside of her, rushing to follow Dillen before he
had reached the first turning. “So what have I missed?”

Dillen turned off right
before speaking, making sure that they were going to avoid the
large assembly hall where the people of Newtown were still
recovering. It was a longer route, but Dillen knew that Cassie
would be thankful for it. “Well… Repairs on the town have
started.”

“That’s
good,” Cassie replied robotically, thinking only of their final
battle. Everything she had learned from it, everyone she had lost
to it.

“I’m sorry
about Kale.”

Cassie looked up to see
that Dillen had stopped in his tracks. He had faced her but his
gaze was lowered. She forced a smile but the only thing she wanted
to do was cry out. It wasn’t Dillen’s fault that Kale had been
pushed into Purgatory, it was hers, and it wasn’t fair for her to
say that it wasn’t.

“You have
nothing to apologise for Dill.”

“If I had
used my magic, I might not—”

“Dill.”

He stopped and looked her
in the eye. He could see the emotion in her face, but he didn’t say
anything. She’d made it clear that she didn’t want to talk about
it. He’d said he was sorry. There was nothing else he could do
except help her along the way.

“The repairs
will take a while,” he began quietly, “but Leon says it’ll look as
good as new. They’ve only started on the small outskirts. There are
still Leaches I guess.”

“What about
Leon’s men?”

Dillen shrugged, more out
of uncertainty than attitude. “I don’t really know. The details are
kept to those that need to know. I overheard Gabe saying something
about a funeral for everyone that died, but I don’t know how many
that is…”

“Freya?” A
knot pulled in her stomach.

“She’s fine.
I hear her every now and again, but we’re not allowed to visit them
for a few days. Quarantine or something… Leon said they have to
contain the bacteria.”

Cassie was relieved to
know that Freya was alive, but she was also surprised at how much
information Dillen had seemed to gather. She’d only been sleeping a
few days, but she had assumed that Dillen wouldn’t have done many
productive things in that time—he would have rather sat at her
bedside and waited for her to wake up—but obviously she had thought
wrong.

“What about
mum and dad?”

They both shared a long
silent look. Dillen was thinking about what to say. He didn’t want
to give Cassie anything else to worry about. The fact that she had
found out that Sandra wasn’t her real parent was enough.

Cassie, on the other
hand, was thinking of Dillen. She had seen the sadness in his face
when they had discovered Cassie’s biological mother had been a
Seraphim, making Cassie an angel and not a Nephilim. She didn’t
want anything to change between them. Dillen was her brother
regardless.

“They
okay?”

He nodded, glad that she
had been the first one to speak. “They’re at home most of the time,
trying to rebuild the main rooms.”

“So they’re
allowed to go, but we aren’t?”

“You still
need to be protected.”

Cassie looked over to see
that Leena was making her way towards them. She was coming from
behind Dillen. Maybe she’d already been to the hall?

“How are
you?” Cassie asked.

“I’m well,
considering.” She had a white cane that she was using to guide her
way, reminding Cassie that she was blind. Her thoughts were in a
real mess.

“I’m sorry,
I—”

“Don’t
worry,” Leena mused, “I didn’t forget so it’s fine.”

Dillen smiled as she
stopped at his side. He quickly let it fade though as his sister
eyed him suspiciously. An awkward silence filled the area, broken
eventually by Leena’s gentle laugh.

“He’s missed
you, you know.”

Horror spread across
Dillen’s face. “Leena!” He pushed her playfully, instantly
regretting it when she seemed to lose balance. She fell against the
wall but was quick to recover. Dillen felt guilty, but the smile
across her face wiped his worries away.

“You know
it’s the truth,” she joked.

Cassie smiled. It was
nice to see that Dillen had found someone his own age. Though as
she thought about it more, she didn’t really know how old Leena
was, or even who she was. Was she an angel like the others? Was she
actually a hundred years old?

“I am a
fallen descendant, just like Farrow, but not a true fallen like his
father.” There seemed to be an edge to her voice.

“I’m sorry,
Leena.”

She smirked. “It’s fine.
You would have asked eventually, but I beat you to it. I can’t just
waste my powers, can I?”

“I guess
not.”

Dillen started to nod
excitedly. “Yeah, Leena can hear people’s thoughts!! Not just
people right next to her though, like us, people from all over the
world.”

“Dill!” Leena
nudged him back. “Stop giving out trade secrets!”

“Sorry.” He
kicked his foot into the dirt, but there was a spark of light in
his eyes.

Cassie opened her mouth
to speak but she stopped herself. She didn’t need to ask Leena
anything. It was clear that she and Dillen enjoyed each other’s
company. She could ask Gabe anything she needed to know.

“He’s grumpy
today,” Leena mused.

Cassie frowned. She’d
forgotten again. It would take her some time to get used to a mind
reader. Though if she thought about it even more, they were kind of
all mind readers, just out of practise ones.

“But he did
say he needed to talk to her when she was awake… right?” Dillen
looked towards Leena for reassurance.

She nodded.
“Definitely.

“I best get
going then,” Cassie replied. “If he’s grumpy already, I doubt he
has anything nice to say.”

“Okay, let’s
go.” Dillen turned to show Cassie the way but Leena’s hand grabbed
his arm tightly, pulling him back. “Hey!!!”

“Cassie is
quite capable of finding her own way. It’s the only door leading
from this corridor.”

Dillen gave an injured
puppy look towards his sister, hoping she would back him up, but he
was disappointed to see that she didn’t. He sighed. “Fine, but you
have to fill me in, deal?”

“Deal.”

Leena started to pull him
along, passing Cassie with a grin. Sometimes it was as if Leena
could see perfectly. It was like she had an extra sense to make up
for the one that she’d lost. Cassie watched the two of them turn
right before going out of view. She guessed they were going out to
the wooded area.

She remembered that place
perfectly. It was where Farrow had taken her from the battle, in
exchange for the lives of all of Leon’s men. She remembered trying
to talk Farrow down; she could feel Gabe’s aura as strong right now
as she could back then.

A loud crash came from
ahead, startling Cassie from her thoughts. She started to edge
towards the open doorway she could see, glancing over her shoulder
several times to check that no one was sneaking up on her. She
couldn’t explain it, but she felt as if everyone had eyes on her at
all times. It was as if there was still something that she needed
to do, even though Razielle had been defeated already.

A second crash echoed
from the doorway and when Cassie reached it, she peered through.
She didn’t know what she had expected to see, but Gabe throwing
pieces of furniture across the large hall surprised her. He was
angry—the colour of his skin burning with red. She’d never seen him
so angry. What was wrong with him?
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She inhaled a
breath quietly and went to step inside, but she stayed put as
Gabe’s thoughts spiralled through the air. How are we supposed to make a difference? The creatures that
keep coming are growing in numbers day by day!

You knew this
would happen. Just because my father was defeated, doesn’t mean his
hand cannot reach this land and the creatures within it.
Farrow’s voice was as clear as if he was standing
at Gabe’s side. Cassie could feel that his strength had
grown.

So, too, had Gabe’s
anger.

Eventually,
we will run out of resources. How will that help our cause? This
place is a sanctuary for this town. What if it’s breached? What if
Vean’s right? Cassie cannot fight them all!

“Vean?”
Cassie couldn’t stop herself. She gasped as Gabe’s fierce gaze
glowered in her direction.

Vean was the seal that
she and Gabe had found on a school trip one day. They had named it
Vean, and had promised to go back to the same cliff top when they
were older. But what did that have to do with their current
situation? He made it sound like Vean was a person.

“Cass, you’re
awake.” Gabe’s entire body lost its red charge and he rushed
towards her. “How are you feeling?” She was engulfed by his arms,
wrapping around her tightly. This was the first time that he had
hugged her first without a prompt. He had obviously worried about
her. It sounded like everyone had.

“I’m fine,”
she replied quietly, standing up straight once Gabe had pulled
back. He seemed a little embarrassed, as he wasn’t good with
showing emotion. It seemed none of the men in Cassie’s life
was.

Glad to see
you up and about. Farrow was much more
masculine with his response. Thought you
were going to expect us to do all the work.

Cassie could hear the
smirk in his voice, making her smile, but Gabe didn’t seem to be as
amused. He closed his eyes tightly and then Farrow’s voice was
gone—Cassie could see his eyes remained different colours once they
were open, and Farrow’s aura was as clear as his own, but he was
quiet—ordered into silence it seemed.

“How did you
sleep?” Gabe asked.

‘I didn’t
really; too busy trying to work out what to do about Kale and the
girl I saw.’ That’s what she wanted to say, but it wouldn’t help
and she knew it. “Not too bad… a few dreams, but nothing worth
mentioning. How long did I sleep?”

“A few days.
We didn’t expect anything less. I made sure Natalie kept you fed
and mobile.” The confused expression across Cassie’s face pushed
him to explain. “She’s the nurse that came to see you every
day.”

She vaguely remembered
being hand fed and made to drink during her ‘rest’, but she
couldn’t remember a face or a voice. “I remember.”

“Good,” he
replied, a little too quickly. He turned and started to walk across
the cracked floor. Cassie knew there was something he wanted to
say. She could just tell by the way he avoided her gaze.

“I remember
everything, Gabe.”

He stopped in his tracks,
but didn’t turn. His aura started to shrink slowly and a pale
colour oozed out from his skin. Cassie could feel his regret, his
sadness, his disappointment that she had remembered everything. It
confused her though- did he think it was going to change something
now that she knew that she was an angel, that Gabe was her
brother?

“I wanted to
talk to you about what we’re planning now.”

Gabe never did like to
stray too far from his ‘mission.’ His aura came bouncing back with
full colour, so too did Farrow’s voice. Cassie stood still and
waited. This was what Gabe had wanted to talk to her about. She
wasn’t going to interrupt him.

“Leaches are
coming and going as they please. They’re attacking people wherever
they can find them. We’ve set up outposts along the nearby
coastline, and outside the local towns and villages. Thank fully,
the media is on our side. We’ve rumoured that there is a spreading
bacteria so people that are infected have to be quarantined. Then
we dispatch them.” He paused then, as if waiting for
questions.

Cassie licked her lips.
“So people think that the Leaches are other people that are just
infected….?”

“Exactly,” he
replied. “That way there’s only panic of a virus spreading, not of
Hell opening its doors onto the land.”

“I guess
people wouldn’t believe it anyway… angels falling, and then turning
into creatures…”

His eyebrows lowered.
“This isn’t about what people will or will not believe Cass. This
is about keeping as many people safe as we can. Several other
fallen have come forth and pledged their vow to keep people safe,
but even they are small in numbers. Most of our army are Leon’s
men. He’s on a hunt as we speak.”

“Fallen?” Did
he mean Keepers that had decided to follow the Light, like Farrow
and Leena, or had other fallen angels appeared from somewhere?
Other angels like Kale and Gabe.

“Cursed
angels, like Farrow, those who have yet to choose a side,” he
replied matter-of-factly.

Of course, she thought,
how obvious. The sarcasm in her tone would have been too much for
Gabe to handle today, so she thought carefully about what to say
next. “So, what happens if the Leaches don’t stop
coming?”

“Eventually,
there will be no one left to defend against them.”

Cassie’s brow arched.
“Tell me that fighting until we die is not your plan.”

Gabe sighed. “Things have
changed, Cass… I don’t know what else we can do…”

She was surprised by his
lack of faith. He had always been strong and full of belief, but he
was sounding so defeated. “You’re wrong.” She needed back up. “Tell
him he’s wrong, Farrow!”

A silent
moment passed until Farrow spoke through their minds, but it wasn’t
what Cassie had hoped for. Things aren’t
what they were. The angel hierarchy is gone. The Leaches will
continue to hunt people until they find you. If that happens, then
Razielle’s spirit will find his way into the Heavens. He will fight
his way through Hell into the Light, so that he can destroy it,
just as he explained before we sent him into purgatory. He wants to
be the ruler of all the lands, Cass. I may have only awoken
twenty-three years ago, but there has always been an ache inside of
me, inside all of us that share the fate of the fallen. We knew
this day would come and we cannot stop it.

“We have to
stop him.” Her breath was shallow and she was low on hope, but she
couldn’t give up after everything that they had done.

“He’s in
Purgatory now,” Gabe explained. “He’s so close to the Altar that we
wouldn’t be able to reach him in time. If we followed him, we would
simply be handing him the key to Heaven.” The way Gabe looked at
Cassie then made her heart sink. She suddenly felt overwhelmed,
claustrophobic almost. She wasn’t just an angel after all. She was
different.

She breathed in slowly.
“I’m the key to unlocking the Heavens, right?”

Gabe sighed loudly. “The
Heavens were locked when the last angel fell from its light. It has
remained unclaimed land for one hundred years. Razielle wants
nothing more than to step upon its land and destroy the Light once
and for all. He can only do that with you. You are the Key. You are
the Vessel of Light needed to unlock the Altar, which is the key to
the Heavens.”

“What does
that even mean?” she asked quietly. “If the lock to the Heavens is
in Purgatory, then how am I supposed to open it up
here?”

“It means
that Razielle will not stop hunting for you, even after his
death.”

Cassie looked to the side
to see that her father had entered from another doorway. “Dad!” She
wanted to smile and run to him, but the look across his face was
grave and sincere. “I don’t understand…”

Long gone were the days
of calling each other Sheriff and Deputy. She felt as if she had
fallen from her former life into a battlefield that was never
still. In simple terms, she was right, she had.

Gabe spoke next. “You are
not just an angel, Cass, you know that, but what you don’t know is
that you are the last angel to have been in direct contact with the
Light. You were the last angel to be formed from the Light, but not
the last to fall.” Gabe’s words were eerily simple, but they seemed
to echo through Cassie’s thoughts.

“Cassandra
could watch all others fall,” Bryan explained, “except you. We
assume that the clash between the Light and the Dark was too
powerful for her body to survive. She faded, along with the Light,
and it wasn’t long after until you followed.”

An image flashed across
her vision then, a dream that she kept seeing every time she closed
her eyes. She could see the lands of Heaven, tainted with blood,
her body shining like a raging fire. She hadn’t known at the time
whether it was a memory or a glimpse of what was to come, but now
she knew that it was from the past. This dream had been showing her
the moment when the Light had claimed her, and pulled her from the
fight of Heaven.

A lump had built in her
throat but she tried to force it back down. “I thought I would have
fallen with the others, with you… and Kale…” She glanced over
Gabe’s face, before looking at her father. “But you’re saying the
Light took me from the Heavens before the Dark reached me? Is that
what makes me different?”

Bryan’s face softened, as
he could hear the confusion in Cassie’s questions. She was
desperately searching for answers about who she was, and what made
her different to the others. “All other angels that followed the
Light, plummeted to the ground and fell into slumber—so too, did
the children of those fallen. But you didn’t. You formed here as a
baby, just close enough for me to find, and now after all this
time, your angel heritage has finally come to the
surface.”

“What do you
mean?” She didn’t like the sound of ‘angel heritage’ and quickly
looked over her hands and arms to make sure that nothing about her
body had changed. She was glad to see that everything was the same,
down to every injury she had sustained in their battles.

“Look at your
own reflection, you have not aged a day in the last several years,”
Bryan explained. “Your aging process has stopped, and somehow your
companions are evolving as well, now that they have crossed paths
with you.”

She was so confused. “But
Gabe and Kale… they didn’t age anyway… how are they evolving when
they were already angels?” Her words highlighted once again, how
the wonders of magic had concealed their true ages.

“That is
true, their angel heritage has always been present and therefore
they cannot age, unless their powers are stripped from them. But
Farrow, Leena, Dillen, even Freya, they are not as mortal as they
should be. We believe your essence is affecting all in your close
company, but we don’t know why or how. Freya is mortal; Leena and
Farrow come from the Dark, and yet your powers are affecting them
without your direction.”

“Why are you
telling me this?”

Gabe replied this time.
“You’re important to us Cass, in more ways than you understand. It
is apparent to us now, that you’re not just the key to the Heavens,
you are the only whole piece of Light left.”

She didn’t know what to
say. All she could think of was the years that she had unknowingly
lost between existing in the Heavens, and waking as Cassie
Fayewood. “Twenty-one years ago… where did you find me? How could I
have been a baby when… you said I was old enough to remember the
Fall…? I see memories flash in my dreams, where I see myself as I
am now, but how is that possible?”

Both Gabe and her father
dropped their gazes to the floor.

“What
happened to me? Where did you find me?”

She needed more
information. She needed answers. There were photos of her as a
baby, and more of her growing older, but how could she have been
transported by the Light and yet lost all of her years?

Bryan sighed. “It was
several years after I saved Sandra that we found you. I had been
searching every day for a place where you may have fallen, but I
found nothing until that day. I sensed Cassandra enter my thoughts
for a brief moment, and then a flash of light. We watched over as
you slept, that’s all we could do.”

Gabe breathed in. “We
don’t know all of the answers, Cass. You should have fallen into
slumber as you were, but something changed you. Your years were
reversed, and you slept as a new-born child until twenty-one years
ago…”

She tried to take
everything in but it was difficult. “Where did you find me?” An
edge marked her tone. It was a simple question; why couldn’t they
give her a simple answer.

Almost as if
he was reopening an old wound of some kind, Gabe had to speak
through the mind to get his words out. He did his best to
explain. We found you inside a small
church on the outskirts of Newtown. You were surrounded by bodies
of other angels that had not survived their trauma. Cursed angels
were immediately drawn to you, and tried to break through the
barrier that was surrounding you. Part of the Light inside you knew
that they would eventually break through to your core, and that is
when you subconsciously called upon your Guardians.

“My
Guardians? You make it sound like I’m some kind of leader…
but—”

“Your mother
was a Seraphim,” Bryan worded clearly.

“The
strongest,” Gabe added. “She was the first of the angel hierarchy.
She was the leader of the Heavens. She was everything to the Light,
and when the Darkness came from Razielle and consumed her, she cast
down all life from the Heavens in order to protect it. Those who
followed the Light fell into slumber until they were called upon.
Others, cursed by the Dark, had to remain awake and aged through
each passing day—kept alive however, by their angelic
blood.”

Cassie didn’t understand
why Gabe was telling her about the angels sleeping again. How many
times did she need to hear the same thing about the angels falling
into slumber after the Fall? But she was intrigued to learn that
Cassandra had cast out all life from the Heavens.

“She banished
the Light and those that followed the Dark…? Why? Why not leave
those who followed the Light where they were?” Her thoughts started
to spiral again. She wished that Kale was there with
her.

A hand took hold of her
own then, and she looked down to see that Leena was by her side.
She smiled. “Cassie, it was your subconscious choice which angels
awoke when they did. It was your choice which of the angels died
and which of them lived. You are the will of the Heavens now. The
last pure piece of Light in human form. Cassandra channels the last
of her power through you, and she called upon your strongest
Guardians, Gabe and Kale, as soon as you fell into slumber on
earth. That is why Gabe never slept, and Kale did only for a short
time. They never aged a day, and Cassandra trusted them to protect
you. From then on, the stronger you grew, the more angels awoke.
You are the Light, and it is your choice what happens to the
Darkness now. There are hundreds of angels sleeping because you
have not yet called upon them. We must wake them.”

“What?”
Cassie’s head was spinning. She really had known Kale and Gabe in
the Heavens, but she… had the choice which angels lived? Which
angels never aged…? She pushed as much of the questions aside as
she could, focusing on an almost unnecessary detail. “If I haven’t
aged these few years…. none of us have…. how have people not
noticed, how have I not noticed?”

It was true—she hadn’t
noticed that her face had stayed the same. She was convinced
actually that it hadn’t. She had scars that were never there
before. She had freckles and the colour of her eyes had changed.
The funny thing was that she was focusing on such a minor detail,
compared to the thought of everything else that she had been
told.

Taking in a breath,
Cassie tried her best to focus on the matter at hand, as she knew
from her first interactions with Kale at the cabin, mortals
couldn’t see magic anyway. Whether she and her friends aged or not,
wasn’t important now. She had other things she needed to deal with
more urgently.

“So… I need
to wake the angels that are sleeping, right? We need more to fight
with us…?”

Leena squeezed her hand.
“You need your memory back and then you can wake the other angels.
We need them to fight with us.”

“My memory?”
The more she thought of the fact that she had lost her memory, the
more she felt like she was falling into nothingness.

Gabe moved forwards as
Leena released her hand and stepped back. “You aren’t whole Cass;
you believe yourself to still be mortal. You need your memory back
to awaken your fallen soldiers. We all do, to stand a chance
against the Dark that is growing.”

“But you
remember everything.” The words came out more hostile than Cassie
had wanted them to, but her point still stood.

Gabe sighed. “I may have
kept my memory, but key points have been wiped clean. I don’t
remember the final blow of the Darkness, who the enemy
was.”

“Great.”
Cassie couldn’t help but feel sarcastic. She inhaled a deep breath
and tried to get back on track with what they were
saying.

A quiet moment passed and
then Leena spoke. “We hope that by keeping Razielle from the Altar,
you will earn back your memory before he is able to reach
it.”

Cassie frowned, glancing
over the faces of everyone in the room. “My memory is in
Purgatory?”

Being clear with her
words, Leena replied. “We hope that your memories are inside of
you, just hidden, but by Kale protecting the Altar and giving you
the chance to unlock your memories, hopefully we can all recover
our memory as well. With you being the last of the Light, if your
memories are returned, hopefully ours will be as well.”

Gabe nodded. “Your
memories are hidden inside of you, and we have to do all we can to
unlock them,” he worded clearly. “Those of us that were part of the
Fallen—you, Kale, and many others—do not remember the Fall, but
even those that were born after the Fall, that shouldn’t have been
affected by the curses that followed, have also lost parts of their
memory. I hope by returning your memory, that ours will follow.
That is our next goal.”

Yes, all of
us have memories that we have lost, but we don’t know why. Why did
the Light take them? Farrow’s question was
understandable. Why did she take our
memories, Cass?

Everyone looked at her
then. She didn’t know what to do. What could she say? She didn’t
know the answers they wanted. She just thought of Kale.

“Did he know…
all of this? Is that why Kale couldn’t remember the Fall? Not once
did he say that my memories had been taken… that you had all lost
your memory because of mine fading. You made me believe that it was
just a side effect of being Fallen, but now you’re saying our
memories were all forced from us, and it’s up to me to get them
back.”

“He wanted to
tell you,” Gabe answered. “He has demons of his own that he wants
to defeat, and
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