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Chapter 1: Taylor
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Am I dead?

Falling to my abysmal devastation was the last memory I’d lived through. The split-second loss of hope as I stepped over the ledge, plunging into the fiery pit of lava below. Was my corpse mollified through the inferno that consumed it? Would I spend my immortality in a molten Hell-pit, just as Lucian was a microbe of immortality in a pot of acidic torment? My Lucian, how could it be? What was the point of living one more day without him, without any of them? Who was I without my loved ones? My mournful existence strived to understand the shattered hole where my heart had once lay. 

When had anything ever made sense? I was meant to be the Almighty Eve, the mother of all humanity, yet I couldn't even save my one true love, let alone my family and friends. I could only dare to imagine what Lilith was doing on Earth. The screams of humanity's extinction would rattle through the frames of time forever more. I had to get back there. I had to save at least one person. If I could save just one, then surely all of this wasn't for nothing. But then how could it be? How did I survive the pits of volcanic Hell? I couldn’t have, could I? Dare I open my eyes and see death before me? Would I be sat in a celestial ticket booth, having failed in everything I am? I couldn't. I had to keep them sealed, squeezed tightly closed, sewn shut. What happened? Think, Taylor. Remember back to the day your lover died.

Shit. That’s all I could say. It couldn't be true. Was it possible for an immortal to survive a cauldron of acid? He wouldn’t be able to climb out, he’d disintegrate, dismantling his fractured existence one cell at a time. Then it had to be true, it must be. He was gone. My closed eyes wept from the corners as my bottom lip quivered and the pain of reality rushed through me. He was really gone. It couldn’t be, but it was. It shouldn’t have happened, but it did. My sister had brutally murdered him, her own creation, her pride and joy, and she couldn't care less. She enjoyed the games, the anguish she caused, and the destruction she inflicted. The darkness had welled up and taken every microbe of light within her. I didn’t think it possible, but it was. She was the epiphany of evil, and there was no way of stopping her. There was no hope in the history of humanity and no fruitful ending to the doomed misery of a future that she would leave in her wake. I knew she would blame me for Lucian. Even though she had killed him, it was I who let go.

How could I, though? Why wasn’t I strong enough? But then, my light was a tiny morsel compared to the colossal depth of darkness she’d endured. It wasn’t as though it pained her to do what she did. She had licked her lips when she killed, tasted the blood of the innocent with a smile on her face. She was psychotic, to say the least, my evil big sister with a natural ability to destroy everything she touched. 

I could still hear him, could still see his face as she pushed me into the mirror. I had read the knowing expression he gave as he said those three little words before he died. Then, as I fell through the realms of actuality, I heard a splash and his screams pierced my skin and every pore wept with heartbreak. I had felt his pain, felt the loss of my perfect person, as his body blended with the acid and his sloshy tissues screeched through the burns with the sorrow of living one more second.

I had to have hope, believe there was some chance of his saviour. Life could be bloody cruel, especially to me. If I kept trusting in myself, though, then perhaps one day I would prove right. One day I would get my happy ending... Jeez, who was I kidding? I invented the concept of mortal life; the only happy ending humans could hope for came after they died. Perhaps, one day, when they had learned all the lessons they needed to, through the countless lives they endured, they could live an eternity in the beauty that held Elysium, bathed within the light of the celestial rose. But until that day, I feared they were totally and utterly screwed, and there wasn't a damned thing I could do about it. Well, not from here, anyway. Wherever here was.

Dare I look? I should have felt the mighty shrieks of a blazing inferno around me as it teased my mortal body and swallowed me whole. Instead, all I felt was cold. How could that be? Perhaps my body had succumbed to the flames and withered and died, raising my soul up to Elysium as I sat frozen in the tunnel of celestial darkness. That passage wasn’t exactly pleasant, and certainly something I needed to work on, should I ever get out of here. I wouldn’t have been surprised if even the grim reaper turned away at the thought of trudging through it. Jeez, you’d think you were trekking down to Hell as you wandered through the tunnel of nightmares and landscapes.

I couldn't get warm. I knew I was lying down, I could feel the cushioning softness of something delicate floating over my skin. It caressed me as it wrapped its warmth around my body. Feeling started coming back to my toes, my mind cleared as my body faltered. Slipping into conscious thought, I dared to open my eyes. Squinting at the light, I could see that I lay in a make shift home; a fabric tent made from the grains of mother nature, woven together and stitched by the hand of another as it encapsulated my body and protected it from the ferocious storms outside. The wind howled and the thunder clapped. Wherever I was, it was a chaotic portrayal of natural life. Whoever had saved me, had brought me here, wrapped me up and protected me... 

Sunlight filtered through the pores of fabric as it weaved a tapestry of magical notes within the room. Dust particles shimmered in the light as they fell to the ground. Where was I? I pondered as I sat up, placing my feet on the ground, a ground that was made from dusty, greying clay as it wrapped its fractured channels around my feet, drying a well of rainwater that threatened to dance around me.

Looking down, my body sat comforted by a handmade blanket. Veined leaves had entwined to bring warmth to my frozen body. Why had I been so cold when I was sure it was a lava pit I had stepped into? Nothing made sense. The world was topsy turvy and there was no way out. Checking under the blanket, my body dirty and disgraced, but still intact. Beside me, on a what appeared as a wooden stool, a coconut shell held water with a cloth of woven threads glimmering alongside it. Next to that was a long dress. It reminded me of Earth’s history, of what the Greeks had wore; a feminine, a Grecian dress with a plaited vine to hold the outfit together. Was that meant for me? It must have been, as my own clothes were burned and battered, no longer resembling anything a natural born female would wear. 

Shifting my body across the makeshift bed, I continued to dangle my legs over the side. A mouse scurried past, tickling my toes as it ran across them. I yelped. It wasn’t something I’d expected to see.

“Sorry,” the little mouse squeaked as it stopped and turned to face me. I could barely see it due to the light flooding in behind. “I’ll go and get her.” It said before it scuttled off.

“Get who?” I asked with an air of curiosity. But then, curiosity had killed the cat and wasn’t a mouse a cat’s supper? The foreboding tale didn’t appeal for much longer. Had Lilith teased me this whole time? Was I still trapped in my own mind, captured in an ongoing battle to save myself repeatedly? The fruitless journey tired me. Her trials and tribulations wore me down. I couldn’t keep playing with her diminishing personality any longer. It had to end, one way or another, and I’d be damned sure after what she did to Lucian, it’d be her that I took down first.

The intensity of an ever-growing sun bled through the fabric before me. It appeared to get brighter, stronger, and more versatile. Squinting through my hands, I saw the silhouette of a female walking towards the tent. She was coming, Lilith was here. 

Bracing myself, I stood up, wobbled a little, but poised and ready to fight. I was all geared up to draw a swipe across her devilish grin and end her miserable life. But then the curtain pulled back and the sun leapt up, striking my retina, bleaching the colour from my eyes as it scorched through me, and igniting the iris as it shut in protest. It hurt. The flaming magnitude of pain navigated through my body as it threatened to burn me to a crisp if I didn’t protect myself once more. But how? How did I turn off the anguish and embrace the light? Screaming out in agony, I fell backwards, tripping over the stool as I tumbled. Water sploshed into the air, soaking my steaming skin as I cradled the makeshift bed and hid beneath the fabric to protect myself.

“Eve,” a voice spoke.

The bed sank as she sat beside me, trying to pull the cover away from my melting face. “Eve,” she said again as I tugged the cover over me, protecting my body from the flames of torment. “Eve,” she whispered as she bent down and lay beside me, sharing the cover as she lay, stroking my hair and breathing aside my face. “Remember.” She placed a cool hand on my forehead, kissed my cheek, and my body cooled at a rapid pace. 

Eyelids closed, hands clammy, back tense, I breathed. A jagged, painstaking breath, but I breathed, and as I did, I woke up. Not in the sense of opening your eyes and awaking, but in the sense of closing your eyes and remembering. I took that trip down memory lane as I entered my mind's library and tip-toed over to a bookshelf. the shelf with the old, red leather book from before. It housed the book that gave me back the memories of Adam, of father, Mother, and Lilith. It was the bookshelf of Eve, part of who I am, who I was, and who I could be. Did I want to? Did I dare?

I had no choice. The woman who lay beside me in reality stood as a silhouette beside me in the library, a dark shadow, a missing memory. “Remember.” Her words were soft, loving... “Remember,” she urged, gently pushing me forward. “Remember,” she whispered as she vanished and left me alone. And remember I did as I reached out and touched the bookshelf and each and every book jumped out at me. They fluttered in the air, the pages flapping freely, swarming their delicate journey around me as they held me amid a typhoon of knowledge. And one by one they swept into my soul, knocking me down. Flying unconscious, floating through a journey of memories, I succumbed to who I was, who I am, and who I would be.
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Chapter 2: Eve
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Breathing through the mouth of a baby girl is unique in itself. It was not really an experience one would usually remember, but when your own birth is written down for the world to see, it’s a memory that begets your very consciousness; your arrival into reality.

Blinding light flashed before my eyes as my father’s face brightened into a loveable smile. He picked me up and held me high. I wanted to tell him how happy I was, how this euphoric feeling had blessed my soul, but all I could do was cry, scream, and use those newly formed lungs to an advantage. One day I’d tell him, as he cradled me to his chest, brushing my matted hair with his thick, stumpy fingertips. Then he turned me to face her. I saw the bloody mess I’d left behind and wept. The cocoon that protected me was a silent, mesmerizingly beautiful, and most radiant being I’d ever laid eyes on. I knew her voice when she spoke with a whispering tone, her smile when her striking white teeth shone at me, and I knew those tears when she wept in happiness as she held me. She squashed me in tightly, my little hands grasping at her skin as my mouth urged in hunger, taking in my first feed as she fed me from her breast. This was my mother, my father, and my life. I was born that day in Eden, a plateau in Elysium and a place I had always called home. Closing my tiny eyes, I slept soundly, safe in the arms of my mother, my protector. How could I ever forget such a person? 

When I awoke, I filled the frame of a six-month old baby, sitting up in the garden with her, giggling as she blew flower petals across the blanket we sat on. This was our time together. I watched in awe as she kindled the light around us and wrapped the petals, allowing them to dance and stream in a shower of love over me. She was magnificent. Grabbing at my wriggling toes, I pulled one up to taste, falling backwards to lay on the blanket as she lay beside me dancing the petals above, creating a symphony of colour entwined with the love of a mother to a daughter.

Flickering through my past, I found another memory. I stepped in as a one year old, sat on my father’s knee. I was wielding the light around me to shape a small delicate rose, a rose filled with the petals of love and light; just like those my mother had danced with that day. I could recall my father being tremendously proud and manipulating the light we shared into that of a true celestial rose, the rose that now centred in the temple we called home. That was the last memory I had of my father, the last time his godly power became of use for the light. After which he fell to the flame of darkness and destroyed rather than designed.

My mother was heartbroken when she found the serpent had crept amongst us for so long. She feared for my life, and that of Adam and Lilith’s. She had no choice but to run that day. But to run was the mistake she ultimately made when father found her and beat her to a bloody pulp. He banished her through the obsidian mirror to a realm of non-existence, a realm that no child of hers had ever found, a realm so far from the freedom of life itself that it remained on the edge of reality. A realm that I just so happened to step into the day I lost my life to the fiery infernal lava pit that scorched my eyes to oblivion.

“My daughter.” That’s what she’d said. That’s who she was. That’s who had saved me.

I opened my eyes, filtering out the light as my scorched retina’s healed through her powers. Laying my eyes on my mother was a wondrous delight. I recognised her. I knew her. I was her. My mother, Gaia, she looked just like each mother I’d had in every single mortal life I’d led. Adam must have made sure I had kept her with me. But today she was really beside me, really stroking my hair and kissing my cheek. We sat up and embraced. It was an embrace that lasted a long time, but a tearful, weeping embrace that cradled the emotional turmoil of living my life as a motherless child. I had her back. My mother was alive, and no matter how horrible I felt inside, the warmth that came from that statement helped to heal every woeful worry within, no matter how hard I cried.

“Mother,” I said as I pulled back and smiled. She matched my smile and brought me closer for a miraculous, motherly hug once again.
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Chapter 3: Adam
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Sitting there, watching the beauty of transformation, was a wondrous sight. It was a true place where all light's creations could work together in harmony. We had created such a magnificent home. Eve would have been overjoyed to see all the work we’d completed. If only she were here. I know she existed in there somewhere, I just wished she would open her eyes and remember it all. The triumph of building a civilisation, a universe, a home, and from what? Nothing, he’d left us nothing. Granted, father had built the base for it all. He had started the ball rolling on the other planets, but Earth, well, that was something special. That was the planet Eve populated and look how well she’d done; it truly thrived. Her mortals were a force to be reckoned with. If only it were true of the angels, our protectors. When father had created them, he'd forgotten to add a few magical ingredients and now they acted like they ruled the world. Now, please don’t misunderstand me, I meant them no ill will. But their arrogance was far from enjoyable. I had hoped that when Eve sat back on her throne, the angels would bow once again. Gabriel had always enjoyed her company; the pair made a good team. He must have known I knew of their love that grew through the years. I feel for him now, though. To share a life with someone and then to have to see them grow without you. Or to feel that love and not step past the line, never delve into the desire of one’s heart. That, too, could be hard. I should tell her, one day I should say that my soul brightened when she entered my world. But I couldn't, not that day, not for a long while. I had to keep my wits about me, I had to protect my little sister, and keep the rose alive. The light and all of civilisation depended on me. It was a thankless job, but without me, where would any of them be?

Before my eyes a mesmerising angel bowed. Her athletic figure and crooked smile warmed my soul as she took my hand and kissed it, keeping hold as she said, “Adam, I have searched but she cannot be found.”

My eyes drooped. “It cannot be, Charmeine. She simply can’t disappear.”

“I am sorry, Adam,” she said, “I know this is a special day for you both.” She pulled me up to stand beside her. 

“It is to her. It’s the day she was reborn into her human form. Her mortal skin would have reached nineteen today.” 

She sighed. Embracing me, her cushioned breasts kissed my chest as we held one another for a moment. “I’m afraid to ask.”

“What is it, Charmeine?” 

“Do you think the Almighty has taken her?”

“No. He couldn’t have. The last we knew, he still resided in Hell.” Could he have left? Returned to dissolve the bloodline once and for all? “Michael,” I beckoned. “Will you go and find out if our father is still in Hell?”

“Yes, of course, Adam.”

“Where’s Gabriel?” I asked Charmeine.

“He’s gearing up to go back down and search for Eve.”

“Good. We need all the help we can get if my father is down their searching for her.”
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Chapter 4: Taylor
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I must have fallen asleep in the arms of my mother, the one true celestial being that accepted me for who I was. I remembered her fondly. There was no saddened past when she walked the earth, only joy and fulfilled happiness. Then she was banished and now she bore the frame of a fractured being, lost in disillusionment through an eternity of suffering. How many years had it been? How many lifetimes had I lived without her by my side? Granted, Adam had kindly ensured each mortal mother reflected our own. But still, no matter the pain, the love, the loss, they weren’t her. Each and every one of them was still transcribed across my heart, though, blessing my soul with their loving ways as I grew and developed through each generation.

But as I awoke alone, laid on a bed in a make shift tent, I wondered. Where was she? Wrapped in the misery of my own company I sat up silently. Where was I now? What hellish planet had Lilith sent me to? I looked around, both my mother and her pet mouse had vanished. It was only me in the sunlight and the wrapped tent of mother nature as I sat waiting. It didn’t seem right. Why was I alone? Did I dream my mother’s touch as she caressed my hair, with my eyes drooping, shallow breaths, drifting off to sleep? Where had she gone? Had she left me? My mother, my connection to life, had disappeared into the vacant universe before me. I couldn't do this alone, could I? I wasn't able to make it out alive. There had to be a way, some way, anyway out of there. There had to be a yellow brick road that lead away from misery and onwards to the triumphant discovery of nature's own breath, the breath of life itself, flourishing past the existence of light. Evolution at its greatest as it powered forward into a scientific advancement that no mortal could ever foresee. But like my past mother’s lifespans, would the discoveries be what killed us in the end? Were we too clever for our own good? Too curious to know any better? 
I had to get home, for I feared if I didn't there would be no home left to reach.  Lilith would be there, and with each step she took, the natural order of death would perish the land. Scorched countryside and broken socialistic promises would derail the accomplishments mankind had undertaken. Lilith would be sure of that. She would take pleasure in listening to the screams of the innocent, watching the children as they lined up for slaughter, maimed and butchered into mutated versions of their once beautiful selves.
Steadying my tired body upright, I wrapped the blanket around myself and held on to the centre pole; I could see five fingers, well, one thumb and four fingers. They were all there. How could it be? That demon had sliced my ring finger off, yet there it was, no ring on it, granted, but still intact and it didn’t even have a scar. Could I have dreamt all of that? Was it possible?

The wooden trunk I held was holding up the fabric that surrounded me like a cocoon surrounded a caterpillar. And like a caterpillar, I’d emerge a butterfly. Leaving the tent, walking out, my head held high and ready to face whatever the realm threw at me. At least I hoped I’d feel that way. There was no time like the present. Deep breath in through the nose, out through the mouth, back straight, shoulders tensed, fists clenched. I was ready.

Stepping forward out of the confines of my own physical space, I saw a mountainous pit of lava overshadowing the tent. The make shift hidey hole I’d slept in had been hidden on the outskirts of a forest of twisted trees beside a black mountain of jagged crystals. At the top, bright lava spurted out, threatening to destroy me where I stood. But as it fell down the mountain, it cooled, crystallising and shining brightly in the sunlight, creating a magnificent array of dystopian dreams.

“Eve,” my mother called, a voice I recognised as a blissful resonance through the air. I turned to see her potting a vivid plant life in a patch of what appeared as soil behind the tent. “Come sit with me?” she asked. I smiled and walked over, wobbling a little from the light-headed events that had taken place earlier. Perching on a large black crystal she had taken and used as a gardening stool, I sat and felt quite comfortable, something of which I had never expected, considering the hard nature a crystal portrays. “How are you feeling?” 

“I’m okay.” I smiled. I didn’t know quite what to say. Where did I even start? Which lifeline did I discuss? It’d been, well, I wasn't quite sure exactly how long it’d been, but it wasn't something I could easily discuss over morning coffee. Not that it was morning, nor was there coffee. My expression must have given my confusion away as she spoke.

“I understand that this is a lot for you right now. But know this, it will all come in time.” She smiled. “I am overjoyed to have you here with me. I have missed you terribly, Eve.” She placed the make shift trowel down and put her arm around me, squeezing me tight. I smiled and held her back. It felt nice to feel loved, to feel a parent holding you as though nothing else mattered, nothing could hurt you. They would fight to the moon and back to save your soul, and no matter what, they always had your back. I felt safe, strange, naïve probably, but safe. And for saying what had recently happened, I needed to feel safe at the moment. “What news do you have of your brother and sister?” she asked with hope in her eyes.

“I, err...” Where did I start?

“What happened, Eve?” she asked, her brow creased with worry.

“I don’t know where to start.”

“Anywhere you like, and once you do, you’ll find it will all easily come out.” She smiled. “Take your time.” So I did. I told her of my life on Earth, of my losing Taylor's mother, and of my life there without her. I explained about meeting the Darkwaters, falling in love with Lucian, and promising ourselves to each other for an eternity. 

“But where is he now?”

“Lilith killed him.” I said. It felt like I was running to my mother, telling tales of my mean old sister. But it was true. I had lost him, and she’d killed him. There was no turning back from that, no way to move on. He was gone and I was alone, and that was that.

“Why? What would possess her to do such a thing?”

“It was the darkness, Mother. When you were gone, father banished Lilith to the wasteland on Earth. I created humanity so she wasn’t alone, but it wasn’t enough. The darkness was already within her by then. She allowed it in because of her loneliness, and as it took over, she vowed to kill the humans and destroy Elysium once and for all.

"Adam ran Elysium, you see. He’s been protecting it ever since. Then, as I grew up, father wanted to be rid of me, too. But Adam saved me. He sent my light into the body of a mortal child. Every lifetime, when father was close to finding me, Adam transferred me over to another newborn baby. That’s how I’ve lived countless lives. Then when I was born as Taylor Lane, one of the angels screwed up.”

“What happened?”

“He thought I died in an accident the day my mortal mother died. She looked just like you, you know.”

“It’s lovely to know I was there with you, in spirit.”

“Yes,” I smiled. “Then after she died, I met the Darkwaters and Lucian looked after me, kept me safe. The thing is, Lucian was once a human but Lilith had taken him and mutated him into what they call a ‘Darkened Disciple’, the first of his kind, the original Dark One.”

She looked concerned. “Does he have the serpent within him too, Eve?”

“Yes, but he can control it. He has never hurt me, only ever protected me.”

“Is that why you have the darkness within you now?”

“You can see that?” I asked, she nodded. “No, that’s Lilith’s doing. Her mutations attacked me, and for some unknown reason, I absorbed their powers, the powers of the darkness. I don’t know how to use them now, or how to wield the light. Since I was reborn again, I lost all control.”

“So how did Lucian die? What did Lilith do?”

“She asked me to make a choice between humanity and Lucian. I couldn’t choose. I know it’s wrong, I know he would have wanted me to sacrifice him, but I just couldn’t. When I wouldn’t be her ally, she turned me into her enemy. She held Lucian above a huge pot of acid and threw him in. I reached forward to save him, nearly falling in, but Lilith held me back. Then, somehow, I managed to hold him in a bubble of light. My powers worked, if only for a moment. But I was stuck, I couldn’t do anything else. I used all my willpower to hold the bubble around him. When I tried to pull him away from the pot, Lilith pushed me into the mirror. The last thing I remember is the splash and his screams as he perished.” I cried. “There was nothing I could do. I wasn’t powerful enough.”

“Oh, Eve,” she said, hugging me tightly. “I am so sorry.” She stroked my hair as I sniffled on her shoulder. “You have endured so much. I am sorry I wasn’t there to guide you, to help you like a mother should.”

“It’s okay.” I sniffled. 

“Well, I’m here now,” she said, letting me go and pulling me upright. “Come on, stand up. We’ve a lot to do!”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, by the sounds of it, we need to save your Lucian, destroy Lilith’s darkness and save her soul, help Adam protect the rose, and find that damned husband of mine and put things right again.”

Through the tears I laughed. “That’s a lot in one day.”

“Ah, but Eve, it depends how long the day is.” She smiled.

“That’s very true.” I laughed, wiping my eyes and smiling. “But how do we get home?”

“Now that you’re here, we have twice the amount of light between us,” she said. “Misky said the portal you came through is still open, so I suggest we pack a few essentials and head on out to see what lies ahead.”

“Sounds great, but who’s Misky?”

A tiny mouse peeked out of the pocket of my mother’s hand-sewn dress. “Why that’ll be me, of course,” he squeaked.

“Nice to meet you, Misky,” I said, smiling as he jumped over and onto my outstretched hand, and up my arm to sit on my shoulder.

My mother laughed. 

“Are there more like you here?” I asked. 

“Yes, all the animals talk here,” Misky squeaked.

“But not all are as nice as Misky.” Mother raised her eyebrows. “Right. Let’s get you dressed, shall we?” She smiled. I looked down. She was right. I was still wrapped in the blanket she had made for the bed in the tent.

Misky jumped down as I followed my mother inside. “Here, this will fit you perfectly,” she said, passing me the white Grecian dress I had seen earlier. I slipped the dress on, turning to see her face sparkling with delight. “See, it’s perfect... but its missing something.” She smiled, searching under a table she had created in the corner. “Here.” She pulled out a stringed necklace of sparkling pearls, all perfectly rounded and gleaming in the rays of the sun that skimmed through the fabric walls.

Walking over to me, she pulled up my hair and I held it in place while she fastened the necklace. I turned to the mottled mirror that stood to the side of us. “Wow,” I said, the view was breath-taking. The dress gave my figure a goddess allure. It was something I could have imagined Lilith would have worn. “The dress, it's stunning.” It held my body well, even the tiny pot belly I’d developed over the past few months.

She clapped. “The necklace, too. Here, come closer.” She took my hand and pulled me closer to the mirror. 

“It's perfect, Mother, thank you.” 

She smiled with teary eyes. “It’s yours, my darling. It has been in the family for many generations. The pearls came from our home planet, handed to me from my father, your grandfather, before they succumbed to the darkness all those many years ago.”

“Really? Wow! I will guard it with my life. Thank you so much.” I said, hugging my mother. It was something I would treasure.

“Here, take this.” She said, offering me a white backpack that matched the Grecian dress beautifully. “Have a look for a few things to take with us. There’s more dresses over there and any other items you think we will need.” 

“Okay,” I said as I walked over to the wardrobe mother had constructed out of tree branches and twine. Hanging inside was a display of dresses, hand sewn and coloured by the natural environment around us. I took a couple, one for each of us, then headed over to the footwear that she had made out of twine, leaves, and a fabric I had never seen before. It felt as smooth as silk and as strong as cotton.

Beside the wardrobe, sat the table in the corner, with what I could only describe as the outer capsule of a horse chestnut strapped to a small branch, was a hair brush.  What appeared to be a mirrored shell was beside it; a pocket mirror. I added both of those to the bag and turned to see my mother handing me small tubs of herbs and ointments. “These will be helpful on the journey.” I wasn’t sure what they were, but I could see she was beginning to rush.

“Is everything alright?” I asked. I saw her whisking around the tent, gathering supplies.

“Yes,” she said as she handed me two large, long black crystals. “Careful, they’re very sharp but they make good weapons.” She held them for me to see. “Hold them like this.” She showed me, “and lunge forward like this,” she said, pushing forward.

“Err, okay. Why do I need these?” I asked, quite apprehensive all of a sudden.

“Because when day turns to night here, we have to be ready.”

“Ready for what?”

“The forest,” she said, turning to face me. “It comes alive at night. They come out to hunt. It’s best we stay here until daylight before we move.”

“Why, but isn't it day light now?” I said, watching the rays of sun outside.

“No, Eve, come here.” She took my hand and pulled me outside.

The two suns had almost disappeared behind the mountain of crystallised lava. “When they fall beyond the mountain, night takes over.”

“But what is it that’s in there?”

Misky scurried in. “It’s here, Gaia, it’s here!”

“It’s okay, Misky, we’re safe here.”

“But how, it’s just fabric?” I asked.

“The walls are cloaked. Nothing outside of the bubble of light can see within.”

“But what if it comes this way?”

“It’s very rare they come anywhere close to the mountain, Eve.”

“But what about the portal?”

“We have to hope it’s there when the sun rises.”

“What if it isn’t, though?”

“Then we are stuck here, I’m afraid.”

“No, no mother, we have to leave now. I can’t let Lilith destroy the Earth. She’ll kill my friends.”

“I’m sorry, Eve, we can’t”

“But you said we are more powerful together, we have twice the light magic to wield. We have to try.” I said. 

She creased her brow, eyebrows scrunched, bottom lip bitten. “Okay,” she said.

Misky squeaked and hid under the bed.

“Under one condition.”

“Name it.”

“You stay behind me, tread where I tread, speak when I speak. You do NOT do anything without my saying so.”

“Okay, Mother,” I said, smiling. 

“I’m being serious, Eve. These things out there, they’re deadly.”

“I know.” I smiled. “It’s just nice to hear you telling me what to do,” I said, smirking.

“It’s nice to tell you what to do again.” She grinned. “Come on, let's head out now before the sun completely disappears.”
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Chapter 5: Lilith
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Insane laughter rippled the realm as I choked on my own catastrophic cackles. A shrieking burst of irrational giggles flew from my vocal chords. I couldn't stop. It was simply too spectacular. She really had let him go, and splosh, down he went. The giggling grew louder, replaced by only the cackles from the cuckoo’s nest I’d laid on.

It was marvellously magnificent. What a keeper, that sister of mine. She had not only killed her boyfriend, she'd killed herself alongside him. I just couldn't. Senseless strikes of schizophrenic screams unravelled out of me. It was simply too sinister. Perfect justice wrapped in a disarray of spectacular proportions. I couldn’t have done it better myself. Splosh! I howled, it was too much. Too many giggles burst out all at once. Come on, Lilith, wakey wakey, it’s time for cakey.

Yes, it was. It was time to celebrate, overjoyed in the fact that little Evie was dead. Cold, stone, ravishingly dead. No-one could survive the mirror. No-one came back from that. Laughter echoed over Desamay's walls as I danced about the throne room, twirling and swirling, falling into a pit of laughter. EJ joined me.

“You’re my friend, aren’t you, EJ?” EJ nodded. “We’re like two peas in a pod, you and I.” I smirked. “Well, one and two halves.” I howled. It was such a spectacular idea of mine to bring the twins together. The best of both halves. It was a pity the squirmy little humans couldn’t have stayed still, I’d have been able to use their other sides then. But no, they had to go and scream and cry. Oh my, it did get boring. I’d heard every scream under the sun. You would have thought they’d come up with something original. Like Jesus, he didn’t scream, he prayed. Not that I had seen it in such a long time. Since when did the power of prayer go out the window? Perhaps if they had begun to pray again they might actually get somewhere. I mean seriously, I spared Jesus, didn’t I? If only they knew Daddy as well as I did. He was my bestie, that man, the one true God. He brought a whole new meaning to the word evil. Oh wow, if only I’d had his treacherous mind. He said it was because I’m a girl, I’m a lesser being. Well screw him. I stood by him, didn’t I? Even after he banished me. He was my daddy and we’d rule this universe together, just as soon as we destroyed that damned rose.

“Brush me, EJ, brush me,” I demanded, handing him a boneset brush. EJ started brushing my hair. “Faster, EJ, faster.” I demanded, it obeyed. “Oh my, what a wondrous vision of beauty.” I said, admiring myself in the mirror. “How could anyone turn down such a scrumptious body? I never age. I’m set in a moment of perfection, a goddess in its one true form.” Sighing, I pushed EJ away. “So why did he choose her? She’s so plain and boring compared to me.” I slammed the mirror down. “Oh well, it’s his loss now.” Jesus wrapped around my neck, suckling my earlobe. “Oh, I know, my sweet pudding pie. It’s both their loss, really. The three of us could have ruled the world.” Sighing, I kissed Jesus on the nose and patted EJ on the head. Standing tall, I climbed the wonky ladder and peered over the edge of the pot. The acid bubbled and boiled. There was no sign of Lucian in there.

“Oh well, what shall we do next?” I asked aloud as I climbed down the stairs. “Guards bring me my map.” I demanded, slumping onto my throne. Two half-demon, half-human guards ran in and bowed.

“Here,” it said as it placed the rolled-up map in my outstretched hand.

“You, who are you?” I asked, not recognising of the mutation before me. “I can’t recall creating such an exquisite beast.” I said.

“I’m no-one,” the thing said.

“Good answer. Now come, sit by my feet.”

“Of course, your majesty.”

“Now, we’ll have enough of that. You shall call me Lilith.”

“Yes, Ms. Lilith.”

“You there,” I shouted at the other guard. “Bring me the chalice.” The guard gulped and then darted off to fetch the chalice.

“Now, my sweet, how long have you worked for me?”

“Not long, Ms. Lilith.”

“And do you enjoy your job?”

“Oh yes, Ms. Lilith.”

“And what about your new body, it is quite something, isn’t it?” I asked.

“It is. Thank you, Ms. Lilith.” I smiled and nodded. 

The other guard rushed in with the chalice in his right hand, shaking as he passed it over to me, bowing in the process. “Thank you, now be gone.” I yelled. The guard by my feet jumped.

“Oh!” I giggled. “Look at me shouting again. I do get carried away.” I clapped.

“That’s okay, Ms. Lilith.”

“Of course it is. Would you like to make my day even more perfect?” I asked, grinning like a Cheshire cat.

It smiled. “Yes, without a doubt, Ms. Lilith. How can I help?”

“Oh my, you’re just going to love this.” I exclaimed, leaning forward. “Hold this, please,” I said, passing over the chalice. “No, a little higher, just below your neck.” It moved the chalice to the perfect position just below its throat. “Wonderful. Now doesn’t it feel marvellous on your skin? It's so cool and sumptuous. It’s made from pure silver, you know.”

“That is wonderful, Ms. Lilith.”

“Hold it still. Hmm, you need a name. What would you like to be called?”

“Err, I was called Chase in my human form.” 

“Fabulous, then you shall be known as Chase the chalice bearer.” I grinned from ear to ear. “It’s a very prestigious job, Chase.” I said grinning.

“Thank you for the honour, Ms. Lilith.”

“Of course, Chase, now hold still.” I said as I got down from my throne and knelt in front of him. “Are you ready?”

“Yes, Ms. Lilith, but ready for what?”

I withdrew the dagger from my garter belt and sliced his neck from ear to ear. Perfect! Warm, gooey blood trickled down from his new smile and into the chalice he held.

“Oh, hold it still, Chase, keep it still.” I demanded. Giggling, I clapped my hands. Even when he was dying he still held the chalice as still as could be. “Don’t drop any, Chase. Keep it still.” I wondered how long it could hold it. Oh my, there he goes. His body wobbled and wavered. Drops of blood flowed down his chest and onto the ground before me. “Ooo, rich bloody goodness,” I said, placing my hands in it.

“Guard!” I yelled. The other guard ran over. “Take the chalice before Chase drops it.” He did as he was told. Chase's body turned limp, eyes flickered, and his head of carrot hair slumped to the side. I clapped, flicking blood everywhere. “Marvellous... wonderful.” I exclaimed. “Move Chase to the workshop.” I demanded. He was certainly deserving of rebirth. What a guy! The other guard picked up Chase's bloody body and trudged over to the workshop for rebirthing. When Chase had gone he had kindly left a pool of blood beside me. “Jesus! Let’s play!” I demanded. Jesus yapped, squirming down my body and bathing in the blood beside me. Lying down, I joined him. “Mmm, it’s so squishy!” With my arms and legs moving side to side I laughed. “Weeeeee! Look Jesus, I’m a blood angel!” Raucous laughter filled the air. Jesus and I laid eye to eye, covered in the warm, wet squishy stuff. Jesus licked my face and snuggled in to my bosom. “Oh my, what a wonderful day!” I exclaimed.
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Chapter 6: Gabriel
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Apparently, I was in Los Angeles, the city of angels. It was laughable, really, they wouldn’t know an angel if one picked them up and flew them right out of there. My skinsuit shuddered. “It’s freezing out here, what’s with the dramatic temperature drop? Bloody winter! Why did they have to create weather patterns? It’s not like anyone actually liked the cold, did they?”

The street lights flickered as a bright, yellow cab hurtled past, missing me by a few inches. “Hey, I’m walking here!” Sodding taxis. I’d never get used to the way their drivers act like they owned the road. Who wanted to walk on the pavement anyway? I shuddered. Crowds gave me the creeps. It wasn't like you could see a demon walking up ready to shimmy your soul when there was a load of mortals clamming up the sidewalk. So yeah, thanks Mr. taxi driver, but I’m safer walking down the middle of the road.

Then again, if he had hit me, I doubted it would have even caused a graze. I knew I was shaded and all, looked and acted like a human being, but I was far from the sodding confines of their skinsuits. Seriously, I would never understand why she loved them so damned much. And another thing, why was I even bothering? Why did I agree to go hunting for that Dark One? It wasn't like it ever did me any favours. It was what the yanks would call a yellow belly, would have wet itself flying if I’d have pushed it any harder. I laughed. Seriously, though, it squealed so much I nearly wet myself laughing. My lips creased. Humans and their bladders, what was that all about? It was like their body controlled them, and not the other way around. Thinking about it, though, if I find that thing, I’d find her, and she was what it was all about.

They were bound to be in Enoch. It was the obvious hidey hole she’d have taken them to. Lilith had better not have hurt her. I didn't care that she was her sister, she could sodding take a step back and leave her alone. It was a pain that I had to find the scummy vampire. I knew they weren't called vampires, they were tougher than that. Hmm. If only I didn’t have to go through Joey Luchazey first. I couldn't stand the guy. Pissy angel. That’s what it’d call me when I did find it. Should say him, really. Eve always said I should choose my words carefully. If only she knew, if only she remembered. Instead, she was hooked up with the dark side. All those years and Michael had to go screw it all up. Adam and I had the whole thing planned out. We were going to banish the Almighty, lock him in the eternal cavern, and then she could come back, come home, and come back to me. 

I should have told her, I know I should have, but there was never the right time. Although when she held me, right outside that mansion, I thought she remembered. Her eyes lit up, her sparkle glazed over me, warming me with her light, pulling me closer. But still, she saw me as her childhood friend. She'd forgot the promise we had made to one another. She had forgotten me.

I could cry, but have you ever seen an angel weep? No, exactly, that’d be tragic. If we all started crying, then what hope would there be? But then, I had eternity to remind her of our promise. What did he have? He’d be lucky if he survived the day, let alone the week. I just had to count my chickens and kiss ass till she was back on my side of the world. I’ve waited so long, what was another day?

What was with all the human emotion, anyway? It was a tough one, being one with humanity. Did they even realise they walked alongside an angel? Shouldn’t they know? Shouldn't I let them see? If only they knew the truth as they busied themselves skipping traffic, hollering at taxis, and making a measly wage at the local supermarket. Those were the mortals she treasured so much, those were what we were going to lead. She was going to leave Adam's side, start out on her own, and walk the Earth with me. We’d have taken over and changed humanity for the better. All they needed was a little heavenly guidance, and with me by her side, well, we’d have had it all. Then bloody God had to show up and screw up all our plans. She went into hiding, living life after life. All the while, I had kept Adam on the task of murdering his own father. But that didn’t play out so well, though, did it? The sod was still out there, and Eve, well, she didn’t even know what she was to me.

I’d really hoped she would have remembered by now. But instead, when she entered the library from within, she recalled countless mortal lives, the death and devastation of her broken heart as her mother died again and again. It was cruel, but I had to do it. I had to make sure she had a tragic event to bring about her true self again. I needed her to remember. It didn’t take much, just a little meddling on my part. But it worked, she remembered. Well, not quite. There was one life she led where she really did remember, all the pain and tragedy had come rushing back. It was too much for her, she couldn’t live in the shell of a human being any longer. And as the blood flowed freely from her wrists, she held me tight, promised me an eternity together in Elysium. I rushed to meet her there, to pick her up from the crystal floors, but it was too late. She was already gone. Adam had sent her straight back to be born again. He said God was too close, that she didn’t have a chance, and that was that. That was the last time she remembered me. It was the last time I saw the sparkle in her eyes, the last time I held her tight as her mortal body withered and died.

Sodding mortality. It was a curse she created, and one she’s had to live with. I get why she made them, she didn’t want Lilith to be alone. Her father banished Lilith to a life of loneliness in the confines of this wasteland. And look what they’ve done with it! Turned it into a sodding mess. I was surprised they had lasted so long, the amount of conflict between them. No wonder the darkness thrived there. Lilith must really enjoy pushing their buttons. It wasn't like they needed much of a push, was it? They’d already mined the planet of all its natural minerals. Heck, even the ozone layer we put in place was disintegrating. It was never enough for them. That was why she wanted to take over. That was why they needed one ultimate ruler; to get them out of the crapoly mess they had gotten themselves into.

Seriously, though, if those sodding car horns don’t shut up I’ll blast them down to Hell right bloody now! Who had thought it was a good idea to invent the ability to press the damn things? The whole shitty world best shut up right now or I’d be unleashing my own voice and they wouldn’t want to be hearing that, would they? Where the sodding heck is Café Remardo? I was beyond fed up of the city of angels. “You!” I shouted at a group of youths.

“Err, yeah, what?” One of the youths yelled as he stepped to the edge of the sidewalk.

“Come here.” 

“No fucking way, man, you’re gonna get yourself killed.” He yelled, and I laughed in response. “Man, you’re one screw loose of a mental institute.”

I walked over the parting cars as the boy stood there amongst the crowd of humans, mingling in with society. Placing my hand on his shoulder, I looked down, staring him in the eye.

“Nice suit, man. Where’d you get that from? The thrift store?”

“No but thank you. Now... where can I locate Café Remardo?”

“Café what now?”

“Remardo. Did you hear me?” I am surprised he could hear anything with all the metal in his ear.

“Yes, I heard you, man. I ain’t got any idea where it is, though.”

“Well, where can I find out?”

“Oi yo,” another kid with a skateboard shouted. “Denny, come on mate.” He waved. 

“Sorry, man, go ask a cop or something.” He said as he picked up his skateboard and rolled off to meet his friends.

A cop? What does a cop look like here? I remembered Michael describing these people wearing different uniforms for vocational reasons. Yet, I could not recall a cop. 

A lady in a black dress and thick fur coat stopped to stare at me. Holding her briefcase, she motioned me over. “Excuse me,” she said, “you need to step onto the sidewalk. You’ll get ran over.”

“Why thank you, miss. Do you know where I can locate a cop?”

“Back at the police station, four blocks over. But if you keep walking in the middle of the road like that, I am sure one will find you.” She said, smiling. 

I smiled back. She seemed reasonable.

“My names Ruth, what’s yours?”

“Gabriel.”

“Well, Gabriel, do you fancy a warm coffee?”

“That would be lovely, Ruth, thank you.” I said, shuddering.

“Okay, let’s get you on to the sidewalk, then, shall we?” She urged, holding her hand out towards me. I walked over, took her hand, and smiled. The warmth of her bodily circulation eased me, while the aroma of her vanilla perfume washed over me. She was a delight on the eye. Eve had perfected their female form in an enticing manner, arousing the animalistic tendencies of my own male, mortal body. Urges rushed down as she led me through the crowds of mortality and over to a quaint little coffee shop called ‘La Beau’. Why there was a French café in the middle of Los Angeles was anyone’s guess.

“So, Gabriel, what do you do for a living?”

“Well, Ruth, I’m a hunter of sorts. I am currently looking for someone in a place called Café Remardo. Have you heard of it?”

“No. A hunter you say? What do you hunt?”

“Nasty things.” I smirked. 

“Not people, I hope!” She laughed.

“Only the mean ones.” I laughed as she edged back in her seat, clasping her hands against her waist. “What do you do, Ruth?”

“I’m a psychologist.”

“What does one of those do, then?”

“I read people’s minds,” she said, smiling.

“Oh, so you’re a Seer?” I asked. She laughed.

“No, I mean...” She chuckled. “I can tell what a person thinks and feels by the way they act and how they respond.”

“So, you’re not a Seer?”

“No.”

“Hmm, that’s a shame. I could have done with one.” I continued to smile. “So what do you see in me then?”

“Well, you’re afraid of people.” She said. I laughed.

“Not quite.”

“Then what are you afraid of?”

“Have you ever seen the shadows as they move in the corner of your eye?” I asked. She shook her head. “Have you ever felt followed, even when there is no-one there to follow you?” She nodded. “Would you ever feel vulnerable if anyone came across at you,” I said, leaning across the table towards her, “came in close to you?” I lifted her chin. “Whispered in your ear?” She breathed out as her skin sweated in response. “But then you look, you turn, and no-one is there?” I asked, sitting back in my chair.

She sat herself upright. “Erm, so,” she said, coughing, “you’re afraid of the dark?”

I smiled. “If only you knew, Ruth, if only you knew.”
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Chapter 7: Taylor
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Darkness shaded the horizon as we stepped outside our sunshine home and into the murderous clutches of nature’s carnivorous teeth. What would a night like tonight bring? Was there something hiding in the forest, ready to lash out and eat us whole? It sounded like a nightmarish fairy tale, one of the Grimm kinds that my mother told me to make sure I never ventured into the woods alone at night.

“Are you ready, Eve?”

“As ready as I’ll ever be.”

“It’ll be okay, just keep to the light and stay away from the shadows. We have to run quick, though, okay?”

“Yes, but this isn’t the best outfit to be climbing mountains in!”

She laughed. It was true, though; a Grecian goddess dress and vine sandals. I could see it was going to be hard work. What I would have given for my jeans and a t-shirt.

Misky scuttled up into my mother’s breast pocket as we lifted the heavy backpacks onto our backs and geared up, ready to leave.

Leaving the make shift home, Mother took one last look behind her. “I’ll miss this place,” she said, smiling. I smiled, placed my hand in hers, and we ran out of the confines of our protective barrier. Darkness swept over us, creeping and crawling beneath your skin. The air was thick with fright as tiny creatures ran for cover, hiding in every nook and cranny available in the mountain side. 

Standing before the mountain was similar to Jack standing before the beanstalk. It was an awe-inspiring shade of black, crystallised and shimmering in the waning sun. Sunset fell to an end as we started to climb. It wasn’t easy at first, but as soon as I hitched up the dress and tied it around my bottom, I was limber and ready to go. 

It wasn’t as frightful as I’d expected. It was actually quite pleasant once my body eased into the climb. The blackened lava crystals were unique to this world, something I’d never seen before. The crystals shimmered through the night sky as the two suns diminished their rays and settled in for the night.

“Eve pick up your speed, they’ll be coming.” She said. Shit. For a brief moment I’d forgotten about the monsters. But looking down across the land, the forest seemed silent. How could something so evil live in a place like this? Had the darkness amassed and corrupt this environment too? Perhaps it had followed Mother in when she was banished. Could it be?

“What are they?” I asked, huffing and puffing as we climbed faster.

“You don’t want to know.”

“Is it the darkness? Did it follow you here?”

“No, not at all. These monsters are just the top of the food chain here.”

“Has there ever been any humans living on this planet?” I asked, wondering if any of my creations had found a way through.

She shook her head. “If there had been, then they wouldn’t have survived very long.”

“But how did you survive?”

“The light guided me, it kept me safe and enabled me to build the home I lived in for all of these years.”

“Didn’t you ever search and try and get home?”

“Of course I did. I thought about you and the twins every day. It was almost unbearable living here without you, knowing he had you in his clutches.”

“If it wasn’t for Adam, I doubt I’d still be alive now.” I said.

“Yes, your brother has been the saviour I had hoped he would be. It’s just a shame your sister couldn’t follow suit.”

“Lilith. Well, Lilith is clearly disturbed.” I said, “but after being alone for so long, and being away from your family with only the darkness to keep you company, it’s bound to take its toll.” Mother nodded. “I don’t think she wanted to hurt me, though. She saved me from falling into the acid, after all.” She did, didn’t she? My sister had saved me. That must have meant that there was still good in her somewhere. Adam said he could still feel her laughter, her anguish. Perhaps he was right, perhaps she could be reached. “Do you think we can save her?”

“I hope so, Eve. I truly do. I would love nothing better than to see my family reunited.”

“What, even with father?”

“Yes, he wasn’t a bad man, he was my...” she paused “What do you humans call it?”

“Soulmate?”

“Yes, that’s the one. When we were birthed, we were matched, as two lights that shone the brightest when together. Our power came from each other. We were always stronger when we were in love.”

“Do you not love him anymore?”

“Of course I do. I always will. I just don’t know if my light is strong enough to push away the serpent that chokes his fragile soul.” She frowned. “And if I cannot expel the darkness, then he cannot be let loose on the universe again.” She said. “Where is he now, anyway? Did Adam manage to cage him?”

“Cage who... Dad?” I said, a little shocked. “No. Adam wouldn’t ever dream of doing that. But I believe he resides in Hell, it's where the darkness lives.”

“Okay,” she said. She didn’t look like she found that okay but appeared trusting of the fact that Adam knew what he was doing.

“Hell is a place for the souls of mortals that turned to stand by his side. They now live under his shadow for the rest of their eternal damnation.”

“And these mortals, they’re the humans you told me about?”

“Yes,” I said, nodding.

“Okay, there’s so much I’ve missed.” She frowned.

“I know, Mother, but it wasn’t as though you could help from where you were.”

She smiled.

The forest below wavered as the branches of trees fell, crashing into one another. 

“Quickly!” She yelled as she leant down and pulled me up the mountain side, pushing me in front of her. She stood motionless, the final defence before whatever it was came up the mountain to eat me.

Climbing quicker, my chest felt as though it had taken a dip in the lava pit above me. My breathing rate soared, heavy breaths panted as my arms ached. I strained forward to reach the next crystal, the next foothold, and the next rise to my hopeful journey home. As the trees swayed the air thickened and my lungs choked on the heat around me. Coughing and spluttering, I climbed higher, reaching up one step closer to salvation at a time. 

The shrieking sound of a herd of monsters leapt through my eardrums. Frozen, I stopped. What was that? It reminded me of the sound I’d once heard from a movie I’d seen. The sound of a pack of velociraptors calling to one another, targeting their prey, grouping up and attacking from all sides. They were amongst the cleverest of all the dinosaurs, well, they were in that film anyway.

The thought of being raptor bait made me push forward, climb faster. But looking up, we had a fair way to go. We were only half way up. There was no chance we could get there before those things found us.

“Mother, what do we do?”

“Keep climbing, Eve”

“But we won’t make it.” I said, stopping. We needed a plan, some way of fending them off so we could reach the portal above.

“We will, have faith in yourself.”

The rumbling of trees continued as the high-pitched scream of a fallen creature aired around us. The creature’s shrieks echoed against the mountain, resonating the sound, rebounding it from rock to rock until it bled through our eardrums. One final screech, then silence as the noise of a rampage of beasts ripping it to shreds rose up the mountainside. Jeez. It’s time to run, and now.

“Quickly, Eve!” she shouted.
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THE TREES SWAYED, PARTING the way and creating a path from the middle of the forest to the edge beside the tent. They were coming, and there wasn’t a damned thing I could do about it. Shit. I’d come so far only to lose now. I’d only just found my mother again, this wasn’t right. Why did fate hate me?

Raising up, I straddled a rock, jumping higher to reach an outstretched crystal and pull myself up. Mother was behind, steadying me while I cleared a path upwards. It was a fair leap up, but we needed to do it. She boosted me and I leapt off the rock and grabbed the crystal, swinging in mid-air to pull myself up with all my might. My fingers gripped the jagged edge as I managed to bring my knee up and over. But then the thing started to crack. Shit! “Mum, it’s breaking!” I yelled. Fear struck the air as she pushed me up higher.

“Quickly, Eve!”

The crystal moved, cracking further. Pulling my body upright, I reached higher to grab another crystal. Too little, too late, though. The thing broke. Pieces of crystal shattered and fell down the mountain, taking me along with them. I catapulted backwards; there was no choice, I was going down. 

“EVE!” she shouted as she reached out to grab me when I fell. Our bodies smashed together and our arms interlinked. She swung me to the cliff edge and I landed safely. Pulling her up, she joined me on the solid surface. Three quarters of the way up and now we had to avoid the lava.

The sound of a herd of beasts trampling the ground echoed through the realm. They were close. The hairs on the back of my neck prickled as we climbed further, quicker. My stomach churned, my body tensed. I had to make it. We had to make it. Adrenaline surged through me. Then they were there. The safety net of my mother's make shift home had been brought down when we left. Now it was filled with a darkness and a herd of beasts on four legs, ravaging the remains of the safety net she’d created. I couldn’t see exactly what they were. There were to many of them and they were far down the mountain, back at the base. I was happy to have the distance between us; it meant we were further away from being the next meal on the menu.

“Eve,” Mother whispered, “We must keep quiet now.”

“Okay. Why, though? They wouldn’t hear us up here, would they?” I whispered back.

“Yes, they use sound to see, and smell to hunt their prey.”

“Smell?”

“Yes, their sense of smell is fantastic. They would be able to smell the slightest drop of blood, even from all the way up here.”

“Err...” I stumbled. Shit. Perhaps it was a good time to tell her I slashed my arm when I fell.

“What, Eve?”

“We better move quickly, then.” I said, showing her the blood as it trickled down my arm.

Her jaw dropped, eyes widened. She leapt upright, grabbed my hand, and pulled me up the mountain. “Go, now!” she yelled. “There’s no time.”

The darkness below paused; the silence sharply cut the air like a blade. They were unmoving, silent, and deadly. I climbed quickly, struggling to breathe as my lungs threatened to burst. Tears began to stream down my face; I couldn’t keep up with the speed we had to climb at. Mother kept pulling me, muttering to herself as she climbed. “Come on, Eve,” she yelled as I slipped on a rock. I couldn’t help it. I just wasn’t as fit and strong as she was. She pulled me up and pushed me in front of her. We were nearly there. I could see it, the shimmering nature of a vortex above us. Beside the entrance to the molten pit of doom and gloom stood the most beautiful portal. A shimmering mass of crystals drifted around it as it stood open to all of the elements.

But Mother was behind me when they came. Shrieking, she pushed me up higher. I’d never seen her so frightened before, not even in the memories of my father, when he beat her to a pulp. “GO, EVE, GO!” she yelled, stopping to conjure up the light around us.

“No, not without you.” I said, adamant and stubborn. 

“Now, EVE, please!”

“No.” I was not leaving her to those things. I stood beside her, pushed out my hands, closed my eyes, and concentrated on the light. Back tensed, arms straight, I bared down. Nothing. Not even a twinkle of light came to me. I knew it’s there, why wouldn't it bloody work? 

The mountain shook, and rocks fell as the herd of beasts grew closer. I looked up at the portal; it wasn’t that far away. We could make it. I ditched my backpack and pulled mother’s off, too. Grabbing her hand, I pulled her backwards. The light she created diminished as I yanked her up the mountain to salvation.

Damn, they’re close. Lifting ourselves up on to the final ledge, I pushed my mother towards the portal, turning in time to see one of the feathered beasts reach the top, leap forward, and claw my body as I fell backwards, beside the molten lava pit below. Mother reached out and blasted the beast down the mountain top, but the serrated claws of six more monsters gripped the edge as they jumped up beside me. There were too many, and more threatening to come. 

“Eve, quickly!” she yelled as I crawled backwards, gripping my stomach. She pulled me up to stand. Backing away slowly, the beasts snarled, calling out to one another as they entered attack formation and slowly surrounding us from every angle.

Misky scurried out of Mother's pocket and dropped to the floor.

“No, Misky, don’t!” she yelled as a deafening roar trembled through the mountain we stood on. The beasts stopped, puzzled by this tiny creature. But then Misky grew. He grew larger, wider, and wouldn’t stop growing until he was twice the size of each of the beasts around him. The monsters called out to each other, ignored us, and leapt forward at Misky, who shrieked in pain.

“Run, my friends, run!” He shrieked as he fought off the battle around him.

Mother wept when I pulled her away, gripping my bloody stomach. More beasts joined in the battle and eventually Misky was over run, pulled down to the surface and eaten alive, like a lone creature to a mass of zombies in a plague. There was no surviving that outcome.

Turning, we stepped into the portal. Both our faces were sodden, hearts crushed. He had sacrificed himself so we could save ourselves and be a family again. But what he didn’t realise was that he was always part of the family. He’d kept my mother safe all those years and the two had grown quite fond of each other.
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Chapter 8: Lilith

[image: image]


“Rowena, sweetie! It’s time!” I yelled as my fair, sweet Rowena entered the room. “Oh, look at you! You look splendid today.”

“Why, thank you, Lilith.” Rowena shrieked in her high-pitched voice.

“Will you go be a dear and decimate the Earthlings?”

“I would love nothing more.” She screeched. 

“I have the perfect place to start.”

“Where, oh, where?” she asked, clapping.

“Oh, my girl, I would love nothing more than for you to destroy all you ever knew. Starting with the beloved Darkwater army.” I requested, grinning. The test of loyalty was perfect.

She shrieked in joy. “Yes, please can I go, can I go?” she asked. 

“Yes, you may, and when you get back you’ll see that I’ve turned your cherished Ricky into the perfect mate for you.”

“Really, Lilith? I’m so happy you have. Thank you!” she said, skipping out of the room. She was such a wonderful little girl. Who would have thought the darkness would corrupt her so beautifully? She was like a mini me. I cackled. Laughter resonated from the walls. It was all too perfect. My army was built from her friends. “Oh my, I love it!” I shrieked at the top of my lungs.

“Guard, bring me Chase the chalice bearer,” I yelled. “I’m hungry for blood.” I grinned.

Chase wandered in. “Well, hello, Ms. Lilith.”

“Oh, Chase, I see you’ve had a few improvements made.” I exclaimed, looking at his muscular torso and demonic tail. 

“Yes, I look quite the part now, don’t I?” He grinned.

“You do. In fact, I’d like you to join my side in the upcoming war, Chase.”

“Really, Ms. Lilith?”

“Yes. I think you deserve an upgrade from chalice bearer to my...” Hmm what would the humans call it? “Sex slave?”

“Wow! Really, Ms. Lilith?”

“Yes. I think you have earned the honour of mating with me.” I said, grinning. He certainly looked good enough to eat. Been there, done that. Now let’s try another satisfaction.

“Thank you ever so much, Ms. Lilith. I won’t let you down.”

“Of course you won’t, Chase. Now go meet me in my chambers.” I demanded, ushering him off.

“You there, guard!” I yelled. “Is the army ready to ride?”

“Yes, your majesty.”

“Perfect, and please, call me Lilith.” I grinned. “EJ!” I yelled. EJ stomped into the room. “Fetch the army and be ready at the gates. We’re off to play war." EJ nodded and stomped before clomping back out.

Directing my attention at the other guard, I beckoned. “Now come here.” The guard obeyed. “Hold this chalice and kneel.” I said, clapping my hands and dancing about the room. Weeeeee! It was time to drink, eat, and be merry.
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Chapter 9: Elisha Darkwater
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Sitting beside the roaring fire in the Darkwater mansion, it was still cold for the time of year. Spring had brought daffodils and tulips as they caressed the ground with their delicate nature. Bluebells raised their weary heads in the forest at the back of our home. But even with such beauty, I knew there was still so much sorrow. Our family had been ripped apart. Elvington had been destroyed, left only with the corpses of the walking dead. Lilith’s failed experiments had completed the clean-up and eaten their fallen comrades, passing on their mutated genes and creating a whole new problem. Life couldn’t get any worse. My family had been shredded, there was no sign of Lucian or Taylor, and even Julian had disappeared. Gabriel had followed Joey in hope of bringing Lucian and Taylor back, and I had no idea where to start when it came to Julian.

The wind roared through the open window, chilling the room with its frozen kiss. Where was Julian? It wasn’t like him to miss a fight, let alone a whole apocalypse. Could he have been taken? No, he’d fight to the bitter end rather than be taken back to her. The way she had treated him, no wonder he was ice cold. Julian and Lilith had a thing a few centuries before. He was the first of his kind just, as we all were. But there was something about his icy exterior that Lilith had warmed to. I’d like to say that they fell in love, but then the queen of darkness and her frozen-hearted lover were unlikely to ever discern what love really was. They were a good match, though. He had kept her busy, so we didn’t have to answer to her messed up priorities. They had actually enjoyed living for a while. There hadn't been any planning to go to war, nor was there as much bloodshed back then, only the occasional feast of the living and the dance of the dead. Life was well... nice. It was just a shame Cain came home. He’d been out on one of his otherworldly affairs, meaning he was shagging the local college girls. Apparently, he’d only been on Earth for three weeks, but of course a day here is a month over there, so Lilith grew lonely and the frozen twinkle of Julian’s eye had caught hers. Lilith managed to get him out of the bedroom before Cain found him; there must have been some love there if she had wanted to save him. Then she ordered us all to Earth to bring back any escapees from the prisons of Enoch. At the time, we had battled her newest creation, Jojo, an enormous half-human half-bird. He was a bitch to get a handle on. It had taken months as the bastard kept flying off. I couldn't even recall why he was imprisoned in the first place, something about going against Lilith, probably. There were a few of them that did that, their human emotions would get the better of them. One day her whole damn army would turn against her. My lips creased at the thought of it. Imagine her face!

Don’t get me wrong, I liked Lilith. I liked her a lot. Hell, she had made me. I was a shifty whore in a backwards establishment back in the day. I know what people would think, but I didn’t have a choice in the matter. If you didn’t have something to offer, then you didn’t last long back then. Lucian found me, took pity on me, and thankfully, didn’t eat me. He brought me home to Lilith and she took her time to fix me up, give me the power to use the body I was built with to lure in the men who had raped me over and over again. After a revenge spree, I felt confident. Head held high, I delighted in slicing off the heads of every male who ever laid their eyes on me. Lilith was over the moon with pride. But then the bloodshed became boring, the screams all sounded the same, and it didn’t boost me as much as it used to. So I turned on my sexual nature and built my own private entourage of men that followed me about, that loved me, and every single one of them would die for me.

Where were they now? Well, that was a few centuries ago. Mortals don’t tend to last that long. But oh my gosh, we had fun while it lasted. But after a while it all became monotonous, so I stopped using people, hoping to find the real thing. Someone who loved me for me, not for the body I held or my power over mankind. I wanted the real deal, the real man who would die for me as the human girl I portrayed. Was it wrong to want to be loved in that way? I just had hope one day someone would walk my path, hold out their hand, bestowing me with their heart and I would freely give mine. Like Lucian and Taylor, if good and evil could find happiness, then perhaps I could too.

“ELISHA!” A tiny scream pitched out over the darkness. 

“Eli... what’s wrong?” His face was touched with the cool kiss of darkness as he entered the room. He’d been crying again. “Bad dream?” He nodded. “Okay, come on,” I said patting the seat beside me. “Tell me all about it.”

Eli wiped his nose on his sleeve and sat beside me. “It was the bad lady, she was hurting Mr. Fang.”

“Where, Eli?” 

“In a scary place. He was screaming,” he said, looking up at me.

I pulled him in close, wrapped my arm around him, and held him tightly. “It’ll be okay, Eli. Gabriel has gone to find him.”

“It’s too late,” he cried. “The bubbles ate him!” He wailed. He was clearly distraught. The worrying thing was that Lawrence had said he was showing the potential of a Seer. The child had gone through so much in his life that it’d begun to awaken his true nature early. Seers usually didn't awaken until their sixteenth birthday, but Eli had awoken a good ten years early. Apparently, that was how he had seen her when Lucian disappeared. It was Eli that told him where she was. She’d used the poor kid to lure Lucian into a trap, playing on his naïve mind and capturing him in the process. Luckily Eli had the common sense to run in and tell us, otherwise he would have been taken, too. And I could only imagine what she’d do with a powerful miniature Seer like Eli.

“When did this happen, Eli?”

“I... I don’t know,” he continued to wail. 

Lawrence walked in; the screams must have woken him. He sat beside the fire. “Hello, young man, what appears to be the problem?” he asked with a look of grave concern etched over his face.

Eli cried as I filled Lawrence in. 

“Hmm...” he said, scratching his head. “These bubbles you saw, what colour were they?”

“Green.”

“Oh dear.”

“What?” I asked, confused.

“The green bubbles Eli has spoken of are acidic in nature.”

My jaw dropped. “What! How do you know?” 

“Because I saw this pot of acid over a month ago, but I didn’t know what it meant until today.”

“What does it mean?” I asked, shuddering. She wouldn’t. She couldn’t? He was like a son to her. Surely, she wouldn’t.

“It means our beloved Lucian may have fallen to his death,” Lawrence said, his voice sombre.

“No!” I yelled. “That’s impossible. She would never do that.”

“The Lilith you knew, Elisha, has changed.”

“But why?”

“I don’t know. All I’ve been able to see is a darkness behind her, pushing her forward, directing her. There’s something or someone else in charge now.”

“Who?” I asked.

“God,” Nic said, walking in. “It has to be.” 

“No, he’s been vacant for years. No-one’s seen him.”

“It must be, he has to be back. Lilith would never kill Lucian unless someone forced her hand.”

“Are you sure?” Nic asked.

“Yes, well... yes.” I thought, I hoped.

Eli cried. I kept him close, swept his wispy brown hair from his eyes, and kissed the top of his head. Tears dropped onto his hair as I found my face drained with the reality of the situation. Could Lucian really be gone? He had saved me, he had kept me safe all those years. We were family. He had always been a big brother to me, and now, well now he was gone. I couldn’t hold back, a gut-wrenching howl blasted from my vocal chords. The chandelier rattled, roses died in their vase as my nature took heat and killed the small blooms of life around me. Eli stopped crying suddenly, turned to look at my swollen face, lifted his finger to my temple, and said, “He’s okay now, Elisha, don’t cry... he’s okay.”
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Chapter 10: Julian
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How could she? Did she not remember what she meant to me? To us? She may have been their creator, but she had my heart. I couldn't engage in this war, I couldn't pick a side. How could I go against her? I still loved her. This isn’t who she is, who she was. What happened to her? When did she change so much? I understood that she’d always been evil. Seriously, we were all capable of it. We just chose to embrace our nature. I missed her. Was that possible? To miss the woman who was trying to have you killed? Could it be Cain? Was he pushing her buttons? Was he the one behind all of this? It would make sense, but then he didn't have the ball sack to stand up to her, let alone engage in a huge war against mankind. What was all that about? I knew she always hated her family, but she would never have taken it so far. Someone had something on her, but who, and why?

Slipping through the portal unseen was easy. Not many of them knew the back routes into Enoch, or out of it. Enoch was built as a place with gateways to all the planets, not just Earth. It would be simple getting back there, building my own army. All I needed was a little magic, a few thousand frozen corpses, and there you'd have it. An army of ice demons, ready to be led again. I’d take down her guards, that wasn't a problem. Even if they were now enhanced. But I couldn't take her down, I wouldn't do it. I needed the truth first. I needed to ask her face to face, why?

The first step was to find Magdalena, the first of her kind and the most powerful witch out there. She owed me a favour or two. Seriously, though, she owed me her life. If I hadn’t smuggled her out, she’d be dead and buried in a thousand different places by now. I hoped she'd taken my advice and headed over to Aesteriah. It was a planet quite like Earth; the same ecological system, just untouched by the human parasites that inhabit this place. Don’t get me wrong, humans had a right to live, but they had a knack of shitting on everything they touched. There were some rare exceptions, Taylor, for example. But then again, she wasn’t quite human after all.

Seriously, the place was overgrown. Those immature tadpoles had best stay clear of me. Then again, I think I’ll just avoid the ocean. Probably best. Last time I encountered one of the creatures, they had pulled me under. Freezing the ocean wasn’t the best idea, especially when I was in it at the time.

All around me the trees whispered through the violent breath of Aesteriah’s shrill winds. Arctic temperatures reigned over that part of the planet. That side of the world was set amidst its crisp winter blizzards, shrouding the sight before me with harsh hailstones the size of baseballs. It was a good job Lilith gave me a tough outer shell, else they would have ripped right through me. Was it wrong to miss her? My brow drooped as I felt her touch over my ice-cold skin. She would have enjoyed seeing this world with me, exploring something new. If only she had let her vengeance go, we could have explored the universe together, created a new home, just she and I. Perhaps our love wasn’t strong enough, her taste for revenge was stronger. I understood it, I did. I knew what he did to her. But that was precisely it; he did it, God, not them. It was her father who had banished her, not her family. From what I gathered, Eve had created the humans to keep her company, instead she saw them as her slaves. What happened to her to change her? Where was the Lilith I remembered? The love, the desire, the hopes and dreams? It was gone, she was gone, and something else had replaced her. Or, perhaps, someone else was pulling the strings. Cain? No, he wasn't clever enough. It had to be him, he had to be back. Seriously, God was home and ready to cause Hell on Earth. 

How was I supposed to know which way to go? I couldn't see anything in front of me. There had to be a better way. Hmm... I smiled. It felt good when an idea sprung to mind. Raising my hands, I blasted out a shroud of ice above me, creating a shelter for as far as the eye could see. Perfect. Now when I walked, I walked under the cover of ice protecting me from the Siberian winter outside. I could see out and from what I saw, I had a long way to go. Dual mountains clambered up high before me; it looked a Hell of a long way up. The problem was, they weren’t average mountains. They were like those from my home planet. Mountains of ice, slippery buggers with a knack of throwing down icicles at you. Extremely dangerous and full of death-defying fun. I remembered my first date as a tiny adolescent with Vesta, the girl from the other cavern. We were both mortals, both Icemanes, and first met when I had slid down the mountain and fell on top of her. I was there with my gang, taunting and daring each other just as any mortal teen would. Then there she was, there I was after I slipped and launched into the air, landing on top of her. I could still remember her shocked face as I jumped up and held out my hand. She laughed, an innocent resonating sound that has forever stayed etched in my mind. That and her screams, the scream when one of Lilith’s mutations devoured her. In wasn’t my fault, I know that now. We had ventured into a field unknown, deep into a darkened cavern, past the realms of reality and the pain of non-existence. Because as we passed through that cavern, we entered a forgotten time, a pathway into Enoch. It was a place only just created by Lilith and Cain, an area of endless possibilities, dashed hopes, and unknown dreams. If only Lilith had found us sooner, Vesta could have been saved. Our first date ended in a tragedy. Lilith found me crying frozen tears over the body of my first young love. She promised me vengeance and enforced immortality onto my bones, strengthening my own true skills and enveloping my body with the ability to wield the icy nature of my own heart, blasting through life one frozen touch at a time.

The faint memories of Vesta's smile washed over my mind as I reached the top of the mountain. Before me, an endless array of bristling green trees, oceans of colour, sand dunes of vast beaches, and lava filled volcanos trumpeting their smoke signals lay. I’d forgotten how beautiful all of it was. It’d been a long time since I’d stepped foot onto this planet. I’d been exploring the depths of Enoch when I had come across the gateway. But knowing Cain, I didn’t want to entrust the beauty of this world with his endless need to savage, rape, and destroy. I’d seen what he’d done to Earth's humans, and it wasn’t what I wanted for any other race.

She had to be there, seriously, she must be. I just hoped the Darkwaters could hold off the army before everything I knew and loved was destroyed.
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Chapter 11: Lucian
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How was it possible to die a thousand deaths in one lifetime? Be an immortal in a pot of acid. There was a punch line in there somewhere, I was sure of it.

Fuck this shit. Melting skin and sloshy tissue. Burgh, I must look like a congealed mess. My body couldn't sustain in it for much longer. I needed blood by the bucket load and I couldn't see that happening anytime soon, can you? Shit. I'm talking to myself. That must be my perishable persona, it was dissolving into the abyss, and then what? I ended up a pool of piss on the floor, living my life as a cell incapable of dying. Damn, the world gets rosier. I couldn't hold off the pain for much longer. But to feel it... Euff, no thanks. There had to be a way out of the pot. I just couldn't reach it or swim up high enough to try. That'd require stamina, and that had disappeared hours ago.

Through the bubbling of Lilith’s cauldron, the familiar sound of a beatboxing moron filled my ears. No, it can't be. I wasn't that lucky.

"Yo mate, what ya doing in there?" The sound of laughter rippled through the air. I was saved! "Swim then. I ain't putting my hand in that shit."

I couldn't. No matter how hard I tried, my bones no longer worked, and the flesh was clinging on for dear life.

"Luci, fucking hurry up. She may not be home right now, but I don't wanna be bumping into any of her henchmen." He yelled, pounding on the pot. The sound resonated through that thick gloopy acid as the remainder of my last supper dissolved around me.

Bubbles stewed as Joey yelped, grunting a barrel load of swear words. Above me, the fluid swished and splashed. Fuming words echoed through the air as Joey's molten hand reached in and pulled me out.

My liquefied bones and skin slopped onto the floor beside a raging Joey Luchazey. "Shit, mate, she's done a number on you this time. Come on, let's get you back to the pissy angel before he beats down Enoch to pull your ass out." He paused. "I take it your girl weren't in there with you?" He said, eyeing my gooey corpse over. "I shall take it, by your silence, that that's a no."

My old mate, Joey Luchazey, picked up my withering bones, threw my melted body over his shoulder, and hot tailed us out of there, across the sand dunes, and into the passageway, back to life as it was on Earth.
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Chapter 12: Joey
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Stepping through the passage was a walk in the park. I’d done that shit countless times. But... not while hauling the heavy ass of ol’ Luci. 

“Shit, mate,” I said, dropping Lucian's fleshy bones into a pile on the floor. “You’re fucking heavy.” Lucian squirmed in his puddle. “When your voice comes back, me and you are gonna have words, mate. Love ain’t worth shit if it does this to you.”

“Love is in the eye of the beholder,” Gabriel said as he landed beside the pile of ol’ Luci on the floor.

“Fuck, man, you made me jump.” He bloody did, too. My bones were quaking in their boots. Pissy angel, I’d done what he wanted, he had best kept his end of the bargain up.

Gabriel frowned. “Where is Eve?” he said, looking over Lucian's withered body.

“Nowhere to be seen, mate. There was only Luci in the pot of acidic shit.”

“Acid! She wouldn’t have?”

“What? Like pushed the girl in there? You bet she bloody would have.”

“When I find Lilith, I will make her pay. Let us hope that Eve’s light has transferred back to the Celestial Rose in Elysium.”

“The what now?” What’s he on about?

Lucian groaned, spluttering vile fluid across Gabriel’s tanned boots.

“Sodding vampires,” Gabriel said.

“Oi mate, we ain’t no fluffy bunnies. We are Dark Ones and you know ol’ Luci is the first of our kind. ‘Ave some respect.”

“Your friend Lucian may be the first of your kind, but he isn’t looking worthy of any respect right now, Joey.” Gabriel said as he leapt into the air, taking flight.

“Wait!” He couldn't go. What was I supposed to do with Luci? “He might know where she is!”

Gabriel stopped mid-flight, turned and landed back beside us. “Pick him up, then. We had better hear what he has to say.”

“He ain’t exactly talking right now, mate. He needs blood.”

“Well, he isn’t drinking mine.”

“Fine. Watch him, I’ll be back soon.” I said, turning and running off at full speed to find an unsuspecting human. Stupid, bloody angel. What’s with barking orders at me? Do I look like his slave? Shit me. Those demons really look angry. Err... I best stay clear of that battle there. Damn it. They had a hoard of humans. I could seriously do with one of them at the moment. I wondered if they’d give me one if I asked ever so nicely. Ha, yeah right. They’d rather eat me themselves than trade off their dinner for, well, nothing. I mean, what did I have to offer? Bloody nothing. Hmm. Except, perhaps... yeah, that could work. A pissy angel would make the perfect celestial sandwich. Here goes nothing.

Walking over to the demonic kindred crew, I felt confident. Superior, even. That was until they turned to face me. Damn, those buggers were big. The whole perspective thing had thrown me for six. Jeez. I hoped they were in the bartering mood, else it’d be one darkened sandwich for the night’s tea.

“Hey there, friends.” I hollered.

“Now, what do we have here?” the larger one snarled.

“Oh, I’m a nobody, but I have something to offer you that will not only quench your thirst, but keep you satisfied for many moons to come.”

“Well, you will do nicely as my next meal.” He said, clearly ignoring what I said and stomping over to tear off my head. 

I whizzed past them. Being a Dark One had its benefits. 

“Huh, where’d he go?” the middle sized one asked.

“Now, that’s no way to treat a guest,” I said, smirking as I stood behind them.

“Get him!” The larger idiot demanded. 

Hmm, this wasn’t going as well as I’d hoped. Time for a quick getaway. I picked up speed, sped past the small chubby one, and picked up an unsuspecting female from the crowd of shaking citizens. As quick as a flash, I was gone, hot tailing it out of there with my new blood bottle in the shape of an exquisite female form.

Arriving back beside Luci, he stunk. I wasn’t sure if it was piss or shit, but damn man, he stunk. It had to be his melted gut piecing itself back together. I shuddered. Damn, that Lilith really did a number on him this time.

“Oi, mate,” I shouted at the angel. “Here’s your meal, now can we get the fuck outta here?” I said, dropping the shaking girl on the ground.

“Please, please don’t hurt me,” she begged, clearly not understanding the nature of the situation. I did, in fact, save her life and she should've, therefore, given me payment. I was sure I could come up with a tasty sum. 

“I saved your ass, now shut it.”

“What he meant to say was, he brought you here so we could borrow a little of your blood,” the pissy angel said.

“My blood?” she cried.

“Yeah, now keep still or he’ll bite your head off.” I grinned, pointing at ol’ stinking Luci on the floor.

She screamed. 

“Sodding Hell, you trying to get us killed?” I said, looking around. “Keep your voice down or them demons will be back.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t let Lucian take too much. You’re safe with me.” The angel said with a charming smile. Bloody angels. 

Gabriel knelt beside her, cupped her head, and lowered her to the floor. Her neck was on full show as she lay beside the melted corpse of the stinking, old vampire. 

Lucian groaned, slithering his bones over to her. The girl shook violently. 

“It’ll be okay,” the angel said. “What’s your name?”

“V... Violet.”

“Well, Violet, stay perfectly still. I have heard the bite can be quite enticing.” He smiled, flashing his bright, white pearlers.  A feeble smile formed on her fearful face as she closed her eyes and muttered the lord’s prayer under her breath.

“Shit, girl, you wouldn’t want the Almighty saving you, he’s worse than the rest of us.”

She cried. “You have a way with words, Joey.” The pissy angel said. I frowned. 

“I happen to think my vocabulary is more modern than most.”

Gabriel raised his eyebrows.

Lucian's fangs protruded as he rattled about, trying to locate the vein. The girl cried harder. Then snap, his fangs broke skin and the girl fell silent. Not silent as in dead as a doornail, but silent as in that she seemed to be squirming about, pleasured by the fact Lucian was draining her life away. It was a funny ol’ thing, really. It was like she wanted to die. Lucian kept drinking, he wasn't going to stop anytime soon. But her blood knitted his skinsuit back together as he writhed over her, drinking her to death.

“That’s enough, now Lucian,” Gabriel said. But he kept on drinking, clearly not in his right mind as he wasn’t too bothered about killing the girl below him. Then again, when were we ever? It wasn't like we weren’t actually doing them a favour like. I mean, they got to go upstairs and play in the happy place for all of eternity. Who wouldn’t want that?

The girl’s limbs dropped, her breathing faltered as she sank down into the ground, threatening to take her last breath. “Lucian, stop!” The angel demanded, pulling him off and flinging him across the ground with ease.

Lucian picked himself up, blood dripping from his fangs as he hurtled towards the girl that the angel was trying to heal. 

“Shit. No, mate. You don’t wanna be taking on the angel right now.” I said.

“Blood,” he said. “I need more blood.”

“Right, yeah, we can fix that. Let’s go find another girl, shall we?”

“Her blood, I need it all.” Shit. He was like a rabid dog the way he was hampering after her.

“Mate, you don’t want her. Remember, you want that girl. Shit. What’s her name?”

“Taylor?” Lucian said bringing his eyes from the bloody female and staring directly into my own. “Where’s my Taylor?”

“That’s what I want to know,” Gabriel said, sending the girl on her way. 

“The mirror,” he said, tears falling from his face. “Lilith pushed her into the mirror.”

“The what now?” I asked. Why couldn't things ever be simple like she put her in a cage, or perhaps locked her in a nasty dark room, or some shit like that. No, it had to be some fucked up mirror to another realm. That has buggered it then, there wasn't no finding her now. “Shit.” It was all I could think of saying.

“Indeed,” the angel said. “I must go and tell Adam.”

Lucian looked angry. “Not without me you aren’t.”

“I didn’t think you liked flying?” He smirked.

“I don’t.” Lucian frowned “But that’s easy compared to the vale of acid I lived in for...” He paused. “How long was I in there for?”

“Well, mate, it's December now. Them pissing carollers have been out demanding money again. Remember when we used to pick ‘em off one by one?” I laughed “Those were the days.”

Lucian grinned, then his brow drooped, and jaw dropped “Damn. I’ve been in there since bloody summer. She’s been missing for months already and no-one thought to look for her until now?” he asked. “We’ve missed her birthday, too.” He said, looking down.

“Mate, you’ve been missing for four months here, but it would have been a lot longer in there.”

“No,” he cried. “She’s been alone for so long. Could she still be alive?” He asked the angel.

“She hasn’t returned to Elysium, so we hope so. But if her soul was lost to the mirror, she might not ever return to Elysium as her light wouldn’t be able to find its way home to the rose,” Gabriel said with watery eyes.

“Then we need to find her now. Take me to Adam.” He demanded.

“Oi mate, you ain’t leaving me here. Where ol’ stinky here goes, I’m coming too.”

“He’s got a point,” Gabriel said. “You could do with a shower and a change of clothes. I don’t think you would be welcomed in Elysium right now... looking like that.”

“Sod that. Taylor’s my priority. I need to speak to her brother now. We have to find her.”

“Okay, it’s your funeral,” the angel said as he picked us both up and rose high to the sky, through the clouds, and into a land of somewhere, nowhere, and anywhere.
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Chapter 13: Eve
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Landing on the yellow brick road, I found myself within a myriad of trees, and from each of them hung a spectacularly unique mirror. I knew that each mirror was a passageway to another world, but which one was our own? Which mirror led to the safety of my lover’s arms, my Lucian? Could he have survived?

My heart broke every time I thought of him. A heaviness resided in my soul, a caged happy ending with no keyhole nor key. Without him, none of that was possible. Not without the love of his caress, the tinge of blue in his smoky-hued eyes, or the softness of his supple lips as they placed butterfly kisses over my neck, threatening an ending but bringing only salvation, safety, and sensual security. I loved him more than my heart could bare. I ached, felt utter crushing pain under the weight of the betrayal my sister had spoken. She had done this; killed my love, destroyed my heart, and decimated my reason for living. The only reason I kept going was to know, to know for certain. I needed to see his decaying body and know that he was completely and utterly gone. Then I’d find where he had gone and I’d jump in, no questions asked, and save his soul, just like he did for me. Because that was love; utter sacrifice in times of despair and need.

Lying down, I started up, watching the sky above shade over with the allure of a forgotten past. Where was this place? This in-between in nature? The middle between fury and fate. The purgatory of what was, what is, and what could be. I had access to hundreds of planets, realms within realms, times gone by and times to come. It was a God’s dream, but how would I know which mirror the right mirror was. It wasn't like I could conjure a map... or could I? Then again, I couldn’t conjure much at the moment, let alone a map to get us the Hell out of there.

Thinking about us, where was my mother? I knew we had stepped through together. “Mother?” I yelled. My voice carried through the tree’s, fluttering over the leaves as dew drops fell and splashed over the murky soil below. I pulled myself upright, sitting, gripping my stomach. Blood soaked through the white Grecian dress. It didn’t look good. I pulled my dress up and inspected the wounds. Three claw marks had ripped through the first four layers of skin, ruptured a few veins on the way, and had sent a shitload of blood streaming out of me. Bugger. “Mother!” I yelled. I needed help, right now. 

Then it came. The utter pain of hot, hefty liquid rushing out of my oesophagus, into my throat, and out onto the ground beside me. I couldn’t stop vomiting. If it wasn’t blood I lost, it was the last meal I’d ate, whenever that was. 

Footsteps clambered over the ground as my mother ran to my aid, holding back my hair and rubbing my back. Finally, I stopped, wiped my mouth on my bloody dress, and fell backwards to lie on my mother’s outstretched knee.

“It’ll be okay, Eve,” she said, placing her hand over my wounded stomach. Light pulsated out from her hand, heating my insides, healing my outsides. When she was finished, I was whole again, but just as I sat up, my lower abdomen began to move. Butterfly flutters caressed me from the inside and my mother yelped as something pushed my skin out against her hand.

“What!” she said, placing her head on my bloody stomach.

“What is it?” I asked with an unease.

“Shush,” she demanded, listening in. “I can’t believe it!”

“What?” I asked, “What is it?”

“Eve, you’re...”

“I’m what?” 

“Pregnant!”

“Say again?”

“You’re with child, Eve.”

“No, that’s not possible!”

“I can only presume you and your lover have mated.”

“Pardon?”

“What do you call it in your world?”

“Sex, Mother, we had sex.”

“Yes. Well, that makes girls of your stature pregnant.”

“Shit.”

“Pardon?”

“Sorry, Mother. But really, shit.”

“Shit.” She said, laughing, hugging me.

Could it be? Was I really pregnant with Lucian's child? All that time he was with me, all through the darkness, my light had shone from inside. We’d created the future, he and I. We were going to be a happy little family, our forever family. I had to find him! I had to tell him! He would be so excited! Shit. I was excited. Scared as Hell, but ecstatic.

Christ. I wondered what our child will be. A boy, a girl? Dark or light? It didn't matter, he or she would be perfect, loved, and no matter which path they followed, I’d always standby my baby’s side. My little baby! I was having a baby!

“You’re having a baby, Eve!” she smiled.

“I’m having a baby, Mother!” I smiled.
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Chapter 14: Adam
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Screams resonated through the temple. Charmeine soared into the air, ordering a group of angels to gear up. Could this be it? Was Lilith here? We weren’t ready.

I might have been their leader, but I’d be damned sure I’d fight beside them on the battlefield, should it come to that. Running forth, I stood beside the guards at the entrance. “What is happening?”

“Wait!” a familiar voice yelled. “I need to speak to Adam.”

“You shouldn’t have bought them here, Gabriel” Michael yelled.

“I had no choice.”

“You always have a choice. What if they take down the rose? What then?”

“Is that blood all over that one?” Charmeine asked, landing beside Gabriel. “You shouldn’t have bought them here.”

“Err, if I may interject?” Lucian asked.

“No!” The three shouted. Joey pulled Lucian back.

“Move out of the way.” Gabriel yelled, pushing Michael aside. “I have to speak to Adam, it’s about Eve.”

“Eve?” I asked, landing beside Gabriel. “Where is she?”

“Adam, that’s what I’ve been trying to tell you.”

“Stand down!” I bellowed. The angels lowered their weapons and faltered back to their daily existences.

“This is Lucian and Joey,” Gabriel introduced.

“Ah, so this is the one who stole my baby sister's heart?” I asked. “What is he wearing?”

“Yes, that would be me.” Lucian said, stepping forward. “I didn’t have time to change.” He smirked. “But it’s good to finally meet you. If only it were under better circumstances.”

“Yes... so, where is she?”

“That’s the problem.” Gabriel said.

“Yes.” Lucian said.

“Your twin only went and threw her into a pot of acid, mate.” Joey said.

“She did what?” My eyes widened, jaw dropped.

“No. No she didn’t, Joey.” Lucian hushed. “Taylor tried to save me. She manifested her light and held me until she could no more. Lilith banished her into the obsidian mirror. She had no choice but to let go.” I said. “She nearly jumped in after me, before she was banished, but Lilith stopped her.”

“She tried to save you?” Gabriel said, his face twisted in disgust.

“Yes, of course she would.” Adam said. “She’s in love with the boy, can’t you see that, Gabriel?”

Gabriel nodded and walked off.

“Now Lucian, let’s get you cleaned up and then we will hunt for Eve together.” I said, placing my hand on Lucian's shoulder.

“Pissy angels aren’t so bad after all, mate.” Joey chimed.

“Indeed, they aren’t.” I laughed.
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Chapter 15: Elisha
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Darkness turned to light as night became day. Eli slept soundly beside me on the old sofa next to the roaring log fire. Lifting his head from my lap, I covered him over and walked across to the frosted window. Dew lifted from the mossy growth below, birds tweeted their early morning tune, and the shadows crept in the forest before my eyes. My back bone stiffened, muscles taught. There was something out there, watching, waiting. Eliza had shrouded our family home to hide from us from the darkened army that Lilith had created, but something knew, something saw through. 

Bristling through the trees ahead, I spotted a darkened figure we all had once known and loved; Rowena. Granted, she wasn’t my favourite schoolgirl friend, but she was still one of the humans Taylor adored. So with her absence, I’d vowed to protect what was left of them. Sadly though, I hadn’t quite reached Rowena in time.

Lawrence walked in rubbing his eyes. “What’s happening?” he asked. “I heard you calling out.”

“I didn’t say anything, Lawrence.” Then again, I didn’t need to. He always foresaw problems. 

“Oh, okay.” He paused in thought. “Is she out there?”

“Rowena is. I can’t see Lilith, though. But then, I doubt she would be powerful enough to ward off Lilith’s darkness, even with Eliza’s magic.”

He nodded. 

“What are we going to do, Lawrence?”

“I’m afraid I don’t know,” he said, his eyes filling with sadness. “I’m waiting to hear back from Eliza, and I have yet to see a way out of this particular predicament.”

“I’d call it more than a predicament.” I said. “It’s the end of everything."

“Yes, I’m afraid it is,” he said. “But where there is an end, there is always a beginning.” He smiled.

My lips pursed, I had to think. There was always a way out. Lucian would know what to do if he was here. We couldn't even ask the angels for help now that Gabriel was gone. Not that they would have lifted a finger to help, anyway. They’d rather sit back on their comfy thrones and play God than actually manage their people. Couldn't they see the bloodshed that I could only imagine was going on out there?

I’d watch the television for an up-to-date report, but Lawrence didn't like them, so we had never ended up getting one. He didn’t really feel the need to engage in humanity’s thankless lives. Better to keep on going with our own eternal reign than play puppet to their masters. Besides, there was the fact that I could control every single one of them with a click of my fingers, if I wanted to. The thought was always there, the desire, too. I needed their love, their attention, sometimes. Hell, I needed their lifeforce just to sustain my tremendous figure. But what had my figure ever gotten me? Except the wrong kind of guy and a crap load of bullshit. I was fed up of that life. I welcomed the change. It had to be better than this stifled existence. I yawned. I wasn’t tired, but the thought of the mundane wore me down.

Lawrence walked away, patting his hand on my shoulder as he left. “They’ll be here soon,” he said as he left the room.

Great. And we had what? A zero chance at anything. Even the fluffy wolves weren't there to play anymore. They had headed off to fight their own song and dance. I looked over at the child who slept on the sofa beside the fire, Eli. He appeared so innocent, so young and lost. He had been alone when Lucian found him, had no-one in the world. But just like Lucian did with me, he had brought Eli in, gave him a home and a chance to grow and live as one of us. Granted, he only had a mortal path ahead of him at the moment, but he still had a path, a chance to hope and desire, to have faith in his own role when it came to the end of the world. Which, I was afraid, would be quite soon.

The trees bustled as Eli raised his weary head, stretched his little toes, and hobbled over to the window to stand beside me. 

“That mean lady is outside, Elisha.”

“I know, Eli, it’ll be okay.”

“But it won’t, not if we stay here.”

“What do you mean?”

“I heard them talking. They're coming in in ten minutes.”

“What? How?”

“I don’t know, it’s just what she said.”

“Crap. Stay there.” I ordered as I ran from the room, through the house.

“Lawrence, Nic!” I yelled “Everyone, we need to leave now!” And by everyone, I meant our army that consisted of a Shifter, one and a half Seers, a couple of Dark Ones, and five humans from the academy. We were toast, condemn us now as I couldn’t see a way out of this one.

Eli walked into the hallway. “Eli, we need to go.” I yelled.

“Yes, I know.” He said with a smile on his face. The boy was strangely at ease with the whole situation. “But we can’t go that way.” He said.

“What, out of the back door? We have to.”

“No, we really don’t, Elisha.” He said, still smiling.

“Okay, what gives?” Nic asked. “What’s he on about?”

“I’ve no idea.” I said.

“No,” Eli spoke. “But Lawrence does.” He looked up at Lawrence.

Lawrence looked puzzled at first, then the sign of faint recollection washed over his face. “The tunnels!” he exclaimed. “Why didn’t I think of that?” He asked with a huge grin over his face.

“Since when did we have tunnels?” I asked, confused.

“Since we bought the house... they were there for smugglers back in the day. They lead out into the forest, near Lake Mead.”

Eli smiled as I picked him up and gave him a big cuddle. “Thank you, Eli!” I said, placing him down and kissing him on the head. He smiled as he tugged on my sleeve, pulling me towards the basement door. We hadn’t been down there since Taylor had died. It was kind of creepy going back, and considering everything I’d seen, I was surprised that kind of darkness creeped me out. Then again, it could be because I knew what would happen if we didn’t get out, the pain and torture we’d end of going through, even Eli. She’d have a special kind of punishment for him, a rekindling of DNA to improve his ability to see the future, creating a whole new race of seer-like creatures. I shuddered.

“I’m okay, Elisha,” Eli said. How did he know I was thinking about him? He’d grown up so much since he came to live with us, especially since he saw the battle we had fought in. Something happened there, something inside him had changed. He still had his fearless attitude, his strange acceptance of the abnormal as being perfectly normal. But sometimes it was like he was an adult trapped in a kid’s body. Then other times, well, he seemed to be plain little Eli again. He smiled, squeezing my hand. 

Entering the basement, Eli led the way, walking past the old wards and rickety hospital beds and over to a clunky looking bookshelf with old jam jars filled with human organs. The thing was covered in spider webs and dust from centuries ago. I’d forgot that the place was once a shelter to the poor and weak when they succumbed to illness and injury. They had provided the perfect food source back in the day, blood for Lucian and lifeforce for me. Lawrence had even managed to save a few of them.

Nic, Jayden, and I shifted the bookcase to its side and a glass jar fell off, smashing onto the floor beside Meghan. She screamed as a rotting brain slumped out and onto her exposed toes. Really? It was her own fault for wearing sandals on a day like this. Who goes hiking in sandals? Remind me again why we’re saving the human population? Nic ran over and kicked the brain to the side as Jayden covered the screaming girls mouth. “Shush,” he whispered, “they’ll find us!”

Pearce walked up, hand in hand with his stumbling half-dead girlfriend. “Quiet, Meghan.” He demanded, flashing his teeth. Meghan winced. Jodie leapt backwards, cowering against the wall. It wasn’t Pearce she was scared of, it was Jessie’s blood lust. We’d already had a few problems with her rebirth since it happened. If we could get to a blood bank, there wouldn’t be a problem, but considering the girl had been reborn and we didn’t have an ounce to feed her, she was rather attracted to the humans in the group. Understandably so. 

“Keep her away from the humans!” I demanded as Pearce noticed and yanked Jessie back. 

“She needs blood, Elisha!”

“I know, we’ll find some as soon as we’re out.” I sighed. I could only deal with one disaster at a time and today my plate was full. Did he forget that most of us needed to feed? And my need was also proving difficult to keep at bay? I looked over at my friends, my fellow cheerleaders, the humans in the group. I’d only managed to save three from my team when the world came tumbling down, but they were the three that, if I had to choose, they’d be first in line. They were my fellow captains and the leaders of each of the three cheer teams I’d created. Kathryn was leader of the first-tier squad, Allyson was leader of the second, and then Hayley was the third. I’d always been closer to Hayley out of the three. She didn’t seem to need manipulating as much as the others. I know, I tell myself all the time not to use it, but when you have such a grand power, why not play with it a little? It was as though Hayley knew about the supernatural from the word go. She never feared me, never feared any of us, and no matter how much she’d seen, she happily accepted it along the way. Kind of like how Eli did. Was it ignorance or acceptance? I wasn't sure.

“Come on, let’s keep moving,” I said, pulling Hayley by her hand. Lawrence and Eli had already gone on ahead, lighting the way, one candle at a time. It felt like stepping through a time loop into the Victorian era, not my favourite era, I tell you that. Men loved to presume they should be above all women and treat them as lesser beings. That had never played right with me and, I have to say, that soon changed when I came to town. A little whisper here, a little whisper there, and eventually I got women to stand their ground and burn their bras Granted, it took another sixty-seven years after Queen Victoria died, but who ever said life was easy? Life was a war won by the patient. 

Heading through the tunnels, Eli came running back towards us. “We need to hurry, Elisha!” he said, grabbing my other hand and dragging me along.

“Quickly,” I said, ushering the rest of the group onwards and upwards. 

We ran through the tunnel as fast as we could amidst the cobwebs and dirt, and as we reached the light, we slowed to a fast-beating halt. What had happened? The forest was rotting, the trees were diseased, and Lake Mead was filled with a thick darkness that oozed the colour of stagnant blood. Where was the world I knew and loved? Where was my home? Had we been gone too long?

Kathryn gasped as she walked into the light. The daylight sun waned over the bloody lake before us. Cursed trees wept their leaves in the middle of spring when bluebells should had been raising their weary heads. The ground was covered in ash, remnants of barbequed wildlife lay in waste on the pathway before us. If this was the world now, then were we the only survivors?

The rumbling growl of something left alive groaned through the forest. An injured bear, perhaps, or a bloody deer? Heading over, the group followed, carefully watching where they stepped and what they stepped on. Who knew what disease had inhabited the plant life around there? Nic transformed into a lion, ready to pounce. Jodie still gasped as he roared before her. I swore he did it on purpose. But then, I understood that feeling of power, that need of recognition. He was probably smirking inside, laughing at how he made the human girl jump. To be fair, though, it was rather amusing.

Nic leapt away, roaring as he ran, attempting to frighten whatever lay in wait over the ridge before us. “Here,” he yelled, clearly back in his human form. Jayden ran over with Nic’s clothes he’d picked up along the way. 

Running to catch up, I stood on top of the ridge, looking down at a naked, pale Harland. He shivered in the sunlight, his mottled skin turning green with madness as his veins absorbed the sickness from the plant life around us.

Nic tugged on his jeans and bent down to touch him. “Shit, he’s hot.”

“Don’t touch him!” I yelled. We didn’t know what he had.

“Mate, I’m immortal.” He grinned, touching Harland’s head again, as if to prove a point. Idiot, I frowned. “He’s sweaty, too. Elisha, fix him.”

“Ah?”

“Use your lifeforce”

“Why?”

“Err... cos’ this is Harland.”

“I never said I liked the guy.” Okay, I may not have said it, but his physique was quite a turn on, even in his sickening state. “Fine.” I groaned, grabbing Nic’s t-shirt and placing it down for me to kneel on. Nic frowned then shrugged his shoulders. Leaning over Harland, I placed my head over his; nose to nose, breath to breath, I leant further forward and as our lips touched, I kissed him. The kiss was one sided at first, a saddening, solemn kiss, one which I hoped he’d enjoy. But alas, he was too sick, too lifeless in my embrace. Then, with my lifeforce flowing its way into his dying body, the colour came back to his cheeks, the shimmer to his complexion. His ripe muscles perked again, supple arms lifted as he pulled me in closer. His eyes sparkled as they opened, and he sat up and kissed me back, enjoying every moment of our dance together. The scent of roses strengthened our union as I fell into his embrace, feeling the after effects of my waning lifeforce. It was time. I needed to feed or else it’d be me lying down next time.

“Elisha!” Harland exclaimed. “I didn’t realise you liked me that way.”

“I don’t.” I croaked, issuing a faint smile in the corner of my pale lips.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

Nic came over. “She needs to feed, mate. She gave you a lot of her lifeforce.”

“What! Why?”

“You were dying,” Nic said.

Harland looked down at me, comforting me on his lap. “How can I help you?” he asked. I looked over to the humans, to my friends.

Hayley nodded. She knew. She’d helped me before, as I had her when she fell from the split pyramid we’d been attempting. The rest of the squad didn’t realise she’d suffered a bleed to the brain, that she’d landed on her head after all. But when she started coughing up blood in third period, I knew. I’d given her my lifeforce in the locker room, took her there to recover. That was when she saw all of me. She knew me then and knew I wasn’t all bad. Now it was her time to repay the favour.

Hayley walked over, leant over Harland, and picked my frail body up. I embraced her, hanging on for dear life, taking a little lifeforce from her, but not too much. I didn’t want to deplete her entirely. I’d make sure I would give some back from someone else later. I couldn’t lose Hayley to a lesser life, and so I could live on even longer.

Kathryn and Allyson saw. They sat with Hayley, reached forward, and embraced me too; each giving me a little of their own lifelines so I could continue living my own. “Thank you,” I said, feeling as full of sunshine as a bright, sunny day. 

“Anytime,” Hayley said, smiling. Kathryn and Allyson smiled, hugged me, and wandered back over to the other human girls from chemistry class. 

“Right, well, having four girls on my lap isn’t something I’d expected to have happen today.” Harland said, smirking. “But I can’t say I didn’t enjoy it.” He grinned as Hayley pulled me up to stand. 

“Get up, Harland,” I said, kicking dirt at him.

“Oi, watch the t-shirt!” Nic said, picking it up, offering Harland his hand as he bent down. 

“Thanks, mate.” 

“Where’s the rest of the pack?” Nic asked Harland.

“I dunno, I’m hoping they made it home.”

“Was it Rowena?” I asked.

“Rowena’s the least of our problems.” He said, raising his eyebrows.

“Why, what else is out there?” Well, most of Elvington was rubble. There was nowhere to hide. It was those damned mutations, her failed experiments. There were hundreds of them roaming the streets. I had hardly made it out alive.

“So we’re facing a zombie apocalypse now, too?” I asked.

“Err, yeah, something like that.” He exclaimed. “But they’re not the same as what you’d imagine.”

“What do you mean?”

“These things don’t seem to need to eat for survival, they do it because they like to kill.”

“Can’t we just behead them all?” I asked.

“Yeah, like in the movies!” Nic said.

“No, mate,” Harland said. “I don’t know how to kill them.”

“What do you mean?”

“My claws don’t work.”

“Huh?” Nic said.

“They have some kind of armour inside them. Whatever she tried to do, it failed and created these things. They don’t follow her, they don’t follow anyone but each other.”

“Each other?”

“Yeah, they seem to hunt in packs. They have teeth like Lucian's, skin like, well, nothing I’ve ever seen before, and bodies like humans. Rotting, decaying humans, but still dead humans. 

I saw them bite a kid before I could get to it. They stopped when they saw me, chased me in here. I thought I’d lost them until I turned around and saw the child. Problem was, there was something wrong with him. The bite had killed him, turned him into one of those things. The little sod went and bit me, left me here for dead. If it weren’t for my Lycan genes, I’d be a ravaging zombie by now.”

“Shit.” Jayden said. Nic nodded. “Now what do we do?”

“We fight.” Eli said as he wandered over. 

“But how, Eli? There’s too many of them.” I asked.

“It’ll be okay, Elisha.” He said, smiling.

“Okay,” I said. I didn’t know why, but I believed the kid. Somehow, it’d be alright.
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Chapter 16: Taylor
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Lifting me up, we hugged, walked forward, and entered the first mirror we saw. There wasn’t any particular reason why we chose that one, it just so happened to be the closest at the time.

Following my mother through, I had my hand on my tummy. I couldn’t believe it. How was I pregnant? Okay, well yes, I knew how. My Earth mother had taught me all about the birds and the bees. But how did I not know? Surely you should know when your body is cocooning a tiny human inside? It explained the sickness, at least, explained the ever-growing tummy too, plus the huge appetite and weird tastes back on the cruise ship with Lucian. Jeez, I missed him so much. I wished he was there to celebrate the news with me. How could I bring a child up without their father? Hell, how could I bring a tiny person up at all? I was barely an adult myself. Not only that, but knowing what was really out there, how could I bring a child into any of it. Was it unfair? Selfish, surely? But what choice did I have? I was in tit forever, whether I liked it or not. I loved the idea of having a child of my own... but now? I didn't even have a house anymore. The one I had currently contained the opening to Hell in my kitchen, and that was not exactly child safe. Would she or he be human? What about Lucian's genes, and Hell, my genes? What would the child be? Half monster, half angel? Was I even classed as an angel? I was the mother of humanity, but that didn't bestow me with big sparkly wings. So, I wasn't quite sure what I was. Therefore, I had no idea what my child would be.

Stepping onto the hot planet was like a walk in the park; been there, done that. The problem was that I felt weaker, somehow. I felt vulnerable. It wasn’t just me I had to protect anymore. I had the responsibility of another life inside of me and that scared me. I’d survived before because I was carefree, I jumped in head first and always figured my way out. I had never hesitated. But now, well, now I knew I would, and that hesitation could get me killed, get us both killed, and then what type of mother would I be? Killing my child before it even arrived in the world. No, I couldn't do it. I didn't know how. I didn't know what to do. 

I stood there, silent, not daring to take another step forward. The overwhelming feeling of dread pulsated through my body. With clammy hands, I gripped my stomach. How could I be a mother to this child? Breathing faster and faster, my muscles tensed, blood pounded in my ears, my heart thudded faster, threatening to jump out of my chest. Eyes wide, vision blurry, I struggled to breath, dropping to my knees on the wasteland of a planet. My mother turned, looked at me, and came running over.

“Eve!” she exclaimed, “it’ll be okay.” She soothed me as my eyes opened like floodgates, salty tears streaming down my face, pooling down onto my thighs. Pulling me in close, she smoothed my hair as I sobbed, letting everything go. All my fears, worries, and sadness washed out of me; the relief was intense. I let go, finally and completely let go. I held up my hands and said no, I can’t do this anymore. It was good to admit the truth. Good to say, ‘hey you know what, no, I’m not okay’. I shouldn’t let my pride stop me. I’m not a superhero, I can’t solve every problem, and you know what? That’s okay. I wouldn’t expect someone else to do it alone, so why should I need to?
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“I’M HERE WITH YOU, Evie.” She whispered.

I knew she was. It meant a lot to have her by my side. I couldn’t imagine doing it alone, especially without my Lucian. I couldn't imagine living without him either, but that was something I didn't have the choice of anymore. Jeez, I was truly and really having a baby. My hormones were out of whack and I sure hadn’t seen that actualisation happening. 

“Come on, Evie,” mother said as she helped lift me up. “Let’s head back through. This isn’t your home.”

I smiled, ached, as I got up and headed back in the portal we had just come through.
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Chapter 17: Elisha
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Hours of trudging through the forest took its toll. The girls were tired. Jodie was moaning about nettle-stung toes. She had to have been the unluckiest girl I knew, considering there was rarely any greenery left in the diseased forest. The goblins had been following us since the beginning; I used to find it amusing how Taylor had described them as Gremlins; you could see the resemblance, being only two foot tall. If only they knew when they had created that film. Perhaps they did, perhaps they could see them too. 

The goblins loved to watch, usually following the humans, unseen to the eye. They had a knack at causing trouble, though, and I knew full well that if we didn’t stay clear of them, trouble would find its way to us. Those little critters were the nicer ones of the bunch, that race had a whole lot to answer for, but there wasn't too many of them on Earth. Julian had always said they came from another planet he’d seen near his own. Julian, I missed him. His stentorian voice always made you feel like you’d done something wrong, but he had a cool head when others didn’t. He would have known what to do. Since when was I leader material? Granted, I could lead the cheerleading squad, but an apocalyptic revolution, erm, no thanks, that sounded painful to me. Then again, leading a group of girls wasn’t a picnic. Come to think of it, in comparison to the darker days we’d had, I’d rather lead a bunch of testosterone driven men, at least they were easier to control. Women, they had too much emotion, it took time to manipulate their kind. Men, on the other hand, let’s just say I wasn't quite sure how they ever survived so long.

Light turned to darkness as day gave way to night. Harland was fine, he’d transformed into his Lycan and could see perfectly well. He was leading the way, in fact, something that worried me more than it should.

“How much longer?” Kathryn whined with the foot stomp of a two-year-old. She’d stopped and threatened to fall to the ground crying if we didn’t do something about it.

“Kathryn, I suggest you keep up.”

“I’m tired, Elisha, and my feet hurt.”

“I know. But you can’t stay here alone.” I said, looking up at the goblins clambering and jumping from tree to tree. A branch broke above, tumbling down to the ground right next to Kathryn.

She shrieked. “I’m coming,” she said, getting herself together quickly. “What did that?”

“That is one of many creatures in the supernatural realm. You’ve all been living a blind existence for too long. It’s about time you saw the whole world for what it was.” I said.

“Lawrence,” I called. He came over. 

“Yes, I can,” he said.

“I should be surprised how you knew, but that joke got old centuries ago.” I frowned.

Lawrence cupped his hands around Kathryn’s chin, the group fell silent as Kathryn trembled. “I won’t hurt you,” he said. “This is a little trick I learnt from Eliza.” He brought his index finger up to her forehead, traced a symbol on to it, and placed a kiss over the top. The symbol began to glow. Kathryn’s eyes widened as a light fell over her body.

“I feel warm,” she said. 

“You will, its light magic, a product of the good side. Witches use the light of the rose to wield their magic. They aren’t able to tap into much, but the little they have goes a long way.”

“But you’re not a witch.” I said.

“No, but any supernatural can wield light or dark magic, you just have to learn how. I warn you, though, that spell took me years to master.”

“Can you see anything new?” he asked Kathryn.

“No, I just feel warmer,” she said.

The branches above shook as a goblin jumped from one to another. Kathryn’s eyes darted upwards and she backed up, tumbling over the fallen branch in fright. “Woah, it’s... it’s a Gremlin!” she exclaimed.

“No, it’s not,” I said, correcting her. “That is one of the goblin kinds, mischievous little critters. They’re the nice types.”

“That thing's meant to be nice?” she asked, still sat on the ashen ground.

“Yes,” I said. “It looks like you can now see those that hide their true selves from you. You’ll find there are supernaturals everywhere, lurking behind many mortal faces.”

“Yeah, half my family are Lycans,” Harland said. Kathryn looked overcome with shock.

“What else is there out there?”

“Oh honey, you don’t want to know.” Harland said, holding out his hand and lifting her up from the ground.

“Girls come on, your turn.” I said, calling the other four over. One by one they were granted the power of sight, the ability to see the world for what it really was. It was a necessary evil for an apocalyptic ending, and one that would hopefully stop them from stepping into somewhere unknown.

“Is there anything you can do to make us stronger?” Hayley asked. “It’s just, I’ve seen what you can do. If they are anything like you, then I don’t stand a chance."

“Just stay behind me,” I said. 

“But I can’t hide forever, Elisha. I need to be able to look after myself.”

Jayden walked over, having overheard the conversation. “I’m human, Hayley, and I do alright.”

“Yes, but you were born into a family of hunters. You told me so yourself. You’ve been training for this your whole life. We haven’t. What can we do to help?”

He shook he head. “I don’t know.”

“Hmm.” Harland said. “I might have an idea.” 

“What?” Hayley asked.

“You girls are good at gymnastics, right?”

“Yeah, so?”

“You like use those pom pom things?"

“Yeah.”

“Well, I wonder if you could use claws?”

“No, Harland, don’t you dare. They’d never survive.” I said.

“Shit, no! I’m not going to bite them. I mean, actual claws. Could they use actual claws, like on their pom poms?”

“They’re called cheerleading poms, Harland.” I said, “And what do you mean, claws on them?”

“Well, I’ve got a stash of my old claws. When mine have come off in a fight, I’ve kept them.”

“Err, why?” I asked.

“Cos’ I happen to have grown quite attached to my claws, and in this case, it’s a good thing I did.”

“Hmm, I suppose if we could attach them into the handle, you’d have tinsel and claws all in one.” I said.

“Then the girls have something to use that they’re used to using.”

“I see where you’re going with that.” I paused. “What about the zombie things, though?”

“Fucked if I know, Elisha. That’s all I’ve got.” He said, shrugging his shoulders.

I laughed. “Fair enough, we’ll tackle that problem next. So, how far until we get to your place?”

“About a mile over that way.” He said, pointing across the upcoming town.

“Shit.”

“Shit, indeed.” He said.

The problem wasn’t crossing the town or hiding from Lilith’s army. Even Rowena was as blind as a bat in the night. She didn’t seem to see us cross the street behind her and didn’t hear us either. Which was strange. Especially considering Eli tripped over a rock and yelped, holding his knee. The army was silent, in wait of something. But what?

It looked like they’d been taking out the zombie creations throughout the day and slept soundly during the night, ready for battle at first light. We were nearly there when one came at us. Not Lilith’s army, no, but one of those damned mistakes she made, one of the former humans, Cliff, I think his name was. He’d ran the local butcher's down the street from the coffee shop. He’d always been a nice guy, a little creepy with his apron tinged with blood. But now he was more than creepy, he was damn right scary as Hell. His white butcher's apron was covered from head to toe in the blood and gore of Elvington's finest citizens. His face was mangled with a huge bite taken out of his left cheek, leaving only bone and dangled tissue remaining. His right arm was shredded with no hand attached, and his right leg was broken as he dragged it behind him when he lurched forward to grab me. The thing before me wasn’t Cliff anymore, it was something else. The frenzied carnivore stunk of rotted flesh. Drooling the entrails of its last meal, it was dumb-struck at the sight of dessert standing before it. Its waxy eyes had lost their lustre as it spawned a vocabulary no-one could understand. It wasn’t yelling at us, though, it was shouting for something else, someone else, perhaps. And as the ground rumbled, a careering crowd of albino corpses shambled across the street to join us. But they weren’t trying to join us in the friendly ‘nice to greet you’ fashion, they were coming to join us with the ‘nice to eat you’ fashion. Those things were part of a pack. They grouped together, entrusted each other, and, in this instance, they were the predators and we were the prey.

I worked out the odds. I figured out the speed. Even if every person that could run fast took another person, there would still be too many humans left alone to fight. We couldn’t save them all. What did we do? They were all around us, and if Harland’s claws couldn’t strike one, then what hope did any of us have?

The corpse-like creatures circled us, drooling and lashing out as they came closer and closer. Nic changed into a lion and Harland into a Lycan. Lawrence withdrew the sword from his cane while Eli stood and watched. I stood in-front of Hayley and the girls. How could we win this war? 

Eli left the centre of the circle and stepped up behind me, tugging at my sleeves. “Eli, get back,” I said, not taking my eyes off of the predators that surrounded us.

“Elisha, it’s you.” He said.

“What?” I asked, still watching the zombies surrounding me.

“You can hurt them, Elisha.”

“I can’t, Eli, nothing can penetrate their skin.” Just then two of the corpses leapt into the air, landing on Harland. He shook to throw them off. Bloodied fur and a slashing of claws, he was in a full-on battle with two of the undead creatures. Jayden was poised with daggers as Nic roared and went to Harland’s aid. More zombies lurched forward, threatening to lash out at the humans we protected. Jodie was too close, I couldn’t get there in time. The undead creature, formally known as Rosemary, lashed out and gripped her arm, yanking her into the crowd of predators as she released a blood curdling scream and succumbed to the gnashing jaws of her former friends. The cracking of bones echoed over my body as six of the bloodthirsty creatures sucked her dry, gnawing on the flesh left on her withering bones. The screams stopped, the cries ended, as her soul left her tortured body and Jodie was gone. Meghan screamed, falling to the floor in tears, head in her hands as our group was being picked off one by one. 
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HAYLEY STAYED BY MY side as I struck out with daggers in attempt to fight the zombie whose snapping jaws threatened my immortality. Another of its friends joined him, pushing me backwards. Hayley tripped and fell to the floor, me landing on top of her; back down, chest up, with two of the evil undead snapping jaws at my neck. I knew I was crushing Hayley with the weight of us three, but there was nothing I could do, no way of getting up. Crap. I could catch a boulder, for fucks sake. Why the Hell couldn’t I budge these two human things? Their bodies must have weighed twice as much as the boulder. Whatever Lilith had combined them with was strong, heavy, and impenetrable. 

Hayley screamed as one of her ribs cracked. I heard the noise as clear as day. We were crushing her to death. Breathing in, I pushed forward, ignoring one of the undead to push the other off. I had to get up, had to get off of Hayley. I couldn’t lose her, too. Where were the others? Were they all dead? I could hear screams resonating under the streetlights as the sun began to rise and the screams began to quieten. 

Pushing one off meant the other's jaws were free to snap closed wherever they wanted, and, for me, that place was on the top of my head, biting down on the back of my skull as I screamed, pushing to stand up. Pain shook through me as my body succumbed to the disease they infected me with. There wasn’t much time, I needed to take another’s lifeforce quickly. I turned to Hayley, lifted her up, and sped out of the street and into the forest over the road. A few more twists and turns and I’d be at Harland’s house. I wondered if anyone else had made it. Did Eli? Did he make it out alive? He said I could end it, that I could kill them, but how? Nothing seemed to work. My daggers hadn't done a damned thing.

As I sped past the remaining walking dead, I headed into the Arellano mansion, placed Hayley on the bed, and sped around the rooms in search of any sign of life. There was no-one. I had no choice. I had to go back and save as many as I could before the disease got to me too. I couldn’t take Hayley’s lifeforce, she was too weak already, it’d kill her. Locking the door, I said bye, smiled, and then ran at full speed back to the battle that still seemed to be going ahead. It looked like Jodie’s skeletal corpse was now crawling towards the remains of what appeared to be Meghan. She hadn’t lasted long, none of them had. Harland was nowhere to be seen, neither was Kathryn. But there was Allyson, walking blindly, crying in the street. What was she doing? How the Hell had she made it out alive?

I ran over, watching her walk away from me. “Allyson!” I shouted, pulling her shoulder around to save her. But it wasn’t Allyson anymore. The cries were from the tortured souls inside of a friend I had once known and loved as they battled the disease before it took her into the world of the undead, rambling along blindly as a long-lost corpse with no human desire except the need to survive, kill, maim, and torture. It wasn’t her, though, not fully, but she was still in there, somewhere. Could she be saved? Could I save a ninety percent gone human girl? If I did, would I survive the change too? There was only one way to find out. 

I picked her crying corpse up, with her white washed eyes, tear stained cheeks, and mutated skin, and I sped her all the way back to the Arellano’s house. 

Laying her on the floor by the bed, Hayley leant over. “Will she be okay?” she asked.

“I don’t know, Hayley. I have to try, but I don’t know if I have enough energy left within me to keep fighting this myself.”

Hayley saddened, placed her hand on my shoulder, and said, “take some.”

“No, you might not survive.”

“We have to try, otherwise you won’t survive.” I nodded. I needed a little, not a lot, but if I had any chance, if Kathryn had any chance, then we had to try. I embraced Hayley, felt the warmth of light stream into me, her lifeforce dwindled, and her body went limp as she fell into my arms. She wasn’t gone, though, her breathing was normal, her heartbeat strong. Her body had just shut down to protect itself, repair the cells one by one. She’d awake again soon, I hoped.

Placing Hayley on the bed, I turned to the nearly changed Kathryn. Leaning over her, our noses touched, lips caressed, and breath entwined. Kissing the life back into her body felt good; knowing I was doing something to make a difference, save another’s life. I needed to do this. But as I did, Kathryn grew stronger, the colour flushed back to her body and as her lips plumped, she kissed me back. But as she did, I fell down and deep into a long-lasting sleep, one where my body had shut down to protect itself. But it was also one where the virus was free to roam and rise, and when I awoke, who or what would I be?
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Chapter 18: Lilith
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Oh my, I remembered why I hated this planet. The delight of hope could steal away the soul of any of the pitiful humans. Why did they run and scream? Did they really believe they could outrun me? “EJ, destroy them.” Oh, how I adored my EJ, the perfect combination of mortal and immortal blended into one. 

The darkness swarmed out of EJ’s soulless eyes like a broken dam, water gushing through the cracks. It stomped forward, picking up a noisy girl dressed in girlish pink lace, and held her before him, taking delight in removing her arms and legs. The stump murmured as it perished, sealing the grin on EJ’s face as he took a bite of her flesh. I clapped. “Weeeeee! See EJ, you’re perfect!” I danced, jumping high to kiss him on the cheek, swirling and twirling as I walked away.

I entered the massage parlour and the stench of cherry incense suffocated me. Burgh, can this be any more horrible? It was what my version of Hell would look like; pink lace, fluffy handcuffs, and cherry incense. I know Cain liked it kinky, but really... pink fluffy handcuffs? How vile they were! He was the Lord of Darkness; did he really feel the need to play with the miserable mortals of that world? 

The room echoed with a high shrill, a warped, breathless darkness screeched out from the top of my lungs. “CAIN?”. Where was he? He was always in his whore house, playing with the foolish human population. Insanity pierced my heart, building deeper, colder, darker, as a trickle of callous cackles erupted through my bared teeth. “CAIN?” He had better show himself soon or I’ll tear the building down, piece by piece. 

Why did he taunt me so? We had a bond, he and I. Why did he destroy it for them? Was it because he liked to feel in charge? Liked to be on top? What demented thought had entered his mind to push him into the arms of another? I knew he’d done it before, quite often, in fact, but he’d never stayed longer than one night with them. It’d been months now, what was he playing at?

Now don’t get me wrong, he and I were kindred spirits. We were running the eternal race. Those mortal souls only last five minutes. It still didn't change the fact that my mate had ran off and left me. Was it possible that he had found someone even more beautiful than I? I giggled. Don’t be silly. They must have bewitched him with their lotions and potions. 

“CAIN!” Argh, I was losing my patience. Wasn't it peculiar that to have patience you must first be patient. How was that so? Perhaps it meant you were a patient, and if that was the case then I wasn't a very patient person at all. My guards, however, my loving mutated family, they’d been patients, so they were indeed quite patient when it came to patience with me. Or it could have been love, the ultimate weapon of humankind. Feed them a desire or two and bam, they’d perish their soul for you. They were such adorable little creatures, so naïve and pinchable. Those squishy cheeks of their newborns were scrumptious, and it was true what they said about them all tasting the same. How was it possible they tasted like the egg-laying chickens of their world? It wasn't a fact I’d assert into the eardrums of mankind. ‘I resemble a chicken inside.’ What did that say about them? Frail, egg-laying meat sacks. They were lucky I kept the majority of them for my own private army. Daddy said it was foolish, he said we didn’t need the numbers, we were powerful all on our own. But what daddy didn't realise was that my babies need me, they loved me, and I had a whole bucket list of ways to make them please me. Oh my, the thought of it. The urge ravaged inside, mmm. Chase did make me squeal, it was a pity his mutation didn’t last. Tasty, though.

Looking around the room, the stench began to eviscerate my nostrils. “Now who would have thought this scent could turn a guy on?” I gagged, pretending to vomit as I collapsed to the floor. “Guards save me, open the windows and flood the room with the stench of the seaside again.” I said, waving my hand and then holding my nose. The guards did as they were told, wafting their arms above me, releasing the cheery cherry incense out of the room. “And find whatever it is that creates it and destroy it.” Burgh. I simply could not bring myself to move. Movement was completely out of the question. I was too drained from the world. I was all too rosy. Oh my, I needed to eat. “EJ, fetch me the mother and child.” In walked EJ carrying a screaming woman in one hand and a wriggly, kicking girl in another. Dropping them, he pushed them down beside me. “Oh, why hello,” I said in my softest tone. 

The woman stopped screaming, grabbed her child, and tried to run. EJ punched her pretty face and knocked her back down to the floor. The child dropped too, cradled its mother, and wept.

“Shall we try that again?” I asked, smiling. “Hello.”

“H...Hello,” the woman muttered, holding her bloody nose and gripping her child in her other arm.

“Much better!” I exclaimed, clapping in glee. “Now, what is your name?” I asked.

“Aroelyn,” she said, sitting more upright.

“Delightful, that is a wonderful name. Aroelyn, I like that. I shall have it.”

The woman looked confused. 

“Can I have it?” I asked.

“If...If you want.” She said through the glistening tears in her eyes.

“And what is your name, little girl? You are a girl, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” she said, grinning.

“So do I call you girl, or do you have a name?” I was not feeling very patient.

“My name is Aria.”

“Fabulous. So we have Aroelyn and Aria.”

Aroelyn nodded. “What do you want with us?” she asked, looking over at the split bodies EJ had enjoyed eating.

“Well, I am actually hungry. I was planning on eating you both.” I smiled from ear to ear, teeth bared. Aroelyn held her daughter tighter. “However, I think you would be perfect for my entourage. I need... what do you call it... handmaidens.”

“What about my daughter?” she asked quietly.

“Oh, little Aria can join me. I need a new child. My last one died and the first one ran away. I don’t have much luck.” I grinned, cackling at my own joke.

“No, please don’t take her away!” she pleaded.

“You’ll still see her. You’ll be by my side, too.” I paused “Or did I not explain that?” I was sure I had explained that. She nodded.

“Aria come here.” I demanded, sitting on the floor, patting my thighs. Aria looked up at Aroelyn, who nodded. She walked over, head lowered, and sat on my lap. “You’re very thin, Aria, have you been fed?” She nodded. “Are you still hungry?” She nodded again. “Fantastic! You’re going to love the food I delight you with.” I shrieked, clapping. I waved over to EJ to fetch dinner. “Now, I know you humans are used to everything flame grilled. I can fix that.”

EJ bought in a whore and plonked her beside me. “Not too close, EJ.” He gripped her long, curled hair and pulled her backwards. She screamed, mascara running down her face.

“Please don’t!” she begged, her eyes wide, lips trembling.

“EJ, fetch Blane.” Blane strode in. His upper torso was ripped due to his athletic body. He was based on a human, but with the added features of a scorpion tale and a crispy exterior that steamed from his pores whenever he moved. His eyes were a piercing red and he wore a refreshing frown on his face. “Now, Aria, Blane here is one of my Disciples. He is the first of his kind. Can you guess what he is?” I asked, cradling Aria’s fragile body.

“No,” Aria said, confused.

I giggled. “She is adorable.” I said to Aroelyn. 

“Well, Blane is my first fire demon. He is wonderful at burning things and, just to please you, we are going to cook your dinner today.”

Aroelyn’s eyes widened, jaw dropped, as she looked at what her daughter was about to witness. 

The whore screamed and jumped up to run and hide, but EJ knocked her down before Blane, who awaited the nod to go ahead.

“Are you ready for your dinner, Aria?”

“Yes,” she said, innocently.

“Splendid!” I clapped, grinning. Aria clapped too, drying her eyes and a fresh smile on her face.

I nodded, and Blane responded.
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Chapter 19: Elisha
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Where was I? What was I?

Awaking to voices I knew was a good sign. Lawrence was beside me, as was Eli. “She’s awake!” Eli shouted. The room fell silent as Hayley and Kathryn came to my side.

“Where’s everyone else?” I asked, rising with a heavy head.

“Take it easy,” Harland said as he appeared from the doorway. 

I smiled. “I’m glad to see you survived.”

“I’m glad I did too.” He grinned.

“What about Nic and Jayden, Pearce and Jessie, Allyson?”

“Nic and Jayden are fine. They’re downstairs talking to Clyde and Allaric. Pearce and Jessie are resting. But Allyson, Meghan, and Jodie didn’t make it.” He said, head lowered.

Tears caught me by surprise. I’d failed. They’d died because we weren’t good enough to protect them. I still remembered Jodie’s screams, a memory that I hoped would one day disappear. Harland walked over, sat beside me, and held me tight. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you cry, Elisha.”

“Well, don’t get used to it.” I said, wiping the tears from my eyes.

Eli walked over. “You saved them.” He said, looking over at Hayley and Kathryn. They smiled.

“I know, I just wanted to save them all.”

“You’re not a superhero, you know.” Harland said.

“I feel like I should be.” I said then smiled.

“Come on, woman up. We’ve a war to win.” Harland said, standing up and lifting me up beside him. “Right, from what I can figure out, Rowena and her troops were in some kind of stasis. Saving their energy for the next battle, perhaps?”

“I thought that too.” I said.

“So, they aren’t as much of a threat at night. But the zombies are.” He said.

“They’re not zombies,” Eli said. 

“No, but what are they?” I asked

He shrugged. 

“Okay, let’s call them zombies for now, shall we?” Harland said, frowning at Eli.

Eli smiled.

“Right, so how about we let Rowena and her army take out the ‘zombies’?” he said, eyeing up Eli’s reaction. Eli smiled back at him. “Then we take out Rowena when she’s finished with her pest control.”

“Okay, but isn’t time of the essence?” Hayley asked.

“Yes, she’s right.” Lawrence said. “Lilith is on her way. The longer we wait, the more likely she will appear and end us all. At the moment, we are only up against a small selection of foes, not the whole army.”

“True. But how do we take out Rowena?”

“She’s a puppet master, right?” I asked. Harland nodded. “Well, so am I.”

“Kind of,” Harland said. “But not to her strength.”

Fine. He thought I wasn't capable of using my power. Let’s see what I could get him to do. Exposing myself to the environment around me was the simple part. The scent of roses carried my alluring enchantment forward. “Harland,” I whispered, slipping the notes off of my tongue with delightful desire. My body ached as I swirled myself around him. Hair gleamed in the light of the day as the shimmering rays of the sun caressed my body with their warming lustre. Soaking in the spirit of his sexuality, I descended upon him, whispering sweet nothings in his ear, resonating the promises of something more. Moist breath touched his face as I snaked my arms around him, embracing his soul and capturing the light of his eyes in my own. “Bow,” I whispered. He obeyed. Kneeling beside him, I placed my knife by his body. “Pick up the knife,” I whispered deep within his ear. He obeyed. “Hold it to your throat,” I said. He obeyed. 

Pearce and Jessie walked in. Jessie screamed. Pearce knocked Harland back, taking the knife from him. “Huh, what?” Harland said, shaking out of the moment.

I laughed.

“How could you, Elisha?” Pearce asked as Jessie stood shaking.

“What? I wasn’t going to hurt him.”

“How the Hell did you do that?” Harland asked.

“See, I’m more powerful than you realise.” I smirked. I’d proven my point.

Pearce held onto Jessie, directing her out of the room. Harland looked over at me, eyes wide, he said, “Okay, you can tackle Rowena, then.”

“Tomorrow.” I said. “We take the fight to them tomorrow.”

The evening came and went with a make shift dinner, banter, and time with friends. I’d never have imagined ever sitting with those people at the academy, let alone giving them the time of day. But the Arellano’s, well, they weren’t all bad. I’d grown to know, and like, Harland over the past year. He was strong, courageous, and hot-headed which made him cute and sexy as Hell. 

“We’re off to bed.” Pearce said, “Jessie needs to rest.” He was right, she looked drained. She’d hardly had any blood since she’d turned, and it’d taken its toll on her.

“Good night,” I said, smiling. Looking over, Eli was fast asleep on the sofa with Lawrence dropping off beside him. Alaric and Clyde were outside taking turns in keeping guard and Nic and Jayden had already headed up for the night. There was only Hayley, Kathryn, Harland, and I left. Hayley smiled, winked, and told Kathryn she was tired but didn’t want to go to sleep alone. Kathryn joined her, and the two of them headed upstairs leaving only Harland and I alone at the table.

“And then there were two,” I said, smiling. “I’d better head up too.” 

“Are you sure you want to?” Harland asked, rising from his chair and walking around the table over to me. “It’s just...” He turned my chair towards him, knelt before me, and smiled. Shivers ran over my skin as I awaited what he was going to say. “This might be the last night we ever have together.”

“It may be,” I replied, biting my bottom lip. Sexual tension was ripe in the air. My body curled towards him as he placed his hand on my thigh. I was far from an innocent little girl. I leapt off of the chair and landed on top of him. Ripping off his top, I bent down, kissing him, tongue against tongue, as he yanked off my shirt, unclasped my bra, and growled as he ripped off my pants. It was quick, hot, fast, and as sexy as Hell. He fit perfectly. Claws ripped at skin and blood trailed down our backs as we yearned for more, quicker, deeper, faster. Reaching a hot hard and heavy climax together, we collapsed in a sweaty, sexually-scented mess.

“I can’t believe you fell for the last day on Earth line!” Harland said, grinning.

“I can’t believe you waited so long!” I said, laughing.

He kissed me once again as we lay in silence. Tomorrow could be our last day. But for tonight, tonight we got to be young teenagers lusting for love once more.
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Chapter 20: Lucian
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Shit. We’d been give the raw end of the deal with Lilith. The place was stunning. No wonder Taylor never wanted to leave. Imagine being cast down to Earth again and again in body after body, just because daddy dearest couldn’t keep his hands to himself. Damn, that was some creepy shit right there. Okay, so I didn't recall him being that ‘type’, but he definitely needed a good smack round the earhole for being a shitty father figure all these years. I mean, who on Earth would want to kill their own kid? I did want to snap that kid's neck, but he was damn right annoying. The chatterbox had never stopped, even when the plane went down. That kid has issues. I wondered how he was doing back down on Earth. I wondered if my family was alright in Elvington. Lilith had better not have touched them. She and I were going to be having words, and not the nice kind. I should have guessed when she stabbed me that she wasn’t in the mood for talking. But for now, well, the bitch needed to go down. 

I missed her, though. We had some good times together, she and I. She had always been the joking type, but nothing like Cain could be. She’d changed. She’d lost the sparkle in her eyes, the good in her heart. She had actually had some good in there. I was there, I remembered it. It may have been buried deep down, but even when she made me eat my own mother, she still had concern for my wellbeing. Messed up and completely disturbed concern but concern all the same.

Damn. No matter how perfect I made her out to be, she was still going to be the epiphany of all evil. She really did follow in her father’s footsteps. But wow, I mean, she’d never measure up to this place. Enoch didn't have a leg to stand on compared to here.

Getting changed was the easy part. Adam seemed to be able to conjure up any number of items. Jeez, what I’d do with magic like that! Then it came to showing me around. The room was a pure, bright white, gleaming with the endless possibilities of a blank canvas. Adam said it was a room that changed depending on the person's mindset. Shit. I hoped it didn't delve into my mind, it may not like what it saw.  I was getting quite anxious. Mentally blocking the darkness out grew tiresome. I needed to get out of there and into the main atrium. But instead, I fed the room an image. The cruise ship bedroom Taylor and I had christened. It was the perfect place, somewhere easy going, simple, and nice. Washing up, I chucked on jeans and a tee-shirt, straightened my hair, and headed out to meet Joey and the celestial crew. But when I headed out, I could hear the whispers from a mile away. The angels were scared of me. Me, little old me. How was that even possible? They were bigger, broader, strong... I wouldn’t say stronger, as I was pretty strong myself. But they were definitely harder with their celestial magic that they could wield. Let alone the swords. The blades were about the size of one of my legs. Shit, I couldn’t wield one of those buggers. I’d stick to my blades and fangs, thanks. But then, I was selling myself short. I was a pretty nifty speedster, so that was on my side.  I was as stealthy as one of those rogues in a video game. So, I was hoping I’d outwit an angel, should I have ever felt the need to battle one. Although, I didn't think Taylor would be too chuffed if I picked a fight with her big brother. I laughed.

Heading into the atrium, I passed a huge white building, a palace of sorts. Adam stood beside Gabriel and Joey, awaiting my arrival.

“Yo mate, what took you so long?” Joey asked.

“Would you care for a tour of Elysium?” Adam asked.

“Yes, that would be marvellous.” I responded. 

“Cool, mate,” Joey said.

“Gabriel, perhaps it would be wise if you took Joey on a tour and I spend some time with my soon to be brother-in-law, or so I hear.”

I winced. “Ah, so you know.”

“Indeed. Gabriel told me.” Gabriel hunched his shoulders, pushed Joey forward, and headed off.

“And are you okay with it?”

“I’m happy if Eve’s happy. But don’t forget, I’ve known of you for many centuries now, so I also remember your past as well as your present,” he said. I winced again. “You were once Lilith’s right-hand man. Has that changed?”

“I am loyal to no-one except for Taylor and my family.”

“I am glad to hear. I hope that one day we can gain one another’s trust, too.”

“That would be good, Adam.” I said and smiled. He was right, it would be nice to be welcomed by Taylor's family as well, and the link to that was Adam. Hell, he was the only real family she had left that wasn't demented, dead, or dispelled. 

Walking through the atrium, crowds of celestials stood and stared, whispering to their heart's content, obviously unaware that I could hear them. They were quite sweet and innocent for something so big and broad. The couple in the corner was discussing how I entered Elysium covered in the blood of a poor human girl. They were well and truly scared. It was amusing and appealing. I think I could like it here. “Adam, one minute, I need to set something right.”

“Err... okay.”

I left Adam and walked over to the couple who were declaring their fear of the big bad wolf. Little did they know, I wasn’t a fluffy werewolf but a hard ass Dark One. This is going to be fun. They aren’t even watching. Should I jump in and say boo? Would that look bad in the eyes of the big brother over there? It would be highly amusing, to say the least.

Instead, I wandered over casually, raised my hand high, and tapped the cute girl on the shoulder. “Excuse me, you do realise I can hear you?” I said.

The girl shook and backed off as her partner in crime stepped in front of her, baring his wings in defence.

“Cute wings, they’re very fluffy,” I said, reaching out to stroke them. “Anyway, if you want to know about me, just ask. I’m not here to eat you all. I’m just here to find my Taylor and I’ll be out of your way again.”

“You shouldn’t be allowed here,” another angel spurted.

“Well, that’s not very forgiving of you, is it?” I smirked. 

“Get away from us.”

“Leave us alone,” another angel chimed in. 

Adam walked over. “Now, now, he is our guest and will soon be part of my family. You will treat him with respect.”

“How can you allow him to be part of the family? He’s one of her creatures.”

“The ‘her’ you are discussing is still my twin sister and she should also be treated with respect. It is not Lilith’s fault, what happened to her. We all know the reason she was banished.”

“Err, I don’t,” I said holding my hand up to speak.

“She is female. Father said females can hold off the darkness, they are a threat to it whereas men easily succumb to its darkened nature.”

“Well, that’s why I’m doomed, then.”

“Clearly, as are we all if Lilith finds her way up here.” He said. “Look, we all need to work together. There’s a war coming. It’s already reached Earth and we need to prepare for the final battle.”

“Final?” one of the girls asked.

“Yes, as in lots of bloodshed, arms and limbs flailing about, lots of people dying for the cause. One side wins, everyone cheers, and we drink blood and be merry.” I said.

Her jaw dropped.

I cringed. “Oh, okay, yeah you don’t do that here, do you? Okay, we’ll drink lemonade instead.”

Adam patted me on the shoulder. “Perhaps we should discuss your view on the upcoming war.” He smiled as we walked off and I waved to the celestial crew behind me. “I take it you’re not a fan of the future path we have to walk on.”

“No, not particularly. I’ve seen and done enough to last me countless lifetimes, Adam. I’d rather stay clear of this battle, thanks.”

“But you do realise the central point of this battle is Eve, your Taylor?”

“Err, no. Why’s that?” I blundered.

“Because the rose was created by her, with father's aid, of course. She doesn’t realise, but she is, in fact, the most powerful being in this universe and if the rose dies, she will die alongside it.”

My mouth dropped wide open. “Shit.”

“Shit indeed.”

Standing in silence, I contemplated the fact that my fiancée was the one true goddess. Damn. I knew how to pick them. It explained how she could wield both the dark and the light. She was the perfect balance of both. I was literally the luckiest man alive. Well, dead. Well, I wasn't sure what I was but one thing I did know for sure was that she would always be the light in my darkness. I was a better person because of her. “So what do we do?” I asked concerned.

“We fight, and we fight until every person dies, if we have to. Because we have to protect the rose or nothing, and I mean nothing, will exist. The serpent of darkness will have free reign and it will literally be Hell on Earth.”

“I’ve lived in Enoch; Hell on Earth can’t be much different.”

“Oh, it can. Have you seen my sister's mutations lately? That’s just the start. I know her, she won’t stop until she has wiped out every last one of us.”

“Damn.”

“But she isn’t the biggest problem.”

“There’s a bigger problem?”

“Yes, I’m afraid so. Our father is missing.”

“Pardon?”

“He was last seen in Hell, watching over the darkness there. It was the perfect place for it to fester and grow. But, apparently, he is no longer there.” He paused. “Have you heard anything of where he may be?”

“No, should we be worried?”

“Yes, very worried! He’s gunning for Eve's blood and won’t stop until he has either turned her to his side, and therefore darkened the celestial rose, or...”

“Or what?”

“Destroyed her so that she can never be reborn.”

That was awful news. Couldn’t he have started with that? Lilith was a small pebble in a vast ocean compared to God, himself. I didn't see how any of us could go up against him. “Then there’s no way to win this war.” I said.

“There’s always a way.” Adam said, “We still have Eve, and the watchtowers.”

“The watchtowers?”

“There are four of them, each with their own guardian inside. They exist to keep the balance, and being neutral, they can hold back both the light and the dark from colliding. What father doesn’t realise is that we must have both dark and light for the universe to function. One cannot exist without the other. If he wipes out the light, the serpent of darkness will destroy itself, and thus, the universe will cease to exist.” 

“We have to reach the guardians then, as Taylor can’t face him, he’ll kill her.”

“I’ve never been able to reach them. They are in a slumber, only awakening if the balance tips from one side to another. Eve is our best chance, she is more powerful than father can ever hope to be. We just need to train her.”

“I’m not happy about her facing him.”

“Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that.”

“Yes, lets! But anyway, that’s not the only problem. We need to find her first.”

“Ah, yes, let’s get on with that shall we?” he said, directing me over to a small pool beside the atrium. 

“What’s this do, then?” I asked as I stared into the glowing pool beside me. 

“It does anything you need it to,” he said.

“Such as...”

“Look into it and think of a name.”

“Okay.” Fine, I’d humour him. Taylor, Taylor Lane. Come on. I was thinking hard, but nothing happened. I half hoped she would jump out of the pool and yell surprise, but no, life wasn't that simple.

“Are you thinking of anyone?”

“Yes, Taylor.”

“Hmm... I was too, but nothing happened. That’s quite disconcerting.”

“What does that mean then?”

“It means she isn’t part of our universe anymore.”

“Pardon?”

“When she entered the mirror, she travelled to another realm outside of our universe. She is somewhere out there.” He said, pointing up.

“Where, though?”

“I have no idea.”

“So what the heck do we do? You said she’s the only one that can beat Lilith and...” The water in the pool swirled, a moving picture of Lilith mounted on some kind of huge dual-headed beast rode forward. Behind her, thousands upon thousands of ghastly mutations followed. The war was coming and there was no way to stop it without Taylor's help.

“Guards!” Adam yelled. A flutter of celestial wings and half a dozen troops landed beside us. “Send out the army, Lilith’s already here.” He boomed to the female fighter that stood before him.

“Gabriel, Michael” he yelled. “Take Lucian and Joey somewhere safe and lock the doors, Elysium is under attack."

“But Adam,” Michael said. “How can we win?”

“We can’t. We have to hold off as long as we can and hope that Eve will come home in time to end this.”

“I can’t leave her out there.” I said, concerned for Taylor's safety.

“We don’t know where she is, but as soon as she finds her way home, we will collect her and bring her to safety behind the gates of Elysium’s protective barrier.”

“But what about my family?” I asked, and just as I did, the pool swirled showing Lawrence charging into battle, protecting the remaining human population with what little ammunition they had. There was only the Darkwaters and the Arellanos, working side by side. They were over run. They wouldn’t last another ten minutes. “I need to get down there now. Now, Adam, send me back.”

Gabriel joined. “I’ll take him.”

“Damn, send the army down to Earth, save as many mortals as you can!” Adam demanded. “We can’t let Eve’s creations be slaughtered.”

Gabriel picked me up, Michael carried Joey, and down we flew with a massive celestial army behind us. We may not win the war, but we can be damned well sure we would die trying. 
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Chapter 21: Taylor
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Sitting by an old warped tree, I was tired. Mother was out checking all the mirrors, stepping through them and then back again to let me know what she’d found. She advised I stay put, the news had been too much for me to take in, and I’d fallen asleep. I wasn't sure for how long. The days and nights seemed shorter, and the longer we stayed, the closer it began to feel like home. I knew one mirror had to be the right one back to Earth, I just didn’t know which mirror that would be. I think she was happy to be out and about exploring the galaxy. She kept bringing back gifts from each of the planets; strange rocks, plant life. She even said she’d come across new creatures, and friendly ones at that. They didn’t speak our language, though, nor any of the other native languages from Earth. Apparently, the creatures were like humans with two legs, except they had gills and could breathe under water. They sounded quite unique. 

“Come on, Eve,” she said as she pulled me up to standing. “Oh my, look at you! You’re twice the size!” She smiled, placing her hands on my swollen stomach. “No wonder you’re tired, you’ve grown quite a lot in these past few weeks.”

“Weeks?” I asked.

“Yes, you’ve slept through most of it.” She smiled. “How do you feel about stepping onto the planet I found? Meeting the new creatures I told you about? The change of scenery will do you good.”

“I don’t know mother, what about my baby?” I was still worried something would happen to it. The child was my only link to Lucian, it was all I had left of him. Our baby meant the world to me and the last thing I wanted to do was endanger him or her.

“The baby will be fine. You’re with me, remember?” I shrugged, unsure. “Come on,” she said, pulling me forward. 

“Okay, fine. I’ll go, but the first sign of any trouble and we leave, okay?”

“Of course, Evie. Don’t worry, you’re my daughter, I’ll always look after you.” She smiled. I smiled back.

Stepping through the mirror was like a journey back to Neverland. A creeping curiosity crept its way up my spine as I entered the green land my mother had told me about. If I didn’t know any better, I’d have said it was a place on Earth. The lush green trees, bright blue sky, and sun blasted beaches were a trait us Earthlings loved and yearned to go to every holiday season. “It’s beautiful,” I said, taking in the awe of the world around me.

As always, the portal was at the top of a mountain; you could see for miles. The trees below swayed as I tensed up, awaiting the raptor-like creatures to come out and eat me.

“It’s okay, Eve, it’s just the wind.” She said.

I breathed a sigh of relief. Of course it was. Get a grip, Taylor. Holding on to my baby bump, I headed down the mountain, taking each step one at a time and ensuring my footing was stable before I went any further. Mother could have climbed down and back up in the time it took me to get half way down. 

“Come on, Eve!” She shouted from the bottom. “You’ve not got far to go.” Jeez, I know she meant well but did she forget how heavy a baby was to carry? My back was killing me. I wondered how far I was; at least five months. I remembered when my mum back on Earth was pregnant with Caleb. She was always complaining of aches and pains and wow, now I saw why. Even my toes hurt. How was that possible? I also remembered how big she got, much bigger than I was, but that was all in the last couple of months. So I guessed five months gone, give or take a month or so. Hell, I didn't know. I was probably making all those memories up. Did any of that really happen? That was the problem with having so many lifelines in your head. Jeez, the human brain shouldn’t be capable of holding it all. Then again, little did I realise that the unused part of the brain was what catalogued the past lives. I was making that up too, as I didn't know for sure, but it made sense. After all, the mind's library had to be stored somewhere. But that would mean that every mortal had one, and perhaps they did. They only had to learn how to access it, then all the knowledge they’d learnt in past lives would be there at their disposal. It’d be interesting to see how they used it. But knowing humanity, and its lure of the darkness, I’d say they’d either blow up the world or make it better. Depended, of course, on who was in power at the time. And wow, you didn't want to be making any judgements on that. 'They’re all corrupt,' my dad used to say, 'you can’t trust any one of them'. He was probably right, too, after all, where had we got to in our mundane existence? We hadn't even explored the bottom of the ocean, let alone the solar system. Ha, they’d have a field day if they found Enoch. I wondered how many members of the government were actually human? The supernatural were everywhere, after all, keeping the mortals in line. I couldn't wait to get back, set a few things straight. The world needed to change, and soon. It couldn't last under the current, corrupt regime.

Stepping from the mountain on to lush, dewy grass finally brought along a feeling of triumph. I could do this. Why had I been so afraid, so worried for my child’s safety all of this time? It’d be okay. It was always okay, and it’d be even better now that I had my mother by my side and a tiny human to look forward to. We’d get home, eventually, but for the moment, well, I was looking forward to exploring what the planet had to offer.

Out of the trees, a small child with pale green skin ran out giggling. I recognised the sound, it was quite similar to the laughter of our own species back home. The child was followed by another child, but with pale blue skin. Two similar looking creatures, but with subtle differences. They stopped when they saw us and ran off back in to the woods they had come from.

“Eve come on, I’ll take you to their home.” Mother said

I trudged forward, legs aching under the weight of my stomach but smiling with curiosity at what lay within the woods ahead. The two children had certainly sparked enthusiasm in my mind. Heading into the woods, I heard them giggling again. Walking faster, they kept popping out from behind trees, laughing and smiling, running ahead and then stopping and waiting. Curious little children. Then as I kept walking, following in my mother’s footsteps, they disappeared and the woods fell silent. 

“Mother?” I shouted, but no answer. Where was she? I carried on walking, but I couldn’t see much ahead due to the tree canopy above shielding most of the sunlight. The woods echoed the resemblance of those from our home planet, one which I missed dearly.

“Eve. Where are you?” Ah, there she was. I’d somehow managed to quicken my steps and walk in-front of her. “There you are. You certainly sped through these woods.”

“No, not at all, I was following the children,” I said.

“What children?” she asked, looking around.

“They’ve gone now, but there were two earlier.”

“Which two?”

“The blue and green kids. They were playing in-front of the forest.”

“I didn’t see any children, Eve,” she said, looking concerned.

“But you said you would show me where they lived.”

“Yes, I meant the people that swim in the sea.”

“Then who were those children?”

“I honestly have no idea. I really didn’t see them.”

“That’s strange, I swear they were there. I heard them giggling, too. They were leading me this way.”

“Okay, lets follow them, then.”

“But you said you couldn’t see them.”

“Yes, but you can, so let’s follow them.”

The giggling started again. “Can you hear that?” I asked.

“No, nothing, Eve. Do you want to sit down?”

“No, I’m fine. Come on, this way.” I urged, following the sound of laughter as it resonated through the trees.

We came across a clearing in the middle of the woods. The laughter stopped as the two children stepped out from the trees before us.

“Can you see them?” I whispered. She shook her head. I was either losing my mind or there were two adorable children standing there. Okay. I took a deep breath and stepped forward. The little green child stepped forward by one step as well. The blue child stood perfectly still.

“Eve be careful,” mother said. I nodded and kept walking, one step at a time until I was almost stood before the pale green child. I hadn’t noticed it before, but neither of them wore clothing. They certainly looked like children, but from what I could see, the green child had pointed ears and enjoyed playing games, dancing along, and giggling. I watched her as I sat down on the floor to match their height. The green child knelt down; she must have only been seven or eight. She raised out her arm and placed her chunky little hand on my stomach. I was startled at the response, but my baby began to kick inside, responding with its first hello to an alien race. 

Mother came over to join me, sat next to me and smiled. “What are they doing?”

“The little green girl is sat in-front of me, can’t you see her?”

“No.”

Just then the blue child slowly walked over, taking his time to discover what we were before taking the risk of being near us. “It’s okay,” I said to the little boy as he stood beside his friend and in-front of my mother. He smiled as the little girl giggled at my baby kicking around inside my tummy.

Then he held out his hand and looked at my mother. Slowly, he raised his hand and touched my mother on her forehead. She jumped, yelping. “I can see them!” she exclaimed. Smiling, she placed her hand out to the boy in-front of her. The little boy put his hand against hers and smiled. “Friend,” my mother said.

“Friend,” the boy replied. I wasn't sure if he understood, but he appeared to be delighted with our interaction. He ushered us to stand up, waving for us to follow him further into the woods. They had something to show us, so we followed, both happy we had found and made first contact with a new species.
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Chapter 22: Lilith
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As I rounded the corner of York’s central city, the greying clouds took over the sunshine sky. We were nearly there, nearly in Elvington, and ready to destroy everything my sweet little Evie knew and loved, and she wasn’t there to stop any of it. I giggled. Hmm, or to witness it. Oh my, she would have loved to see the bloody battle go ahead. I wondered if Adam would care to show his face. Maybe if she was there he would. He had given up on me centuries ago. I’d destroy everything he knew and loved, and Daddy would delight in the fact. I couldn't wait to see his face when he realised what was about to happen. Did he really think we didn't know how to reach his precious rose? Did he really believe he could protect everything and everyone from me? It was beyond funny; it was hilarious. I dropped to the ground, holding my stomach, wailing the laughter of a thousand banshees as they delighted in the death of their kin. It’d come, brother, don’t you worry, it would come.

A sound unknown to me played its fanciful tune as I spotted a scrumptious truck turning the corner. The truck stopped, threatened to reverse, but turned around. On the back ‘mind that child’ was inscribed. I remembered what it was, Aria had told me of her first memory, the delight as her mother and she ran up to the ice cream truck, hand in hand. 

“Weeeeee! Look, Aria, look!” I said, clapping my hands, face beaming at the sight of the flamboyant pink ice cream truck turning the corner. “It’s Mr. Scream... EJ, stop him, Aria needs ice cream.” Aria smiled, jumping up and down as EJ stood in the middle of the road, roaring at the truck to stop. 

A greying gentleman clambered over to the window, opened it, and spoke with a shaking voice. “What would you like?” he asked, wincing at the sight of the army behind us.

“I say scream, you say scream! ICE SCREAM!”

“ICE SCREAM!” Aria screamed, clapping.

The man turned and pulled out a cornet, turned on the machine, and a twirling swirling of soft Mr. Whippy delighted the cone. He offered it over to Aria. 

“Wait, Aria would like sauce, wouldn’t you, Aria?” She nodded. “EJ, we need the Mr. Whippys sauce.” I demanded, clapping in glee, signalling to the greyed man before me.

EJ stomped over, gripped Mr. Whippys shirt, pulled him out of the window, and began to cut off his hand. Mr. Whippy screamed. 

“I say scream, you say scream! ICE SCREAM!” I shrieked. 

The greyed Mr. Whippy went pale as EJ showed him his separated, bloody hand waving at him. Mr. Whippy vomited. EJ passed the hand over and I delighted in the oozing of fresh, ripe blood cascading over my body. Aria looked up, smiling as she licked the ice cream. “Here, Aria” I said as I dribbled Mr. Whippys blood over the ice cream. “There’s the sauce!” I shrieked, cackling and dancing around with EJ. 

Mr. Whippy lay cold on the floor as blood flowed out of the door at the back of the truck. Oops, must have hit an artery. 

“Onward to Elvington!” I yelled, waving the troops forward with Mr. Whippys hand.
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Chapter 23: Taylor
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Following the children through the forest was a method of madness, but one based on trust, and the trust of a new species in hope that they were all good, after all.

Now that my mother could see them, I was much happier that I wasn’t completely losing it. I wasn’t sure how I’d been able to see them, though, but as soon as the little boy touched my mother and gifted her the sight, she too was taken aback by the loving nature of these two-little people.

The little girl had pale green skin, soft to the touch. Her silky hair was a mixture of shades of brown, blond, and white. It was tied back with vines and gave way to show off her beautiful elf-like ears. 

The little boy had pale blue skin and textured hands, scaly like a fish. Yet, no gills were present. They couldn’t have been the creatures my mother was going to show me.  “Mother are these the people you wanted to show me?”

“No, well, I don’t think so. The humanoids I saw were a dark blue with gills and scaled skin.”

“Hmm, perhaps this little boy will grow into one of them?”

I was right. As we reached a local spring in the middle of the woods, my mother immediately recognised the place. “It’s here, these are the people I saw.” She said, patting the little boys bald head. He smiled and ran ahead, disappearing behind the waterfall and emerging with, what appeared to be, his family in tow.

The older man waved. “I taught them that,” my mother said smiling. He walked over and held out his hand. My mother placed her hand on his and they both said ‘friend’ at the same time. 

“Come on,” Mother urged, pulling me along. We headed over to the spring and my mother dove in, stripping off as she went. The children jumped in and more of the older generations joined. I sat by the side, watching them all splash and play. To be fair, I could do with a bath. I’d not seen enough water to wash in a while and I probably wasn’t all that pleasant to be around.

An older green lady came over and sat beside me. She had stripped off her home-made clothing and recently emerged, soaking wet, from the waterfall. 

“Friend,” she said, holding up her hand. 

“Friend,” I said as I placed my hand on her soft dark green skin. It appeared the older they got, the darker their skin became. 

She pointed at my stomach and I took her hand and gently placed it on top of my bump. “Baby,” I said, as my little human began to kick, wriggle, and squirm inside. 

“Baby,” she repeated, smiling.

She tugged on my top and pointed to the water. I pointed with her and said “Water”. She repeated it. She was a quick learner and clearly wanted me to join her. No-one there seemed to care about human things such as how they looked or what they acted like.  Everyone seemed to enjoy life for what it was, taking each day as it came. It was nice, it felt nice.

I smiled, lifting my top, standing up as she helped steady me, and taking off my clothes. Walking in to the water was nice, it was warm and refreshing. The older lady pointed at herself and said “Rayne”. 

I smiled, pointed at myself and said “Taylor” and smiled, then I pointed again and said “Eve.” Jeez, I was going to confuse the woman. But she seemed fine and repeated both of my names, splashing water at me laughing. 

The little green girl came swimming over and hugged Rayne, presumably her mother. Rayne pointed at her child and said “Sola”. I could easily have called the place home if I didn’t have to get back so quickly. It appeared that while we were in the water, another of the older women had soaked our clothes for us, rinsing out the stains and dirt and grime. They were hanging on the tree branches to dry when we were finished in the water.

My mother wrapped me in a huge green leaf, one that Rayne had passed over to her. It wasn’t any kind of plant life I had seen before, it appeared to absorb water into it and had the cushion softness of a fluffy blanket having been washed in expensive fabric conditioner and tumble dried at forty degrees. The huge leaf was a comfort blanket and towel all in one. 

Wrapped in the local flora, Rayne and Sola showed us the way to their treetop canopy. They had created make shift huts in amongst the tops of the trees, with stairs encircling the thick tree trunks all the way up. Rope bridges led from hut to hut with families of green folk pouring out of their homes to greet us. There wasn’t any sign of the blue people; the little boy was called Knate, apparently, and his mother Ayla and father Tenard. My mother had met his mother and father before. They already knew her as Gaia and they pronounced her name perfectly. Of course, Mother introduced me to everyone as Eve. It felt like I was losing the Taylor side of me already. But then, the body I held was that of a human and a goddess. Mother looked the same as me, well, the same as a human. But apparently with the celestial rose at our disposal, we could shape ourselves to look like whomever we wanted, never growing old, never bored, changing faces every single day. I had to say, I was glad she didn’t, though. Waking up with my mother as one person and then falling sleep with her as another, it would get confusing. I didn't remember her ever looking like anyone else, perhaps she’d grown weary and accepted who and what she was. Perhaps I’d created humanity in our form, after all; shaped like us, looking like us. Besides the power and immortality, they basically were us. It made sense that she would remain the same, and I was thankful that she did. After everything, I wouldn’t begrudge her wanting to change, to start fresh, to be something new. But she said that was the face she was born with, that would be the face she died with. If death was even a thing for immortal gods like us.

The night flowed across the canopy of the sky as Rayne showed me a selection of bizarre looking animal furs, pointing to the floor after she made a bed for me to sleep in. It appeared that they slept together through the night, close to their kin as they soothed the sorrow from their souls. They were part of one of the most peaceful species I had ever met. I was lucky to have gotten to know them a little, and in the morning, I promised to return as soon as I could.

Rayne, Sola, and Knate walked us to the portal, trudging up the mountain with us. We reached the top with Rayne's help, pulling me along. She stopped and held me close, patting my baby bump goodbye. “Light home,” she said and smiled. I didn’t quite understand what she meant but I was sure she meant well. Kissing her cheek and cuddling the children, I felt teary-eyed before I left. I could see this as a home, a safe place for me and my child. It might just be yet, if we didn’t find the correct mirror to find the right path home.

Waving goodbye, my mother and I stepped through the portal, reaching the wood of hanging mirrors again. Hundreds upon hundreds of mirrors lay around us, all leading to somewhere else, somewhere new. Not all of them appeared to be in our own universe, either. From what Adam had showed me, our universe consisted of eight planets plus Elysium, the vortex of Hell, and Enoch hidden somewhere outside of the realm, beyond the reaches of Adam and our father. Remembering the map, there were countless stars outside of our worlds. Perhaps those were what the mirrors also led to. I wondered if any of them led to Elveador, to my mother and father's home planet. It was probably best we didn't find that one, though, considering the serpent of darkness overwhelmed the planet centuries before I was born.

“Where next?” I asked, unsure of which mirrors my mother had tried and which she hadn’t.

“I...I’m not sure,” she said, looking puzzled.

“What’s wrong?” I asked. She didn’t seem her usual positive self.

“They’ve changed.”

“What?”

“The mirrors, they’re out of order.”

“I don’t understand.”

“I numbered them, you see, marked the base of each tree that each mirror sat on, but none of the numbers are here.”

“Are you sure?” I asked, helping her search the trees for clues.

“Yes, they’re all gone. This isn’t the same section of wood, Eve.”

“No...” All that time, all that effort, and we weren’t any closer to finding home. The mirrors had moved, or the trees had. I didn't know, but something had changed. We were back to the start without a clue of where to go next. We couldn’t keep on doing this. I didn’t know how much longer I had left. I was growing bigger by the day and the next planet we arrived on may not be so accommodating.

My mother slumped to her knees. I sat beside her. “I don’t know what to do,” she said, defeated.

“There has to be some way home. You and father created this universe, didn’t you?”

“Yes, but we had the power of the light then.”

“You still have.”

“Yes, but this place, it doesn’t exist in our universe. I don’t know where we are, Eve.” She said, with a solemn expression.

“Come on, there must be something we can do. I have the light, too, remember?”

“True.” We both stood up. “Think, Eve, how can we get home?”

Then I remembered. “Rayne said 'Light Home' to me just before we left. Do you think she meant it in the literal sense? Use our light to get home?”

“I don’t know, but how would she know?”

“I’m not sure. They seemed to know what they were doing.”

“Yes, okay. Well, we can give it a go. Do you remember how to use your light?”

“No.”

“Right, stand up tall.” I did as I was told. “Now, close your eyes and imagine the bright white light as it rushes through your body, direct it where you want it to go, feel it flowing through your veins.” She said. “Your body will warm with its touch; can you feel it?”

I could, my body felt warmer by the second. I felt at ease with the way forward, at peace with myself, and in love with my child. 

“Now, direct it to your hands and I’ll do the same.” My mother stood in-front of me, and as my light blustered and glowed in my hands, her light did the same. Placing our hands together, the brightness shone magnificently. 

“What’s happening?”

“I don’t know,” she said

“Nothing’s changing, we aren’t powerful enough.” I said, my light dimming with my negativity.

“No, we can do this. Believe, Eve, remember your home, remember your love, your friends, your family. We can get there. We can open our own damn portal.”

Taking in a deep breath, I exhaled thinking of my home, my loved ones, my Lucian's screams as he cried taking his final breaths. It hurt to remember him, it hurt like Hell to feel him, but I needed to hurt, I needed to feel, and I had to get home.

The warmth cascaded through me, the light in my hands illuminated the surroundings as we turned night into day with our touch. “Look, Eve!” she exclaimed, smiling from ear to ear. She was staring at my stomach, and when I looked down, I saw two tiny lights illuminating out of it. I was gobsmacked. My tiny human was trying to help us get home. Except there wasn’t just one light, there was two. “You’re having twins, Eve!” she shrieked, and as she did, the light grew brighter. The four of us pushed ourselves to our limits, and whoosh, the wind rippled through the trees, mirrors swung in defence. The ground rumbled, thunder blasted, and lightening claimed the sky. Reality flickered, breaking around us. The floor disintegrated, the sky collapsed, and we were in nothing, nowhere, and with no path in sight. Concentrating on our light, we swirled into the air, spinning and breaking through the barrier of time itself as a portal shimmered around us, swallowing us whole, and transporting us to another world with a thud.

This world, though, this world I knew. Landing with a thud, we rolled into one another, collapsing in a heap on the ground. I laughed, sickness reigned up into my throat as I sat up dazed and vomited beside myself. I laughed again, wiping my mouth, still unsure where I was or what I was doing. My head spun as I pushed myself up to standing position and the merry-go-round reality began to slow and knit back together.

“Eve, down!” my mother yelled. I had no clue why, but there was something in her voice that ushered me to drop to the floor at a moment's notice. I still couldn’t see properly so I obeyed her demands and lowered myself back down, still dazed and confused with what the problem was.

“Get off of her!” I heard her yell. 

Something was there, I couldn’t quite make it out, and my ears were buzzing as a brass band played a triumphant finale in my head. Lying on the floor, I stared up to the sky, my sky. The bright blue sky with rain clouds overhead. I thought I’d never be happy to see British weather again. Droplets fell, sprinkling themselves over my body. I giggled, it felt nice. Coming down from the euphoria of engaging with the light was taking its time, as was the jumping from portal to portal. My body was having none of it and needed to rest, whatever was out there had to wait.

That’s when I heard it, a horrifying gnashing sound right beside my head.

“EVE MOVE!” she yelled. I heard that as clear as day. Sitting up right, I shook my head, my vision was still not completely back, and I felt like I’d been out on the town drinking all day. But did I see that right, was that boy trying to bite me? What was it? I jumped to my feet as it slumped its way over, dragging what was left of its body towards my toes. 

Shrieking, I jumped away, falling back into the arms of another mortifying creature. These things were like the walking dead. What the Hell were they? What happened? Is this Earth? Where did my mother go?

I ran as fast as my aching legs could carry me. I still couldn’t see right, and my white dress was already muddied from the dramatic landing in amidst the rain storm. My feet were bare, and my hair soaked. I looked like a victim fleeing its stalker. But unlike a stalker, the thing was fast. Running on two legs, it acted like a human, looked like a human, except that it shared the same resemblance of one long dead with sharpened teeth, steel hard skin, and an appetite for blood. The thing was that I knew this thing, whatever it was. It was gaining on me, too. A pregnant girl with twins wasn't the best runner. The man was someone I remembered from the sweet shop in town. He didn’t work there, no, he came in from time to time and I’d always see him with his little girl as he took her in for a treat or two. He had always seemed so soft hearted, kind and caring. Now look at him. What had Lilith done since I’d been gone?

It was no use. Running through the field, I knew where I was, but I didn’t think I could make it to the safety of the streets in time before the thing got to me. Screaming, I ran. My heart pounded as I panted faster and faster. Where was my mother? Was she okay? “MOTHER!” I yelled, but then the screams ahead told me there was something kicking off towards me. If there were screams, there had to be someone left alive. Perhaps someone who could help me, save me, protect the babies. It was my only chance, my only way forward.

Reaching the street sign, I crossed the avenue and out the other side. Where had the screams been coming from? That’s when I saw them, a massive army battling ahead. Rowena and her gang had taken over what was left of the burned down town I’d fallen in love with. Shit. I couldn't let her see me, I couldn't take the risk of what she’d make me do. Where was the man, the zombified corpse that had been chasing me? I was all alone, right in the middle of the day, stood in the centre of the road with a bullseye painted on my head.

She’d seen me. It was too late. I turned to run but met a wall of six or seven zombified corpses on one side and Rowena’s army on the other. I was toast, a goner. I looked down, held my twin babies, and whispered that I loved them as I picked up my feet and ran to the side, hoping my tired legs would hold out to reach any kind of salvation. My mother was ahead, running towards me. Rowena’s army was hot on my tail and zombies were coming at me from all sides. But I kept on running, quicker and faster, protecting myself and my babies one step at a time. The problem was, it was one step too little.

Out of the side-lines, the man from the sweet shop pounced on me, landing on top and pushing me down to the ground. His half-eaten face gnashed at my throat as I held him back with all my might. I wasn’t strong enough. The thing wasn’t only human, it was one of Lilith’s experiments. Yet, Rowena didn’t seem to have control over it or over any of the zombified corpses, they appeared to be battling them, too. It didn’t matter what it was, what mattered was that it was on top of me trying to bite my neck open. Looking to the side, holding it off, the blades of grass withheld me from seeing further afield. It was strange, as Mr. Earny had always kept the playing field mowed and in prime condition. But the overgrown mess of vegetation had taken hold. It appeared less vibrant than I remember, blackened at the core, as if it too was dying, passing on into an emotionless death, forever forgotten and never loved. Heck, the whole town was dying, not just the human population, but I hadn’t seen any healthy plant life, no birds in the sky, only ashen remains and a wasteland of corpses from those that hadn't survive. 

Holding off the hot-headed corpse was proving to be difficult. It was getting closer, almost catching my skin with its serrated teeth. That’s when all hope was lost, knowing full well I could barely hold off one of those things, let alone two. A shredded corpse clambered its way over the field towards me. It was the remains of one of the girls from chemistry class, Meghan, I believed. By the looks of it, she hadn’t had a pleasant death. Being eaten alive was no way to pass a soul into the gates of Elysium. Then again, when was any death pleasant? Meghan was crawling closer, her white, barren eyes lacked lustre, representing the death of a soul inside. Her teeth gnashed away as she slid across the ground towards us. This was it, this was my end, the end of everything I knew and everything that could be.

Turning away, I closed my eyes and heard the snap of her jaws by my ear.
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Chapter 24: Taylor
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My body was pushed aside as the clambering corpse that lay on top of me was picked up and thrown into the air by the jaws of a huge lycanthrope, a lycanthrope I thought I’d never see again and one whose presence made me smile from ear to ear. My mother ran in and grabbed the remains of a zombified Meghan and threw her to the side like trash in a rubbish bin. 

Harland morphed back to his naked human self, ran over and squeezed me tight. “Taylor!” he exclaimed, landing on top of me and cuddling me until I couldn’t breathe. “Woah, when did you eat all the pies?” he said, laughing and poking at my huge belly. I laughed. 

I sat up, wobbling from side to side. Mother came rushing over, offering her hand and pulling me up. “Eve!” she exclaimed, hugging me, patting my babies.

“Shit me, Taylor, you’re pregnant!”

“I guessed that,” I said, smiling.

“Lucian's going to be pissed at you.”

“Huh? Where is he, did he survive?” I asked, tears welling in my eyes.

“Crap, no. Eli said he died. Sorry, I meant it’s cos’ it’s not his, you’ve been gone just over a year.”

“I’ve what?”

“TAYLOR!” Elisha yelled, running over. “Is it really you?” 

I smiled as she pulled me in for a close-knit cuddle. Letting go, her eyes were immediately drawn to my ballooning stomach. With wide eyes she said, “and what’s this I see? Are you with child?”

“Yes, and before you ask, they’re Lucian's”

“They?”

“She’s having twins,” Mother said.

Elisha leapt in the air with joy. “Twins!”

“Who is this, Taylor?” Harland asked.

“Oh, sorry, this is my mother.”

“Your mum's dead.” He said.

“No, she’s alive but just a child, remember?” I said, he nodded in realisation. “This is my first mother, Eve’s mum.”

“How the fuck did you get here?” He asked her. “...excuse my language." 

Mother laughed. “Eve actually found me.”

“Lilith threw me in the mirror,” I said, explaining.

“Oh,” realisation crossed Harland’s face. “So how long did you think you’d been gone?”

“Err, I don’t know, about four months?”

“Try thirteen, mate.”

“Crap.”

“Yeah,” Elisha said, nodding. 

“TAYTAY!” a voice yelled. Turning, I saw Nic running full pelt over to me. Grabbing me, he swung me around. “Wow, TayTay, you’ve grown. I smell babies.”

“Pardon?” I said, eyebrows raised.

“You’re pregnant, I can smell them.”

“Err, okay, that’s slightly weird, Nic,” I said, laughing.

“Forgive him,” Jayden said, walking over. “He’s still an animal in a human shell.”

“He is, indeed.”

“Did you meet Jayden?” Nic asked.

“I can’t remember, sorry, I don’t think so,” I said.

“They’re boyfriends,” Harland said, winking.

“Aww, that’s so sweet” I exclaimed, ruffling Nic’s hair. He appeared the same age as me but felt like my younger brother. It was cute that he’d found someone to share eternity with. Then again, Jayden didn’t look like any supernatural I’d met.

Nic’s cheeks turned crimson. “Thanks, TayTay.” He smiled.

“Shit watch out,” Harland said as a hoard of fire demons came running towards us. “Get behind me,” he shouted, pushing me back.

“Nic, transform!” Jayden yelled, standing back and gearing up with a crossbow.

“Eve stand behind me,” Mother ordered. I obeyed. I wasn’t in any fit state to fight. I could barely walk with the weight of the pair jumping up and down in my womb.

Ahead of us, the field closed in. Streetlamps flickered to the right and trees swayed to the left. There wasn’t anywhere to run, not quick enough, not far enough. I’d never be able to keep up, let alone muster the energy to fight those things. It wasn’t just Rowena, though, there was a whole army making its way to us. The fire demons were only the start of it. 

Damn, I couldn't just stand there doing nothing. I had to be able to fight, to help in some way. But what could I do? I needed help, heck, we all did. There was no way we could fight the upcoming army. We wouldn’t last five minutes. We had done it before, made a portal, I mean. If we could just reach out and contact Adam, he could send down the angels to help us. Did he even know we were back? I closed my eyes, breathed in, then out, resting my mind and relaxing my soul. I could do this. I had to. Teeth clenched, fists doubled up, I opened my eyes. “ADAM!” I screamed, shouting out with the echo of my own celestial rage. My voice reverberated through the chill of the wind, bouncing from tree to tree, building to building, until it reached up high and touched the celestial sands of Elysium. It had to have made it there, someone must have heard it.

The army sure did, for they halted position as a familiar voice screamed back at me, “LITTLE EVIE!” Shit. Lilith was there. I looked through the shoulders of my mother and Harland. Was that her? Could that really be her? She was far away but her presence could be felt for miles. She had clearly halted her army, so she could get in first, throw the first punch, so to speak. I wondered what shed think when she saw that Mother was alive and well? Would they recognise each other? Would she know and see the light once again? Was it even possible anymore?

I didn’t think so, not after what she had done to Lucian. My eyes watered as the height of emotion choked in my throat. It’s so hard without you, Lucian, I whispered. Harland heard me. He turned around in amidst the upcoming threat, kissed me on the forehead, and whispered, “You’ve got this, Taylor Lane, keep on fighting.” Pulling back, he smiled and then turned back and engaged with the first of the fire demons as they arrived.

I didn’t know where to look, what to do. Demon after demon came pounding into the circle my friends and family had created. I was in the centre as they tried to break through. I knew though, one swipe and my babies would be dead. I couldn’t risk stepping out and helping them. But there had to be something I could do.

The smoked demons ravaged forward. Some were kept busy with the walking dead, whereas the others were fighting to reach me. I huddled down to the ground and brought my hands in while the feet of my loved ones trampled the area around me. The only thing I could do was survive, and try damned hard, too. But it wouldn’t be long before she reached me, and in the meantime, the wall of demons around us was at least three thick. They appeared to take longer to kill, too, Harland was struggling, even in his Lycan form. Jayden had resorted to using daggers and was quite agile for what appeared to be a human male. Nic was back in lion form, his favourite of all his shifting creatures. And Elisha was somehow getting the demons to fight for her side, waging a war between themselves. It seemed, in this instance, hers was the ultimate power. She could control at least eight of them at one time, by the look of it. My mother, however, was holding a wall of light, pushing the demons back so only the odd one or two broke free at one time. The problem was that she was sweating already, she wouldn’t be able to hold up for much longer. 

Perhaps if I helped, if we joined power like before, then we’d stand a fighting chance, we could keep up the wall together. Palms on the ground, knees bent, I rose, standing tall and reaching out to place my hands on her shoulders. She didn’t look back, she was too busy concentrating on the wall around us, it was the only defence we had. I knew, though, that without help, it’d fall before Adam could even get here, if he had even heard me.

My hands gripped her shoulders. Closing my eyes, I concentrated, brought the light through my body and travelling it down to my hands. It flowed freely into my mother, embellishing her light with my own, empowering the magic before us and strengthening the wall we had created. My mother’s body drooped slightly, as if a large weight had been taken off of her. She turned a bit and thanked me, smiling as she continued to wield the light to strengthen the wall.

Above my head I heard the flap of wings and the warmth of the sun shined through a gap in the clouds. They were here! I could feel them above me. Looking up, it was Gabriel, but who was he holding? Angels dropped from the sky before us, strengthening the wall with their light as Gabriel landed within. Letting go of my mother, I couldn’t believe my eyes. The familiarity of the man he held took my breath away. It couldn’t be, could it?

My body slumped from the weight of the babies. Energy waned as I fell to the floor, nearly fainting at the sight before me. Could it be? Was he really here?

“LUCIAN?” I screamed as I fell to the Earth. 

“Taylor?” I heard, as the wind rushed around me and I landed on the outstretched knee of my beloved.

“Lucian?” I asked, my eyes flickered, dazed by the sun.

“Taylor,” he said, his smoky voice teasing me. My eyes warmed by his adoring smile as he bent down and kissed my lips.

It couldn’t be, it shouldn’t be, but it was. He had survived, somehow my Lucian had survived. My mind was a mess of emotion, hands trembling at the thought of this being a horrible mind trick Lilith was playing. It wasn’t, was it?

“Are you real?” I asked as he stroked my hair.

“Damn, I hope so,” he said, grinning, kissing me again.

Coming up for air, I studied his face, his ocean blue eyes, his soft pale skin, and I smiled. It was him. My dark knight had come to save me. “Thank you for saving me,” I said, smiling.

“Thank you for needing to be saved.” He smiled.

“Oh, I’ll always need to be saved by you,” I said.

He gently sat me down on the ground amidst the chaos around us. “That’s not what I’ve heard,” he grinned, leaning in to hold me tight. “Err, Taylor, what’s that?” he asked, brow creased, looking down at the bump that held our children.

I grinned. “What do you think it is, Lucian?”

“Are we pregnant?” he asked.

“Well, no.” I laughed. “Technically I’m pregnant.”

“We’re having a baby?” he asked.

“Yes, but...”

“WE’RE HAVING A DAMN BABY!”’ Lucian yelled lifting me up, hugging me and then jumping up to punch the air.

Harland turned around, grinned and said, “Make that two, mate.”

“Shit, really?”

I nodded. 

“WE’RE HAVING TWO BABIES!” he yelled, picking me up and hugging me and our babies tight.

“Say hi to daddy,” I said, as the little ones beamed light out of my stomach.

“Aww,” he gushed, bending down to kiss them. “I’m a daddy!”

“THE WALL!” Elisha yelled, half listening to our conversation, half keeping an eye on the battle ahead.

I turned and looked. It was breaking.

“Shit,” Lucian said, he turned to Gabriel. “Get her out of here.” Gabriel nodded.

“No,” I said, I wasn’t leaving them all there to die. Not now, not ever. “Where’s Adam?” I asked.

“He’s coming,” Lucian said. “We wouldn’t wait for the rest of the army, not when Gabriel heard you.”

“We have to go, Eve,” Gabriel said. “Please.”

“I can’t, I’m sorry. We have to wait a few more minutes. Adam will be here.”

My mother turned. “Eve go!” she demanded.

“No, Mother!” I yelled back. 

“Mother?” Lucian and Gabriel said in unison.

She smiled, waved, and held her hands up again to power the wall. 

They looked at me. “Long story,” I said. “Get ready, the wall's breaking.”

Gabriel and Lucian pushed me back. I held up my hands, placed them on my mother and bared down, flowing my light into the defence around us. It helped, a bit. The crack started to heal, but would it hold for long enough?

There weren’t just demons there, there was a whole host of supernatural beings. Some gremlin types were working with Lilith; goblins, Elisha had called them. Alongside, huge snarling beasts reigned in with human mutations riding on top of them. The shadelings had upped and joined her cause, siphoning the life out of the dead or dying. I even recognised a few of Elisha’s fellow Femme Fatales caressing the ranks. We couldn’t let them get too close, otherwise they’d be turning the angels against each other. But what was that next to them? Beside the alluring beauty stood something of equal magnificence, but in a detrimental way. It was the vilest looking creation known to man. The opposite of the Femme Fatale, something different, something new and by the looks of it, it was what Lilith had been trying to create when she messed up and made a whole host of dead zombies trailing the ranks. It wasn’t just any walking dead. The creature was once a human, but one turned inside out. His largest organ, his skin, had been taken off and sewn on backwards, bloody tissue exposed to the elements, pumping blood vessels and arteries pulsating through its warped existence. Those things were deadly, pure death walking in unison with pure beauty, and there was at least fifty of the damn things, from what I could see.

What was its power, though? It appeared weak, devastating and scary looking, but with its arteries on the outside, surely that made it weak? Easy to kill? Perhaps its power didn’t allow you to get close enough to swipe an artery or two, and considering they walked alongside the Femme Fatales, one would presume they had a similar power, a way of manipulating the mind of those around them. If that was the case, if they were anything like the Femme Fatales, or like Rowena, then we wouldn’t stand a chance.

Blustering wind flustered over our heads. The power of an immortal army gave way to the winged creatures above us. Luckily, they were the winged creatures I knew; they were Adam's army, and there he was, flying down, the greatest of them all with Charmeine by his side.

“PULL BACK!” Gabriel yelled to the angels by the wall. Lilith was coming. She was metres away and beside her, riding on the beast she came in on, was a little girl who looked the same age as Eli. Where was Eli? I wondered. Did he survive?

Lucian pushed me to Gabriel, nodded, and Gabriel grabbed me, soaring into the sky. I kicked, screaming to be let go. How dare he? I needed to know they were all going to be okay. 

“Pack it in, Eve. I have to save you.”

“No, you have to save them first,” I yelled. “I order you!”

“Damn you, Eve. I’m not listening to your orders anymore, you have a knack of finding trouble.”

“Please, Gabriel” I pleaded. Gabriel slowed down, flying high above the battle taking place below. The demons had broken through, people were flying everywhere. Adam had landed, and losses were apparent on both sides, but who?

Adam looked up and ordered the angels to rise and pull back, each picking up one of my loved ones on the way. “They’re coming, Eve. Look, we can go.”

“Wait, where’s Eli and Lawrence? Did they survive?”

“I don’t know. I’ll send scouts out to look for them. Don’t worry, they’re both Seers, after all, they should have seen this coming.”

“Not funny, Gabriel, not funny.”
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Chapter 25: Eve 
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The journey upward was a turbulent ride, a panicked streak of light, as Gabriel flapped his mighty wings quickly, bursting through the clouds at a rampant pace. Landing in Elysium was never a pleasurable experience, especially when being carried by your closest friend and thrown forward at such a force your insides threatened to become outsides.

“Careful!” I yelled, bouncing across the crystal floor. Here we were again. The axe lady gave me a nod, smirking as she handed out tickets to the dead and fallen. 

“Really, you tell me to be careful?” Gabriel said, frowning. “You’re the one who ends up fighting for her life every time I see you.”

“Ha ha,” I said, clearly unimpressed. “What’s going on with you, Gabriel? I thought you’d be happy to see me.”

“I was... I am,” he said, lowering his head. “It’s going to take some time, Eve.” He said looking at my stomach.

“You’re not mad, are you?”

“No, why would I be?” he said, frowning. “Why... do you remember?”

I nodded. He smiled and kissed my forehead. “But I’m sorry, Gabriel. I’ve found my happiness... you need to, too.”

His head lowered. “I... but I waited,” he said.

“I know, I’m truly sorry. You’ll always be my best friend,” I said, placing my hand on his shoulder and pulling him in for a hug. “We were always close, Gabriel,” I said, “Always will be. You mean the world to me.”

He smiled, nodding. I hugged him again. “I’ve missed you, I’ve missed us,” he said.

“Me too. My life was only ever simple when I was with you.”

He nodded, pulling me in close to his chest. I breathed in the scent of everything I’d ever dreamed of, ever loved. We were a match, he and I, always had been. We were easy. The problem was, simple wasn’t what I wanted anymore. The life of Taylor Lane had changed me, brought my light into the darkness, and now I encompassed both. I needed both in my life. I had to have both. It was Lucian I loved, desired, and lusted over. He was my darkness and I was his light. Together we could accomplish anything.

Michael bounded out of the doorway next to the ticket booth. The axe lady grinned, waved us through. “Eve!” he screeched. “I thought you were dead. And not dead as in caput and be brought back to the sparkly place, but dead as in sliced open with the immortal blade where the serpent feeds on your soul. That kind of dead.”

“Gee, your full of positivity today, Michael.”

“Always,” he said, grinning. “Come on, Adam's back and they’re waiting.”

“My family? They’re here?”

“Yeah, and a few extras, by the look of it.”

Gabriel and I followed Michael through the door, down the corridor, and into the main atrium where Adam stood tall engaging with his fellow angels to calm the disarray around them.

“They can’t be here,” one female angel yelled.

“They’ll be the death of us all!” a man exclaimed.

“They have no right.”

“What about the rose?”

“Yeah,” a crowd of angels said. “Did you forget the rose, Adam?”

I stood at the back with Gabriel; watching, waiting.

“THAT IS ENOUGH!” he demanded. “You have no right to question my orders. These people are from a number of different races. It is OUR duty to protect them.”

The crowds fell silent. My Darkwater family were sat bloody and battered in the corner of the room, tending to each other’s wounds. Where was Lucian?

Adam shook his head and walked over to them. He appeared to look twice. “MOTHER!” he yelled at the top of his celestial lungs, running over to her like a child in tears. “It can’t be,” he said as he held her head, inspected her, and hugged her tightly. My mother was crying tears of joy as she looked over and gave me the biggest smile. She was home, we all were.

A gallant Irish bloke skipped over to me. “Well, if it ain’t Ol’ Luci’s Mrs. right ere’.” He inspected my stomach. “You’ve got to be shitting me. You’re the size of a baby elephant. What did Lilith do to you?” Joey asked, picking his jaw up from the floor.

“She’s pregnant, you idiot,” Gabriel said.

“With what, a fucking rhino?”

“Two rhinos, actually,” I said, brow raised, smiling.

“Jeez, Ol’ Luci is packing that sperm, right there. They’re mighty babies, them ones.”

“Yeah, you could say that.” I grinned. “Where is Lucian?”

“He went over there.” He said pointing over to a crowd of celestial people.

“What’s happening?” I asked, walking over with Joey.

“I dunno, but I can hear someone crying.”

“What? Why?”

“How am I supposed to know?” he asked as we picked up speed and ran as quickly as I could. Shit. Who got hurt? Nic? Harland? Elisha wouldn’t have let anyone near her, not with her power. Then who?

Running into the crowd, I toppled forward, landing beside Lucian and face to face with the pale body of a loved one. 

The body of little Eli lay before us, his wispy brown hair coated with the blood of the fallen. His mouth was wide open in the scream of the innocent. It couldn’t be. Not him. He was barely a child, only seven years old, had never seen an ounce of life past his own. He’d already lost too much, too young. Why him? Why did they have to kill him?

Joey fell to the ground beside us. “Eli! Mate wake up!” he yelled. His pale face corrupt with grief.

Lucian was sat silent, mouth wide open, shocked to the core. His distraught body shook as he wept sullen tears, turning to look up at me. I flung my arms around him, gripped him tight, held him as he cried. Why did this happen? Why is it always the sweet, young, and innocent that perished in such a horrific way? What hope did my children have in a world like that? Eli’s face haunted me as I closed my eyes. A single tear whispered down my face, landing on Lucian's shoulder as we held one another.

Elisha ran over, unbeknownst of the fate that had fallen her little comrade. “Noooooo!” she screamed, falling down beside his body, picking him up, and cradling him in her arms. It was the scene of a child dead in the arms of his beloved mother figure. He had looked up to her, loved her, and she him. The angst driven pain that hollered from her soul broke the hearts of every being there that day. 

Mine was already ripped open, seeing my beloved succumb to the agony of losing his little friend was treacherous enough. But to lose someone so small? My motherly emotions panicked at the thought of losing my own children one day, just like I’d lost Caleb to the Beast all that time ago. My two unborn babies kicked vigorously inside, attacking the pain that drove throughout my system. Their lights continued to beam through me as they tried to calm their mother and heal her pain. But no matter how hard my babies tried, they could not help heal me in that moment, nor could they piece back together the million pieces their daddy’s heart was broken into. He was grieving the loss of a child he’d vowed to protect. The kid had died on his watch. He would take the blame for his death and may never mend from that moment in time.

Gabriel had gone to fetch Adam. They walked over. “Where is his soul, Adam?”

Adam knelt beside me, placing his arm around my shoulders. “His body is too far gone, Eve. Even if we knew where he was, it’s too late to bring him back.” He said, “I’m very sorry.”

“Where is he? Which room is he in?”

“I don’t know. The gates...” He paused. “They were closed when we heard of Lilith’s arrival.”

“So, where is he?”

“I’m sorry, but I have no idea.”

“What!” I said. 

Lucian turned with anger in his eyes. “What, you’ve lost him?”

“No,” Adam said, “we never had him to lose, he never made it here.”

“Then where the fuck is he?” Lucian said, eyes like daggers. 

Gabriel walked over and placed his hand on Lucian's shoulder. “Calm down, mate. We’ll find him.”

“How? The kid had a shitty life and now you’re telling me he doesn’t even get a break in death?”

Adam lowered his head. “I’m sorry, Lucian. I had to protect Elysium, I didn’t know.”

Lucian scowled, pushed Gabriel away, and walked off.

I sat silent, wiping my cheeks and watching Elisha hum a tune to the child she cradled.

Gabriel sat down beside me, giving me a handkerchief. Adam walked away. “Come on, Eve, we’ll find him.” He said. “It’s not Adam's fault.”

“I know,” I said. “I’m just a mess of emotions right now.” He stood up, offering his hand. I took it. I couldn’t stay there; seeing him like that was too much. 

As we walked away, Nic came over. “Come on, TayTay,” Nic said. “We need to bury him.”

“Where? How?” I asked.

“We’ll go back to Earth and bury his body there.”

“You can’t,” Gabriel said. “It isn’t safe.”

“You’re right.” I said. “We need to bury him.”

Gabriel frowned. “You’re right, too,” I said to Gabriel. “It isn’t safe yet, but we will bury him.” I assured. “Gabriel, can you take care of his body, keep him safe until we can head down to Earth again?”

“Of course,” he said, kissing my cheek and walking off towards Elisha. The cries of Elisha grew louder as Gabriel gently removed Eli from her arms. Harland went and sat beside her, holding her while she wept.

“I need to find Lucian,” I said, drying my eyes.

“He’s over there, looking over the balcony.” He pointed.

“Thank you,” I said and headed over to where Lucian was. The balcony overlooked the clouds of Earth below. This place was within the world, but not at the same time. If you studied the maps, you’d find that Elysium was a planet all of its own, accessed by portals throughout the clouds, and portals that only souls could travel through, or those that wielded the light.

Lucian stood sniffling, wiping his tears on his sleeve. “Here,” I said, giving him the handkerchief Gabriel had given me.

“Thank you,” he said, smiling faintly.

I placed my arms around his waist and turned him towards me. “I’m truly sorry, Lucian. You loved the little guy, we all did. We’ll find his soul... if anyone can, we can.”

“I know.” A few more tears fell from his watery eyes. “I’m just worried he’s afraid, that he’s all alone.”

“Me too.” I said. “But this is Eli, we’re talking about. If anyone can get through purgatory alone, he can. The kid had a knack of laughing in the face of danger.”

“Yeah and look where that got him.” Lucian said. “Damn, I’m so sorry Taylor. I’m over the moon to finally be with you again. I love you so damn much it hurts. But to lose him too, it’s just too much.”

“It is.” I soothed. “Come on, let’s go for a walk.” I said.

He nodded.

Walking through the crystal fields was a journey upon itself. The purification the shredded blessings gave was wondrous and godlike. It was a place of beauty, a passage through a lifetime of splendour. It really was the eternal resting place, a unique abyss of creativity and imagination all rolled into one. I remembered a lot of its creation, just not quite all. Some memories were still amiss and hard to reach. At least now I remembered my mother, my father, in his grand Almighty state, and the injustice as he turned to the serpent and fell in line under its reign. There was once hope with him, just like there was with Lilith, but now, now I wasn't so sure.

“How did he not know?” Lucian asked, interlocking his hand with mine as we walked.

“I don’t know, perhaps he did.” 

“Then why didn’t he stop it, change his fate?”

“I can only believe that he thought this was the best option, the best chance for all of our survival.”

“But what about Lawrence? Why didn’t he stop it?”

“I’m sorry, Lucian, I really wish I knew,” I said, turning to face him, placing my arms around his chest, bringing him closer.

“I love you, Taylor Lane,” he said as he looked at me with watery eyes.

“I love you too, Lucian Darkwater,” I said, kissing him gently.

Holding each other for a moment, we stood in silence. Two sides of the same coin matched together for an eternity. It was in moments like that where I truly realised how lucky I really was. “We have to hope, Lucian,” I said. “We have to keep going.”

“I know.” He smiled. He lifted my left hand in his and looked at my fingers, all four of them and one thumb. “How?” he asked.

“Mother,” I said smiling. 

“Well, it’s only right that such a beautiful finger should have a beautiful ring on it.” He said, placing my engagement ring back on my mended finger. I grinned, kissing him. Was it possible to ever love him more than I did in that precise moment? 

Walking towards the woodlands my brother had ran me through all those years ago, I smiled. If only I knew where I would be back then. If only I had realised what fate had in store for me. Would I smile, laugh, or cry? A little of each, I believed. It hadn’t been an easy journey, but it’d been one worth taking. It’d been a lifeline of tragic mistakes, misery, and regret. But it had also been one of love, triumph, and joy. Every life was worth living, no matter how hard it got sometimes. In that moment when I looked into his eyes, when my babies kicked and wriggled, I realised mine was worth living too.

As we entered the woods, a slight, teeny fairy whizzed past. They were so small. It was easy to miss them, to forget they existed. I’d always seen the unbelievable as coincidence or magic, but magic wasn't real. It was simply science we didn't understand yet. Take my light, for example, it was gifted to us from a far superior race, one that was advanced in the realms of science and intellect. My father brought it with him, he knew. It was just that my upbringing, Taylor's upbringing as a mortal human, was in a society where those things weren’t real, they didn’t exist. Not because they didn't actually exist, but because they hadn’t yet been discovered, quantified, and proven. Only then was it science, not magic. Then it was believable.

“Taylor, can we sit for a moment?”

“Of course.” I headed over to sit beside an old tree. They weren’t just any trees, they were trees that gave fruit to crystals and creations. That world wasn’t just any world, it was what our Earth was based on. Except Earth hadn’t quite reached the wonder of Elysium, Earth had taken on its own path through technological advances.

Sitting together felt nice. It was quiet there, time for just the two of us to talk. As I sat, I laid back onto Lucian's chest, his legs on either side of me and arms wrapped around, caressing my stomach. “Are they really ours?”

“Yes, they really are.”

“I thought miracles didn’t happen, Taylor? Not to me, anyway.”

“Or to me. The fact that you’re alive, that you survived; that is a mighty miracle in itself.”

He nodded and smiled, “Joey saved me.”

“Really, Joey?”

“Yeah, he was pissed at having to dig me out of acid, though,” he smiled. “His arm was all mangled. He’ll never stop complaining about that one.” He said chuckling. I laughed, it was good to see those tears blow away, replaced with the amusement of my loved one. “And...” he said, “Gabriel put him up to it.”

I snickered. “Really?”

“Yeah, that’s the expression I would have had if I’d have had a face at the time.”

I couldn’t help it, shrill laughter echoed out of me. My stomach jiggled as our babies danced about, resonating in their mother’s hilarity. Lucian laughed too. I turned around, wiped the hair from his eyes, and kissed him. I kissed him hard and fast; vigorously. I’d missed him so much. I’d missed everything about him.

“Are you sure?” Lucian asked as I pulled off his top.

“I’m sure,” I said between heated breaths. His pale, muscular body could curl the toes of any woman. Just to look at him was making me hungry. Turning around, I climbed on top, pulled up my muddied white gown, and kissed him. Together we grinded, rampantly fondling each other’s body. He was discovering my new curves, my ample breasts, swollen stomach, and motherly frame and I admired his strong masculinity, his cold, bloodied body, and his sharp, spine-tingling fangs. Taking our time, we rhythmically danced all the way to the freeing sensation of orgasmic pleasure, kissing and holding each other as we came. One by one the orgasms reached their finale in a strengthening screech of fiery delight and celestial power. 

“Shit. The trees on fire.” Lucian yelped, lifting me off him and jumping up to flap the flames with his trench coat. I laughed; a naked Lucian flapping flames was quite the sight. “What?” he asked as he brushed his coat off, admiring his handy work.

“Nothing.” I smirked, grabbing his hand and pulling him down next to me. One long kiss later and we were ready to dive in to play again. 

“Mmm,” he said, “you’re too tempting.” He laid me down and climbed on top of me.

Joey came speeding over to us. “Woah, mate, that’s dangerous, that!”

“Shit, Joey!” I yelped, grabbing my dress to cover me over.

“Damn, Joey, really?” Lucian asked, raising his eyebrows.

“Yeah, oh like, erm...”

“Joey, what do you want?” I asked, flustered.

“Your old man wants you.”

“My what?”

“Adam, the big guy.”

“Oh, why?”

“I don’t know, mate, somethin’ about another dead vampire.”

“Pardon?” I asked, eyes wide.

“Yeah, them dead folk are really stacking up.”

Lucian grabbed me, threw my dress over my head, and sped us back to the atrium. As we arrived, my dress was on backwards and I stood picking leaves out of my hair.

Harland joined us. “Seriously, you’d think you’d mated enough by now.” He said, looking down at my bump.

Brows raised, I asked, “what’s going on, Harland?”

“They found Lawrence.”

“Is he alright?”

“Yeah, he’s full of beans, it's Pearce and Jessie that’s the problem.”

“Jessie survived?”

“Err, yeah, where you been?” He asked and then realised. “Oh yeah... by the way, Jessie survived.”

“Okay, so what’s happened then?”

“It's Pearce.”

“Where is he?” Lucian asked, charging through the crowd in search of him.

Running after him, parting my way through the crowds, I found Lucian stood over the cold, dead corpse of Pearce. His head had been smashed in, brain crushed, and one arm missing. Jessie was lying beside him, on the other side, sobbing.

“What happened?” I asked.

Jessie looked at me, fright entered her immortal eyes as she backed off away from me.

“It’s okay, Jessie, it’s me, Taylor. I won’t hurt you.” She remained silent. “You know that wasn’t me, don’t you?”

She nodded, a faint smile crept over her face. Lucian turned around, face paler than usual. “The last time she saw you was when Rowena commanded you to... you know what.”

“I know,” I said. I sat on the floor beside Pearce, opposite Jessie. Lucian watched. “I’m here for you, Jessie,” I said.

Jessie jumped up and sped around Pearce’s body. Lucian growled, ready to pounce. Did he think she was a danger to me? Jessie saw and knelt beside me, flinging her arms around me. I held her tight as she sobbed. Her body shook as deafening roars left her system. She was heartbroken. Was this really the end of her love story? After everything the two of them went through, this couldn’t be all it amounted to, could it? 

Letting her go, I sat upright. Maybe I couldn’t heal a human and bring him back from death, but what about an immortal? Where was his soul? If he was like Eli, he’d be wandering the Earth. But then Eli was a mortal, human child. Pearce wasn’t. Pearce was a Dark One, turned and changed by Lucian. That meant he had to have a fighting chance. After all, Lucian was back from an acidic end, couldn't Pearce overcome a crushed brain injury and a missing limb?

Could Elisha give him life? She could take it, but could she give it? “Elisha, can you force life into him?” I asked as Elisha walked over to us.

“No,” she said. “It doesn’t work on the dead.”

“Okay, what about you, Lucian? You came back from a terminal ending.”

“Yes, but I’m the original, Taylor. He doesn’t have the power needed to repair this.” He said, pointing to Pearce’s smashed up brain.

“So, it’s power he needs?” I asked.

He nodded.

My mother stepped up, placed her hand on my shoulder, and nodded at me. I smiled. She knew, just as I did. Between us, we could boost his abilities, giving his cold dead body the energy it needed to start its own healing process. Well, I hoped that was the case.

I looked at Jessie. “Can we try something?” I asked.

Wiping her soulless eyes she said, “Yes, please, anything.”

Edging myself closer to Pearce, I placed my hands-on top of his chest, closed my eyes, and felt the surge of energy rush through me. My mother's light was immense, that alone radiated through me like when the sun shined through a magnifying glass.

Deep breath in, concentrate, then out and repeat. It didn’t take long until my body was at ease, relaxed and providing the vessel for our power to flow through me and into Pearce. I could feel my friend's pain as he laid in the palm of my hands. His body began to shake, tremble, and vibrate beneath me. Opening my eyes, I could see the light streaming out from his pores. My body waned, my mother's hand quivered; she, too, was succumbing to the draining nature of using our light in that way.

“THAT’S ENOUGH” my brother flew in and yelled. “You cannot continue to give him all of your energy. You’re pregnant, Taylor, and share the host of a human’s body. It will not withstand the abilities you are forcing it to do. Do you want your heart to give out?”

“No, I...”

“Adam,” Mother said, appearing a little wobbly. 

“Mother, we have only just got you back. Please try and stay alive longer than one day for me.” He said, smiling.

She smiled back. “Of course. Adam's right, Eve, that’s all we can give him right now. Let’s hope it made a difference.” She said as Adam supported her and helped her walk away to rest.

Lucian lifted me up. “Thank you for trying.” He said.

“I just hope it helps him.”

“Me too.” 

Jessie stood up. “Thank you, Taylor,” she said, smiling and pulling me in to hold me tightly. I nodded. “I’ll stay with him and wait for him to wake up.”

“I hope he does, Jessie, but he may not,” Lucian said.

“We have to have hope.” I said before giving her a smile and walking away.

Heading over to find my mother was the easy part; she was by Adam's side. The two were talking, laughing, and joking; full of the joy of finding one another again. It had been too long, too many stolen years taken away from us. But even with her not being there for centuries, they appeared as though she had never left.

“Eve!” she shouted, waving us over. Lucian and I walked over, one hand in his and the other on my stomach.

“Mother,” I said and smiled. “I’d like you to properly meet Lucian.”

“He lives!” she exclaimed, smiling.

“He does.” My grin stretched from ear to ear. “Life is full of miracles.”

“It certainly seems to be.” Adam said, looking over at my huge stomach and winking.

I laughed and nodded. 

“I think a celebration is in order.” He stated, standing up and kissing my forehead. “We have so much good to share. With Mother and Eve back, and children on the way, this is the time to rejoice and come together as one big family.”

“I couldn’t agree more.” Lucian said, shaking Adam's hand. 

“You forgot one thing, Adam,” I said, wriggling the fingers on my left hand; my ring sparkled in the light.

Lucian grinned. Adam smiled and kissed my head again. He grabbed Lucian and monkey scrubbed his hair. “Welcome to the family!” he said. Lucian laughed. “Now we need a huge celebration!” He yelled. “Michael, Gabriel, Charmeine; plan a celestial celebration for tomorrow... we have a wedding to plan!”

I laughed at my brother’s enthusiasm. My mother stood up and hugged me, then Lucian, as we all laughed at Adam ordering the angels around to prepare for tomorrow's 'event of the century'.
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Chapter 26: Taylor
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That evening, we sat under the starlight on the edge of the plateau that hovered above the garden of Eden. Dangling our legs over the edge, we sat hand in hand, watching the planned festivities below. Elves were running amuck, dangling bunting over the trees that surrounded the large clearing. Fairies flew, sprinkling glittering dust over the plant life, enabling them to grow and flourish all around the area. Centaurs were doing the heavy lifting, alongside the ogres who were mounting flagpoles and raising a huge marquee that was being sewn as we watched. Large silkworms were caressing the silken thread that flourished from their magical bodies and entwined with the light magic of the Ladies of Light, an order created on Earth by a coven of witches to protect the light adorned race from the darkness of the serpent.

“It’s magical,” I announced to Lucian as we sat in awe. “All this, for us.”

“I’m so lucky to have you, Taylor.”

“I’m lucky to have you, too.”

“No, I mean, you’ve all welcomed me with open arms here, accepted me as part of your family.” Tears formed in his eyes. “I’ve not had that in such a long time.”

“Had what?” I asked, soothing his tears with my delicate hand.

“Love. Your family is willing to show me their love even though I hold the darkness within me.”

“They accept you for who you are, Lucian, not for what Lilith did to you.” 

He smiled, moved over, and kissed me. A soft, delicate kiss where are lips touched, igniting fire within our souls. 

“Oi oi, mate, that’s enough of that.”

“Hi Joey,” I said. Lucian nodded to him.

“These angels fink’ I’m their goddamn errand boy. They asked me to give you another message.”

I laughed.

“Why’s she laughing?” he asked Lucian.

“No reason,” Lucian said, smiling. “So what did they send you here to say?”

“I don’t know, wasn’t listening much. Something about God being back.”

“What?” I exclaimed. “Did they really say he was back?”

“Yeah, your ol’ mum is pissed.”

“I bet.” I said. Jeez what did I do? I couldn't run and hide again. Think, Taylor, there has to be a way out of this.

“What does this mean?” Lucian asked me.

I shrugged. “I’m not sure. I don’t know what to do.” I paused “Joey, what did Adam say?”

“He dint, he kept his gob shut.”

“Okay, that’s not a good sign.”

“Shit.” Lucian said.

“Shit indeed,” I said.

“You coming then?” Joey asked impatiently. We nodded, standing up and heading back over the bridge to the atrium.

Hands interlocked, we arrived. The atrium was abuzz of angels battling with their voices to be heard. Mother was stood, talking to my dad; not the godly one, the actual, human version. Caleb was stood beside a little girl of about the same age, hand in hand, they were smiling. I gushed. He’s found himself a girlfriend. This place must really be Heaven, I smiled.

Mother waved us over. Dad turned and ran to greet me, slowing down to see the huge waistline I’d grown. “Taylor! I’ve missed you,” he exclaimed as he ran over and placed his arms around me, pulling me in close for a big old bear hug. Those were the best cuddles, I remembered them so fondly. 

“I’ve missed you, too, Dad.” I said, teary-eyed.

Caleb and his partner walked over. “Hey sis,” he said. I pulled him to my chest, squeezed him tight, then stepped back and ruffled his hair. “This is Jennie,” he said. “Jennie was alone here, so Dad said she could stay with us.”

“Good plan, Dad,” I smirked. “Nice to meet you, Jennie.”

She curtseyed. I frowned, why was she curtseying? “It’s good to meet you, ma'am.”

“Err, thanks.” I said, frowning at Dad. What year was she from?

“Jennie here was the child of the Ripper family in the late 1800’s.”

“What, like Jack the Ripper?” I asked. He nodded. My jaw dropped, noticeably it seemed, as Jennie gulped. 

“But wasn’t Jack a lone wolf? He didn’t have a family?”

Lucian laughed. “Taylor, I forget you don’t know the real history of our land. Jack was indeed a lone wolf. He was a Lycan that left his pack and rampaged the women of London’s streets.”

“He was?” I asked. 

Lucian nodded. “So who was Jennie's mother?”

“Elizabeth, the last of his victims, bore his child. She was the only one that survived the change.”

“So how did you end up here, Jennie?” I asked.

“I perished from tuberculosis, ma'am.”

“Oh, I’m sorry to hear. Were your wolf genes not able to fight the infection?”

“I was never a wolf, ma'am.”

“How?” I asked, turning to Lucian.

Lucian answered. “Not every child born from a Lycan family will be a true Lycan themselves, they may just be a carrier of the gene.” I nodded.

“Thank you for clarifying.” I smiled and turned to Jennie. 

“That’s okay, ma'am, I would never hurt Caleb.”

“I know.” I said. “Otherwise you wouldn’t have made it to Elysium.” I smiled. 

“Yes, ma'am.” She said.

“Please, you really don't need to call me ma'am or curtsey.” I said.

“But you’re Eve, ma'am. Caleb told me.”

“Yes, but that doesn’t mean I am any more important than any of you.” I smiled.

“Okay ma...” she smiled.

I grinned. She’d get there. “Dad, I’ve heard God’s back? Do you know anything?”

He shook his head. “Only what the rumour mills have been saying.”

“Which is what?”

“That he never left.”

“Huh? How can that be?”

“I don’t know, Taylor, you’ll have to speak to Adam.”

“Mother, do you know what Adam’s talking about?”

“Not completely, but Adam said he believes he’s been governing Hell all this time.”

“What, after he killed Lucifer?”

“No. Adam thinks Lucifer is alive and working alongside his grandfather to govern Hell.”

“Then why is Lilith trying to take down the celestial rose? I thought it was to bring her son back?”

“I don’t know, Eve, there appears to a large chunk of information we’re all missing.”

Lucian nodded. “If God's in Hell, then he controls the humans after death. He could wage his own war on Elysium with the skeletal remains of humanity.”

“What? So we have the possibility of not just Lilith’s army, but God’s, too?”

He nodded. “Jeez, we are screwed.” I said. 

Joey laughed. “Mate, I like this one.”

Lucian nodded, smiling but with the sad realisation of the inevitable end looming in his eyes.

“What about my friends?” Caleb asked. “They aren’t here, are they still alive?”

“I don’t know, kid,” I said. “But you’re right, we need to save as many humans as we can. We can’t let Lilith destroy everything we’ve built and become.”

Adam walked over, listening in. “Yes, we need to save your humans, Eve. But we cannot keep them all here. This place is for the dead, not the living.”

“Where, then?”

“Earth is a shit ’ol now, can’t be keeping them there.” Joey said, “Those demons will be ‘avin them for breakfast.”

I shuddered. That was no way for any person to live, or to die.

“What has she taken out so far? Is it just England that she’s been fighting in?”

Joey laughed. “No, shit me, you didn’t know? Your ol’ mate, Rowena, has been commanding each country to target itself. It’s like a nuclear firework party out there.”

My jaw dropped, hands clammy. Had my big sister really caused the end of the world? “I don’t believe it, it can’t be.”

“It is,” Adam said. “Look for yourself.” He motioned over to the pool of tears. As I reached it, I thought of each country one by one. Every battle, every fight, was bloody and cold. Ash clouds burst into the sky, rain dropped serrating the flesh from the skin of the living. Was there anywhere safe? Westminster had been hit; the blast circumference had taken out all of London and surrounding areas. The prime minister was down and four of our nuclear submarines had opened the letter of last resort and targeted the middle east, destroying Pyongyang and beginning the nuclear world war three.

It looked like Scotland was safe from the nuclear aftermath, as well as the top end of England, but they weren’t safe from Lilith’s armies, which had already taken down Elvington, my home town, and were now heading over to decimate any surviving villages.

As for the rest of the world, it was pretty much the same; nuclear explosions at their capitals, demonic gunfire throughout the surrounding towns, and whole countries taken down as causalities of war. I couldn’t even see Bolivia anymore, the whole area had been destroyed, there was no longer anyway back to Enoch... not that I’d want to go there anytime soon. The rest of America was in ruins. It looked as though some states had made it, fought off the demonic beings and barricaded themselves in, but for how long? How could they last with the amount of bloodshed her demons bought with them? The surviving population was minimal, but at least part of humanity had survived.

“We can’t let them all die.” I cried as I turned away from the pool, shedding tears at Adam. “There has to be something we can do, anything.” I paused as my heart broke for all of humanity. “Please, Adam.” I begged. 

Lucian placed his arms around me, holding me steady as I shook. “It’ll be okay, Taylor,” he said. “We’ll figure out a way.”

“But they’ll all die; the whole human race will be wiped out.”

Adam stood silent.

“What about the rose?” Mother said, “The power contained within it created humanity, can it not do as we wish and transfer the survivors somewhere else?”

“Yes,” I said, wiping my tears. “It could. We could transfer the humans to another planet.”

“What about the one we just came from?” Mother asked. I must have looked puzzled. “The one with the blue and green people.”

“Oh!... Perfect, it’s just like Earth. They can start again there, make a new home, a new place to live.”

“No.” Adam said.

“What?” I asked. 

“We can’t, Eve.” He asserted.

“Of course we can, Adam!”

“No, Eve, it’ll use up too much of the power.”

“We have to, Adam. They’ll die.”

“I know.” He said “I’m sorry, but the answer's no. We can’t save them.”

“Shit. That’s harsh, man.” Joey said. Adam glared at him.

“But Adam!” 

“I have to protect you, Eve, and your babies. I have to keep every person in Elysium safe. I can’t do that if I use all the power to transfer the humans to another planet. They’re wouldn’t be enough left to keep the shields up or fight back against Lilith and God when they get here.”

My mind cleared. Realisation hit. He was right. Without the celestial rose, Elysium would be defenceless. What did I do? What could I do? Lucian had remained quiet the whole time. Why? “Lucian what are you thinking?” I asked.

“The important thing is that we prevent the human race from extinction.”

“Yes, but without the rose, I can’t see how we can.”

Lucian addressed Adam, who remained silent and tense. “Adam, how many people could we move so that we have enough power left within the rose to keep Elysium safe.”

Adam raised his head, frowned then raised his brows. “What a perfect idea!” he exclaimed. Lucian smiled.

“What?” I asked, looking up at Adam. 

“Mother, what was that planet called that you said you and Eve survived on?”

“I don’t know but I could describe it to you.”

“Yes, we need to find it in the pool, then we will know where it is.”

“Okay.” She said.

“But what about the people?” I asked.

“We can’t save them all, Eve, but we can save some of them. Hopefully with enough humans they will flourish and begin again.”

“How many, though?”

“The same amount as you began with when you created them for Lilith.”

“A thousand?”

“Yes.” He said, smiling.

“What about everyone else?” I asked.

Lucian turned to face me. “Humanity will find a way here, Taylor. You have to have hope.”

I nodded. 

“How do we choose, though?”

“We don’t.” Adam said. “We let the light choose for us.”

“Okay,” I smiled. At least humans could start afresh on a new planet. “Perhaps if we survive this war, afterwards we could start the repairs on Earth and make it habitable for humans again.”

“Yes,” Adam said. 

“Hopefully some will survive the apocalypse and be there to help with the rebuild.” Lucian said.

“Okay,” mother said, “Let’s find this planet, Eve.” She took my hand and pulled me over to the pool as we searched and searched through the universe to locate the one true civilisation that lived on an Earth-like world that would be perfect for our human population to live on.

Before our eyes, Sola, the little green child smiled. A giggle and laughter creased her open lips as she ran through the forest of wonder, ready to greet her family. “It’s here!” I yelled over to Adam. Adam walked over and gazed at the moving image before us.

“Ah, that’s Aesteriah. Father modelled it on his home world.” He said.

“Yes, I can see the resemblance.” Mother said.

“When can we move them?” I asked.

“First, you need to sleep, shower, change, and prepare to enjoy your celebration tomorrow. Then tomorrow, when the sun dips and day turns to night, we shall move the humans as they sleep.”

I smiled, agreed, and walked away with Lucian to change, sleep, shower, and survive another day.
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Chapter 27: Taylor
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The day of our celestial celebration started with the sun beaming through the lilac clouds as the crystallised amazonite trees glistened with the rays of life above us. It was a remarkable design, a colourful creation of love, hope, and dreams. The swishing of the summer sun blended from one colour to another, burnt umber to hansa yellow with splashes of quin magenta, blessing the outer layer of the pigment wheel above me. The entire place was a glorious tranquillity, the marine sky beckoned the dawn of a new day, a beginning of sorts, and a beautiful chance to better the destiny before us.

Awaking next to Lucian was bliss. He didn’t need the sleep, but jeez, he looked hot as he breathed heavily, eyes flickering under his eyelids, dreaming of time past. His evocative, naked body lay wrapped in white, silk sheets. The bed called to be christened, but we’d both collapsed from exhaustion the night before. The day's events had taken their toll, pushing us both into a delicate slumber. But when I awoke and saw the magnitude of the events before me, felt the movement of my two children wriggling about in my womb, I knew, I knew it would be magnificent day. And what better way to start than to hitch a ride on top of Lucian's muscular body? As I wrapped my body over his, his eyes fluttered open, writhing in the pleasure of being awoken to his bride-to-be grinding herself on him. Rampant, he pulled me into position, penetrated and drove harder and faster until the explosion of our love ignited the room around us. My fiery finish was one he was used to by then, jumping up, speeding around and flapping out the flames. Heaven didn’t exactly have fire alarms. Luckily, really, else the whole damn guard would be in here to see my naked ass.

“Now that’s a wake-up call.” Lucian exclaimed.

“Care to go again?”

“Seriously?” 

“Oh honey, I’m always serious for you,” I said, laughing and lying down beside him.

“But what about the babies?” he asked, observing the chaotic nature my stomach portrayed.

“They’re absolutely fine in there. I’m over six months now. Apparently, I’m in my final trimester.”

“Final? I don’t like the sounds of that. They’re not coming yet, are they?”

I laughed. “No, are you scared Lucian?” I asked, poking him in the ribs.

His head lowered. “Err, no, I’m just... well, I don’t know how to be a father, do I?”

I laughed harder “Aww, you’ll be a fantastic father, you know that. All they need is love.” I said, smiling.

“That’s good, I can do that.” He smiled.

“And milk, nappies, sleep, and lots of cuddles.”

He grimaced. 

“It’ll be fine.” I said, grinning.

“Well, I’ll take your word for that!” he said, gulping.

“Now, are you ready to play again or what?” I asked, impatient.

“Oh, I’m always ready to play with you.” He grinned, pouncing on top of me.

“Don’t squash the babies.” I laughed, and he jumped straight back off of me.

I howled with laughter; he was so easy to wind up. It was cute to see him all tense with concern.

“Right,” he said, clambering back on the bed. “Get your ass over here.” He pulled me down the bed by my legs, flipped me over to all fours, and grabbed my hair from behind. “This’ll teach you.”

Penetration was imminent; the force of his thrusting jolted my body. I exhaled quickly, wanting more. My body throbbed for him as he gripped my hips tighter, pushing himself in deeper, harder. Pulling my hair, he playfully growled, “Is this what you wanted?” Fulfilling my every desire, he thrust deeper. My body shook, warmth radiated throughout, I was ready. The heat was rising, and with one more push I was his. Screaming out in delight, the sweat cooled my body, vibrations flowed through me as I screamed out once again. He wasn’t finished, wasn’t done with me yet, and with every thrust, my body spasmed with the delicious hot, sweaty rampant sex we were both entwined in. 

Releasing himself, he turned me over. “I’m not finished yet,” he growled, eyes tense, body rigid. 

“I can’t, Lucian, it’s too much,” I giggled.

“Oh, but you wanted more,” he said, eyes burning as he stared down at my face. 

“Yes.”

“Can you handle more?” he asked.

“I, I don’t know.” I grinned. My body ached for his touch again.

“Come here.” He demanded, sitting on top of me, placing butterfly kisses over my belly button. Biting my lip, I was ready for more.
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HIS HANDS GRIPPED MY breasts, caressing them as his fangs withdrew and he nicked the side of the left one. 

“Oww!” I cried. 

“That’ll teach you for playing mean.” He smirked.

My hand raised up and I slapped his torso. “No fair.”

“Aww,” he said, grinning, bending down over me and whispering in my ear. “Now, come here.” As he suckled my neck, I stretched out into him. He smelt good. His body slid against mine, both of us raw, naked, and sweaty. “I love you, Taylor Lane,” he whispered as he gently thrust his penis into me, kissing my neck, threatening a bite of pleasure; the enticement of the pain and sexual nature of him drinking my blood.

“Do it,” I groaned as his fangs hung over my carotid artery. 

“Never,” he said, nipping the skin ever so slightly. “You’re worth more than blood to me.” He groaned, licking up the sweat from my skin.

Grinding together, he kissed me hard, using his hand to play with my breasts as he sat upright, forcing my thighs up. Leaning his weight against me, he pulsed faster and harder, up and down. My body shook, toes curled, back tensed, as I grabbed his buttocks, scratching his flesh, pulling him in deeper, harder and faster.

Above me, his back arched as he groaned in delight. Gripping my thighs as he came, he trembled against me. His pulsating body shook mine, caressing my clitoris as he trembled, pushing in deeper, coming faster. My body radiated warmth, exploding out through a thousand senses, igniting the bedsheets around me. I writhed in ecstasy as the flames seethed at my skin. I didn’t mind, didn’t care, all I wanted was more. The orgasm continued, threatening to take my breath away and stop my heart in the process of pure pleasure. It whirled throughout me, touching every part of my body, pulsating through every nerve, every cell. My heart palpitated, skipping a beat, streaming with intensity as Lucian jumped up pounding the bedsheets, putting out the fire. I continued to writhe as he danced around me. The orgasm eased, my breath returned to an easy pant. I groaned. My body still tingled with the sensation of his every touch. Giggling, I smiled. My vision distorted before it strengthened back to normal. Balances array, I sat up, hair a mess and body sweating with the smell of his touch; our pheromones colliding together.

“I love you,” I said, taking his hand as he sat back down beside me.

“I love you, too, baby,” he replied, kissing my lips with the softness of his touch. “Damn, I’ve missed you,” he said, brow creased. “Let's never be apart again, never let anyone come between us.”

“Even when we are on different worlds, no-one can come between us,” I said, smiling.

“You are always the light in my darkness, Taylor Lane.”

“And you’re always my saviour, Lucian Darkwater,” I said, kissing his lips and lying on his shoulder.

“MATE!” a voice outside beckoned. Joey Luchazey, the one and only, was outside our bedroom door, listening in, again. Of course, why not?

“Joey, what do you want, mate?” Lucian yelled.

Joey opened the door, sped through, and sat on the bed beside us. Pulling up the tattered burnt sheet, I barely managed to cover myself over in time. “It stinks like a whorehouse in here, man.” Nice, that’s nice.

Lucian laughed. “Come in, why don’t you?”

“Hey, mates don’t need an invitation.”

“They do when I’m here.” I said, frowning. 

“Aww, look, I missed all the action, too.” He grinned, poking at my sweaty shoulder. 

I frowned further. “Don’t touch me, Joey.”

Joey held us his hands. “Oh, I could do more than touch you, you sweaty little minx.” He laughed.

Lucian frowned. “Mate don’t go hitting on my girl.”

“Oh, what me? I thought we shared everything, me ol’ Luci.”

“Err, I’m not a prize to be won.”

“Give me a ribbon and I’ll make you into a sexy little prize, girl.”

“Okay, that’s enough,” Lucian said. “What do you want, Joey?”

“I’m needing a favour from my two little besties, like.”

“What?” I asked. Anything to get rid of him.

“I’m needing to release my pent-up aggression. It’s hard not feeding on all these delicious celestials up here.”

“You what?” I asked.

“He wants sex.” Lucian clarified.

“Oh...” I blushed.  “Err, no.” I said, brow creased.

“Not with you, you sexy little thing. I need me a girl, or a guy. I’m willing to swing both ways to stop myself from ripping everyone apart here.”

“Jeez, that darkness has really got its grip on you.” I said.

He nodded. “I need blood and sex and my hand ain’t cutting it.”

“This is one of the weirdest conversations I’ve had in a long while.” I replied. Lucian nodded, smirking. 

“Mate, you must be desperate if you’ve come to me. How’d you expect me to get you a girl?” Lucian asked.

“Well, the local red-light district is closed for business, and I’ve looked, but no-one is putting out around here.” He said. “I need you to get me back down to Earth, mate.”

“What, so you can torment the human population?” I asked.

“What’s left of it,” Lucian said, then grimaced as he caught the look of despair in my eyes. “Okay, after the celebration we’ll head back down, check out the damage.”

I nodded. “I need to see what’s left of the world we once called home.” I smiled faintly. “Then we have to use the rose and save a ton of people out there. The sooner we do it the better.”

“Well, get up then, this libido ain’t waiting for no shitty party.”

“Hey, you might find a girl at this shitty party.” I replied.

His lips tightened as he nodded. “Fine. After the party then.”

“I’ll set it up with Adam.” I said, smiling. 

Lucian smiled. Joey nodded tapping his fingers on his knee.

“Mate, you can go now.” Lucian said to Joey, laughing.

“Right, yeah, fine. I’ll go find me a bottle of whiskey or something while I wait.” He said as he left the room, leaving the door wide open behind him.

“Can you?” I asked looking at Lucian. Lucian jumped up, sped over, and closed the door. He returned to kiss me as he pulled me up and directed me over to the shower to wash. 

“We smell,” he said. I laughed. He was right, we did smell, and it wasn’t a pleasant scent.

After showering, we headed down to the atrium. Lucian went off to speak to Elisha about the day's festivities. Since she’d healed, she had been instrumental in planning the whole celebration. I believed there was even a nappy cake for the baby shower section of the festivities. I wasn’t the particularly party type anymore but was willing and eager to go and get it all over and done with. But first, Adam. I’d promised Joey I’d help with his libido problem, but that wasn’t the only reason I wanted to head back down to Earth. I needed to see what was left. I wondered if I could bring back Eli’s spirit that was surely roaming the plains of devastation. The thought of him out there all alone and afraid scared me. He needed peace and needed it fast, and the only way Adam would open up Elysium’s gates again was to verify that the threat Lilith had placed was over and done with. I hoped that she’d had enough of her tantrum and headed home to wreak havoc in Enoch again.

Plus, I planned on bringing the light magic forward. I needed to ensure at least some of humanity was saved before I let Joey loose as a starving, sexually deprived Dark One. The last thing the survivors needed was to see that menace heading their way. I mean he was cute, alright, and could probably charm any woman into bed with him. His accent was damned delicious, but he wasn’t half as perfect as my Lucian could be. Jeez, what was with my own libido lately? Since the third trimester had hit, I’d been craving sex every second of the day.

Walking over, I was greeted by my mother’s arms as she threw them around me, walking alongside me as we headed over to Adam. “I heard you had quite a morning.” She grinned. Apparently, the whole atrium was talking about my screams, considering the celestials were turning around grinning and giggling.

“Mother!” I blushed. “Really?”

She nodded.

“I didn’t mean to be loud.” I grimaced. 

“Oh, it wasn’t that, it was Joey’s broadcast when he entered the atrium earlier.”

“What! What did he say?” 

“Oh, just that you’d set the room on fire when you and Lucian were having sex.”

“Making love, mother, we call it making love.”

“Oh, now that’s adorable. I like that.” She said, ruffling my hair.

I noticed my dad and Caleb over at the other side. Caleb’s new girl was smiling quaintly; the Ripper's child. The thought of it made me shudder.

“Did my dad find out?”

“Who? Taylor's dad? Yeah, everyone heard, my love.”

I blushed again. “Great.”

Caleb waved, grinning as I walked by with my head lowered. “Where’s Adam?” I asked, “he was there a minute ago.”

“He’s headed over to the pool. He’s been watching Lilith. I think...”

“What?”

“He misses her...”

“He’s bound to. They’re not just brother and sister, they’re twins.”

“I know. I just don’t like to see him hurt. I miss her, too. But what we saw that day... that wasn’t my Lilith anymore.”

“She’s got to be in there somewhere.”

She nodded. “I hope so.”

“We can still try to save her.”

“That’s the plan, Eve, but what if we can’t? What if we have to make a choice?”

“What do you mean?”

“If she corrupts the rose, we will all be lost. We can’t let her darkness anywhere near it.”

“She won’t get that close.”

“But what if she does?”

“She won’t.” I replied, unwilling to justify the question with a real response.

Mother nodded. “Come on, he’s over here.” She said, pointing towards the pool. I kissed her cheek and headed over without her, leaving her to walk alone as she thought through the possibility of losing one of her children.

“Adam,” I said, he turned to greet me.

“Well, little sister, you’ve been quite the rampant one.” He grinned, ruffling my hair.

“Really, not you as well.” I smirked.

“Neh, I’m only teasing. I’m glad you’re happy.” He smiled.

“Me, too.”

“Now, what was it you wanted?”

“I need to visit Earth. We need to see what damage has been caused and verify that Lilith has left once and for all.”

“It’s too dangerous, Eve.”

“I’m fine, Adam. The Darkwaters will be with me and Lucian will protect me.”

“I’m sorry, but I can’t allow it.”

“Adam, it isn’t up to you. I know you’re trying to protect me, and I love that about you, but I’m a grown woman now. I need to make my own decisions, choose my own fate.”

“It’s not your fate that concerns me.” He looked down at my baby bump, “You’re vulnerable right now.”

“Yes,” I said, he was right. “But I still need to go. I need to save Eli’s soul and bring him home to Elysium where he belongs. He can’t roam the world alone. He must be so scared.”

“True. But I don’t know.”

He was wavering in his decision. “What if Gabriel came, too? Michael, even?”

“No, they wouldn’t be able to face Lilith alone.”

“Who then, you?”

“I can’t. I have to lead the army and protect Elysium.” He said, momentarily lost in thought. “Mother... ask Mother to go with you. She kept you safe for months and she is extremely powerful and knows full well how to use the light of the rose.”

“Okay, I’ll ask her. Thanks Adam.” I said, turning to walk away. “Oh.” Stopping in my tracks, I turned to face him again. “I need to bring the moving of the humans forward.”

“What? Why?” 

“I want to make sure they’re safe. While we sit here, they are being attacked by Lilith’s failed experiments. They can’t last forever out there on their own.”

“Okay, I understand, but when were you thinking?” he asked.

“Err... now?”

“Now?” he asked, jaw dropping.

I nodded.

“Fine, arrange for Mother to be here, too, please. We may need her help in moving them.” 

I smiled, turned, and walked away, returning to the atrium, to my mother.
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Chapter 28: Taylor
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Moving the humans should have been easy. Our power combined would make a holy blast of light that transported the mortals to their new home in Aesteriah. But for some reason, the three of us, me, Adam, and Mother, couldn’t do it. I didn’t understand. Apparently, I could wield the light alone and, also apparently, I created humanity with only a mere thought and the blessing of the celestial light of the rose. Why wasn’t it working?

“What’s happening?” I asked, considering the strain on the faces of my mother and brother.

“Nothing.” Adam said, “absolutely nothing.”

“Why?” I asked.

Mother looked over to Adam. “It’s you, Adam, your heart is not in it.”

“I can’t help it,” he said. “I know that if we lose the light, we lose our defence, and then we’re all in trouble.”

“But you said we could move a few, that a thousand would be the maximum. Can’t we try that?”

“Yes, but what if I’m wrong? What if the light depletes too much? It’ll take centuries to replenish, time we don’t have.”

“Then we try. We have to try, we can’t just leave them there to die in the painful existence they call home.”

“I know.” He said.

Mother stopped, walked over to him, and held him tight. “It’s okay to be frightened, Adam. You’ve had to lead for so long and It wasn’t a role you should have ever have had to take. You should have had a mother and a father that guided you, that led you, not the other way around.”

Tears glistened in the eyes of my brother. My mother was right; he’d done so much for so long and he’d been all alone within it all. But still, he’d made sure we were safe. He’d given me the chance to live again, time after time, protecting me from my father’s wrath, hiding me from my sister's madness. I walked over and held him, too. “I love you, Adam,” I said. “Thank you for always being there for me.”

He nodded, wiping a tear from his cheek. Stretching his neck and rising tall, he said “Right, let’s do this then.” He smiled, sniffling.

I nodded, proud of his strength, and we all took our positions again.

Hands raised forward, palms out, we concentrated, raising the light from the bottom to the top, from the tingling toes to the outstretched hands. We blasted out a light from each of us; heart, body and soul. We pushed through to the rose, igniting its power tenfold as we focussed on the humans of the world. Visualising them rising and expanding their bodies through the light, we suctioned them painlessly through a hole one at a time. They were transported through a portal that we’d created, blessing Earth with a way out to another planet, a chance at a fresh start, and a new place to call home.

Every ounce of life within me was pushed forward into the rose. Using our bodies as batteries, we rose from the ground, levitating in the light as it shielded us, cocooned each one of us, carrying out the wishes we had blessed it with. One by one, the humans moved. Visions blasted through my mind of every person the light had chosen to save. I’d never know why they were the saved ones or why they were seen as the missing on Earth, but the selection of humanity was our best chance at survival. People were taken of all ages, all countries, all cultures. Men, women, and children were lifted in unity, shrouded by the calamity of the light and saved from the extinction of mankind as we gave them the chance to live another day.

When they awoke, they’d be in a new place, starting a new adventure. It could be one of sadness with their loved ones left behind, but it was one of hope where they could come together and make something of themselves. They could create a new Eden and dream their dreams in a new environment; one of lush green trees, dazzling blue sky, and sandy beaches. It was the perfect setting for a new beginning.

Lucian walked in. I could vaguely see him out of the corner of my eyes. He was below me as my body was cocooned in a swirling ball of light.

“TAYLOR!” he yelled in fright.

“I’m okay!” I shouted down. I no longer needed to concentrate to activate the rose, it had taken over and was blessing the world below with our wish of a saviour as it transported the final few humans through the portal. There was still so many down there. I could picture them in hiding, not knowing what happened to the people they were camped with. But at least we had tried. And as the final few went through, the balls of light that held us drifted down to the floor, and with it, three crystal petals fell from the rose, turning to black as they smashed against the hard floor below us.

Adam ran over and picked up the pieces. The light above us waned, the rose dimmed, and the power we needed was almost depleted. “It took too much!” Adam said. “How do we defend ourselves now?”

“With us.” Lucian said as the remainder of the Darkwaters and Arellanos joined him. 

“We don’t need the light, Adam.” I said, “We have each other.”

“But how do I protect Elysium?”

“With the people. Arm the souls, give them a fighting chance.”

“What do you mean?” 

“Release them from their rooms and give them the chance to fight back for all that was taken from them.”

“What, the human souls? Those that died?”

“Yes.” I said.

“But they’re supposed to be at peace.”

“They can’t be at peace with a war looming.” I said.

Harland stepped forward. “She has a point, mate.”

Joey piped in. “Yeah, an all those rotting corpses in the ticket station. They haven’t got ought better to do. May as well let ‘em fight for their right to live.”

“But they’re dead.” Adam said.

“Then grant them life.” I said.

“I can’t, it’s a process.”

“No, Adam. Forget the red tape, we need as many fighters as we can muster. All the people awaiting their fate can help seal it by helping us win the war.”

“They aren’t all good, though,” Gabriel said, walking in.

I smiled. It was good to see him again. “Yes, I know, it’s a chance we have to take.”

“Elysium will be in chaos if I grant them all entry.”

Gabriel nodded. “You don’t need them to enter here, we can go to the ticket station and raise them up from there. They are the foot soldiers at the gate, then, our first line of defence.” 

I smiled. He was right, we could make our stand from there if we had to.

“Okay,” Adam nodded. “I think we have a plan forming.”

I grinned. 

“Now, isn’t it time for a celebration?” He asked.

“Really, you think celebrating now is a good idea?” I questioned.

“Well, have you any better ideas, little sister? It’ll take time for the human transfer to complete. We need to wait for the rose to rejuvenate, then we’ve got to keep the gates closed until the souls of the fallen are out of their sleep states and geared up ready to fight... oh, and we can’t go back to Earth until daylight hits the planet tomorrow, can we?”

“He’s right,” Lucian said. “I think we could all do with a drink!”

“Speak for yourself.” I smiled, patting my tummy.

“Ah...” he grinned. “Well, I’ll have one for the three of you then.” 

“Yes! We really doing this? Gonna get me some celebrating on.” Joey said punching the air. “Mmm hmm, I’m a feelin’ lucky tonight.”

We all laughed. Lucian and I interlinked hands and headed over to the plateau to start the festivities early.
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Chapter 29: Taylor
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Showered, dressed, and changed, I was ready to go. The dress I’d chosen was one that even Elisha would approve of. It was a silk, ivy gown that caressed my larger bosom and cradled my babies beautifully. The twisting of ivy clung to me as it draped over my body in an elegant, classical style. Lucian was in a shimmering, pale green shirt and fitted cream slacks; pulling off the smart, yet not over the top image.

“Taylor, you look stunning.” He said, walking into the room after he’d fitted his cufflinks.

“Why, thank you, young sir,” I curtseyed, smiling.

He walked over, took my arm, and out we headed. I was ready to enter the celebration of light, hand in hand with my lover. A smile was brought to my face and a twinkle in my eye. The love we shared was the soppy type, the cheesy lyrics to an old love song and the type where rainbows and unicorns really did exist. The majority of mythological creatures are based on some truth... unicorns, well, they were just horses with magical horns. They were creatures of the light, but after Lilith’s lust for magic three centuries ago, she had carved off all the horns from every magical beast on Earth, and now we only had the horse part of them. Rainbows are just a reflection of light amidst the rays of light and the doom of darkness. They represented the balance and, so I’ve been told, hold the key to entering the watchtowers. Had I ever found the end of one, though? No, it didn't exist, so how it showed a pathway forward, who knew?

“What are you thinking about?” Lucian asked as we stood before the entrance to the huge marquee.

“Oh, just rainbows and unicorns.”

He laughed. “Well, aren’t we chipper today?” He grinned.

“Hey, it’s not every day you save the human race.”

“Well, there is that,” he said, turning to face me. Cupping his hands at the side of my face, he kissed me. “I’m so lucky to have you, Taylor.”

“I’m the lucky one, Lucian.” I said, kissing him again.

Withdrawing gently, he said, “and that’s why I love you. You think I’m better than you, when in fact, I was born from darkness, and you from light.”

“Hey, it’s not a competition.” I grinned, pushing him sideways.

“Oh, it’s like that is it?” he smiled, pulling me over and draping his arms around my shoulders.

“You know it is.” Jeez, if only he knew how lucky I was. Did he not see the good in him like I did? He may have followed the darkness, been born with it within him, but with all that and to still follow the path of light? That took purity. He was the strongest and most dashingly handsome man I had ever had the pleasure to meet. If only we’d met sooner.

The babies twisted and turned in my stomach, wriggling about, playing together. Lucian knelt down on one knee and kissed them. “Daddy is looking forward to seeing you both.” He said, smiling before standing back up.

“I’m sure they are eager to meet their daddy, too.” I said.

Mother walked out of the marquee. “Are you two coming or not?” she smiled.

“Yes, I, err...” Lucian said.

“He was having a moment with his babies.” I said and laughed. Lucian winced, awaiting a joke to pop up from somewhere.

“Well, by the looks of it, it won’t be long before he can hold them,” she said.

“Huh?” I paused “Why?”

“You’re ready to pop, my love. They’ve dropped into position.”

“But I can’t.”

“No, she can’t,” Lucian said, stepping backwards. I laughed, his fear was admirable.

“I’m only six months along.”

“Honey, you’re over eight months and ready to drop out those babies any day now.”

“Jeez.”

“Shit.” Lucian said. Mother laughed.

“Don’t tell Adam, Mother, he won’t let me go down to Earth.”

“I’m not sure, Eve. I can’t lie to him.”

“No, don’t lie, just don’t bring it up.”

“Okay, that I can do. I’ll be with you, so you’ll be fine. We can deliver my gorgeous grandchildren if we need to.”

“Shit.” Lucian said. “Taylor, you need to go lie down, stay in bed, do nothing. Shit. I’ve got loads to prepare! Where will we live? We haven’t even got a nursery.”

I laughed. “We don’t need any of that, Lucian. As long as we have each other, it’ll be fine.”

He nodded, wincing.

Mother laughed. “Okay, are you to ready for your grand entrance?”

“Err... no” Lucian said. 

I took his hand, kissed it, and led him in. “We can do this.” I said, leaving daylight and entering into the night.

Entering the marquee was like walking on to the set of a Midsummer Night’s Dream. The stage was set, night time was cast. A tremendous centre piece stood as an exquisitely crafted tree adorned in rows of crystal bunting, shimmering through the light of the fireflies that drifted around it. It was magical, the perfect way of displaying all of our light in one dramatic place. Even in the shadow of darkness, our light always shined the brightest. The walls were dressed in hundreds and thousands of candles and stars twinkled through the silken fabric, creating a fairy tale of romance in the room.

Adam walked over raising a glass of sparkling champagne with a glittered finish that swept its shimmering nature over the rim of the glass. A lady came over and handed us a glass each. “To the happy couple,” he said as the venue erupted in cheers. I smiled, thanking him.

“Err... why do I feel like I’m at a wedding?” I asked.

Lucian shrugged. “Who knows? But that wouldn’t be a bad idea.” He grinned.

“We need to set a date!”

He nodded. “Indeed, we do.”

“I would love for our children to be at our wedding.” I said.

“That would be perfect. Let’s plan for after they’re born.”

I nodded, leaning up to kiss him.

Elisha strode over, dragging Harland behind. “Let the games begin!” she exclaimed, taking my hand and dragging me away from Lucian.

“Help,” I mouthed at Lucian, who was laughing at me being whisked away.

“Oh mate, it’s your turn, too.” Harland said, pulling Lucian over, too.

“Damn,” he said, placing the empty champagne flute on the lady’s tray as he left.

The room was full of an absurd amount of magical beings. Not just humans, but every heavenly creature we had ever met. They all resided there, it was their version of heaven, their forever home. Centaurs and elf types, fairies and fireflies, even the odd pagan witches were casting a fruitful number of spells. These must be the good types, I thought, walking past them and smiling. The pixies bounced by as a centaur lifted me up and cheered. “She is the future.” He boomed, and the crowds cheered. 

“Put her down!” Elisha demanded, crossing her arms, tapping her foot. “We’ve got a plan to follow, you know.” The centaur held up his hands and backed off, patted on the back by his fellow comrades as they all disembarked and rode off to the bar.

The bar, blimey that felt tempting. When was the last time I went out with my friends for a few drinks? Oh yeah, that would be my eighteenth and look how that ended. Jeez I wanted a drink. The travesty we’d both been through in the last few years was tremendously tiresome. But even though I wanted it, I couldn’t even bring myself to share the wine I’d been given, let alone a crate full of spirits. I needed my body healthy and safe for my unborn children and didn’t want to risk potions and lotions, as well as alcohol and drugs. Who knew what those things were made of? Not that anyone there wished me any harm, but I’d rather be safe than sorry. Being Lilith’s sister had taught me that. Lucian, however, was on his third glass as Harland dragged him over to me. Jeez, the boy could drink. Then again, his metabolism wasn’t like that of a mortal, so who knew? Perhaps he needed the courage of a few extra units of alcohol, especially considering none of the Dark Ones had had any blood since they’d been there. They had to be thirsty.

Elisha stopped abruptly, so I banged into her. “Watch it.” She declared. “Damn, you annoy me like my kid sister used to.”

“What’s wrong?” She seemed mad.

“I never liked you, Taylor, not really. But when you and Lucian went and got yourselves killed... or so I thought, I missed you. You're family now, and one of us.” She declared. 

“Thank you,” I said, flinging my arms around her.

“I love you being around, Taylor, so don’t go disappearing on me again... and you best get used to being bossed about, as I’m the alpha here.” She grinned.

I laughed. “Of course!” 

Harland and Lucian caught up. Harland grinned. “Now that the reunion’s over, can we get this party started?”

“Oh yep, mates!” Joey exclaimed, jumping in the middle with his arms around Harland and Lucian.

Harland growled.

“Oh my, look at those fancy yellow eyes. Did anyone ever tell you that you look kinda sexy that way?”

Harland backed off.

I laughed. “He’s after a mate, Harland, I’d watch yourself.”

“Best get those vampire teeth away from me... mate.” He said.

Joey laughed. “Mate, you stink of wet dog. I’m not that desperate yet.”

Harland looked puzzled. I doubted he knew how to take that. I laughed. Well, he had called him a vampire, and I knew how Lucian hated that word.

Elisha stood tall, hands on hips. “Right, the first game is for the baby shower.” She said, taking my hand and pulling me over to a large board with a baby’s face on it. “Pink or blue?”

“Err... one of each.”

“That’s cheating.”

“Actually, it’s not. I have two babies.”

“Fine.” She said, passing me two dummy shaped pins. “The aim of the game is to place the dummy in the baby’s mouth. The closest person wins.”

“That’s easy,” I said, stepping forward.

“Ah no,” she said, whipping out a blindfold and covering my eyes. 

“Hmm.” 

After she’d tied the bow, she proceeded to spin me around and around. There were giggles around me, even Lucian laughed. Well... I’d make sure it was his turn next, then who’d be laughing? I grinned. I stopped spinning and stood wobbling, blinded to the area around me. My other senses heightened. I could smell blueberry pancakes, freshly made with lashings of cream over them. That had to be coming from the buffet table. Following the scent, I could tell it was in front of me. I’d passed that on the left as we walked in, so I turned to the right, meaning that the board should have been forward and to the right slightly. I stepped forward and lunged out the pin with my right hand. 

“Eek!” someone yelled. Clearly, I’d stabbed them.

“Whoops, sorry.” Okay, maybe it wasn’t that far to the left. Trying again, I lunged forward and hit the board, at least I thought it was. I was sure the board shouldn’t be that squishy. Two hands grabbed my arms, pulled me in, and the scent of cologne wafted up and into my nostrils. Lucian. His lips touched mine as he lifted the blindfold and revealed the pin sticking out of his chest. 

“Ah,” I said.

He nodded, wincing as I pulled it out.

“Well, it’s a good job you’re a quick healer.” I laughed, kissing him.

Elisha clapped. Harland had his hand over his mouth laughing, he was clearly about to burst into hysterics.

“Your turn, Lucian.” I said, handing him the bloody pins, kissing his lips as I placed the blindfold that covered his eyes. After spinning him around, he stopped. Dizziness was clear and apparent as he teetered over to the right, but jeez did he have a good sense of direction as he headed straight over to the board next to me. Leaning forward, he caressed my baby bump, kissed me, and used his left hand to place the pin on the face of the baby.

“How?” I asked, pulling off his blindfold.

“Oh, I’m just that good.”

“No cheating, Lucian!” Elisha said, stomping over.

Lucian laughed. “I didn’t cheat, I knew exactly where my girl was from the beat of her heart, and the board was on her right.”

“What, that’s not fair.” I said.

“No, but you’ve got to give me credit, it was good.”

I nodded, laughing.

Elisha frowned. “Well, that games over, time for the wishing tree.”

“The what now?” I asked.

“Oh, Taylor, play along.” My mother said, appearing beside me. 

My brow raised. “Okay... if I must.” She laughed.

“So what’s the wishing tree, Elisha?” I asked as Elisha took my hand pulling me over to the centrepiece. The tree before me was magnificent; the fireflies lit each crystal as they danced about, swarming around as though they were on parade. 

“This is the wishing tree, Taylor. Everyone writes their wish down and the witches will embed them into the crystals the tree births.” She handed me a pink piece of paper and a quill from beside a pot of ink. “Write your wish down and off it’ll go.” So I did just that. Well, I started to but when putting pen to paper, I stopped. What did I want? If I could have one wish in the whole of the universe, what would it be? Would it be selfish of me to want to protect my loved ones, or should I wish for life after devastation? Had Earth survived Lilith’s wrath?

“I don’t know what to put?” I said, looking at Lucian. “There’s so much I should wish for, but what’s more important than everything else?” I asked. Lucian stood watching me, not answering any of my questions. Instead, he stepped forward, kissed my lips, and placed his hand on my stomach. He was right, he knew. Family. That was what was more important than anything else. My family. So that was what I wrote. “I wish my family was safe from Lilith.” Rolling the paper up, I placed it down and, as the quill returned into its holder, the scroll rose up and into the air, drifting gradually over to the tree, dancing along beside the fireflies as one of the red crystals opened up to absorb it.

“My turn,” Lucian said, grinning.

“What are you choosing?” I asked.

“Ah ha, I can’t say, otherwise it won’t come true.” He grinned.

“Really?” I asked. Was he being serious? I laughed as he bent down and scribbled over the paper, watching as it rose and was absorbed into one of the green crystals. “That’s so unfair, you know what I wrote.”

“Actually, no, I don’t, but I can guess... you’re that transparent.” He grinned, laughing as I punched his shoulder.

“I don’t mind being transparent with you.” I said taking his hand.

Music drifted from the other side of the marquee and the lights above twinkled. Lucian led me away and over to what appeared to be a dance floor. A raised platform levitated a foot off the ground with lights beaming out from under it illuminating the pathway forward. Stepping up the drifting steps, I took Lucian's hand as he lifted me gracefully up and into the air, swirling me along at a gradual, calming speed. He was clearly being careful, watching that I didn’t twist or turn too much, ensuring the babies and I were still okay. Pulling me in close, we swayed to the music, my head on his shoulder as we danced the night away. 

Later that evening, we sat outside on a picnic blanket under the cosmos. We’d escaped the events and had played one too many games, when Mother came over with a basket of food and a handstitched blanket, giving us time together as just us. It was perfect; a night under the stars sat amongst the feathering trees as summer turned to autumn, just as it did back on Earth. I was leaning back into Lucian's arms, drifting into a blissful sleep as he leant down and kissed the tip of my nose. “Happy birthday, Taylor Lane.” He said. I opened my eyes.

“Birthday?” I asked, “Since when is it my birthday?” 

“Tomorrow, I believe,” he said. “I missed your nineteenth, I didn’t want to miss your twentieth, too.”

“Heck, we all missed my nineteenth,” I said, laughing. “Is it really that time of year again?” I asked. I’d lost track of the date months before. Hell, over a year before, come to think of it.

He nodded, placing a rectangular, velvet box on my mountain of a tummy.

“Oh Lucian, you didn’t need to get me anything!”

“Of course I did.” He smiled.

I opened up the clasp and inside the box lay a crystal bracelet, with one crystal for every colour the universe held. “It’s beautiful,” I exclaimed. “Thank you so much!” I turned, sat up, and kissed him.

Taking the bracelet, he wrapped it around my wrist three times. “These are all the crystals Eden holds,” he said. “So you’ll always have your home with you where-ever you go.”

“Aww,” I gushed. Was it possible to love him any more than I did right then? “Thank you,” I said again, kissing him. Gently at first, taking time to taste the texture of his tongue as ours danced together in a triumphant battle of love, lust, and delight.

He laid me down, sat up, and removed his top. I pulled him down, unzipping his trousers as he lifted my dress up and over my head. “Kiss me?” I asked, pulling his face to mine. He obliged my request as our tongues danced once again. 

I took my time, wanting to remember every second of the moment, every ounce of passion we shared. Our love was eternal, just as we were immortal. We shared an all-consuming lust for one another, a desire beyond any I’d ever known. Could I truly be this lucky? 

Suckling at my neck, he threatened the fangs of a lover’s bite, but he didn’t nip, never tasted. It was me he wanted, not just my blood and all I wanted was him, his touch, his ignitable passion within me. Pulling down his trousers, he shook them off, lifted my legs, and consumed my skin, kissing each part slowly, delicately, teasing and tantalising me. My mind was a mess of chaotic emotions. Holding back the ecstasy, I sat up and lifted his chin. Kissing him as he hitched up my thighs, pushing himself in deep. A shockwave of sparks shot through me as we grinded back and forth. He pulled my legs and pushed in deeper as I came. A trembling sensation of a thousand butterflies tickled my skin from the inside out. It was beauty in its rawest form, an explosion of light and emotion as I screamed out in ecstasy, gripping his buttocks harder, pushing him in deeper. I wanted more, needed more. “Don’t stop,” I panted, wriggling in the writhes of passion. I would have screamed more if I could, but at that moment, the purity in perfection, I was silent. Ecstatically silent. He came within as I felt him contort, too. My body trembled. I was in Heaven, literally. Well, and truly. The one perfect place I had always wanted to be in. My type of heaven, with my lover as he laid beside me panting, my babies as they wriggled in my tummy, and my body feeling satisfied... yet sleepy.

Lucian smiled, turning over to me. “Come on, let’s get you to bed.” He said as I yawned, lying in my safe spot on his shoulder. I nodded. He picked me up and carried me back to our room where we rested the night away, ready to start afresh on a brand-new day.
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Chapter 30: Taylor
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“Are you ready, sweet cheeks?” Lucian asked, rolling over in bed beside me.

“I’m debating the word ready...” I frowned.

“Okay, what’s on your mind?”

“Aside from the only slight strand of hope glimmering inside of me, I have this dreadful feeling it’s going to be Hell on Earth down there.”

“Well... I’m not going to beautify it for you. Lilith’s a twisted daughter of darkness, so yeah, I’d hazard you’ve made an accurate assumption.”

“Oh, you’re full of doom and gloom today.” I said sitting up, punching him on the shoulder.

“Nope, I’m a new born realist.”

I laughed. Lucian the ever soppy romantic suddenly a realist, come on... “Well... if my sister is the daughter of darkness, wouldn’t that make me just as twisted?” I asked, standing up naked, draping a sheet over my body to head to the shower.

“Hmm, did I forget to mention I like a bit of darkness?” He growled, sitting up and then running after me as I bolted, giggling to the bathroom.

“Lucian, no, I’m showering.”

“I could join in on the steaming shower...”

“Okay, you can wash my back,” I grinned.

“Now when you put it like that, I’m all in, gorgeous.”

“Wow, you really are cheery today,” I said, stepping into the shower. “What gives?”

“Is it bad of me to want to head back down to Earth, collect my own actual clothes, and check out the home I’ve had for... well... a while now?” He smirked.

“No, not at all... do you think they survived?”

“Who?”

“Charles, Eliza, and anyone else we knew when we were down there.”

“Like you said, Taylor, we have to have hope.”

“Indeed, we do. Now scrub.” I said handing him the sponge.

“Yes, ma'am,” he said, standing behind me, soaping up the sponge. As he caressed my back, I moved my hair around over my shoulder, revealing one side of my neck. His hot body leant against mine as he bought the sponge around, soaping my breasts, kissing my neck.

Making love was an art we were both accustomed to. It was natural between us. I urged, and he answered. It was like he knew every part of me. We matched not just in love, but in body, mind, and spirit, too. He was my anchor, keeping me sane, taking away my pain in troublesome times. Between us, we grew. Our love knew no bounds, no matter of the devastation that could tear us apart. Hell, we’d crossed realms to be together, our babies were a miracle growing inside and the future we dreamed of. With both my light and his darkness, they’d be the perfect balance, nature at its best, yin and yang, good and evil. Without one, the other could not exist, but together, they would shine.

After a long, hot shower, we kissed, washing off the sweat as we soaked under the steaming rainfall showerhead. 

“Woohoo, little Evie...”

What? How the Hell did he know to call me that? “Joey, go away, we’re showering.”

“I heard.” 

Jumping out the shower, Lucian wrapped me in a towel as Joey burst in. “Mate put some clothes on we have a trip to take.”

Lucian laughed. “Get out, mate, we’ll be there shortly.”

“Tick tock goes the clock, hurry the fuck up.” He paused as he looked over my dripping body, the towel barely covering me due to my huge baby bump. “Mmm, you look tasty.” He examined as he took a step closer to me.

Instincts took over. I raised my right hand and forced out a blast of light directed straight at him. “Back off, Joey.”

Joey flew out of the bathroom and tumbled into the bed frame opposite. Standing up, he held up his hands. “Whoa, girl, you’re hot when you’re mad.” 

“Out!” I demanded, raising my hand again. Lucian laughed. Joey sped out grinning.

“He’s right, though, you are hot when you’re mad.”

“Shut it, Lucian.” I said, grinning and pushing him sideways.

After we had changed, we met the gang for breakfast. The table seated all of us. You would think it was built directly for the occasion and, knowing Adam, it was. I sat beside Lucian with Adam on the other side, at the head of the table, Mother was opposite. Beside Mother sat Gabriel, who smirked as he kicked me underneath. Brow raised, I blew the candle out before him, transporting the flame to his delicate hairstyle that he loved so much. 

Lucian laughed as Gabriel jumped up as Michael threw water over his head. 

“Children, children,” Adam said. Even Mother was laughing.

Beside Gabriel and Michael sat Elisha, Harland, and Joey, with Lawrence, Nic, and Jayden on my side, but with three seats missing.

“Who are those seats for?” I asked Adam.

“Ah, they aren’t here yet. Charmeine, would you fetch them, please?” he asked, waving her over. As she left, I saw the glint of a dagger in her belt, one I recognised from Adam's book. Was that the Reaper’s blade? It couldn’t be. How did she have it?

“Why does Charmeine have the Reaper's blade?” I asked Adam.

“For your safety, Eve. She’s going with you to Earth.”

“Fine. But there really doesn’t have to be a lot of people. We’ll stand out like a sore thumb if there are.” I said.

“A sore what?” Adam asked.

“Oh, nothing, but isn’t it better to go in a more stealthily manner?”

“Hmm, you may be right there. I’ll tell her to keep the numbers down.”

“How about we see who wants to go and take it from there?” I asked, smiling.

“Fine.” He said, frowning.

The door opened and Charmeine directed my father in with Caleb and his partner, Jennie, close behind. She curtseyed when entering. I smiled and jumped up, hugging my dad. “Where have you been? I didn’t see you at the celebration yesterday.”

“I was working with Gregory to make sure the defences were in place. I wanted to keep you all safe.” He smiled.

“Oh, look at you, Dad, you’re really taking part here, aren’t you?”

He nodded, pulling me in for a huge bear hug.

Breakfast was served. Sitting at the table, it was nice to see everyone again. Elisha and Harland were quite the couple, always fooling around just like Lucian and I. Nic and Jayden were made for each other, but I’d never understand how a shapeshifter and a hunter quite worked. Opposites attract, I guess. I shrugged. 

Then there was Adam, my big brother and the ever-brave leader, and my mother, too. It was so nice to see her laugh and bring the family together again. I just hoped Lilith could be turned back to our side one day, then all we’d be missing was the Almighty, but I doubted he could ever be saved. I should have felt more for him, but he’d turned against me when I was still so young, and since then I’d had countless lives to contemplate that fate. Beside them sat Gabriel and Michael, both my best friend and my protector. Although Michael wasn’t always bad at protecting me, and I couldn’t blame him for wanting companionship; he had thought I was dead, after all. Gabriel, well, he and I we were eternal best of friends, although he wanted more, but he was important to me. He was my closest ally and the angel I’d run to every time I needed a shoulder to cry on. He’d always been there for me. Heck, he was willing to give up Elysium for me. We were going to take over humanity and show them how they should live, without the wars, the greed, and the negativity. We planned on showing them the light, bringing life back into their miserable souls. That was what I thought, though, until I was one of them. When I walked through the footsteps of a mortal girl, I learned that even when times are bad, when life was at its worst, there was always hope. Good triumphs and evil dies. Human lives mattered, we mattered, and I could never see them like I used to, not now, not ever, and that’s where Gabriel and I differed. He didn't see the mortals as I did, he saw them as an inferior race to be ruled and ruined, there for his pleasure to do with as he saw fit. He didn't mean anything bad with the way he acted around them, it was all he knew, all he’s ever known. One day I hoped to change that, to change it for all of them, make them equal in the eyes of every survivor, mortal or immortal. No-one had more right to live then anyone of us, and if we worked together we could achieve great things. Lucian understood that, he valued human life. Heck, he was human. He saw how both light and dark could bond. Humans walked a shade of grey all the time. They were capable of both and it was that balance that made them great He saw that just as I did, and that was how we’d save the universe, by working together, one step at a time.

“Eve, it’s time.” Adam said, interrupting my thoughts.

I nodded, smiled, and rose from my chair. Was I ready for this? The babies kicked. We’re going home, I thought, hand on my tummy. I was really looking forward to visiting my old home, picking up a few things I needed. The blanket, for example, the one my mother gave me. It should be right on the chair in my room. I wanted my children to have it, to wrap them in it just like she did with me. It had kept me safe, it’d keep them safe, too. I knew I shouldn’t put so much sentimental value on pointless items, but realistically, if we didn’t have our memories, our hope, what was left?

Lucian took my arm, rose from the table and gave me a huge hug, pulling me close. “Come on,” he said, directing me out of the room.

“Wait!” I turned and ran over to my dad. “Daddy!” I cried Jeez, what was wrong with me, I wasn’t going away for good. 

He pulled me in close, bent down, and looked into my eyes. “It’ll be okay, baby bear,” he said, smiling, looking deep with concern. “I want you to take this. I don’t have much left, but this watch was your grandfather's. It’ll keep you safe and where ever you go, you’ll know that with every second that passes by, I’m thinking of you and awaiting your safe return.” He smiled. “Be safe, Taylor Lane. I love you.” Huge arms pulled me in close. My lips tasted of salty tears as he let go, turned, and left with Caleb and Jennie. Caleb waved and blew a kiss in the air as Jennie curtseyed as they were leaving the room.

“Right, who’s comin’ to play?” Joey asked, clapping his hands. “Dog? You comin’?” He asked, directing his attention to Harland.

Harland growled. “No, I’m bloody not, and I don’t think you should either, Taylor. It’s not safe!”

“I’ll be fine, Harland. Lucian's with me, and so’s my mother.” I said. Mother smiled. 

“We’re coming, too,” Nic said, raising his and Jayden’s interlinked hands. 

“I need to see if any of the hunters survived.” Jayden said.

I nodded. “See, I’m not alone.”

“That’s not enough, Taylor, and you know it.”

Lucian stepped forward. “He’s right. We can’t go without more of you, just in case Lilith’s still down there.”

“I checked the pool this morning. There was no sign of her anywhere. I couldn’t reach her.” Adam said.

“That’s good news.” I replied.

“I will be coming,” Lawrence said. “I need to bring Eli home.” I nodded, tears stung in my eyes. We all wanted Eli home, and that was always on my agenda.

Gabriel stepped forward and grinned. “What, you didn’t think you lot would go and party without me, did you?” I laughed as he walked over and kissed my forehead. “Michael, you coming, mate?” Michael nodded, walking over.

“Okay, so plus Joey, that makes nine of us.” I said.

“Ten,” Charmeine said, walking in.

“What? No, Charmeine, you can’t leave Elysium undefended.” I said.

Adam smiled. “It’s okay, I need to make sure you and Mother are safe. Charmeine is our best fighter here, she will protect you. And in the meantime, if there is an attack, Gregory has fortified the walls and we have the guard to keep us safe until you’re all back. Just don’t be long, okay?” Adam said, walking over and pulling me in for a brotherly hug.

“Okay,” I smiled, looking up at him. “So what now?”

“This way.” Charmeine ordered as we followed her from the dining area, through the atrium, with crowds of celestial beings watching us, whispering and waving their goodbyes. Then it was to the ticket station. The axe lady gave us a wave as the guards pulled open the gates, allowing a hoard of undead souls in and our living bodies out. “Well, at least they’ll find peace.”

“I wouldn’t count on it.” Gabriel said as we walked through the tunnel.

“Why?”

“Adam's got them training to fight, remember? You gave him the idea.”

I winced. “Oh crap, yeah. I guess, at least, they have something to fight for.”

Lucian nodded, took my hand, and sped us forward.

“Hey, not fair!” Gabriel shouted, unleashing his wings and flying forward to catch up. “Don’t you need a lift down?” He grinned.

“Hmm, do we have to?” Lucian moaned.

I laughed as Gabriel picked us up and flew us down into the fiery pits of Hell on Earth below.
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Chapter 31: Taylor
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Lips dry, fists clenched, was I ready for this?  With my wide eyes, down we flew, my breathing was rapid and erratic. There was so much smoke. How would Gabriel find Elvington, let alone a safe place to land? But then, it was Gabriel; he had beady, hawk eyes. I’d always taunted him for it, but he had the natural hunter instincts; he could find a needle in a haystack if he wanted to. Although, he never did believe in himself, never saw himself like I’d seen him, like I still saw him. Now, now that I’d found real love, the love that makes you sweat in their presence, stop breathing as he kisses your neck, the love that when he touches you, it took all pain away, every ounce, swept from your system while you’re with him. Nothing was left except the wondrous feeling of never being alone again, of finding your one true soulmate, the yin to your yang. There was beauty in that emotion as it consumed you whole.

Where were we? Amidst the smoke-fuelled skyline, it was hard to breathe. My body choked on the fumes of nature's own element, an element that, when combined with air, travelled from one incendiary to another. Was there anything left down there?

Flying lower through the smoke-filled blizzard around us, the world as we knew it had vanished. The smog cleared around us as we searched for a safe place to land. Flames lit the horizon with every structure in sight scorched beyond recognition. The taste of smoke corrupted my senses as what should have been autumn on Earth. Crisp leaves falling, and Halloween plans in the making had become a corpse-filled existence of cinder and ash; a forgotten world with no survivors anywhere in sight. 

Where was the sounds? Birds tweeting, children playing? There was nothing, not even the stirring of the zombie-like experiments roaming the streets. What was this place now? How could something so forgotten ever have been my home? 

Landing on the only few feet of lush green grass left, I fell to the ground and wept. How could this have happened? Why did we ever let it get so bad? Was the rest of the world like this, or was it just Elvington, Yorkshire, and England? I hoped for survivors, hoped we hadn’t left them all to die, but I couldn’t have moved any more than we had. The rose had dimmed beyond recognition because of it.

“It’s okay, Taylor,” Lucian said as I fell to my knees. He sat beside me with his arm around my shoulders. 

“Eve, are you okay?” Gabriel asked. I nodded through tear-stained eyes. How did I ever expect anything more than what I saw? The apocalypse had happened, and we’d missed it. Humanity was gone, wiped out, no souls left to save. That was it, the end. Had I failed? I felt like I’d failed. 

The silence was deafening. The wail of my own miserable tears echoed in the vast world of nothingness. Was this my punishment? My own Hell on Earth? Why did she do this? Does she truly hate me that much that she wanted to take everything from me? She knew I was back, knew I had survived. Heck, I’d hazard a guess that she knew I was carrying her niece and nephew. So why do all this? What did it prove? She knew I could start again, make a fresh new world to bring the survivors home to. So what was the point? What did she actually gain from it besides pissing me off?

I stood up. 'Stay strong,' my mother would have said. Taylor's mother would have been right, she would have given the same advice as Eve’s mother would. Stay strong. So I did. Fists clenched, body tensed, I screamed, letting out a mighty wail from the depths of my soul to the top of my beating heart. If she wanted a fight, I was ready. She shouldn’t have taken her shitty mood out on everyone else. Let the war begin. I thought I’d missed the apocalypse, but she’d had better start running. She hadn’t even seen the start of her apocalypse, and it was coming straight for her.

“EVE!” my mother yelled, running over to me. Charmeine collapsed to the ground, just as Gabriel did. Nic, Jayden, Michael, Lawrence, and Joey, they all collapsed too, blood pouring from their eyes. “STOP!” She demanded, shaking me. “LOOK!” she said, turning me around to face my fallen lover that lay bleeding out on the floor. His face covered in bloody tears, his mouth choking. What had I done?

Breaking down, I stopped and fell into my mother’s outstretched arms. I’d only screamed for a few seconds, but that had been enough time to wipe out the Darkwater family, again. And not just the Darkwaters this time, but the celestial guard, too. If I could affect all of them with a mere scream, then what could I do to Lilith’s insides? Boiling would be a good start.

“Taylor,” Lucian mouthed, picking himself up. The rest of the gang were wiping their eyes, shaking themselves off from the dirt-filled ground they’d nearly been buried in. “You’ve,” he said, “You’ve really got to warn me before you do that.” He wiped the blood from his lips, smiling faintly.

I bent down to help him. “I’m sorry, Lucian, so sorry... I didn’t mean to. I just, just lost control.”

Lucian took my hand. “I know,” he said as he leant forward, holding on to me and kissing my forehead.

Joey scrambled over. He looked like he’d had one too many million drinks and battled a beast in the darkness. His face was covered in blood-stained tears. “Fuckin’ ell, girl! Keep ya gob shut!” he yelled, shaking his head to regain his balance.

Mother was fine, though. She was the only one my rage hadn't touch. That alone meant she was strong enough to shield herself from my temper tantrums. Would Lilith be able to do the same?

“TayTay, you made me bloody my shirt, now how am I supposed to meet the parents?” he said. I winced. 

Jayden laughed. “Come on, let’s get you home and changed, then we’ll go look for my family.” He said.

“If there’s a home still left standing.” Nic replied, then looked over to me. “No more screaming, okay? I don’t think I can take another syllable of your soul song.” He laughed.

“Nice,” Joey said, “I like this one.” He grinned. “Oi shifter, do you know where there’s a red-light district round ere?”

“Err...no.” Nic replied.

“There isn’t any here, Joey,” Jayden said. “But there are back in London, where I’m from.”

“Well, what we waitin’ for? Let’s get going.” Joey grinned. Nic groaned. Jayden laughed.

“See you all later,” Nic said, coming over for a hug. “No having those babies without me, TayTay, we’ll be back soon.” He smiled.

I nodded, pulling him in close. “Go get changed, Nic, you stink of sweat.”

“Oi, that’s your fault,” he said. I laughed and waved them goodbye.

“And then there were seven,” Lucian said.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Yeah.” He nodded. “Nothing a little blood can’t fix.”

“Mine?” I asked, offering him my wrist.

“Don’t you dare!” Gabriel warned.

Lucian snarled at him. “I wouldn’t, oh righteous one,” he said. “I was going to suggest the hospital. They’re bound to have some blood bags lying around somewhere.”

“Oh, so you can drink dead blood now, can you vamp?” Michael asked.

“Yes, in fact, I can,” Lucian said, smiling.

“And how did that happen?” Gabriel said.

And there they went, the two of them at one another’s throats again. Ever since Gabriel had seen that I had chosen Lucian over him, he’d had the pout of a two-year-old.

“Gabriel, leave it alone.” I said, “It’s nothing to do with you.”

“Actually, it is... I vowed to protect you, even if it’s from yourself, Eve.”

“I’m fine, Gabriel, we both are. It was a long time ago.”

“Well, if I catch him ever biting you again, that’ll be the end of it.”

“No, it won’t. I’m a grown woman, I can look after myself.”

“It doesn’t appear that way, pregnant with vampire children as a teenager.”

“Actually, she’s twenty now... today, in-fact. Happy birthday, Taylor.” Lucian said, smiling. “And, I’ll have you know, those babies in there are the children of tomorrow, they aren’t just ‘vampires’, as you so eloquently put it. They will be the perfect balance of light and dark and the future of us all.”

“I couldn’t have put it better myself,” I said. He and I were the same and our babies... well, they’d be the future every race would look to. Gabriel frowned, lowered his head, and sat down in the ash and cinder. Had he given up, too? I walked over to him, knelt beside him, and placed my arm on his shoulder. “You know I love you, right?” I said “...just not in the way you want me to.”

He looked up, took my other hand, and kissed it. “I know, but I need to keep you safe, Eve.” I nodded. 

Lucian walked over and offered him his hand. Gabriel took it and Lucian pulled him up. “I would never hurt her, Gabriel, you have my word.”

My mother, Charmeine, Michael, and Lawrence stood watching.

“I know,” Gabriel said, pulling me up alongside him. “Come on, let’s look around and figure out if there’s anyone left on this planet.”

“Good idea,” Lawrence said. “I’m going to catch up with Nic and check out the mansion, see if Eli’s spirit is there.”

“Can you feel him, Lawrence?” I asked. He nodded. “Great, that’s great news. If we can bring his spirit to Elysium, he can be reborn.” I smiled. 

Lawrence nodded. “I’ll see you soon,” he smiled and waved as he left.

“And then there were six.” Lucian said.

“What are you getting at, Lucian?” Michael snapped, clearly, he wasn’t a friend of his.

“Nothing, I’m just evaluating our likelihood of survival if Lilith comes back.”

“Shit.” I said.

“Shit indeed,” Lucian said.

Gabriel stepped forward. “If we see any sign of Lilith, or her army, I’ll fly you straight back up to Elysium.” He said.

“What about the others?” I asked.

“We’ll have to come back for them.” Gabriel replied. “I’m not risking you, Eve.”

“He’s right, we need to keep you and the babies safe first.” Lucian said.

“Okay, fine. I don’t like it, but fine.” They were right. 

“Let’s get a move on, then.” Charmeine demanded. “I’d rather not be here out in the open if she comes back.”

I nodded. “Hospitals err....”

Lucian pointed to the right, smiling.

“Yeah, it’s that way.” I smiled. I couldn’t tell what the building was anymore. All I knew was it was once a housing structure, perhaps the perfect country home with a white picket fence, a mum, a dad, two children, and a dog called Rover. But by the burnt remainders of a street sign and bricks lying smashed across the pathway, that family had never stood a chance, if they ever actually existed in the first place.

Walking across the rubble, Lucian steadied me, holding my hand and directing us through the remains of what was once a bright and beaming country town. The roads were cracked, some opened up to the fiery pits of Hell beneath and others were scorched and covered in the blood of Elvington's former residents. Corpses of zombified creatures littered the streets. They didn’t look alive, but then when were zombies ever alive in the first place? I saw once on a film that you had to behead a zombie or crush its latent, useless brain to prevent it from ever rising again. It didn’t look like any of the creatures had had their brains crushed or heads decapitated. That worried me. Were they sleeping? Or were they really dead? After all, the lore of zombies that I knew of was all based on a film. What if Lilith had put them into some kind of stasis, only to awake when they smelled the flesh of a survivor, ready to battle another day? Or maybe their skilled, new coats only worked on a full moon, like the lycanthropes... if there was any left. 

Walking past one of the scrawny bodies, I saw the remains of an infant girl beside it holding a fluffy, pink teddy bear. How had she died? She didn’t look hurt in any way; no blood, no gore, just a pristine clean dress in a... Hold on a minute. Why was she so clean when she was lying on the ground full of ash and cinder? She looked remarkably familiar, too. Where did I know her from?

“What’s wrong?” Lucian asked, clearly puzzled as to why I’d stopped over the body of a dead little girl. Gabriel and Charmeine were chatting in front of us, Michael and my mother were behind us, high in debate about the point of humankind.

“She’s too clean,” I said. It didn’t make sense.

“What do you mean, 'she’s too clean'?” Lucian asked warily, giving me a look. Something was wrong, he sensed it too. We were in the middle of the square amongst at least twenty to thirty corpses and one clean, bright, yet dead, girl. There was something wrong with that picture. “It’s an ambush!” he yelled, picking me up. As I was lifted into his arms, ready for him to speed away, a young girl's hand leapt out, grabbing his ankle in the midst of our escape. He flung forward, letting go as I whizzed through the air. In seconds, Gabriel jumped forward and caught me. Lucian was on the ground with a nasty nipping shifter girl on his chest. She was going for his throat, but just in time, my mother had blasted her away with her ray of light straight out of her hand.

The ground rumbled as every corpse that had littered the floor ached and groaned. Arching bodies cracked and creaked, the slumber fell from their eyes as they stood bright eyed, ready for their next meal. 

“RUN!” Lucian demanded. Gabriel, still holding me, swept out his wings, wrapping them around my body like a cocoon; a cocoon of him and me hiding beside one another. The problem was, he wasn’t safe. He couldn’t fight and protect me at the same time. 

––––––––
[image: image]


[image: image]

“GABRIEL, FIGHT OR WE’LL both die.” I yelled.

“No, Eve, you stay put!” he yelled back, wailing in pain as one of the creatures lashed at his back.

“The hospital,” Charmeine exclaimed. “Get in the hospital!” She demanded. Gabriel followed orders. He swept me up and flew me in there. Behind me, I could see Lucian being overrun, blades unsheathed, battling the monsters beside my mother and her light.

“Leave me, Gabriel, go save them!” I yelled.

“No.”

“If you don’t, I will.” I said, pushing forward to release myself from his grip.

“Fine. You had better stay put, Eve.” He yelled, flapping his wings, leaving the safety net of the hospital grounds.

He returned minutes later with Lucian in one arm and my bloodied mother in the other. “Mother!” I yelled, running over to her.

“She’ll be fine,” Charmeine said as her and Michael landed beside us. “Michael, seal the door.” Michael obeyed. “Her light will heal her, she just needs to rest now.”

I nodded, kneeling beside my mother's broken body, holding her hand. Lucian knelt beside me, pulled me in, and allowed me to sob in his arms. “Wherever I go, Lucian, someone gets hurt.”

“It’s not your fault, Taylor, it’s your crazy ass sister.”

“Yes, I know, but it was my idea to come here.”

“And you were right in doing so. This place is your home. We can make it shine again.” He said, lifting my chin, wiping away my tears, and kissing my forehead.

Mother groaned. I looked down and her eyes were opening. “Mother!” I said, squeezing her hand.

“I’m okay, Evie,” she said, managing a faint smile. 

“I thought I’d lost you.”

“Never, I’ll always be here.”

“Rest now, Mother, Charmeine said you’ll be healed soon.”

She nodded. “I will,” she said, drifting off to sleep.

“Gabriel, can you protect my mother while I go with Lucian to find the blood he needs?”

“Yes, but are you sure you’ll be okay?”

“She will be, I’ll go with them.” Charmeine said.

“Okay, come on then.” I stood up and pulled Lucian along.

“I can wait, Taylor.” He said.

“No, you need to be at your full strength in-case we run into any of those monsters again.”

“Good point.” He nodded.

Heading along the corridor, there wasn’t a soul in sight. Where were all the people? The injured, the sick? Perhaps that was why the shifter had laid the trap outside. She knew that was where the survivors would come to get help. Who knew I’d be right about the stasis sleep the monsters were in, commanded by one of Lilith’s minions? And if I was right, it was the same girl with the Barbie dolls back in this very hospital all that time ago. I shuddered.

“Are you cold?” Lucian asked, offering his coat.

“No, I just remembered where I knew the girl from.”

“Here... at a guess.” Lucian replied.

“Yes, the shifter girl with the Barbie dolls.”

“Well, at least she’s upgraded to a teddy bear now.” He grinned, pulling me forward. I gave a strained laugh. It was true. She was the same girl, but we’d still managed to kick her ass. Although it was horrifyingly scary having the kick a child’s ass. There was something not right about that.

Charmeine had wandered ahead. “In here,” she pointed, walking into the room and stepping over something. When I turned the corner, I found where a few of the survivors had been kept, as headless corpses repositioned into menial jobs. One was sat in a chair wearing surgical scrubs with her fingers on the computer's keyboard, her head under her arm for safe keeping. Another was lying on a patient bed, his head between his legs. The final one wore a white coat. He was stood up and attached to a drip stand, his head plunged into the top part, and his hand glued to a clipboard, appearing to take notes. Well, they weren’t coming back anytime soon, especially not if my zombie theory panned out.

“Where is it?” I asked, walking carefully around the white coat guy so as not to disturb his pose.

“You have to appreciate the beauty of it.” Lucian said, thinking aloud.

“Lucian, really?”

“Oh, err... sorry. I forget I have company sometimes.” He laughed. He was right, though, someone had taken their time. It wasn’t just a plain old murder of the innocent, it was something more. Whoever did that, enjoyed it. The thought made me shudder all the more.

“Here,” Charmeine said, throwing two bags of blood at Lucian.

Lucian tore them open and proceeded to drink. It wasn’t often he drank in-front of me, but I guessed, considering we were the future Mr. and Mrs. Darkwater, I needed to get used to every side of him. Blood, well, that was what he was made of, needed for survival. 

“Much better!” he said, wiping his mouth and throwing the empty packets on the side. “Now, let’s find a way out of here.” He exclaimed.

“First, let’s check my mother’s doing better.” I said, smiling and taking his hand.

“Come on, you two.” Charmeine demanded as she looked out of the door, checking both sides.

Heading back along the corridor, I felt tired and worn. My body was weighed down by the two huge babies that were itching to get out. Heck, they hadn’t stopped wriggling about since we had arrived. I could guarantee one of them would pop a leg out to say hi sooner or later.

“What’s wrong?” Lucian asked as we followed Charmeine. 

“Nothing, I’m fine.” I said, feeling weary and shaky.

“You don’t look fine,” he said. “In fact, you look the opposite of fine. The colour has drained right out of you.” We stopped. “Here, sit down.” He demanded.

“No, I’m fine Lucian. Let’s get back to my mother and then I can sit down with her.”

“Fine.” He said. Picking me up and speeding me along.

“Woah,” I said as we passed Charmeine and came to an abrupt halt beside my mother, Gabriel, and Michael.

Setting me down, I fell to the floor only to be caught by Lucian again. “Seriously, Taylor, what’s wrong?”

“Nothing, I just feel queasy, that’s all.”

“Right, you’re staying right here and resting.” He said.

Gabriel came over and placed his hand on my head. “She has a temperature.”

“What’s wrong, Evie?” Mother asked, perching herself upright. She looked surprisingly better.

“I’m okay, mother, just had a low blood sugar moment.”

“Have you eaten today?”

“Yes, at breakfast.”

“That was six hours ago, Taylor.” Lucian said. “Wait here.” He demanded and rushed over to the vending machine, fisted the glass through, and grabbed a selection of chocolate and candy. “Here, eat these.”

I laughed. “Ah, Eli told me about your mealtime habits.” 

“Okay, so I have a lot to learn, just eat them please.”

He said please... he was definitely concerned. “Okay,” I said, opening the first bar of chocolate. “Want some?”

“No, Taylor, I’m all good. Just eat the damn bar already, you’re worrying me.”

“Fine.” I smirked. “But my mother always taught me sharing is caring.”

He groaned and opened another bar to ready it for me.

Mother laughed. “He’s right, you know, you need to eat. Those babies are taking all your energy.”

“I can’t wait till those damn things are out.” Gabriel groaned.

“Really, Gabriel, quit moaning.” I said. 

Michael laughed. “She has a point, mate, you whine way too much lately.”

Gabriel snarled. Charmeine walked over to the doorway that Michael had barricaded. “It looks quite out there. They’ve gone.”

“Yeah, probably to tell Lilith we’re here.” Gabriel said.

“Probably.” I said. “We’d better go.”

“How are you feeling?” Mother asked.

“I’ll be okay, just a funny turn that’s all. How are you doing?”

“I’m much better now. Do you think you can stand?” she asked.

“I don’t know, can you?” I smiled. We helped each other up with Lucian's help and Gabriel supporting my mother’s right arm.

“I’d like to go to my house, if that’s okay. If it still stands, I want to pick up a few things for the babies.”

“Eve, I think we really need to go back to Elysium before it’s too late.” Gabriel said.

Mother nodded. “Lilith will be here as soon as she hears. I want to meet her properly, help her, but not when my other daughter is vulnerable and carrying my two grandchildren in there.” She said, placing her hand on my tummy.

“Please, mother,” I asked. “I’d love for you to see my home here in Elvington." 

She raised her eyebrows and sighed. “Okay, then, as long as we’re quick.”

“Lucian are you ready?” I asked, as he steadied me.

“No, it’s not safe, but I know you’ll go anyway.” He sighed. “Promise me you’ll hold my hand, no matter what.” He said. “If I have you, then I can speed away if need be.”

“Okay,” I said, holding up our interlinked hands. “I promise.”
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Chapter 32: Taylor
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As we walked slowly through the town centre, all remnants of Lilith’s failed experiments were gone. The odd dead cat and rotten, decapitated corpse still hung around, stinking the air with its maggot infested stench. But besides that and the smoke destroying my lungs, there wasn’t much else to see or smell. The buildings were trashed, with the odd one still half aligned, perhaps missing a wall or a door or two. Just like the dead survivors missing an arm or even a leg or two. Seeing the bodies of fallen soldiers was a sad fact I was getting used to. Who ever thought I’d get used to so much bloodshed? I looked at the wasted lives around me, snuffed out so young. What had my world come to? I’d created humanity to keep Lilith company, and she had made damn sure she kept their company, mixing up their limbs and reforming them to suit her twisted mindset. Poor Emma and Jake. I’d never forgive what she had done to them, how she had changed them, split them in half before re-joining their souls, merging their destiny forever more. She loved it, saw EJ as her pet, her brother from another mother, or sister, depending on which side you looked at. It wasn’t right, none of it was.

Heading through the town centre, we reached the end of my street. Ours was the house at the top of the hill, a hill I certainly didn’t fancy walking up in my condition. My lungs were screaming for me to stop, my stomach weighed a few tonnes, and to be blunt with myself... I well and truly felt like shit. I stopped at the base. “Give me a minute,” I said, leaning against Lucian.

“She can’t go on, Lucian,” Gabriel said. “We need to take her home.”

“Elysium wasn’t my home, Gabriel, not for this version of me. I need to see my home, Taylor's home, for one last time.”

“Fine.” He said, clearly not happy about it.

Lucian smiled, picked me up with ease, and sped me up the street in his arms. He knew me so well. He knew I needed to see it again, needed to say goodbye to that life in order to move into my new one.

“Thank you,” I said as he crossed the threshold of my home. I was surprised it still stood. The door no longer existed and, by the looks of it, the place had been looted, but the bricks and mortar were still there.

Mother ran in, out of breath. “Remember that we can’t do that.” She said frowning. Lucian laughed and held up his hands in apology. “Is this where you lived, Eve?”

“Yes, it was my home after my mother died.”

“I’m sorry you went through that.” Mother said.

I smiled. “Come on, I’ll show you my room,” I said, waving her to follow.

Charmeine stood by the door. “I’ll stand guard. Michael, you take the back. Gabriel, you check the house out.” They both nodded and obeyed.

“Taylor, I’ll bag up some of your things so we can take them back with us, give you two time alone.” He smiled. I nodded and mouthed thank you.

Mother followed me upstairs. The landing was the same, the pictures still hung on the wall, a little crooked, but still there. Caleb’s grin when he hit that baseball, my dad in his uniform, my mother at her art show on the day of her grand opening, and then me, looking all sweet and innocent the day before my sixteenth birthday. The day before everything changed. I missed that version of me; the simplistic, happy-go-lucky girl with the bright eyes and bouncy, brown locks. Now I felt fat, tired, and ugly. I know I wasn’t, Lucian had said I was at my most beautiful, but I couldn’t help feeling that way. I was tired, tired of the shit that kept coming our way and tired of pregnancy. My back ached, my feet hurt, and my ankles felt twice the size, and my breasts... don’t even get me started on how sore those huge things were. I thought pregnancy gave you that glow? No, not me... it had missed me by a mile.

“It’s here, Mother,” I said, opening the door with the pink sequinned ‘Taylor’ sign hanging in the centre. My room was a mess. The new mirror Dad had bought me was smashed on the floor. Dead roses wilted over the top of the vase. My bed was thrown aside like trash in a waste basket. Someone had come through and really finished this place off. I remembered what it was like when I came for the locket, which I was hoping was back at the Darkwater mansion, but since then it’d been kicked about, pulverised, and crushed into nothingness. My room was a battle gone wrong. Where was it? I searched through the clutter, heading my way over to the window overlooking the grand oak tree outside. It was my favourite spot when I had first moved there, sitting in the chair, the one now in pieces, and looking out over the oak tree, watching the birds as they took flight on a dewy summer morning. But now, now it was autumn and the oak tree was burnt to a crisp. A fire blazed out of the ruins across the skyline.

“Can I help?” my mother asked.

I nodded. “I’m looking for my blanket.” I said.

“Is this it?” she asked, bending down, moving the bed, and picking it up.

“Yes, how did you know?” 

“A good guess. I made one just like it when you were a mere child.”

“Really?” Wow, Adam had even given my mortal mother the traits of my immortal one. “Thank you.” I smiled, walking over and hugging her. 

She held me tight. “Come on, let’s head back downstairs.” But when she let me go, she gasped. “Eve, you’re bleeding!”

Looking down, my dress was crimson with fresh blood. Was it mine? What was happening? My body swayed, vision blurred as I threw up the chocolate and candy I’d eaten earlier. “Lucian,” I whispered, trying to scream out as I fell. Something was wrong.

Lucian must have heard me whisper for him. He burst into the room, landing before me in time to catch me fall. The next thing I remembered was bloody hands, a panicked pale-faced Lucian, my mother in tears trying to heal me with her light, and Charmeine ordering Gabriel to go get help.

I blacked out.

At least I think I did. How are you ever sure if you blacked out or not? A snippet of time lost. It wasn't like I checked my father’s watch and thought, okay, its 5:20pm, now, when I awake it’ll be... no, that kind of thing doesn’t happen.

Before I opened my eyes, I heard voices, familiar ones. My mother, Lucian... Charmeine bossing Michael around, but no Gabriel. He must have gone for help after all. The room still stank of smoke, vomit, too. I could taste blood; its metallic nature caressed my tongue. But why did I feel wet? Was it blood? All of it couldn’t have been blood, I’d have been dead with that much blood loss...but I was sat in a pool of something.

“We need to move her!” Lucian yelled.

“No, give her a minute, let her wake up first,” my mother said.

“She isn’t waking up!”

“Listen to her heart, Lucian, it’s speeding up.”

“How can you hear that?” he asked.

“I wasn’t born yesterday, I’ve learnt a thing or two on my travels.” She said calmly.

My eyelids fluttered as the light of the dimming sun swept through my bedroom window to greet me. “I...I’m okay.”

I opened my eyes to see the concern on all their faces. I tried to sit up, tried placed my hands on the floor to raise my upper torso into the air. But when my hands touched the carpet, they were sat on a sodden, squelching mess; a wet, watery substance was all around me. Shit. I remembered that from my mother; my water had broken. And with that realisation came an overwhelming tightening that crushed my stomach, rising slowly from the base of my cervix all the way up to my bosom, and with each ripple of contorted pain I screamed. Fists were clenched into balls as I gripped the carpet, holding onto my life. The searing pain serrated my body, feeling as if I was being gutted like a fish inside. What the Hell was happening?

“Shit.” Lucian yelled. “Shit. What do we do?”

“She’s gone into labour, Lucian. There’s nothing we can do but protect her.”

“I, but I don’t know what to do. I’m not prepared for this.”

“Lucian, it’ll be fine. Sit with her and hold her hand while I deliver the babies.”

“No!” I screamed. “Not yet!" I panted. “It’s too early!”

“Your baby’s will come when they’re ready to come, Evie.”

The pain rippled through me again. My back arched, feet clambered back and forth as I padded the carpet like a cat ready for sleep. The pain was excruciating. How the Hell was I going to get one baby out of that hole, let alone two? This can’t be happening, not right now. I’m not ready!

Mother was feeling under my dress. Did she know to deliver a human baby? Wasn’t I the first human she’d met? What if she didn’t know? What if they got stuck and burst out, like that movie I saw with the alien and the stomach? Shit, Taylor, now was not the time to think of that crap. But what if, damn it, the gremlin things were real, could stomach aliens be real too? Were my babies real humans? What if they were mini serpents of darkness, how would I raise them? Adam wouldn’t allow them in Elysium. Shit. What do I do? I’d never leave them, they were my babies, no matter what.

“FUCK!” I yelled, pounding my fists against the floor. Lucian knelt beside me and gripped my hand as my nails clung on tight. Another sharp pain radiated from my bottom up to my breasts, like the babies had a knife and they were slowly carving their way out. The pain was moving as my children worked their way down, pushing their big heads out of a tiny hole. This was going to hurt. I’d read it was like a burning ring of fire. Shit. I was scared. How could I do this? Would they even love me? How do I feed them? What if my milk doesn’t work? Will they starve? How the Hell do I look after them?

“Taylor, concentrate!” Lucian boomed, squeezing my hand.

I glared at him, his brows rose, and he edged backwards. He’d seen my rage before, and it wasn’t the time to be pissing me off. What did he think I was doing? Of course I was concentrating. I was doing nothing but bloody concentrating.

Charmeine ran into the room. “QUICK, HIDE!” she demanded, and then nothing. Her angelic shape stood in the doorway, silent, frozen with an expression of fright. 

“Charmeine?” Michael asked, puzzled as he walked over to her.

Charmeine slid to the floor, coughing up blood as she fell. Her angelic suit merged with the deep crimson as it fled from her body, caressing her shape, growing around her like one big, huge, bloody cocoon. “NO!” Michael screamed. Too little, too late. A huge demonic creature walked in, grabbed the Reaper's blade from Charmeine’s fallen body and stabbed the running Michael through the heart. His body trembled and shook as it connected with the blade. Light fled from his surface as he screamed a high-pitched tone. His celestial body wavered on the edge of the knife's blade, but it wasn’t just any knife, it was the Reaper's blade, the only known blade in existence to be able to kill an immortal being. And the dark-side demon had it in his possession. Michael's voice fled from the scene as silence suffocated him. The light from his dead body imploded, gathering in his core, then expelled, exploding his body into a million tiny pieces. Any remaining notion that Michael ever existed was wiped out with the blast. Not an ounce of bodily fluid remained. He simply disappeared, vanquished by the scene of carnage and devastation. Mother screamed as she pulled back and flung herself over the top of me. As she did, she managed to cocoon the three of us behind a shield of light, just as she had that day on the battle field.

“BLANE!” Lucian yelled. He knew him. Who was he? What did he want? But it was too late for questions, the infernal chaos my body was enduring came back for more of its deadly fun. My voice leapt out of me, wallowing across the room, echoing from wall to wall, resonating its sound in the eardrum of every creature in a fifty-mile radius. I was screaming. It was agony and death that would be the easy route then. The minutes passed by as my pain threshold wavered. I couldn’t take much more of it and my mother certainly couldn’t hold out long on keeping up the barrier around us. The demon was trying to break through using the Reaper's blade to cut and slice down the light, pushing through with every ounce of might he had within him.

“Lucian Darkwater!” Blane yelled, stopping and taking a step back from the wall of light around us. Clapping his hands, he retrieved the blade from the bloodied floor beside Charmeine’s gurgling body. The gurgling meant she was still alive, but Blane didn’t notice, or he didn’t care. Knowing he could end her existence in one final swoop shattered me. What would Adam do without Charmeine? It was clear the two were in love with one another. It was like me without my Lucian, it could not be, life could not be that definite. A loss with no meaning. We had to save her.

“Save Charmeine,” I mouthed to Lucian when my pain subsided. He nodded. I wasn’t sure what he could do, but he nodded all the same.

Lucian stood up. “Blane,” he yelled. “Why are you here?”

“Lilith wants a word with you, Lucian. I can’t understand why, but she wants a word with you.”

“So what do you want, Blane?

“Fuck me. Obviously I want the lot of you dead, maggot sandwiches squelching under my dirty footprints as I squash you into the ground. But no... Lilith wants her toy back.”

“Right. Take me, then, leave them here.”

“No, no, that just won’t do. It won’t do at all.” He stated. “You see, our adorable Queen of Darkness is interested in more than your soon to be corpse of a body. She wants the girl, too... Mummy dearest can come for the ride. She’ll be delighted to see her radiant, bloody heart beating when she rips it out for herself.”

Pain radiated through me again. It was coming, they were coming. I could feel the pressure in my bottom, pushing down, baring down on me. I had the urge to sit up, to squat, even. Anything to get my babies out of me. 

“Lucian, I can’t hold the wall up much longer!” My mother shrieked as her body slumped and the wall began to fade away.

Lucian leapt forward, broke through the remaining slither of a wall, and grabbed Blane by the throat. Fangs out, he bit down on his neck. Blane howled as his demonic core set alight, frazzling Lucian's top off of him, scorching his body as he was flung aside like the withered corpse of a human being. Blane had the immortal blade. “LUCIAN!” I screamed as his ignited flesh ripped away from him, searing the carpet he lay on. He wasn’t far away, I could make it. I had to try. I needed to save him. Blane was picking himself up, scorching his own wound to seal the pulsating blood flow. I had to get there before he did. Mother was weak, drained of energy as she lay unconscious on the floor. I was already sat up, already bracing my body to squat on my knees. But the weight of me, it was too much. I couldn’t stand, I wasn’t able to lift my tired soul any longer. Crawling on all fours in a slow manner was the least of my problems, what concerned me is the beating sound of a door breaking outside. My front door. Someone else was there. Was it the cavalry? Had Adam arrived by Gabriel’s hand, ready to save the day?

Crawling further, I was nearly there, but I knew, I could feel it coming, feel the pain begin to radiate through my body again. Starting off slowly, with a timid peaceful wave, then erupting into a full-on tsunami as it battered at the coast, taking down every ounce of energy left in me. All I can do was bury my head and scream. Rivers of anguish merged through me. The pain of the contraction mixed with the despair of never reaching my loved one filled my being. Seeing Blane walk over, feeling his hot breath on my neck as he gripped my hair and drug me over to Lucian. It should have hurt, I should have cried, but it was nothing compared to the roaring going on inside of me. Blane flung a chunk of my scalp down next to me. Blood poured as he hit me across the side of the head, and just before I blacked out, the vision of my loved one with the Reaper's Blade hanging over him was all that I took to my grave that day.

To hope for a grave was a peaceful hand held high, give up and surrender moment. Not the strength the radiant Eve should have had. But then, I wasn't totally Eve, was I? I wore the shell of my former self, blissfully cocooned in the body of my mortal host, me, Taylor Lane. I was just the twenty-year-old that was giving birth beside her soon to be husband and mother passed out in the corner. It sounded like something out of a dark comedy sketch. Except it wasn’t a sketch, it wasn’t remotely funny, if this was the nature of my life and the shit-fate I’d been dealt with.

I’d say if there was a God, he’d be having a laugh, and he probably was. We all knew that God was real and happened to be my daddy dearest, the lord of everything dark and devastating. Well, I think he took the piss when he created me. It was either that or life was just a chasm of misshaped events all rolled into one chaotic finish.

Where was I? Was I dead or did I survive? My head pounded, the darkness enveloped me as my eyes remained tightly shut. If I opened them... what would I see? Was I safe? Did the cavalry come in time or was it some sadistic torture and when I opened my eyes, the nightmares that plagued me would be reality once and for all. My body ached. I felt like I’d been fighting against a vice all my life and only recently the damn thing had closed on me. Jeez, what happened?

Opening my eyes ever so slowly, I blinked. Dorothy, we’re not in Kansas anymore. What was this place? I lay looking up at the gaping darkness above me. The sound of fluid dripping reminded me of the moss filled cave my brother had once died in. To say it was a cave, though, it appeared quite similar, but looking up, it was more of a gorge, a valley of sorts, and I was smack bang in the middle of it.

My head hurt too much to move. Was I restrained, or could I move? Nothing worked. I couldn’t sit up, my body felt limp and alone to the touch. Where was I? Dread filled my core as I struggled to blink, watering my eyes with the salty tears it needed. They were so dry. How long had I been out for?

“Lucian?” I called out in more of a shallow whisper than the full on scream I’d tried to say it as. My throat was dry, my tongue like sandpaper. How long had I laid like this? The place was silent, or was it? Could I hear? It was too quiet for reality. Everything made a noise, even my own breath usually reflected a slight blow. But there was nothing except the lull of spacious realism. My hearing had gone. What happened? I couldn’t be awake, it had to be a dream, a nightmarish escapism from the torture of what was taking place to my living body. Where were my babies?

Bit by bit, my muscles began to ache. Aching was a good sign, wasn’t it? It meant they worked. It meant I was alive and able to move, not paralysed from the waist down. Except I wasn’t moving, or was I? My toes wriggled, at least I think they did, but I couldn’t exactly see, lying there. The dripping sound returned. I could hear, something was there all along, the dripping of liquid down from a height. Where was it? What was it?

My vision was blurry. Outstretching my neck, I cranked it to the side. Piece by piece I put together a jigsaw picture in front of me. What was that shape? A dark blurring of surrealism as it walked across the valley before me. I must have been raised up high, for the shadowed movement that blurred my vision was below and above me. What was it? “Lucian?” I cried, only whispers played out. Was that him? Did he save us? 

Behind the mirage of blackness was an orange flame that lit the whole of the canyon. A fire blazed across the mirage, lighting up the darkness around me as the shadows ran and wept from sight. That was exactly right, there were no shadows, no other worldly darkness, only the figure that walked around behind me, doing something. But what?

Blinking rapidly, I focussed on bringing water back to my eyes, healing their disturbed sense of vision and augmenting that reality back to the real reality. Stretching my limbs, I managed to twitch my fingers. Looking down on the left, I could see a slight movement where my hand should be, a merging of skin colour as the pale turned to pink, turned to olive and snow white. Colours leapt at each other, danced through a thousand tones and back again. Blinking, the sharpness slowly drifted back, wandering off for a while, but never too far away as the mirage of colour before me creased back into its usual shape. My hand was whole, and my fingers twitched. This was a good sign. Wasn’t it?

With the merging of my fictional reality with the actual one, sound resonated back in my ear drums. The sound of insane laughter, high-pitched squealing and catastrophic cackles. It couldn’t be? Could it? If it was who or what I thought it was, then we’d never been saved, we’d been delivered into the hands of pure evil itself; the hands of my cruel, odious sister, the one and only, Lilith. The giggling became more apparent as a figure danced around the room, her white dress swaying and curving, curtailing the firelight.

Blinking more, I reached down and managed to watch my own will of strength as my hand trembled across my chest, up my body, and to my eye-sockets. Wiping them, my vision increased. I’d been covered with something, some kind of substance that had made it difficult to see. Lifting my hand to view it, the substance was crimson red, crackled, and old, but definitely of the blood variety. My eyes had merged with my blood. It must have been from Blane ripping out my hair as I crawled over to Lucian back in my old room.

Lucian... where was he? “LUCIAN!” I yelled, and that time, I actually did. My courage was back, strength bleeding through my roots as both hands shot up, elbows down, and I raised my upper torso up and off the ground. At least I thought it was the ground. I couldn’t be sure. Still looking left, I looked down. No, it wasn’t the ground. It was a table, a surface of sorts, and down the sides was the dripping sound, the rambling flow of fresh blood as it fled from my body and pooled on the floor beneath me.

“LUCIAN!” I screamed, fearing for my life. That’s when I heard it; the igniting sound of a child’s call, the bond of a mother as she hears her first baby cry out, begging for her love and familiarity. My child, my babies, where were they? The sound came from the darkness that wore the shape of a man as he drifted across the valley, booming with laughter.

Behind him stood an overarching cross, a crucifix turned upside down, the sign of the Devil. Was this him? Had Lucifer found me? It was clear mother and son would work together, after all. Perhaps God never killed him as the tall tales said he had.

But what was on the crucifix? That was the question. It was something unmoveable, someone I knew, an intimate closeness that I felt kindling within my soul. That wasn’t my Lucian, though, it was the body of an upside-down mother. My mother. Eve’s mother. Unconscious and hung by the nails in her arms and feet, bleeding dry into a bucket below.

Insane laughter rippled the cavern around me. My cocoon of familiarity shook, and my body trembled as I stared across at my mother’s life as it literally hung in the balance. Beside her stood the darkness, the swirling serpent, as it kindled the soul of someone I once knew, and he wasn’t alone. He was carrying something, a screaming someone, a tragically lost someone. It couldn’t be? Could it? Was that my father, my actual, real father? The man that donated his swimmers, so I could be born? Was it really him? Who was he now? I had never been able to remember the pain he’d caused. Adam had kept that part from me, hidden those memories to keep me safe and I could see why. The figure of my father turned. The long-grizzled beard stood with greying hair, a tall body and the muscular features of an athlete on steroids. In his hand lay a baby, one of my babies. I could feel my child as it cried, feel the heartache and sorrow as it wept. What was he doing to my baby? The darkness enveloped both of them, swirling around them just as it always did with the shadelings. The serpent appeared to live within my father’s soulless body, as any hope of humanity left him. Was he siphoning my baby’s soul?

The fear of loss, grief, pain... it resided in all of us. That last goodbye, the few final moments, the tragic tear as it trickled form an iris down to salty lips. That was the fear as it overwhelmed you, the loss of knowing oneself as whole never again. Not only was my father beside my mother, he had his grandchild cast into darkness before my eyes. I had to get up, had to help save my child and free my mother. 

Drifting songs of a bloodthirsty sister cradled my tears as she danced her way over to me. “Little Evie! Daddy dearest is here to play!” She shrieked in her high-pitched deafening lull of a voice. “Come play with us!” She yelled as she swayed and swirled before my eyes. Her white robe was covered in the blood of another as she held in her arms a still child, a motionless baby, a bloodied, tiny human who lay blue to the eye. Its unnatural body defied all nature when it wept. It was still alive, my baby... although bloody, made a slight cry, a monotone murmur of a cry, but a cry all the same.

“Oh this...?” she asked, swaying her supple frame over to me. Her mouth was cast over with dried blood. My baby that she held had teeth marks in its tiny stomach. She had done that, she had tried to bite my child, to finish my baby off. But knowing me, knowing my Lucian, my babies were strong, they had to be. She hadn’t been able to fully bite down on her, why? And why the heck couldn’t I get up? Damn it! She kept my baby girl far enough out of reach, too far for me to move unless I stood up and fought back. I had to, needed to. But why couldn’t I move? “Don’t worry, Little Evie. I’ll protect her like my own.” She cackled as she licked the dried blood off of my motionless baby’s stomach, swaying away to the other side of the canyon.

My baby was passed over to EJ, who continued to dance and sway my child around. “She likes it, see...” Lilith said as she picked up a lump of a Dark One from the floor. Lucian was slumped in her arms as she raised him high and danced his comatose body around the floor like a puppeteer with its puppet, pulling the strings to make him dance alongside her, falling into her arms as the silent tunes met their crescendo.

“LUCIAN!” I screamed as I pushed up, needing to reach him, wake him up so he could help me save my babies. I had to get to my mother and save my children from my father’s wrath. But my Lucian was gone, out like a light, dancing the dreams of a monstrous bride in her bloodied wedding dress on All Hallows Eve. Leaping my body forward with all my might, a wrenching pain ripped through me as I looked down only to hear a plopping sound from the floor. Beneath me, in a pool of blood, the continuous fall of pinkish gooey hose-like organ slid down, landing on top of itself. My insides tugged. My stomach began to feel like someone had washed the dishes inside of me. My fear of the ultimate betrayal came true. The notion that my babies had been born naturally was only that, a notion, for as I looked down it was clear that they had been sliced out of me, pulled out of the safety net of their cocoon and introduced to the world of Hell. They had been cut from the cord and transferred to the ravings of two darkened souls. My gut lay open, blood dripped from the table, and intestines plopped on the floor. I shouldn’t have been alive. I’d lost every ounce of survival within me. How was I still breathing?

Callous giggles roared next to me. Lilith dropped Lucian on the floor, ran over, and skipped in my blood like dancing in the rain. “Weeeeee!” she screeched, slipping and sliding in my mortality. Bending down, she gripped my intestines, gathered them up into a sloshy pile, and stood up giggling. “Are these yours?” She howled, unable to contain the laughter as she squished them back inside of me. “Ooo no, no, no, I forgot to sew, sew, sew!” She wailed with laughter. “Doctor, hand me the needle and thread!” She ushered behind her. EJ dropped my motionless baby on top of Lucian's slumbering body. He stomped off and came back minutes later with a large needle and thread. How did they even have that?

“See, EJ, I knew we forgot something!” she screeched, stabbing me with the needle.

“Where’s my baby?” I asked, trying not to piss her off.

“EJ, where’s the blue thing?” Lilith asked, stabbing me again, drawing the thread through my bloodied body. EJ held up his hands in the motion of ‘I dunno’. “Go find her, EJ.” Lilith yelled. “Can’t you see I’m busy?”

EJ stomped off, almost tripping over Lucian and my baby girl. Grunting, it picked the baby up by its arm and flung it over to me. My heart stopped as she flew through the air. Fright scorched my eyes as I reached out. “Stay still!” Lilith demanded, turning to see my baby in flight. She caught her in time. “EJ, no! Bad, EJ.” She grimaced, pushing the baby girl onto me. My child breathed, slowly and desperately, but she breathed. She needed to cough; her cries sounded like there was something stuck in her throat. Lying on her front, across my chest, her tiny little fingers twitched. She tried to grip me, to wriggle about, heading over to my breast, smelling the milk. My hand raised slowly, reached to hold her, to soothe her and tell her everything would be alright. But as my hand reached her back, Lilith pushed it down, trying to push me away from my baby. Without knowing it, she’d helped my child, hitting her on the back was the best thing she could do. The baby coughed, vomited on me, and screamed. Lilith shrieked, dropping the needle and thread, and jumped backwards. My child’s cries had scared her. A motion from a motionless baby girl was a miracle in the making. But before I could be overjoyed, before I could relish in the victory, the bigger picture came walking over. My father, the greyed man shrouded in darkness, came forth, and with him, my beautiful baby boy fast asleep in his arms.

“EVE!” my father boomed. “Meet your son.” He thundered. He held out my boy, pale-skinned, moving, and alive. He cried the sound of a motherless child. He’d been ripped from my womb, taken by my father, and lived in the abyss of darkness for the first few moments of his life. A shroud of black encased him, a moving shadow of unconscious thought, a broken limped creature that crushed his soul. Something was happening to him, as my poor boy screamed for his mummy. Before my eyes, my baby boy’s tiny heart gave way to the black. His light was cast aside as his soul was broken in two, ripped from his body and destroyed through the unnatural death from my father’s serpent of darkness. My baby transformed into that of death itself. The boy before me opened his eyes and only black remained. 

Black that bled, black that cried, and black that cursed the land he was born on.
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