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PROLOGUE
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Mutated past the accomplishment of humankind, what was I? It was as though I bypassed the rarity of a perfected being and morphed into something greater. The embodiment of good and evil, blessed by God, corrupted by darkness, blissfully unaware of the nature of my birth. I was perpetually alone having accidentally murdered my own family, killed the immortal love that surrounded me, and breathed the air of the reaper's curse. I was the devil on this god forsaken Earth; purely and divinely evil. 

I couldn't even speak, for if I did my voice screamed out a chorus of pain and anguish. Birds fell to their death, the living turned to ice, and my screams froze the world around me. Granted, it appeared to be only momentarily. But that had been enough time to stop a heart, enough time to murder my friends, and enough time to surpass the immortal expectations of my lover, my Lucian, my Dark One.

There I stood, weeping on the frozen chest of my lover, praying for a miraculous beat of a long dead heart, trying with all my power to heal him, unfreeze him, anything to bring him back to me. The horror was written on all their petrified faces; a shocking eclipse of thought lasting an eternity pasted over the once fresh-faced beings I had grown to love. My family, my life was all gone, destroyed.

I couldn’t take their anguish, their pain. How could I live another day after seeing my little brother Caleb murdered in front of me? How could I be such a powerful being when I couldn’t even save him? I was no-one, nothing. We are who we are because of the people around us. If there was no one around us, then we were empty. 

Having battled the Demon outside, I then needed to battle the monster within. It would tear me apart if I didn’t reign it in. It was him, I thought as I looked over the wasteland before me, my father, my hero. The grief of killing my own father was what changed me, broke me inside. He had merely held me tight after the attack. He hadn't known what I was, who I had become. Hell, I didn’t even know! But without realising it, the Femme Fatale within had arose, luring in his energy and siphoning his life force for my own personal pleasure; healing my slashed body in the process. I stood there with my head buried in his chest as he bear-hugged me, protecting his baby girl. Then his arms drooped, dropping down to his sides, as he fell, stone-cold and lifeless. I didn’t know it then, but there was no saving him, no chance in hell of bringing him back. The Darkwaters knew, but they had taken him in all the same, brought in help from the best in the business. Even with the dark arts, there was no way of saving him. He was too cold to be turned so he had died, and he had died while I sat chained to a cave wall, watching my baby brother being slaughtered, screaming for mercy when no mercy would come.

The Angels fell, having watched the destruction, but they left Caleb cold and lifeless. One gave mercy, he saved me, but why hadn't he come earlier? Why, then, after I’d lost everything? Did he need to teach me a lesson? How had I ever wronged him? Why did he save me? I was a monstrous girl with the ability to lure in trouble at the first flutter of eyelashes.  The angelic being that touched my lips, that breathed life back into my fallen body, he knew me, he saw me, he whispered back a thousand memories that had pained themselves from existence. But who was he to me and where was he now? 

I couldn’t stay there, couldn’t face the reality any longer. What do I have left anymore? They’re all dead, it’s all my doing and there’s nothing anyone can do about it. I didn’t think an Angel would exactly save a Dark One.  Perhaps when the Angels fell from the sky, the world had really ended. How long had I been asleep? How long had I died for this time? Did I sleep through Armageddon? Is that even possible? Still, the world was freakishly quiet for something that had lived and breathed. Was I stuck within my own mind? Was this a devilish nightmare that would never end? It was hard enough trying to control my own voice, let alone focus on the environment outside of the fallen throne within the Darkwaters mansion.

I had wanted to be a hero, like my mum had said, ‘Be somebody, darling, help those who need it. Not everyone is as fortunate as you.’ She had always been my cheerleader, my best friend, but she wasn’t here anymore. What would she say to me now if she was? I doubt she would have said anything. Perhaps just tut and look at me with her long-saddened stare, one of disappointment, a stare that could crush the heart of any young child. Even at just the mere age of four, I remembered decorating her wallpaper with a magnificent picture of a two-headed giraffe as tall as a tree. I was certainly imaginative, and I thought it was spectacular. But I don’t think my mother appreciated the fact I had used permanent markers to draw my pretty picture. That’s the first memory I had of that stare, that tut, but I’m sure I heard it a few more times after that.

How could I be a hero? It wasn’t like there was a rulebook or anything. It seemed whenever I tried to do anything good it turned upside down and someone ended up getting hurt. I was a bomb ready to go off. How could I save anyone? But then what was meant to be, would be, and as for me playing the hero card, that clearly wasn’t part of any grand plan anymore.

There was nothing left to do except ask the damn Angels why they had brought me back. They must have foreseen the ultimate destruction, the chaotic nature of death amongst the living. What was I? A pawn in the game of life? I couldn’t live without my family, without my lover or my friends. The world had frozen, and I was the only living thing left in it. That needed to change. I needed to end it. And with that thought, that uproar of intellect, I succumbed to the blade of anguish, impaling myself as agony wrapped its devastating claws around me, siphoning out any goodness left within my broken soul. I ran away from life as I met my demise in the end of days.
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CHAPTER 1: TAYLOR
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Light shone through the emptiness of reality, and as it did, the dead took a breath. Time passed with a brief glimpse at what could have been. A momentous leap in the heart of a sacred, stolen Angel. As eternity stood still, the screams shrilled through the winter's air, slowing mortality to near death as they leapt and jittered through the environment, encumbered by the sorrow of a long-lost girl with a broken frame, a fragile being. 

I was a poor excuse for a human, except I wasn’t human anymore. Perhaps I never was. Now I’m here, wherever here is, cosying up with the Angels. Isn’t that just? I killed everyone and got to party with the angelic crew like there was no tomorrow. Well, is there a tomorrow? Or a today even? Did what happen, really happen?

I was dead. I could have guessed that, due to the spiritual body I resided in. It was a tiny bit see-through, to say the least. It seemed to work, though.  I could still hear, see, touch, smell, and taste. Well, I could on my journey there, anyway. I sat in a sparkling crystal waiting room, waiting for my number to be called. She said that would normally be fine, and when I say ‘she’ I meant the woman behind the counter with the axe in her head, but apparently there was an overflow of dead souls. According to the axe lady, something big went down and I was stuck in a queue, a queue to enter my eternal rest... or damnation. I assumed that was what that chute in the floor was for, the one in the corner. It must be for the dodgy characters that didn't deserve a peaceful finish, the evil ones falling back down to the underworld. It didn’t look pretty, but I didn’t care, and I was guaranteed I’d end up winging my way to the underworld through the slide of doom at some point that millennium. 

No matter, though, after all my ticket said 6471 and we were only on number one. I sat there for what felt like hours and not one soul had moved. I was lucky to get a seat in the infinite graveyard awaiting perdition. Although the seats seemed to keep appearing, and I couldn’t see the back of the room anymore; it appeared to go on forever.

So, this is what death is? A long messed up journey down a dark tunnel to what you hope is salvation, only to find a waiting area with a grumpy receptionist and a ticket booth.

I had guessed I was part of the reason we were all in this mess. I was sure I saw Old Steve Stretton back there. Granted, he could’ve passed due to his age, but I bet my mouth had something to do with it. Who knew I could scream like that?

I couldn't see them, though, my dad and my brother. How long had I been out for? Surely, they were still here somewhere? And what about Lucian? Where do Disciples go when they die? It’s not like they were purely evil. After all, they made a deal with Eve herself. So where would they end up? Would I ever see Lucian again? This was too messed up. How could I spend the rest of my eternal life sat here? Jeez, it hadn’t even moved to number two. 

It served me right. I ended up there of my own freewill. My anger got the better of me. Mum used to say I should slow down, take my time, but all that went to shit when she died and the world of supernatural opened its doors. I mean, whose grand plan was that? Putting a sixteen-year-old smack bang in the middle of an eternal war? Whose bright idea was it? God? Did God even exist? I’d been battling the monsters all on my own for months, years even. Well, two years. Where were the good guys? Don’t get me wrong, Lucian and the Darkwaters were damn good at what they did, but they were still Lilith’s Disciples. So where were Eve’s Disciples? Eve’s Angels? How come they didn’t fall to Earth until I nearly died? Coincidence? I think not. Coincidences are just our way of accepting something abnormal as being perfectly normal. 

I wondered what was happening back in Elvington. Perhaps the Angels were battling the Demons and Armageddon was going on. That’d explain the countless mortal souls appearing at death's door. Or maybe the Darkwaters survived and they were leading an army to take down Enoch, ending Lilith once and for all. But then why would they turn on their maker? They wouldn’t, would they? So, what would they be doing? Perhaps they weren't doing anything. Perhaps the world was still frozen, and they were lying there as corpses, unburied and unloved. That’s, well, that’s just wrong. How could I do this to them? To all of them? They’ve done nothing but help me through this change and I go and destroy them all with my thanks. I’m a killer, just a plain, cold killer and no matter what I do, what I hope, nothing would change that fact. No-one could change what I had done. I deserved every punishment I got for it.

“TWO,” a robotic voice boomed over a crackling intercom.

Two... did it really say two? Finally, there was some hope that they would get on with my sentencing soon. Sitting there was punishment enough, especially as the whole infinite room was silent. It was as if every soul had lost their voice. But then again, they wouldn’t have a voice, would they? That was the mortal body’s doing, energy couldn't talk. So how could I communicate, how could I make myself heard? I thought it was just me, that they had taken my speech away so I couldn’t scream again. But no, it was everyone. No one spoke. They all looked human, not just bundles of energy like I presumed they’d be. They looked like what their human body must have resembled. In which case, the guy next to me was clearly homeless, he even smelt of urine. How was that possible, that we brought along our human senses? If I could smell and see and hear, then why couldn't I speak? There had to be a way, all I needed to do was form a syllable. But how? My body felt strange. It looked the same, but, well my hands had an opacity filter set to fifty percent. Is this what it felt like to be dead? A translucent body with an emptiness inside? I could feel, though, just not so strongly, everything was dialled down. Where’s the pain of death by sword? Surely there should be a gapping hole and pure agony? But then, that was the meat and bones, this here, this must be the spirit. All energy must go somewhere, even when we die. I guess mine had formed this representation of myself.

“THREE,” the voice boomed.

Great, it was getting there. Only six thousand, four hundred and sixty-eight to go. Marvellous. It was funny, really... I didn’t need my limbs pulling apart or to be tied down with Lilith’s beastly creatures. Physical pain was commendable, but the mentality of sitting there waiting was downright torturous! I had to get up, had to move. The reception desk was getting further and further away as more dead wannabes joined the queue. I best get moving then.

Stretching my dead legs, my back screamed in pain. Nerves pulsated as electricity shot up to my head, tensing up and bursting from my eyes and ears. The pressure was immense as I shuffled forward to the edge of the seat. “Shit!” I yelled as I moved.

All eyes were on me. I had spoke, well, yelled, blasphemy in God's own realm. That’ll look great on my judgement. The bewilderment across mortality’s dead face resembled how I felt; astounded. I didn't know what they were looking at, it wasn't like I knew how to speak. How the heck did I do that? Maybe God never heard that, it’s not like he ever listens anyway. Perhaps I’ll even get into Heaven after all. If it is, in fact, called Heaven. What’s the name of the nice place you go when you die in other religions? Maybe it’s one of those. Sometimes my stupidity astonished me. Should I ever be born again, if reincarnation was a thing, then I would try and remember to educate the followers of numerous religions on the actual happenings of a dead soul. But then, I doubted they’d believe me if I told them of the ticket booth, the grumpy axed receptionist, and the infinite waiting room. It sounded like an old comedy sketch. No, I couldn’t tell anyone. I’d end up strapped to a bed again for sure, and this time with no family to save me.

That was if the world outside still existed. All those people... Did I really kill all those people? And why are all eyes still on me? Are they waiting for some miraculous prophecy? Did I look like a prophet? No, I looked more like the evil dead right then, with my blackened hands and mind-warped image, not someone you’d want to take home to meet your parents.

I had to move, had to get out of there. If only I could make it to the trapdoor of doom, I could escape. Perhaps even stopping by Earth on the way, checking in on the devastation I had caused. God, I’m a monster. No really, I am. There were no mirrors in there, but I could guess most of those people weren’t staring at me because of my good looks, besides the fact that evil me had a voice, and a blasphemous one at that. Shit. And that was another thing, when did I ever swear? The darkness had really taken its toll. There was nothing left, was there? What was the point of anything? Give me a gun and I’d shoot myself. That was how I felt, anyway. But then it’d put me to the back of the queue and that wouldn’t solve anything, now would it?

“FOUR,” a robotic voice boomed.

Wahey, we’ve reach four. Only fifty billion years to go. Okay, I’m not the best at mathematics, but fifty billion is how it was beginning to feel. 

At least I had made it to the edge of my seat. It was time to get up, raise those weary legs, and learn to walk again. I was going to walk right on out of there. I had to. I needed to find out what chaos I had caused back down on the ground. I couldn't keep sitting there, waiting around like I had nothing to do. I needed to right whatever wrongs I had caused, and that was starting with bringing the dead back to life. So, the plan, yeah...well, the plan was to learn to walk. Then I had to test the door next to the ticket machine and then shout out for Caleb, Dad, and Lucian and haul our asses back down to the apocalypse. Easy, right? Wrong.

Summoning the strength was easy. I was full of the stuff that I must have siphoned off of the living way before I died. The problem was the balance. As I lifted myself up, I quivered, threatening to fall over. Gripping back onto the chair for support, I got down on my knees and began to crawl. It was a tad embarrassing, but I was happy to make a fool of myself if I could get up and out of there. It was almost like I was a newborn finding my feet again, wobbling about, looking to her mother for stability. Except I didn’t have a mum anymore, she died. It was just me now so I had better woman up and push on forward.

Countless faces passed by as I dragged my dead body through their legs, back towards the reception desk. It was strange, really. I remembered walking in there, trudging down that long, winding tunnel. I remembered taking the ticket and sitting down. But I didn't remember much else after that. How long have I been here? Has my body degraded that much that the limbs no longer work? Surely, I stretched a bit? Swayed side to side, shuffled positions to make myself more comfortable? No, no, I didn't remember any of that. It was as though I had remained in silence, motionless, and lost in thought until my number came up. Which I hasten to add, never did. I had hoped I had not been gone too long. I wondered if I could bargain with God; my soul for the chance to clean up the debris back down there. Would he listen? Maybe he’d take the deal. He could throw my worthless soul to the gutter then, just as long as I could heal those I had killed, bring back my dad and my brother, kiss the lips of Lucian once again. Maybe he’d let me. Maybe God was good after all. Maybe he didn't just sit around all day while the Earth he created turned to crap and countless innocent people died. Maybe he didn't realise. Who was I kidding? Of course, he realised. If there was a God, he was just as bad as the Devil, well, Lilith. The Devil was dead, after all. How am I going to bargain my way out of this one? There must be someone in charge, but who?

Crawling through the masses, my hands became brittle to the cool crystallised floor. The beauty that shone through it resembled the light of a heavenly goddess as she swam in the lake of tranquillity. Breathing the breath of allurement, residing close to your heart, as her essence was captured by the divinity of the crystal that lay below my broken body. Imagine the Aurora Borealis with its godly lights cascading across the night sky, delivering good to the evil nature that was bestowed within it. That was the allure the cosmic artistry below delivered. 

It may have been beautiful, but the hardened edges of the crystals began to hurt my knees. Was it possible for the dead to bleed in Heaven? It felt like the skin housing my kneecaps was cut deep to the bone. The pain was there, as if my knees were sliced to ribbons. There was no escaping that. Stopping, I looked ahead. Only a little way longer and all this would end. Must keep going, must keep moving.

“FIVE,” a robotic voice boomed.

One thing I had noticed was that when the tannoy spoke, no-one moved. Surely the person with ticket number five should be walking over to the reception desk. Perhaps not walking, but crawling, like me. Either way, they should be heading over there. It was all very odd. Why have numbers when no one used them?

Crawling along, I reached the door beside reception. The axe lady looked out from her booth, peered down at me with her grumpy expression and finally smiled. 

“You took your time,” she said, as two men lifted me up from the floor, opened the trapdoor of doom, and tipped me over the edge.

Down and down I fell, like Alice in her rabbit hole, a concoction of unspoiled events all mixed into one scene. Chaos overruled as my necrotic corpse tumbled down the swirling cliff of devastation. Deeper and deeper, no end in sight. Would this be my eternal rest, plummeting into the depths of Earth's own volcanic core, meeting my own oblivion? Further and further I fell into the void with visions of time twisted beyond recognition. Fragments of past, present, and future combined into a pilgrimage of existence. 

“WAIT,” I heard in the distance, “are you insane, Michael? Don’t you know what she’ll do to you when she realises?”

“What? Oh, don’t tell me. It isn’t her, is it?”

“Yes, didn’t you recognise her?”

“No, Gabriel, I’m shaded, remember?”

“Best get her back then,” Gabriel said.

As I fell through the emotional resilience of life’s long history, my body stopped, braced against the parachute of Heaven's hands. I’d finished plummeting to an unearthly death, crashing into extinction as my inners became outers. Floating in limbo, I spewed up the contents of my final meal. My waist was tight, as something gripped and yanked me back up, one tug at a time. 

Collapsing at the feet of what I could only presume was Michael, I vomited again.

“Seriously!” he moaned.

“I think you deserved that,” Gabriel said, laughing to himself. “Pick her up, bring her to Charmeine. She needs cleaning up.”

“Yeah, doesn’t she half!” He laughed, throwing my tormented body over his shoulder. “Burgh, she stinks.”

“She’s been dead a while this time.”

“I don’t know why he does it,” Michael said.

“Me neither. He must really care for her.”

“He’s meant to care for all of us, they both are. But you don’t see them fighting the wars, do you?”

“I think war is the least of our worries right now.”
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CHAPTER 2: LUCIAN
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Seeping into the conscious mind, I saw a scattering of leaves swarm around them. Broken corpses lay bare to the elements, struck down by the ferocity of an anguished being, pained to walk the transitional realm for ever more. Half living, half dead, they scratched at reality like zombies to brains. 

I say corpses, yet they breathed, they murmured. It wasn't their endgame yet. There was still a battle to be fought and one that would require the abilities of the damned and the dying; the curiously dead and undead. It was a battle of realms, a conquest of faith, and not one you would want to look away from. It was the deliciously destroying decimation of the mortal ignorance of the world. And it was time for a change, time to keep breathing, time to stand up, gear up and fight. If only it wasn't a dream.

“Get up now, Lucian. Wake up.”

“Lucian, fucking wake up man,” Harland screamed, “she’s gone.”

I shot up, What the hell happened? As my eyes opened, my blurred vision strengthened, bringing me back to reality. That’s when I saw her, as her body slunk down beside me; murdered by my blade, killed by her own grief. There was no end to the torment, no end to life.

“She... she can’t be.” Salty tears streamed down my lifeless face.

“Give her some blood, damn it!” Harland cried, slicing my wrist and forcing it to her mouth. 

It should have hurt, but I didn’t care. Shock had taken over. I wasn’t ready for this, for any of this. She gave me life again, brought the light into the darkness. She couldn't be gone!

“It won’t work. She’s not human, not anymore.” I laid down beside her fallen body. 

She was so cold, her skin blackened from sorrow. Her face was pale, strained in anguish. She couldn't be dead. She was like us now, how could she be dead? Oceans of tears fled my soulless heart as I brushed her hair away from her glazed eyes. They’d lost their sparkle, all magic had gone. Shuffling closer to her, I kissed the tip of her nose and ran my fingers down her face. Harland came over and covered her over.

“What the hell happened?” Harland asked.

“I don’t know,” I said, “she was in so much pain.” Tears crept out, wallowing beneath my eyes. “She didn’t know what she was doing. She wouldn’t ever hurt us.”

“But she did Lucian, that wasn’t Taylor,” Elisha said. “That was something else.”

“We didn’t die. She didn’t mean it.”

“You’re right, she wouldn’t ever mean to hurt us, but she did. That couldn’t have been her. You have to accept the Taylor we knew and loved is gone.” 

“No, I can’t. If that wasn’t her, then where is she?”

“She died long before, she must have,” Elisha said.

“Then explain to me how we came back to life? Whatever she was, she killed us all, aren’t you guys meant to be immortal?” Harland said.

“No, she was in there. It was the pain that killed her,” I said.

“But how are we still living, mate?”

“Don’t call me mate, Harland.”

“Fine. I get that you’re upset. We all are. I just want to know what happened, that’s all.”

“Her powers consumed her, Lucian.” Lawrence lifted himself up from the ground and brushed himself down. “There was nothing you could do.”

“She needed me, and I let her down.”

“We all let her down, man,” Nic said.

“No, you let her down, Lucian! This ain’t right. She was better than all of you. I told her you’d kill her,” Harland screeched, running for Lucian. 

“Back up!” Julian boomed, standing in front of me.

“No, Julian! He killed her. Get outta my way!”

“Back up, now!” he yelled, pushing Harland back to the wall with a great force.

Harland slammed back, yelping as his body bent around the doorframe. Alaric and Clyde growled, transforming into Lycans in front of Julian.

Elisha and Nic ran into formation as the two sides came head to head over the death of their loved one. Lawrence intervened. 

“That is enough. This will do no good, no good at all! If you have any humanity left, then leave this place. Today isn’t about blame, it’s about picking up the pieces and burying our girl,” he said as he looked over to Lucian in mourning.

Alaric and Clyde changed back and picked up their brother. They left the fallen mansion and went out into the forest to fight another day.
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CHAPTER 3: TAYLOR
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Heading into the bright scintillating light should have been a journey of wonder. Instead I was covered in vomit, my hair was likes rat’s tails, and I smelt like one of the sewer traps I’d come across in my previous life in London. My deceased body was tossed over the shoulder of the burly Michael. As he walked down the vibrant corridor of what should have been peace and harmony, my body bounced up and down. Why was Heaven so chaotic? It seemed like an inept joke. Why was Gabriel nervous around me? Who was I to him? Somebody, somewhere, seemed interested in me, but I couldn’t understand why. The girl that brought on Armageddon. Surely that’d turn a few heads. I was just hoping it turned the right heads, then perhaps the big man would notice me and send me back to Earth to clean up the tragic wreck I’d created.

Why couldn’t I remember much? I still couldn’t feel as much as I used to be able to when I was alive. But then again, I was dead. It was a marvel I could feel anything. It was like my astral body was numb to the destruction my physical body had created. I knew the Angel that brought me back whispered in my ear, but what? Of all the things to forget, that was clearly one of the speeches you would have thought I would have inscribed on my soul. But no, I had to go and forget, didn’t I? 

The gleaming corridor felt like it went on forever. It was the opposite of the tunnel I’d walked through; that had been dark, desolate, and uninviting. The only part that pushed me forward was the warm illumination at the end of it. That turned out to be a waste of time after all, sitting by a ticket booth while my body wilted and withered. There had better be a point to all this. I’d been tossed about enough for one day, thanks. Then again, had it only been a day? There weren’t exactly any windows. 

I still had a little strength left, granted my body felt like it’d been rotating on the wheel of a hamster’s cage for the last century. But I was still living, kind of. Although I was tired, worn down and rotting. It wasn’t a pleasant sight and I smelled bad, too. I could gain strength, if I remembered how. I knew there was a sigil embedded on my damn body somewhere. If only I could reach it!

“What are you doing there?” Michael asked as my hand crept up to my waistline, grasping for my sigil. “What is that?” he asked as he dropped me down to a slump on the floor.

I yelped, finding my voice once again.

“She still feels pain, you idiot,” Gabriel said.

“Err, yeah, sorry like.” 

Michael leant down, offering his hand. His silver eyes met my own as his ash blond hair whispered past his ears, settling beside his pale, luminescent face. Behind him, a breath-taking white light protected his body with the promise of knowledge, wisdom, and power alike the sunrise as it cascaded across the leaves of the wisest of oak trees. 

My body stirred with recognition and trust. I knew this being. He was once a friend, a protector, perhaps. The familiarity of the bright aura that surrounded him warmed through me, strengthening the feeling of déjà vu. 

“It’s okay,” I warbled. 

My voice was there but it wasn’t strong enough to engage in conversation yet. It was a miracle I even had a voice, let alone a body, strength, and an intact mind in that place. I always thought the soul was full of energy, not actual matter, representing the former you.

“Do you remember us?” Gabriel asked as he knelt to sit beside me. 

The silver eyes appeared as a trait between the Angels, as did the warming light that lifted the soul behind them. These Angels didn’t wear what I presumed was traditional angelic garb. Instead, they appeared in slick cream suits, classic and smart. They must have been a pain to keep clean. Although it was the type of clothing that wouldn’t stand out at a New York fashion show, clearly it was an effort to blend in to everyday life. But they did stand out, especially as no-one could escape the gaze of those silvered eyes.

“I don’t, no,” I mouthed, no sound coming out.

“That’s okay, it’ll all come back,” Gabriel said. “Then you’re in trouble.” 

He smirked, laughing at Michael, who grimaced in reply. Did they fear me? Whoever the me was that they think I am? Maybe they saw the darkness, the way I ended civilisation, the backlog in human traffic as one by one mankind walked through the tunnel to salvation, or demise, depending on if you’re a glass half-full or a glass half-empty kind of person.

“Come on, let’s get you up and walking,” Michael said pulling me up. My legs wobbled as I stepped forward, like a baby chick swaying around its mother. “Steady now,” he said as I took another step. 

Gabriel led the way as Michael held my shoulders up, allowing me to practise my first steps as a newborn dead person. I wasn’t sure exactly what I was anymore. My body resembled the necrotic stench of reality, as my soul stood corrupt by life’s own hopes and dreams.

On each side of the eternal corridor, white doors remained closed. About a third of the way down, at a guess considering I couldn’t see the end, we stopped before another white door. There wasn’t anything special about this door compared to the others; no sign, no special door-knocker or fancy handle. This door was as simple and plain as the rest of them. Vibrant, bright white, clean and crisp, a blank slate to start from. Then it opened.

Inside the room lay an infinite number of books, old texts, scrolls, and testaments. The room had a distinct sweet, musky kind of smell that lingered in my nostrils as I stumbled in. Old books sat on wooden shelves that rose from floor to sky going up, up, and up as far as the eye could see. There weren’t any ladders, no stairs. How did they get up there? Gabriel smiled at my bewildered expression. 

“Ah, you’re wondering how we get up there aren’t you?”

The celestial light behind him glistened, beaming out a spectrum of colours as he shook his body, ruffling free the wings of an Angel. The feathers blissfully caressed the room as they liberated themselves, arcing high above the golden-haired Angel before me. He had grown by two feet as he looked down on me. I stepped forward, with Michael's help, reaching out to touch the divine being. My arm, trembling from a lack of strength, pushed forward through intrigue. I gasped. The feathers felt softer than the softest creature on Earth, silkier than a chinchilla's fur, creamier than a freshly poured latte, flourishing as a harmonious peace swept freely throughout me.
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“Showing off again, Gabriel?” A tall, radiant female asked. She must have been seven-foot-high, with an athletic figure and crooked smile.

“Always.” Gabriel smiled, shaking his glorious wings away. “This is Charmeine. Do you remember her?”

I shook my head. 

“Ah, it’s good to see you again. I can see you in there. What name have you gone by in this life?”

“She was called Taylor,” Michael piped in.

“Where am I?” I shouted, with only a squeak coming out. They all laughed. 

“It’s the place of all places, Taylor. You should know, you helped build it.” She smiled.

How could I have built something like this? Did they have the wrong person?

“You may not remember everything, but your brother is waiting for you, so we need to get you back to your normal self.”

My brother, he’s here! I thought I’d lost him, lost them all as they sank down into the pit of sadness and trepidation. 

“What did you two do to her?” she said, wincing at the smell. 

“Michael decided to throw her down the spout.” 

“What?”

“Well, yes, but not on purpose. I didn’t know who she was. I’m still recovering from the shade, remember?”

“Ah, yes, the shade of walking with the mortals. And what did you learn there? How to impregnate three human girls? Well done, you!” Gabriel grinned. “You do know we’ll have to take them once they’re born, Michael. It’s better that than he finds them.”

“Yes, I’m quite aware, thanks.”

“And?” Charmeine asked.

“And what?” 

“Did you find the almighty?”

“Oh, yes, well... no,” Michael said.

“Which is it?”

“Which is what?”

“Yes or no?”

“It’s a no. I mean, I thought I found him, it just turned out to be one of Lilith’s creations. He didn’t have a clue where the almighty is, so I reached what you could call a dead end. Are the rumours still saying he’s taken over Hell?” 

“Yes, but with no evidence, we have to keep hunting him.”

“Agreed, but Adam won’t be happy.”

“When is he ever?” Gabriel interrupted.

“He might be, now that she’s back.” Charmeine smiled as I stood listening in to their conversation. “Right, wait outside you two,” she said as she waltzed over to me, steadying me over to a door in the far corner of the room. “Through here.”

We entered a pitch-black room that appeared to be made of glass; all around the outside walls were the galactic delights of the cosmos. Stars twinkled and galaxies entwined as the world below seemed so insignificant and simplistic to the beauty that surrounded me.

“Sit here.” She motioned and then helped me into a chair. 

As I sat, a rush of warmth flowed through me, energising my body every step of the way. If drugs existed in there, then I was high. Speckles of colour blessed the room as vibrancy filtered back into my vision. My bruised, serrated knees knitted back together before my eyes, tickling my skin with titillating fingers. Little by little my body's cocoon beamed into existence, fully establishing its vitality as I shone once again, breathed again, and lived again. My neck pulled as I coughed up phlegm from my lungs. My vocal chords strengthened, stroking my neck better, tickling the skin as I sat laughing. It was good to hear my own laughter, feel my own smile and the warmth of love within me. But with the emotional delight of positivity flowing through me came the negativity of horror that lay in wait. The realism of the life I once lived. The tragedy I’d caused as I swept sorrow through the land of dismay and devastation. My grief had murdered every living soul around me, igniting the world in chaos across the masses. My head lowered, lip quivered, and I felt the tears well in my eyes again. I was the evil incarnate. I didn’t belong here. I belonged in the depths of Hell, being tortured for an eternity through the tears of those I sadistically killed by my own selfish doing.

There was no more Dad, no more Caleb... poor Caleb. I wept. His innocent little body ripped apart as the Beast clawed its way out of him. My little brother, how could it be? How could someone so innocent, so perfect, die in such a painful way? There had been no mercy as I watched him eat himself alive. Nothing, nowhere, could ever take that horror from me. There was no God, no Angels, because if there was then how could they let such a horrendous and vile act take place? How could they let him die? How could they let me see that, feel that and experience that loss? Then to take my father as well? Killed by my own hands. What kind of God does that? It couldn't be true. These can’t be Angels, because if they were, then they were no better than the Demons of the underworld, no better than the Beast that tore itself from my brother's broken body. They should feel what he felt, what I feel, what they all felt. And with that, I screamed. Not just any scream, but the scream of the loss of an infinite love, the grief of a lost family, a lost life, and the tragic demise of all I once knew. I was once Taylor Lane, but who was I now?

“Well, it certainly looks like you’ve got your voice back,” Charmeine said. “Scream away, let it all out. You’re safe in this room. Your pain can’t hurt anyone else and nothing can hurt you.”

Seconds passed turning to minutes, then hours. Yet still I screamed, never coming up for air, never taking a breath. Letting it all out, I cried the tears of a thousand corpses, screamed out the fears of humanity’s lost throne. It would never end, this tormented mind could never rest. How could I live with myself after everything? How could I live with the suffering, knowing there was nothing I could do to take it back, no way to reverse time and revert life back to its former glory? There was no point anymore, I needed to die.

But then, I was dead, had been dead. I wasn’t sure what I was now, except a mess of salty tears and sodden hair. I fell from the chair and cradled my newly repaired naked body like a cocoon, whimpering out the ramblings of a mad woman. I shook uncontrollably as the door flung open and Charmeine entered with a man in tow.

It wasn’t just any man, it was someone I knew. Not Gabriel, nor Michael, but someone else. A swirling light encompassed him, an aura of protection that followed him as he stepped broadly into the room. He seemed so tall as I lay curled in a heap on the floor, yet he still wavered under the height of Charmeine. But from down there, he looked magnificent, like a God bending down and offering his hand as a sign of forgiveness. His full chestnut hair flickered in the light of the cosmos, his hand lay outstretched and he smiled. He meant something to me, he felt close, and then he spoke.

“Eve,” he said. 

One word, that’s all it took to bring about my silence. My mind entered a universe of recollection. My body trembled as the word echoed through the room. The air felt stuffy as sweat creased my brow. Holding my legs tightly, I continued to be a cocoon. It couldn’t be? I couldn’t be? I remembered him offering his hand before, we’ve been here before, lived this moment many times. How many lives have I had? I was still Taylor, no matter what anyone said, but now I was Eve, too. It explained the powers, the emotional hold on the world, but what it didn’t explain is what I was doing here, doing there? If I was the daughter of God himself, then why was I living as a mortal on Earth? It didn’t make sense.

Closing my eyes tightly, I searched for answers, pleaded for memories to come flooding back, any idea of who and what this Eve was. I knew the stories, the scriptures, but which of those were true? Searching deep within, I became interlocked in a cavern of time. My mind entered a library of books, each shelved with different memories, different timestamps. Above the shelves were tall windows with dust shimmering in the sunlight. Everything I needed to know about who I was sat right there for the taking. But was I ready? Could I let go of Taylor Lane and live without my family, my lover? I couldn’t. They were mine and I was theirs. It wasn’t right to remove them from my lifeline. I loved them. 

I knew who he was; if I was Eve, then he would be Adam. The thoughts of the scriptures made me want to gag. He was my brother and nothing more, no matter which memory I looked at. I had no desire to want anything more from him. Why would they write about incest so freely? I shuddered. I needed some answers, even if I wasn’t prepared to change. I had to adapt to who I was now, and this Eve, she was a part of me whether I liked it or not.

Stepping forward to a book on the base of an old oak shelf, I reached out to one I felt drawn to. The red leather book stood out from all the rest, willing me to take it, pick it up, and open it.  In my hands it felt rough and heavy, cracked with crumbling corners, dried with age. Did I dare to open it? Dare to look through the eyes of my former self? Of course I did, what else was there to lose? Clasping the edges, I breathed in the musky smell of an old book, ripe with memories. There was no title, no author, no blurb on the back. It was blank so I had no idea what force I’d unleash by opening it. But I did anyway. As the book opened, the pages lay stained but empty. It couldn’t be. There had to be something there, anything to help me resolve the pain inside of me. Flicking through confirmed there was nothing written, no long-lost memories. My life’s story was empty, as barren as my soul.

That’s when I felt it, right in my hands, a gentle vibration, a subtle humming. My nerves ignited, sparks flew, and the book emanated light from every surface. It began to shake, quivering itself open, trembling in my hands as it urged to get away. Did I really want this memory? Whatever this was? Gripping the book for its dear life, the pages began to crumble, the humming became rumbling as the book tremored and shot out an intense beam of light that hit my temple. I fell.

The book floated gradually down beside me, coming to rest as my eyes shut and I drifted into an unconscious state. I entered another realm within my mind's own library. I awoke in the body of an infant, no, a toddler of two, maybe three years. I was running through the garden and into a field of floral delights. I laughed, giggling to myself as he pulled me along quicker. The hand that met my own was that of a boy, dressed in cream and white old-fashioned attire with chestnut brown hair. He didn’t seem to be laughing nor giggling. I thought it was just a game, our new version of hide and seek. 

“Quickly, Eve,” he urged as I ran as fast as my little legs could carry me.

“Am doing, Adam,” I responded in a quaint little voice. He kept tugging me along. I couldn’t keep up, this didn’t seem like fun anymore. The stems scratched against my bare legs as we entered the rose garden on the other side. “Can’t Adam, stop.” I just couldn’t keep up. My legs hurt. I didn’t like this game anymore. Salty tears cushioned my lips as I sat down, adamant I wasn’t going anywhere.

“Don’t cry, Eve, please don’t cry,” he begged, rubbing my poorly legs better. “We need to hide, father is coming.” I didn’t like the sound of that; the idea of father coming struck a deep-rooted fear within me. “Come on, just a little further. Remember our game?” he asked as I nodded. “Okay, jump on my back and we’ll run as fast as we can.” He smiled. “Close those eyes. Remember?” And I did. I always did everything my big brother told me. I was only little, I couldn’t say boo to a goose. There was no fight built within me yet. I wasn’t strong, I felt fear and cried a lot, as I just didn’t understand what was happening. But one thing I knew was that I always felt safe by my brother’s side.

So we ran as fast as the wind would allow us. I knew we were running away from father, running towards our mother and sister, I just didn’t understand why. The trees whipped across Adam's body as he shot through them like a bullet from a gun. There was no stopping him. He’d come back for me, come back to save me just as he always did, just as he always would.

It was a new world, one father had created with love and peace. However, when he and mother escaped the tragedy of their own corporal existence, they arrived as two star-crossed lovers on this plane. Mother had told me they had lived in harmony for years, creating Eden, a land of tranquillity and adoration. But as life took a wrong turn, they came to realise something had followed them there. The serpent that destroyed the light on their home planet had hitched a ride and sat waiting, creeping amongst their hopes and dreams, belittling their curiosity as father slowly succumbed to its darkness, destroying his light in the process. They realised they had created a universe of problems; the darkness enslaved the light there just as it did on their home world. To keep the balance, the watchtowers were created to protect a neutral area in between Heaven and Hell.

After their creation, mother bore her three children; the twins, Adam and Lilith, and I, Eve, the youngest. The darkness had bided its time, waited an eternity and played its role well when it came to daddy dearest. I remembered my father as a loving and compassionate man, able to forgive and forget. He became known as the Almighty. But the darkness took over, threatened his existence and warped his mind. He trusted it, and because of that, we all paid the price. 

The first day we paid for its corruption was on this day, this memory. The day Adam and I ran. We ran to the arms of our mother, only to be beaten there by the Almighty himself. He rose tall, like the Beast from Taylor's life, striking down our beloved mother as she stood protecting her three children with all her might. She had been trying to save us, trying to banish the darkness in him in hopes of getting her loved one back. But she wasn’t quick enough. The serpent had warned him and when he arrived, he caught her and beat her to within an inch of her immortal life. Banishing our mother before our eyes, throwing her soul into the obsidian mirror, a portal that transported her to another realm. He locked her in sadness, crying the tears of a broken mother unable to save her children from the beatings, the torture, and the torment. Something that my father didn’t foresee was that when he banished my mother, he also banished part of himself, weakening his soul as they were connected through their own spirituality.

Lilith, on the other hand, wouldn’t bow. Mythology got that right. She was older than me, but she wouldn’t bow to him, and why should she? They were equals. Adam agreed. He couldn’t see his sister as anything less than himself, so God banished her to the wasteland called Earth, a place where the promised lands rubbish fell down to lay. But that wasn’t enough. When Lilith started making a life for herself, God sent down the Angels to kill one hundred of her first-born children, thus waging an eternal war between light and dark. Lilith wasn’t the evil one in this war though, God was.

So all that was left was Adam and I. He protected me all my life, kept me hidden, kept me sane. When I became older, father wanted to banish me to the abyss, living an eternity in the Cosmos, frozen forever more. But Adam got to me before he did, taking his blade and kissing my forehead before he murdered my body to protect my soul, sending it into that of a newborn baby girl on Earth. 

When Adam saved me, he gave me the chance to live a normal human life with a loving family. But whenever I reached the age of sixteen, I would become aware of my alternate life and therefore became a beacon to the supernatural, to Lilith and to God, himself. This had gone on for centuries; Adam forever sending me away to keep me safe. Father would scour the Earth in search of me, in search of anything angelic to corrupt and keep as his own, and when he’d finish, he’d banish it into the molten pits of Earth’s core to burn forever more. Why did he see me as such a threat? Did he know something I didn’t? Mother had given her life to save us, perhaps we were the future whereas they were the past. Maybe this life was foreseen, when they walked countless universes as corporal beings, as powerful as creation itself, living in one moment, able to see the existence of infinite timelines before them. Choosing to walk the linear path must have been difficult, knowing what they had to give up. But after such purity turned to such darkness, their only option was escape and so the story was told, with a new future beckoning.

But my life as Taylor had been different. I’d not only met the supernatural, but absorbed the powers of my sisters’ creations as she succumbed to the darkness centuries before. However, for father, when it came to the ability to wield both light and dark together, it sent him mad. He couldn’t handle the clash of power. Hell, it sent me mad when I screamed, murdering everyone I ever loved. I could never forgive what I did, but part of this mayhem made sense. I couldn’t help what I was. I was a sponge to all power and both the light and the dark had their claws in me. Understanding what I was, what I am, and what I could be was the first step. I needed to end this once and for all; no more hiding, no more running. I had to take the fight back to him. Too many people had suffered at my father’s hand and it wasn’t right. He was God; millions of people across the world looked up to him, and instead of looking after them, he’d let in the darkness and destroyed humanity piece by piece. But what he didn’t realise was that I, too, had the darkness within, but I had a reason to keep fighting, a reason to keep going and one of those reasons stood right over me offering his hand.

“Adam,” I spoke, wiping my eyes, taking his hand and then he pulled me close. Charmeine covered me over with a robe as Adam pulled me in for one of the biggest brotherly hugs any man could muster. 

“I’ve missed you, sister,” he said, smiling, ruffling my hair.
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CHAPTER 4: LUCIAN
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The emptiness of my immortal existence pained me. She was the reason I smiled in the morning. I had breathed the air with a sigh of relief when she entered my life. She meant something to all of us, especially to me. How could I let her go? How could I abandon her soul? Where was she now? Trapped forever in torment in Hell’s own graveyard, most likely. I had to help her, save her, find a way to release her from the clutches of death itself. I knew an hour here lasted years down there, where tortured souls begged for mercy. I couldn’t do that to my beloved, couldn’t bear to think of her living in such sorrow. A broken Angel, fallen from grace, filled with darkness and grief, living with her pain through endless persecution. 

How was I able to live when she died? She lay cold in my arms, with blackened veins creeping through her skin. Did it reach her soul, her spirit? Did it take all of her? Lawrence thought it did. Did her death end her powers, end her reach on all of us? He said her powers took over, consumed her soul, and that she was lost forever. But I refused to believe that. Not my Taylor. She was a fighter, strong in mind, body, and spirit; nothing could destroy her. I had to believe that, needed to believe it, otherwise the only way out of the sorrow was true death. It was something I’d considered when I’d first opened my eyes and saw her battered corpse lying beside me. 

But even true death was hard to come by. There was apparently a blade that could kill a Disciple, the Reaper's blade. Not his scythe. but a special dagger he wielded when he took the life of an immortal Disciple. It was not one I’d seen in a millennium, but one I hoped to source as a way out if my girl was truly lost. The only way I could enter the depths of Hell was to plead Lilith’s forgiveness. She had surely heard our fight against her minions. We were meant to be the hunters of those that escaped Enoch, not the murderers of her favourite pet beast and henchman, Seine. She was bound to have a little resentment lying in wait for my demise should I ever cross paths with her. And now, now I needed to cross paths. I had to speak with her. She was the only goddess I knew, the daughter of God himself, surely she could get me in to Hell alright. If she knew the reason, as she was going to ask it, would she allow me to save Taylor's dammed soul? The price was sure to be high, it always was. Then again, what else could she take from me? I had nothing without my girl, and I couldn’t cope with the human emotions anymore. Biting Taylor had given me back my humanity. I was still a darkened Disciple, but I had my human emotions back in check, which meant an impounding grief resounding in my non-beating heart. I couldn’t cope with the struggle to get through one more day, to find a reason to bring life back to my rotten lungs, breathe in the substance of life once again. But what was the point? I didn’t have to breathe, so why should I try and look human again, there was no point without her. But I wanted to feel the air in my necrotic lungs, feel the warmth of her touch penetrating my steel-cold heart. She was the life to my death, the light to my darkness, and I’d lost her.

“Come on Lucian, we need to move her,” Elisha said, bending down and offering her hand. I couldn’t take it, couldn’t let Taylor's body go.

“She wouldn’t want to be left out like this. We owe her a human burial,” she said offering her hand once again. 

She was right, I was being selfish. She had earned the right to be buried by the light of the moon, blessed by her God, beside her fallen family. They all deserved the right to a proper send off, a farewell to this world in the hopes that they would walk the realm of tranquillity, resting in peace. I knew Taylor didn’t have a chance at that, but she’d never forgive me if I didn’t at least try and bury her brother and father by her side. It had to be done, but I just couldn’t do it.

Taking Elisha’s hand, I let go of Taylor, placing her gently down as I rose up to the land of the living. 

“I can’t do it, Elisha.”

“Can’t do what?”

“Bury her. She shouldn’t be placed in the ground, she should rise up to the Heavens.”

“Okay, what would you like us to do?” she said, letting go of my hand and resting it on my shoulder. 

“What about an ice coffin?” Julian said “That would keep her body intact for longer. That way you can say your goodbyes and then when you’re ready, we can set her and her family alight. The ashes would lift to the Heavens, securing their place beside their God.”

“That’s beautiful, Julian,” Elisha said, looking a little taken aback.

“Yes, I think she would like that,” I said with salty tears. I knelt beside her fallen body and covered her over with my jacket, comforting her one last time. 

“I’ll get to it then,” Julian said as he walked outside the broken window and into the woods with a flurry of snowflakes and a trail of icicles following him.

Watching Julian leave, I kissed the tip of her nose, caressed her mottled face with my forefingers, and wept into her cushioned breasts one last time before I left her to trail across the world and reach the city of Enoch to beg Lilith’s forgiveness to save my beloved's soul.
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CHAPTER 5: EVE
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So, as I said before, who would have thought I’d be sitting in Heaven sipping tea while the world emitted chaos down below. Not me, that was for sure. Well, I wasn’t quite there. I was still safe in the arms of my big brother as he squished me dry. 

“It’s so good to see you again, Eve. It’s been too long.”

“I’m not used to Eve yet,” I said as he laughed.

“Ah, yes. Taylor, I believe?”

“That’s right.” I smiled. “How long have I been away this time?”

“Well, it’s been much longer than ever before, nearly nineteen human years by my count. Granted, not so long up here, but it still feels like too long,” he said, pulling me in for another hug. “Do you remember much?”

“No, not much. The only memory I could find was the day mother was beaten and banished. And how you hid me from father all these years. I can’t remember much else.”

“That’s a good start,” he said, “they aren’t the best memories there are they?” He frowned.

“There is still good in the darkness, Adam. I remember you running through the forest with me on your back, saving me,” I said as he smiled, pulling away and motioning for me to follow.

We left the cosmic room and entered a bright white room. 

“Do you remember this room?”

“No.” I shook my head.

“You created it.” He smiled as he offered me a seat. “Remember, sit, close your eyes, and think of your most perfect place.” And I did just that, taking his hand as I sat relaxed, closed my eyes, and remembered back to Lake Meed, the day with Lucian. A perfect day splashing in the lake of tranquillity. “Now open your eyes.”

I did. I was sitting on the shore of Lake Meed. Both Adam and I sat in what looked like colourful deckchairs, listening to the sound of the birds tweeting overhead and the sun beamed down, warming my skin. Closing my eyes again, I took a deep breath. The air cradled my lungs as the scent of wild flowers relaxed every part of me. I let go and believed in the love of life once again. This was my relaxing place, my peace in life and heavenly death.

“It’s beautiful,” I said, smiling.

“It is, and a good choice, too.”

“I’d love for you to see it, Adam.”

“I can see it now and hope to see the real beauty one day.”

“So, what did I create this room for?”

“This is what your humanity calls Heaven. We know it as Elysium. It’s where their souls rest until they are free of their past lives and are reborn into something new.”

“It’s perfect. Much better than the ticket booth.” 

Adam laughed. “Indeed, that’s something else entirely.”

“Why did you say my humanity, though, Adam?”

“Why, because they’re your creations, Eve. You wanted a vast civilisation so Lilith wouldn’t feel lonely on the wasteland she was banished to.”

“How could I have ever created them?”

“With a lot of light from the rose, granted it took centuries to replenish it. But it was necessary and with a lot of thought, time, and patience, you perfected humanity. It seems giving them their own freewill has enabled them to choose which path they follow. The light from the rose or the darkness of the serpent, as they’re born neutral and capable of both.”

“So, what do you do?”

“Why, I run things, of course. Since father went into the darkness and I came of age, I sought to protect all we built here.”

“Protect it from what?”

“From father, and now Lilith. The serpent of darkness corrupted them both, they no longer contain the light.”

“But what about me?”

“You’re different. You absorbed the darkness when you were in a mortal shell. It didn’t find all of you in there, as your light was shaded. Like when the Angels fall to Earth, they hide their true selves.”

“There is just so much to take in, too much to learn.”

“It’ll all come back, Eve. Take one step at a time. You’re like a newborn again; you need to learn to walk before you run.” He smiled as we sat staring out at the beauty of Lake Meed.

How was it possible to be known throughout history when all I could remember was Adam? I couldn't recall building the place, let alone the thought of travelling the worlds and fighting throughout the cosmos. 

“But why don’t I remember, if I was shaded?”

“That I don’t know. The serpent may have attached itself to certain parts of you.” He paused. “Always remember who you really are. You’re stronger than the others, Eve, you always have been. You can beat this, your light can win over the darkness.” He said as I smiled. "It isn't all bad. It means you've forgotten the torment he caused, the pain of losing mother, and the loss of a banished sibling."

"Lilith?"

"Yes. Because she was my twin, I can still feel her. I know when she smiles, feel sorrow when she cries. She will always be a part of me even though she succumbed to the darkness."

"Have you seen her since she was banished?"

"Only through glimpses in the pool of tears when she walks on Earth. When she’s in Enoch, she’s hidden. I've never found the place. She must have cloaked it well."

"Where could it be, though?"

"It must be somewhere in the cosmos. Do you remember your travels through the planetary systems?"

"No, I'm sorry. I wish I did."

"That's okay, I can take you back. You may remember one day. We have an infinite amount of time remember."

"So, I'm immortal?"

"Yes, if you want to class it in human terms. I would rather say you're Eternal. Your light can never be fully extinguished." He smiled. "No matter what body you hold, you will always be you. Your mind's library will hold every memory dear to you."

"What do you mean?"

"The library you saw, where you gained the memories of mother, father, Lilith and me. That’s the library that contains every part of every life you have ever lived."

“Okay.” I nodded.

"If the darkness has corrupted some of your memories, then you cannot trust what you read in there."

"But how do I know what's real and what's not?"

"The memories that have been changed will be surrounded by death and decay, there will be no ounce of your light left within them. You will know."

"Can I see the future, too?"

"Which future?"

"The future on Earth. I have been told I will fight in a great battle, alongside a witch, a friend among the Darkwaters."

"Ah, then you will. Witches have a knack of passing through the strings of time and seeing the past, present, and future of their own lifelines."

"But I was by her side as Taylor, not as Eve."

"Are you sure? As remember, the two are but the same."

"No, I guess not. But she said she would fight beside me, so I presumed it would be my body, the one that I knew. Taylor's body."

"Then who are we to stand in the way of destiny, little sister?" He offered his hand and pulled me upright.

Clapping his hands, Lake Meed vanished, leaving a bare white room in its place. Gabriel and Michael appeared through the doorway. Michael seemed overly clumsy, tripping over the frame.

"Michael," Adam asked, "Are you still suffering from being shaded?"

He nodded.

"What's that?" I asked.

"It’s when our Angels come back from Earth. They suffer a sickness from the change back to their normal shell," he said. "As Earth walkers, they wear a human form. Only those that can view the supernatural see their true angelic side."

"How long will Michael feel this way?" I asked.

He shrugged. "It takes as long as it takes." Adam said as Michael grimaced.

I smiled, placing my hand on his shoulder. “It’ll be okay.”

Michael returned the smile.

Gabriel smirked. "It would have gone by now if you'd have stuck to the job at hand. Do you want to tell her, or should I?"

"Do I have to?" Michael asked.

Adam nodded. "Perhaps it would be wise."

“What?” I asked.

"Okay." He frowned. "You were my job, Eve. I should have been watching you, but I lost you in London. When your light shone, it blinded my foresight. I lost track as you were taken away and sent to an institute. I feel like this is all my fault. You came into the darkness as I wasn't there to protect you."

"So, you were a shitty guardian Angel, then?" I asked as Adam and Gabriel sniggered.

I sighed.

"Yeah, I guess I was. But look how well you've done on your own!"

"Err, yeah, thanks then." I paused "So, where were you?"

"I thought your life ended in London and you were returned home, so..."

"So, he went to Vegas and got three hookers pregnant." Gabriel said laughing.

"Congratulations on fatherhood." I smiled "But I have one question..."

Michael smiled relieved. "Anything."

"Can you just clarify why my little brother had to endure so much torture when he was being murdered before my eyes by Lilith’s beast, all while you were busy getting laid?"

The room fell silent.

"I, erm. I have no excuse. I am so very sorry you experienced that."

"What about Caleb? Aren't you sorry he suffered that way?"

"Yes, that's what I meant."

"Do you not consider humans worth your time to save? Or are they just slaves to your inhibitions?"

"I, err..."

Gabriel spoke up. "We do watch over the mortals, just as you asked us to. But we cannot interfere in the darkness, for if it corrupts us, it will seep into the celestial temple and decimate the peace every mortal soul has undertaken."

"But you saved me."

"No, they didn't, Eve. I did." Adam said. “When Michael returned, I searched for you. I feared father had banished you.”

"But why? Why not save Caleb, too?"

"I didn't know you had grown so close to the boy. If I had known, I would have."

"Why did you let me kill everyone I ever loved, Adam?" I cried as my lips felt wet with tears.

"I didn't, Eve. You didn't."

"What do you mean?"

"They're all alive. When you froze time they were trapped, but as you took your own life time unfroze and they breathed once again." He said, placing his hand on my shoulder. 

I couldn't help it, I pulled him close and cried in his arms. I hadn't killed them, frozen the world, and caused Armageddon. They lived. They could move on and love once again. Wiping my tears, I smiled. That was reason enough to smile once again.

"It’s okay, Eve, we can keep them safe. I can send one of the Angels down to watch them."

"No, I doubt they'd need it."

Adam looked puzzled.

“You do know what they are, don’t you?”

"No, I haven't been watching them. After we lost you in London we thought father had banished you. I thought..." He frowned. "I thought I'd lost you."

"I'm sorry," Michael said.

"It couldn't be helped, Michael." He said and then to me. "So who are they?"

I smiled at fond memories of Lucian holding me in his bare arms, kissing my neck as he cradled my soul, protecting me forever more. He is mine as I am his.

"The Darkwaters were my second family there. They're Lilith’s Disciples." I said, noting his fearful expression. "You may see them as the monsters in the night, but I see them as beautiful creatures worthy of love and light. They took me in, protected me from evil, kept me safe from Lilith’s grasp, and loved me when I had no-one else left.”

Adam stood in silence. Taking my hand, he brought it to his heart. 

“If they have won your heart, then they’ve won mine,” he smiled. “They were there for you when I couldn’t be and I’m eternally grateful for that. I hope to meet them one day.”

“I hope so too, Adam.”

“But from what I’ve been told, Lilith knows your alive. Her Beast would have informed her the day your light came to life. It must be pure luck you’ve survived as long as you did.”

“Pure luck and a lot of love from the Darkwaters.”

“Indeed.” He smiled.

“So why did the Angels fall that day? The day you saved me?”

“For protection. I needed to make sure you were safe. But also, to remove Lilith’s creatures from the area. There were many working alongside the Beast. It appears Lilith has begun to create a formidable army.”

“That’s worrying!”

“It is. I believe it has something to do with father’s disappearance. Perhaps she plans to come home and destroy our light once and for all.”

“But why? Isn’t it father she’s angry with?”

“She’s angry with us all.”

“But what did we do?”

“I think its what we didn’t do, that’s the problem. We were young, you were barely able to fend for yourself. I needed to protect you and I thought Lilith could handle herself. I was wrong.” Adam said.

“I feel bad for her.”

“Don’t,” Gabriel piped in. “You were only small and didn’t really know your sister. She was your father's shadow, always by his side.”

“It’s true,” Adam said. “You and Gabriel were very close when you were young, he saw everything as we did, and was there to save you when I couldn’t.”

Gabriel smiled. “I’ve missed you, Eve.”

I smiled. I could only remember feeling safe with Gabriel. Somehow I knew he was someone I could trust.

“There is something else you have to see, Eve,” Adam said, “come with me.” 

Taking my hand, he pulled me along as we ran from the room of desire, hope, and loyal dreams and entered Charmaine’s library. We ran through and down the corridor of white washed pristine walls into a vast cavern of crystallised luminescence. In amidst the tranquillity, the room had been built from impeccable shards of divine perfection. The light cascading from the walls blissfully travelled to the centre, to an enchanting celestial light that gave birth to a magnificent crystallised rose. The stem was exquisite with what looked like the petals weeping tears that froze midway down, giving birth to its thorns. 

“I always enjoy showing you this the most. Every time you’re reborn, every time you see it, your expression is wondrous. It’s one of my most perfect moments.” 

My jaw dropped, eyes wide, as I gulped at the sight before me. 

“They are the tears of humanity, Eve.” Adam said as his face glowed through the aura of light surrounding us.

“It’s beyond words,” I said. There was no known language that could describe such purity. “It’s simply magnificent.”

“Yes, it is, isn’t it? This is our soul, our light. We are as much a part of it as it is a part of us.” He paused “Do you remember how father and mother arrived here?”

“No, well, not how they arrived. Only what mother told me about the darkness taking over their home world.”

“Yes, the serpent grew and destroyed everything they knew. They lived on Elveador in Trinity Six.”

“Elveador?”

“It’s in the sixth quadrant outside of our universe. I’ve never found the planet, as I can’t quite work out how it’s possible to have a sixth quadrant. Besides that, I doubt we would be welcome there anyway.”

“Why not?”

“Mother said their home was made of light. The planet was made from it, but the darkness found its way in. Father and mother escaped before they succumbed to its pain. They sacrificed their corporal existence by travelling through a vacuum in space and created Earth in the centre of a vast universe in which to live on. However, when the serpent of darkness followed them, they rose up and formed Eden with the celestial temple to protect their light.”

“Why didn’t they live on Earth?”

“Because it was the centre of the universe. The darkness could reach them there. They created the watchtowers to keep it at bay, meaning the universe has ended up a place of neutrality, surviving in both the light and darkness. To protect themselves they needed to create something outside of the universe, where they could remain in the light, away from the darkness.”

“Do you think Elveador has any light left?”

“It is highly unlikely. I believe mother and father only just escaped before it was too late.”

“But where is father now?”

“Because of the serpent's grasp, he fell towards the darkness and we believe he resides in Hell, living out his immortality in the coil of the snake’s abyss.”

“But why haven’t you helped him, Adam? He sounds tormented. He’s still our father, after all.”

“No one can reach him. He chose to live in its coil. After he murdered Lucifer, Lilith’s only son, we denounced his name.”

“No wonder Lilith’s angry.”

“Indeed, she blames us all for her loss.”

“I wish I could have known father before he transformed.”

“You did, as a baby. If you search your mind's library for the early editions, you’ll see how he used to play with you, teach you how to wield the light, and I can actually recall when you conjured your first rose.”

“What do you mean?”

“As a mere baby, you were a natural with the light. You could easily bend the crystals to your will. You created a beautiful crystallised rose which is what this is modelled on. Father finished it just before he was taken over. This rose represents the good in him, the good in you, and the good in all of life itself. It is the beauty of the light and a symbol we shall never forget.”

“Do you miss him?”

“All the time, but he isn’t there anymore. Not after he banished mother, when he sent her away, all remaining light left his side. Come, let’s sit,” he said, flourishing his hands and working the light around him to create two crystallised seats beside the enormous rose in the centre.

As we sat, I gazed up at the rose. Its light swept through my soul, stirring the creativity within me. How could I have ever been so magical, so magnificent? There was a whole life I hardly remembered, countless lives I couldn’t recall. Had the darkness done this? Hidden the beauty of the light from me? Suppressing the memories so I only saw the pessimistic sadness that was left? 

I couldn’t stay there, though. No matter how much I loved being back with Adam again, I couldn’t keep running. Father was out there and maybe he could be saved. Didn't we all deserve that chance? Either way, the serpent had to be stopped before it took on the watchtowers, bled into the universe, and decimated all life on Earth. If I was as powerful as Adam had made me out to be, then surely I could free Lilith from the darkness. With her help we could find mother and release father’s soul into the light. It sounded easy when it was put like that, but I knew it wouldn’t be. And not only that, but what about my life? Taylor's life? What about the Darkwaters and my Lucian? What would happen to the loved ones I’ve left on Earth while Lilith began to create her formidable army? Would they die, just as my innocent little brother Caleb did?

Caleb. No amount of light could take away the hole he left in my heart. I ached for his forgiveness. I was his only sister and I left him to the Beast. He was eleven, so small, delicate and carefree. He didn’t deserve to be slaughtered, to die fighting the beast within him as it ate his body from the inside out. Nightmares like that should never be allowed to exist, and to him, they had. They’d destroyed him, and with his death, part of my light died too.

"Where is Caleb, and my dad?" I asked.

"Do you mean Taylor's family?"

"They’re still my family, Adam."

"Yes, of course. It's good you've gained attachments in that life. But that time has come to an end."

"No, I'm sorry but I won't accept that. They are my family, too. I love them and need to know they're alright. Where are they?"

“They are in transition right now. I’ve had Charmeine keep an eye on them.”

“Transition?”

“It’s the in-between, the place the souls go after their number comes up. It’s where they go to let go of their traumatic ending, so they can enter their room, their happy ending. They cannot enter until they have accepted their fate and moved forward.”

“Why haven’t they moved on?”

“Caleb is still quite traumatised, I’m sorry to say, whereas Taylor's dad is adamant he won’t let go until he knows both you and Caleb are safe.”

“Can’t you tell him? Can’t I see them?”

“You could, but I wouldn’t advise it just yet.”

“If I can create humanity, then I can damn well save my family.”

“Yes, indeed... but I must caution against it. Caleb died tragically, and he still believes he has the Beast within him. When he accepts his death, then he can move on.”

“What about my dad?”

“He’s down the corridor, door number 361482. But...” Adam yelled as I ran off to find the door. 

“Eve, wait up!” Gabriel shouted as he caught up. “Where are you off to?”

“To find my dad.”

“The almighty? I hope not!”

“No, jeez this is getting hard... Taylor’s dad!”

“Ah okay, what numbers he at?”

“361484, no 3. Err I forgot!”

“Okay, let’s try them, shall we?” 

We ran further along the corridor. The hygienic white walls blurred beyond recognition. Speed clearly wasn’t something we had to worry about either. It seemed like anything was possible in this place. It felt like time passed by quickly, if time was relative. I’d have guessed hours went by, especially considering how tired my new astral body felt. Did gods and goddesses feel tiredness? Am I a goddess now? Who knew? According to the humans, I was the daughter of a god, but then, what did they know? If only they realised it was me that created their puny lives. Boy, how I’d liked to have extinguished Kerry’s life all those years ago. The mean older girl from two floors down. She was so jealous of my life in the penthouse. She purposely tried to make everything about me a living hell. I’d have squashed her like a bug if only I’d have known I could. But then, what’s that saying? Don’t give a kid matches and not expect her to light a fire?
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Slowing down, we followed the numbers. 

“Here,” Gabriel blurted out, as he slowed to a standstill. “361484, be my guest.”

Stopping beside him, I leant towards the white door with black numbers inscribed in the centre. 

“Go on,” he urged.

Carefully, my hand drifted towards the round handle. It felt cold in my hand, like the icy gates of a cemetery on a blustery winter's day. Turning it, the door pushed open. Inside the white room a child lay, cowering in the corner. Her young eyes were glazed over, her pale face torn from one too many tears. She laid in the cold void, all alone, with no-one to care for her. 

“Wrong room,” Gabriel said, attempting to close the door.

“No, wait,” I said, walking over to the motionless child. “Who is she?” 

“Err, I’ll check.” He closed his eyes.

“Her mortal name was Anna, she was six years old when she died.”

“What happened to her?”

“She died in York when her building was crushed by Lilith’s Beast, killing all her family. She was trapped for seven hours before she died due to her internal injuries.”

“That’s horrible!” I exclaimed. “Why didn’t she move on?”

“She’s waiting for her mother. She died and is next door, I believe.”

“Next door?”

“Yes.”

“Show me.” I said as Gabriel motioned for me to leave little Anna's room. Next door an older lady in a torn nightgown lay tear struck, frozen in the corner. 

“Is this her mother?” I asked. Gabriel nodded in response. “Why is she still here?”

“She searches for her daughter. She cannot rest until she finds her.”

“Why can’t we help them?”

“How?”

“Come with me.” I said, taking Gabriel’s hand and pulling him into Anna's room. “Pick her up.”

“I, but... we aren’t supposed to.”

“I’m not bothered about your rules. This little girl needs her mummy and that is something we can help with.”

“Okay, boss.” Gabriel smiled as he walked over to Anna, carefully picking up her little frail body. “Next door, I take it?” he asked. I nodded in response. 

We went into the next room and placed the frozen little girl next to her mother. The room began to warm. Both mother and daughter melted out of existence as they saw one another, screamed blinding tears, cuddled, and then walked on to the next realm hand in hand.

I turned to see Gabriel smiling. I realised I’d gripped his hand in happiness. I’d caused that, brought them back together. My cheeks blossomed as a Cheshire grin coated my face. 

“We’ve missed you, Eve,” Adam said, walking into the room. “You used to be the one that always saw the obvious, solved the riddle. You could bring happiness into anyone’s life and always found a way to help all the souls find peace once and for all. It’s good to have you back.” He smiled, walking over and placing his hand on my shoulders. I smiled, squirming under my big brother. It was good to be back, from what I could remember of it. “Now let’s find your father, shall we?”

“Yes, let's.”

“I believe it was this door you wanted.” 361482 was inscribed in black across the pure white door. 

“Thank you,” I said as I tried the handle, pushed open the door, and saw my frozen father lying on the floor. 

I rushed over to him. His skin felt as cold as snow. His complexion was encased in a scream, his eyes watered by sorrow. He wasn’t at peace, nowhere near it, in fact. There must be something I can do! I sat beside him, picked up his heavy, frosted hand, and as I did, his features began to melt back into existence. His warming, rich tone flushed back through his skin, his sparkling eyes filled with colour, and his lips curled up into a sweet smile when his eyes opened to greet me. 

“Taylor!” he cried, “Where have you been?”

“I’m here, Daddy!” I cried, leaping in for a big old bear hug. I’d missed him so much.

“Baby girl!” he exclaimed, holding me close, brushing my hair with his old withered hands. 

“Dad, I’m so sorry.”

“I know, hunny, it wasn’t your fault, none of it was your fault.”

“You know about Caleb?” I stuttered.

“Yes, I was still fighting when they brought you both back. I thought I’d lost you both!”

“No, I’m still here!”

“Where are we, Taylor?” Dad asked, “and who are they?” He pointed towards Adam, Gabriel, and Michael.

Adam smiled stepping forward. “Ah, now that is a story I’m sure your Taylor would want to tell you. Let’s change the scenery, shall we?” He clapped, and we were right back in the living room of our old London penthouse. 

“How?” Dad exclaimed.

“It’s a long story, but I quite like your idea of perfection.” I said, smiling.

“This is where we have our best memories, Taylor. How did he bring us here?”

“Well, that’s Adam. He’s actually my big brother.”

“Pardon?”

“No, not like that.” I laughed. “I’m much more than Taylor Lane. My spirit is the same spirit as his sister, Eve, shares.”

Dad laughed. “Adam and Eve? I’m not sure what you mean. The only Adam and Eve I’ve ever heard of are the ones in the bible.”

“Yeah, that would be the ones.”

“So, you’re telling me you’re the first female on Earth?”

“No, technically Lilith was.”

“Who?”

“Exactly! They never remember Lilith.” Gabriel said to Michael, who nodded.

“And who are these pair? Santa Claus and the tooth fairy?” He laughed harder.

“Err, no sir. I’m Gabriel and this is Michael. We’re the Angels.”

Dad was in stitches. I hadn’t heard him laugh so hard since before Mum died.

Adam smirked, “Gabriel show him your true self.”

“Are you sure?”

Adam nodded.

Gabriel ruffled free his angelic wings, shaking side to side as the magnificent feathered beauties rose up behind him. Light poured out of the tips as his being ignited into pure celestial flame. Rising into the air, he held out his hands as if to say, ‘there you go’.

Dad fell silent, his face resembled that of one having been smacked with a wet kipper. “Dad, are you okay?”

“He’s... he’s an Angel.”

“Yes, I know.”

“Am I dead?”

“Technically, yes, you are.”

“Bugger!” he exclaimed.

“Indeed,” Adam said, ushering Gabriel down to the floor.

“Now, it’s a lot for any mortal to take in, but know this, I am eternally grateful for you protecting my sister. You’ve been the father she always dreamed of having and you have given her the most perfect childhood any infant could ever ask for. Thank you.”

“She’s my baby girl, always will be.” He said ruffling my hair.

“Thanks, Dad,” I smiled. 

I could see the cogs whirring in my father’s head. 

“If you’re Eve, then surely that means that the Almighty God is your father?”

“Sadly, yes, but he isn’t the God depicted in the bible. He turned dark and left the world to rot.”

“You actually have your daughter to thank for creating humanity.”

“What? Really?” He paused. “So you created me and your mum, how does that work then?”

“I have no idea.” I laughed. “It’s good to have you back, Dad.”

“It’s good to be back, kiddo.”

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






CHAPTER 7: TAYLOR

[image: image]


Living in the afterlife was a journey no-one could have foretold. It was a place of wonder, disillusionment, purity, and peace. I wouldn’t recommend dying to get there but it was relieving to know there was somewhere for my loved ones after they withered and rotted. Having Dad back was worth the pain of death itself, that hadn't exactly been a picnic. But it was good to know Lucian still lived and the world didn’t turn to ice over my hormonal misgivings.

“I’ll leave you two to talk.” Adam said, smiling and walking out of our old London home with Gabriel and Michael in tow.

“Taylor, sweetie, are you okay? You look flushed.” Dad said as we sat down on the old couch beside the window. I missed our old home. It was hard not to expect Mum to walk in at any moment. But even with the sorrow of losing her, the brightness of the yellow walls and floral curtains made me smile. This was home, my sunshine home.

“I’m fine, Dad, just a little worn by everything.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. Is there anything you’d like to talk about?” he said as his eyebrows raised with recognition. I nodded, sitting silently. “What happened after I died?”

“I’m not sure. I don’t know how long you were gone for before I woke up.”

“How did you get here, though?”

“I died.” I said. My dad reached for my hand, taking it into his own.

“I’m sorry. How did it happen?”

“My powers took over. It wasn’t pretty. The beast took too much from me. I just couldn’t handle the reality of the situation.”

Dad pulled me close. “It’s okay, Taylor, I’m here now.” He said as my body tremored with raw cheeks stinging and the taste of salt sweeping through my lips. “I’m so sorry I wasn’t there for you.”

“It’s not your fault, Dad, it’s mine. I stole your life.”

“I would happily give you my life again if it eased your suffering. You’re my daughter, you and Caleb are everything to me. I’d do anything for either of you.” He smiled, brushing the sodden hair away from my face, and kissing my forehead. “Speaking of Caleb, where is he?” I cried harder. “What’s wrong, angel? Is he here?” He asked with his arm round my shoulders, squeezing me tighter. 

“Yes, I believe so.”

“Let’s go and see him, we need to be a family again. Your mother must be here somewhere, too.”

Mum, I never considered the fact. Was she still here? Hiding somewhere in her own perfect place? Or had she moved on, let go, reincarnated with another life to live?

“I’m not sure how we leave here, though.” The house was silent, perfectly as still as my memory of it. How did we get out? Looking around, the obvious choice was the front door of our beloved home. Brushing myself down, I got up. “Come on, Dad, let’s find Caleb.” I smiled and headed over to the front door.

I knew Adam said not to, but we had to. We needed peace together, as a family, and that family included my little brother. He needed support. I couldn’t leave my little brother suffering for an eternity. The thought of it was horrible; he’d be stuck in his own personal version of Hell.

Opening the door, the light in the room faded, shifting my view to a mere glimmer as my sunshine home dissipated around me. Entering the white pristine corridor, I wasn’t sure where to go. Where could he be? If it was anything like the mother and daughter from earlier, he’d be close by. There was only one place to try; next door, the door with no handle.

Standing before the crisp, white door I puzzled on how to open it. It certainly had a gap around the edge. It looked like a door, complete with the black numbers 361481. It was the room next door to Dad’s, it had to be Caleb’s. Feeling around the edge, there was no prominent gap, no obvious instruction. There had to be a way in.

“I don’t understand, I can’t see a way in.”

“What do you mean, kiddo?” Dad said as he stood staring at the blank door before us.

“It won’t open.”

“What won’t open?”

“The door, Dad, the door won’t open.”

Dad looked over blankly. “There isn’t any door here, Taylor.”

“What? Of course there is. The numbers are on every door down this corridor.”

“There isn’t any doors, angel, it’s just a normal corridor.”

“So why have you let me stand here staring into space?”

“I don’t know, I thought it was an ‘Eve’ thing. I presumed you were conjuring up a way to Caleb.” He smiled.

“Dad, I haven’t a clue how to do that. I’m still me, and I’ve no idea how the ‘Eve’ thing works.”

“Well, I’d say it already working, if you can see doors and I can’t.”

“True,” I said, “But the door doesn’t have a handle.”

“What? A door with no handle, that’s silly.”

“Clearly,” I said, smiling. We weren’t getting anywhere fast.

“Have you tried pushing it?”

“Pushing what?”

“The door, of course.”

“Err, no,” I said as I stepped forward, placed both palms on the centre of the door, and pushed with all my might. As I did, the door budged, light flooded out, and Dad gasped.

“Woah, see, it’s an Eve-ism.” He chuckled walking through into the room before us. “Caleb!” He rushed over to my little brother who sat swarmed in darkness, cradled in the corner.

“Dad! Wait!” I yelled too late. 

Caleb turned in the darkness, half beast, half boy, and screamed in Dad's face just as he reached him. He pulled at his own face, scratching his eyes out. Blood spilled down his cheeks as he screamed for mercy once more. Dad grabbed at him, pleaded with him to stop, and I just froze, standing motionless in fear as my legs refused to operate any further.

I couldn’t do this again, couldn’t relive the trauma anymore. All I could do was scream, yell as loud as my lungs would allow me, scream for help, for mercy, for anything to ease my brother's suffering. Hell, I’d kill him myself if it’d end the torment he went through. But I knew he’d just end up back there, back in that corner, back to ripping his own insides out on a daily occurrence. Life was unjust, and my eleven-year-old little brother was proof at how messed up the whole system had become.

“TAYLOR! For god’s sake, HELP!” Dad screamed. His eyes wide with fright.

Snapping myself back to reality, my body shook. I’d screamed for help, yet no help came. Where was Adam? Where had the Angels gone? What could I do? I didn’t know what to do! I rushed over to Caleb, gripped his hands, pleaded with him to stop. But he wouldn’t. He couldn’t hear me, couldn’t see Dad, either. He was trapped in the circle of his own death, repeating forever more. 

My shoulder warmed as a hand gripped it and Adam bent down next to me. 

“I’m sorry, Eve. I didn’t want you to see this again.”

“Please do something,” my dad pleaded.

“He has to move on himself, I’m sorry.” Adam replied, as sorrow swept over his eyes.

“There must be something we can do?” I asked.

“Talk to him. You were there when he died, he’ll know to expect you there.”

“But how?”

“Believe in yourself, Eve, follow your instincts.”

I shuffled forward, dodging Caleb’s claws, and remembered back to the night of his death, my death, and I cried. This was hard. I wasn’t sure exactly what to do but all I wanted was to hold him, tell him it’d be alright, ruffle his hair again, tuck him in at bedtime. He was my little brother, but after Mum died, we had become closer. It was always funerals and weddings that brought families together. It was a shame it had to be that way. Caleb and I, we never argued anymore. Life was too short for the petty things. Instead, we laughed and joked, told each other about our hopes and dreams, and snuggled at night when either one of us awoke from a scary dream. Life had a funny way of loving you even when you felt you didn’t deserve to be loved back. But now, death. Well, death had a funny way of showing you hatred even when you gave it hope. The continual loop in time was messed up, to say the least. If I died again with what I was about to do, it would be another story to tell, another walk down the tunnel of doom, playing in the ticketed game of infinite disillusionment, until I was back here again trying to come up with a different plan. No matter how many times he killed me, I’d keep coming back. So that’s exactly what I did.

Edging closer, I pulled Caleb up from the corner, ignoring his ever-slashing razor claws as he shredded my gown, slicing my arm. 

“Caleb, it’s me,” I whispered, lips delicately positioned by his ear. “Caleb, wake up, little brother. You’re safe now." Holding him tightly, cuddling the pain out of him, I kept whispering. I ignored the constant slashes on my back as Dad struggled to grip Caleb’s claws to prevent any more injuries. “Caleb, you’re safe now, it’s not real, he’s gone.” He had to listen, had to hear me, had to believe the pain was gone. He had to believe the Beast had gone. There was always a way. This had to be the way.

“Caleb,” Dad said gently. “Caleb, Daddy’s here. You’re safe now son.” Tears fell from his face as he edged forward. Caleb stopped slashing his hands at us. Coming in for the cuddle, the three of us wept. Caleb cried, finally letting himself go.

“Dad!” he exclaimed. “Taylor!”

“Caleb!” we both said, smiling through the tears. “You’re okay now, he can’t hurt you anymore.”

“But he...” Caleb said, backing off into the corner. Scratching at his own arms with human hands and fingers once again.

“No, Caleb,” I said. “He’s dead, he’s not inside you anymore. He’s gone, you’re safe.”

“Promise?”

“Pinkie promise, kid,” I said, smiling through my tear-stained face.

Holding Caleb made me feel warm again, whole again. It was the missing part of my fragmented family that I needed to see returned. He was everything to me, and to be taken so young, so tragically. It was something I’d never forgive myself for. No matter what Adam said, if I wasn’t in their lives, Lilith and the Beast would never have found them, found me. It was my fault they died, and there was no taking that back. 

Letting go, I shuffled backwards. Dad's eyes were red raw from crying. Caleb was clinging to him like a koala to a tree. They would heal together. Live again, perhaps, but this time they would have to live without me. I couldn’t put them through my pain again. I knew they loved me, knew they’d do anything for me, but that was exactly the problem. They loved me. If Lilith wanted to hurt me she could do this time and time again; torturing my little brother, siphoning the life from my withering father. I couldn’t let them go through that again. Not again. It wouldn’t be fair. They needed time here, just the two of them. Time together to heal, to let go. Then, when they were reborn, I could watch them through the pool of tears, just like Adam had watched me. I could see them smile, watch them thrive. Just by knowing they could live again, knowing they could be free of the darkness once and for all. That was the greatest gift I could ever give them, to let them go.

“Dad,” I said, placing my hand on his shoulder. “Caleb.” I paused. “I need to go.”

“Go where, sis?”

“I have to clean up the mess I’ve caused. Dad can explain.”

“You won’t go near that monster, though?” Caleb asked, lip quivering.

“No, he’s dead now. Don’t you ever worry about him again, kid,” I said, ruffling his hair. “Nothing can hurt you here, and in this amazing place, you can be anything you want to be.”

“Really!” he exclaimed. “Can I be a geologist?” he asked with the biggest grin.

Dad laughed.

“Yes, of course you can, and I bet Gabriel and Michael can show you so many wondrous sites here. It’s the perfect place for any geologist to be!” I said as I gripped him tight, kissed his forehead, and walked away with tears in my eyes.

“Taylor, you're not giving your old man a hug?” Dad shouted after me.

“Of course!” I said, running back into his arms. 

He squeezed me tight, holding on longer than normal. “Be safe, angel. Be strong and remember.... no matter who you are, you’ll always be my baby girl.” Letting go, he kissed my forehead and then I walked out of the room, leaving my family behind.
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CHAPTER 8: TAYLOR
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“It feels very strange when you call me Eve, Adam,” I said as we walked down the corridor.

“I expect so, would you prefer Taylor instead?”

“No, it’s fine. I’ll get used to it.” I smiled.

“That must have been a very hard thing to do.” He smiled, interlinking his arm with mine. “We will keep them safe.” 

“I know. Caleb’s always wanted to study rocks, the light is the perfect place for him to start.”

“Indeed.”

“What about my mum?”

“Taylor's mum has moved on. She was reborn into the body of a child, just over one Earth year ago. I had Michael find out for you.”

“I’m glad she was able to move on.”

“But you miss her, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“You can see her anytime in the pool of tears.” He smiled “But if you’re feeling really brave, you could venture into the room under the stars. Just ask and the room will guide you, showing you any place, you want to go to. But, bear in mind, your mum is only a toddler, so she won’t look like your mother for many mortal years yet.” 

“Oh, okay. But what did you mean about the room under the stars?”

“Ah yes, I meant the room where I first saw you.” He placed his arm around my shoulders as we walked. “It’s the gateway to the cosmos. We designed it to see into all the worlds in the universe. They exist because we gifted them our light. The light created life where there was none.”

“Really? But, how does it do that?”

“I have absolutely no idea. But we ask the light, and the light creates it.”

“Can it see our parents’ home in Elveador?”

“Sadly, no, as mother and father are no longer corporal beings.”

“What do you mean?”

“They follow a linear path now.”

“So, we can only see their structure of life?”

“Yes, the past, present, and future.”

“This is confusing.”

“Indeed.”

“What you’re saying is, I can choose to see any time I like as long as it has happened?”

“Yes.”

“I can only visit the past or present? Why can’t I ask to see the future?”

“Because it hasn’t happened yet. You’re full of questions, as usual, Eve.” He grinned.

I smiled. “Yes, it’s just so much to take in. What I don’t understand is how Lawrence and Eliza can see the future?”

“Who?”

“Friends on Earth.”

“Ah, there are some that are gifted to glimpse moments in the future, they analyse the likely outcomes of such an event happening. I believe they connect with the guardians of the watchtowers, who live outside of the universe, protecting it in its neutral form.”

“I heard you mention the guardians. Who are they?

“Well, there’s four of them. I believe father connected with them when he arrived on this plane. They are neutral and hold back the light and dark from colliding. Thus, the universe in the centre is neutral, capable of both good and evil.”

“Okay, why are there four of them?”

“I’m not sure. Father was always sketchy on the details. I do know, though, that their main purpose is to control time.”

“How?”

“They believe in balance. In the scriptures it says that the guardians trust that without light, there is no dark, and without dark there can be no light. One must exist for the other to breathe. They are opposing forces but complement each other. Quite like the Chinese philosophy of yin and yang.”

“So, we can never end the darkness?”

“No, just as it can never end our light. For should it do so, our father's universe would be out of balance.”

“It’s confusing.”

“Maybe this will help.” He said, conjuring a stream of light before my eyes. The particles melded together to form a map of our solar system. “This map shows how our fathers hands created the universe, with the spiral of Hell below and Elysium above.”
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“THANK YOU.” I SAID, taking in the beauty before me. “What do you call all of this?” I asked, pointing at the whole picture before me.

“We call it home,” he smiled. “But father called it Hope.”

I smiled. “But what are the other planets?”

“They contain our other creations, civilisations built on freewill with a marvellous ability to survive against all odds.”

“Which one is Elveador?” 

“None of them. All I know is that Elveador lives outside of the knowledge we share.”

“Can’t I see anything from mother and father?”

“Oh yes, don’t worry.” He smiled pulling me close. “There are some lovely memories of when mother and father first arrived here; the love they shared and the beauty in their innocence. Their adoration for one another is what pushed them to find a new home, escaping the serpent before it came.”

“It sounds like a fairy tale.”

“But without the fairy tale ending. Come, lets introduce you to the other Angels.” He said as we reached a turn in the corridor. 

It felt as though we had walked for such a long time, lost in the memories of life before our own. As the corridor turned, the realm opened to an enchantment of glorious opportunities. Thousands of extra-terrestrial faces in the hustle and bustle of their everyday working lives. Creatures of all kinds assisted with the building of astrological machinery of some kind, built on a plateau of adventure and intrigue.

“What are all these creatures?”

“Why, you didn’t think it was only humanity that exists did you?” He laughed. “That’s a naïve human trait, if I ever saw one.”

My cheeks flushed. “Well, no, I just presumed this place was for humans.”

“Again, Heaven is the human term. If you need to consider a name when thinking of here, then call it Elysium, that’s what we call it.” He smiled. “We offer a peaceful ending here, a place of solace where the soul can rebuild itself, learn the lessons from that life, and move forward onto the next.”

“Wouldn’t it get crowded?” I asked. “I mean, with every creature from every planet coming here after death?”

“No, not at all. The space is infinite. We are as big or as small as we need to be. You are still thinking like a mortal, Eve. Size and matter are human constructs.” He smiled, gripping my shoulder.

The vast space before me accumulated the plans for the defence of the next great war; should Lilith’s army succeed and penetrate such a place of wonder. Adam showed me around as I walked by celestial workers in the metropolitan of Elysium's own sociological system. There were beautiful winged beasts who shifted the larger machinery from one area to another, harnessing the light to shoot out beams of glory like cannons on a battlefield. Hooved creatures strove to configure the wondrous apparatus one delicate piece at a time. The twinkling of light flashed before my eyes as the flapping of miniscule wings buzzed past my ear. 

“Sorry, coming through,” a tiny voice squeaked.

“Mind your heads,” a deep voice boomed, as a large-stomached creature with grotesque breath swooped a mighty shard of crystallised matter cross the landscape. Adam pulled me down, laughing.

“They’re what your humans would call ogres.”

“I thought they were nasty?”

“Only the mean ones go to Hell, Eve. Did you forget that?”

“I don’t remember any of this. What is it all for?”

“It has changed a bit since you were last here. The townsfolk on this plateau have been tasked with creating equipment to harness our light and destroy the darkness once and for all.”

“But you said the darkness cannot be destroyed.”

“No, that’s what father believed. I think we’d be better off without it. After all, our parents home planet lived in purity for many lifetimes before the serpent came along.”

“How did they not see the serpent coming?”

“That is one question that remains unanswered. I’ve often wondered that, too.”

“Do you really think war is the best answer?”

“No, but what chance do we have if the darkness takes over the rose?”

“We don’t.”

“Exactly, and as we believe Lilith wants to destroy us then we must be ready. We cannot let the darkness consume this world as it did our parents'.”

“True, it’s just wrong that it’s come to this; a war between light and dark.”

“Hasn’t there always been a war?” 

“No, I don’t believe there needs to be. Can’t light and dark co-exist?”

“I don’t see how.”

“Then what hope do I have when I embody both?”

“That is one thing that concerns me.” He frowned.

“Look, I believe in balance. You have both good and evil on the mortal plane. They co-exist. Granted, sometimes the scales tip to one side or the other, but they’ve managed to keep on surviving through everything for this long. Can’t we?”

“We have. If Lilith comes, we may not have that choice.”

“I’m not disputing that, Adam, but she’s our sister. There has to be a way to reason with her.”

“She wouldn’t listen. Our sister, as we know her, is gone.”

“Didn’t you say that you can feel her when she smiles and feel pain when she cries?”

“Yes.”

“Then you both still have a bond as twins. To have that bond, she must still have light left within her.”

“You were always the optimist, Eve. I hope you’re right, otherwise it may all come to a formidable ending, just like your witch foretold.”

“I hope not, but we have to try,” I said. “I need to go back, Adam.”

“Where?”

“Earth. I need to be back in my mortal body, see Lucian again, work with the Darkwaters.”

“But why? I’ve only just got you back.”

“Because if I don’t try and reason with Lilith, then a great war is coming. I must try everything in my power to stop it, to keep everyone safe, to keep this place safe.”

“I think I understand. It doesn’t mean I like it, though. I just hope you are successful.  If it comes to war, I’m not sure that we could win.”

“Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that.”

“But you cannot remember enough to wield the light yet. How will you protect yourself, Eve?”

“Lucian will keep me safe, he managed it for the two years I walked alone.” I smiled. “Plus, I miss him.”

“Well, at least take Michael with you for support.”

“Really? Michael?”

“Okay, good point. Gabriel would be better suited.”

“I’ll be okay alone. Gabriel needs to be with you, keeping you and the rose safe.”

“No, I’d feel happier if he was with you. I need to concentrate on the war efforts, and not be worrying about your fragile body.” He laughed.

“Fair enough.” I smiled. “So when can I go?”

“When do you want to?”

“Well, is my body still there?”

“Yes, we can transport you back into it. It’ll need fixing, though. Gabriel will fall down after you and find you when he lands, make sure you’re in one piece.” He smirked.

“Okay, then beam me up Scottie, or down, actually, down.” I smirked at Adam's clear bewilderment. “I’ll miss you, Adam.”

“As will I, little sister, as will I.”
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CHAPTER 9: LUCIAN
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I couldn't stay, seeing her there as Elisha dressed her in the dress I bought her for the Yuletide ball. It was a silky, long ivory gown with exquisite crystal beading that tapered across the bosom. It hid her bruising and concealed her gaping wound. There was no amount of blood that could bring life back to her glazed eyes.

Shit, I missed her. She'd look at me in astonishment if she ever heard me cursing like that. Come to think of it, I didn't think I had ever swore in front of her before. I had kept my true darkness well hidden, even with something as small as vulgar language. I didn't want to scare her off. The anger I felt was immense, and she had never seen my true anger. I wondered that if she had, would she still have loved me? We would find out when I battled Demons trying to pull her out of Hell. I think she would love me, no matter what. We were two of a kind, her and I. We both come from complicated backgrounds and both felt the pain of life and death together. She was the light in my darkness. I never wanted her to see the cruel Dark One that craved the taste of innocence. I couldn't live without her, though. She was my only reason to keep living. If only I'd met her centuries ago, we could have reigned through immortality together.

Why did she have to give me her blood? Why couldn't she have just let me die? I can't cope with this torment. Every time I closed my eyes I would see her fractured body screaming in agony, burning with regret, and dying from her own grief. The darkness took over, masked her beautiful light as it warped her existence into nothing. She was mine and I was hers. If Lilith didn't grant me access to Hell, then I was certain she would put an end to my pitiful existence. She must. I couldn't go through the nightmare of reality any longer.

Shit. How do I leave her? I knew she wasn't really in there anymore, but she looked sound asleep. Maybe she will wake with a true love's kiss. Who was I kidding? Fairy tales were for the weak. This shit is life and it was messed up, chaotic, and bloody vile. I had to leave whether I liked it or not. The longer I stayed there, the more she would suffer in the claws of the nightmarish creatures that resided down below. 

Look at them all running around, accepting her death as if it was nothing to them. She was the reason they died, but they forget. Just as they forget that she was the reason they lived. She brought purpose to our lives when we had none. Yet they go on with the funeral like it was normal, nothing new. Even Julian was going ahead with it all, trying to perfect an ice casket and present Taylor like an offering of meat on a tray. She was dead, damn it, that’s just a rotting corpse! She isn’t home anymore, she’s gone. Bloody gone. I know they meant well, keeping themselves busy to ease the pain of loss. But who was it helping, really? Damn it, the humans would be here soon with their questions. How was I supposed to explain why she died and why they lived? How could I explain their frozen faces as they quivered in her grief? I couldn't explain any of it. How did I not realise how powerful she really was? She took out the whole of humanity, for fuck's sake! Shit, I couldn’t deal with their pain too, crying their tears of sorrow. I had heard Rowena wanted to say a few words, why though? Did she even know her? No-one knew her like I did, yet they’ll all hitched a ride on the roller-coaster of grief as they cried their shallow tears and pretended they felt as bad as I did. I couldn't stand it, the fake, fucked up world we lived in. Since when did her relatives give a shit? I never even met her aunties and uncles that were coming. Hell, I didn’t even know they existed. But they’d turn up. Some relative I’ve never met will shake my hand, pat my back, and apologise for my loss. If they didn’t apologise then it’d be because they were too busy sobbing into a handkerchief, pretending that her death meant something to them. They were the leeches, those that plead for sympathy as though their life hung in the balance. I couldn't do that, couldn't be there to watch that shit. I’d take their damn heads off if they pretended for one minute they were sorry for my loss. They didn’t know me, they didn’t know us. I didn't need their sympathy. I need my girl back.

Watching them scurry around outside made me want to retch. Julian stood sculpting a trio of ice caskets beside the oak tree. At least her body would be beside her family. That was something, I guess. Elisha was singing a mournful song as she placed flowers in Taylor's chestnut hair and straightened her ivory gown. Nic was busy setting up the chairs for the audience to watch her wither and rot, while Lawrence prepared his speech, speaking aloud about how Taylor was a member of our family and we would never be the same again. He got that right, at least. 

They would understand why I had to leave. I just couldn't stay there through the funeral and say goodbye. I could never say farewell. If I said that, then all hope would be lost. It couldn't be, I could not believe that. There was always hope. She taught me that, my beautiful light in the darkness. She brought love to the darkest of days. It was time, time for me to go travel the world, find the passage through the realms, and reach Enoch.
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CHAPTER 10: TAYLOR
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The journey back to my former body was one of nauseous delight, only comparable to Alice's Adventures in Wonderland. A travelling disarray of disillusioned delectation, my spirit rushing through the euphoria of eternity, pushing past the precise moment of my own unnatural death. My body was torn and tortured through the triumphant troubles of baring teeth through the snigger of a deadly being. The beast had murdered me, took my soul, crushed it up, and spat it out. Adam had saved me, breathed back my eternal light through the eyes of brotherly love. He was my kin, a perfected being in the celestial sense. But where was I now? I'd righted two wrongs; saved my dad and rekindled my brother’s soul. The two would live in peace, existing through the society Elysium had built. Caleb wanted to learn to be a geologist, researching the ways of minerals and matter. Dad was just happy to have his children back, living an afterlife of hope, dreams, and possibility. Anything and everything was achievable with the light; the Celestial Rose made it so, a perfected artistry unlike no other.

Through the passage of time, the light lit the way. Adam said all I had to do was follow it. It was like the tunnel from earlier, the pathway to Elysium, their version of Heaven. As lost souls transitioned from death to rebirth, zombified corpses blankly floundered their way through, lurching forward at the speed of a snail. I was a blur in their final moments, high-tailing it through reality to reach my deceased body before the flame lit and my ashes swirled up to the cosmos. I could see the end, travelling down the rainbow to infinite life. It was a magical journey through each coloured beam as it warmly caressed my eternal soul. There they were, the Darkwaters, back down there, chanting through a frozen thesis and sorrowful expressions as I streamed down the rainbow to bring colour back to my fallen land.

But where was Lucian? Why wasn't he by my side, saying goodbye on such a warm spring morning? It didn't make sense. We always did everything together, he and I. He was my body's reminder to breathe, the Jiminy Cricket to my Pinocchio. He was dark and I was light; we were the perfect balance like yin to yang, good to evil. Not that he was evil anymore. Ever since I pushed him to bite me, take my blood to save his own, he had changed, developed an emotional side, a side that resembled that of a mortal’s humanity. Yet he was still immortal, but with the glow of perfection, an ethereal quality only gods possessed. He was no longer a Darkened Disciple, he was something so much more. He'd been blessed by the light of the Celestial Rose, and because of that, he was absolute.

Rushing to reach them, I saw two more unique caskets beside the old oak tree outside the Darkwater mansion. They were presumably for my dad and brother. Seeing them brought sorrow to my heart, knowing I would not be with them again for a long time. But there was relief now that they were at peace. We would able to be a family again, in the mystical sense, and should I need to travel back, I was sure Gabriel would help me. Considering Gabriel, where was that silver-eyed enchanter? Perhaps he hadn't arrived yet.

As I entered my own funeral, I could see my friends in mourning. Rowena, Jessie, Pearce, Chase, and the twins were all in black, holding hands, and sniffling into handkerchiefs. It was lovely that they were there for me. They'd seen first-hand the powers I could wield; seen Lucian's fangs, Julian’s ice magic, and the rest of my dark family battling to free humanity's foot soldiers from the Beast's grasp.

Sifting through the crowd, my spirit found my body covered in darkness, encased in ice. I looked so peaceful, not screaming like I remembered it. How long did I dare to wait? Something inside pulled me; a tense chest, a palpitating heart. I may not have shared my mortal body yet, but my soul's heart still beat and my lungs could betray me when necessary. Apprehension flooded through me, I was scared. It was that simple. Stepping back into that body, my body, meant I was ready to battle, to take on Lilith and keep humanity from falling. Not just that, but how would I explain the Eve thing? Especially considering I didn’t even understand it. My hands were clammy, my brow beaded with sweat. Come on Taylor, you can do this! I had to, I had no choice. All life was at risk and only I could save it. Jeez, that’s a lot to hang on anyone’s shoulders. Adam had tried, though. All he could do now was prepare. He was the back-up plan. If I failed, the war would commence, Earth would fall, and the darkness would seep into humanity, and the civilisations of every other planet out there. 

Beside my astral body, Rowena was stood speaking, Harland by her side. It had to be my funeral for those two to get along. I couldn’t hear what she was saying. She looked tearful as she placed her warm hand on my frozen casket. I couldn't leave them there alone, defenceless. I have no choice, I had to save them before they knew they needed saving. 

Standing there felt like an episode of astral projection, where you're watching yourself, yet nobody was home. I had been there before, watching a broken body. I had been waiting for it to breathe, for her to breathe, as I held my mum's hand and wept ashen tears and prayed her soul would return. I remembered her breath, before she died, getting shallower and shallower. Time had passed by and as I sat on the edge of my seat, the haunting moment that had stayed was when she took her final breath.  The last moment her reality was my reality. It was the last time I ever saw her smile, laugh, love and learn. It was the last time her eyes fell as she tutted at my giraffe on the wall. I missed my mum, and lying there, I looked so much like her. Granted, a younger version of her, but her all the same. She was my mum, the woman I knew through childhood, the one that would cuddle away my fears, kiss my boo boos better when I fell and hurt my knee. She was my everything, and now she was gone again. The me in the casket was the me in her shell. We were the same, her and I. It wasn't all bad, at least I now knew she'd found peace in that life, moved on, and had been reborn.

I did always wonder, at funerals, if your past loved ones met you when you died. Did they take you through the tunnel to the pearly gates? It was always a thought I'd had, one of hope that I'd see my mother again, feel her warming touch as she took my hand and led the way to salvation. But it wasn't the case. The journey to the afterlife was long, tedious, and lonely. Perhaps that could be something I could change one day. After all, I was supposed to be all powerful and able to wield the light how I saw fit.

I stood there as the light dimmed. Past relatives began to walk away as only the Darkwaters, Harland’s pack, and the gang remained. It was my entrance, the big finale. I guess it could have been quite humorous, in a dark and twisted way. Breathing life back into a forgotten corpse as I burst free from the coffin and danced the merry dance of life once again. I wondered what their reactions would be, to see a fallen comrade bright and bubbly again. There was only one way to see and that was to give it a try.

Reaching out, I touched the frozen casket before me. My hand melded through and gripped my old body with such force it simply sucked me into it. My spirit felt as though it was being crushed as it was siphoned into the rotting flesh. The first thing I noticed was the stench, the smell of necrosis filled the inside of the coffin. My real nose twitched as I stretched into the body once again. Easing each part of me in, from the top of my head down to my tippy-toes, I branched out, like the roots of a tree digging in deep, holding the connection of my spiritual side to my physical sleeve again.

Widening out, I relented, relaxed, and released, letting go of my former self. My light spread throughout like a wave across a stormy sea, battling its way through. It healed every part of me, breathed life into deflated lungs, provided the beat to a broken heart, and sparked electrical circuits as it burst through my nervous system. My mind was a mess of emotions; happiness, sorrow, anger, and love. All were tied together in the knotted mess of life.

The dim evening sun streamed through my eyes as they flickered open. My pupils reacted, decreasing in size as my breath felt shallow and I realised I couldn't breathe in the enclosed space. The ice casket wasn't built for the living. The lack of oxygen was starving my now mortal brain as it leapt up and out screamed to function.

I had to get out, had to live again. If I stayed in the cold cavern I would die, frozen forever more only to be burned to ash at a later date. No one would know I'd ever breathed again, no one would realise I had lived, scratching at the lid to release myself. They'd just find claw marks in the ice as they threw me on the fire. Would they realise I'd died again, carted up to Elysium, trudging down the tunnel of an uncertain demise?

There must be a way out, some sliver of hope left within me begged. Maybe if I screamed... no, not the best idea, considering what happened last time. I didn't fancy dying to save humanity once again, having only my death be the reason they lived. There had to be a way.

I was so cold, frozen to the core. My own light wasn't warm enough to heat my bodily insides any longer. I remembered what Adam had said. I didn't just hold the light, I held the darkness, too. With the darkness came a multitude of powers I’d picked up on the way; the Femme Fatale's perfected body, the shadelings ability to travel the realms, and finally Seine, Lilith’s henchman, who bestowed upon me the gift of fire. And what did fire do? It melted ice. Bravo! Give the girl a prize. I'd figured out exactly how to get out of my conundrum; I'd melt my way out!

Now what was it I used to do to light my way out of a situation? ‘Flame on’, as Nic used to put it. Brow creased, eyes strained I pushed with all my might. Forced my energy from the tips of my toes up through my body and out. Nothing happened. Not even a fiery fizzle of flame. How did it work? No matter how hard I concentrated nothing seemed to happen.

Clutching my arms around my chest, I shuddered. I could hardly feel my fingers and toes anymore. The cold I could cope with, if that wasn't my only problem. However, I wasn’t sure if the cold would kill me first or the lack of oxygen in the claustrophobic prison. Struggling for breath, a lump constricted my throat. I gasped for air, shivering ferociously. Was there no end to my torment? I was finally alive, so close to civilisation, and I was stuck amidst a rock and a cold place, murderously clawing for release. 

My body tensed up, fists clenched, as I bit down on my bottom lip. I must get out of here! I must scream, I have to risk it! So I screamed with the force of ethereal light blessing the void before me. My angelic chorus of notes summoned up the courage to ignite the world in ruin, and as I screamed, the ice cracked, fizzling into a blind fury as I fell into a sodden mess of a puddle on the floor. Drenched in a pool of icy water, I stopped, quietening the voice within me before it took the world with all its might and froze the birds from the sky again. I couldn’t afford to kill, maim, and slaughter. I had a purpose and there was no time like the present to follow that path, fulfil the purpose, and live happily ever after, or so I thought.

“DEMON!” Harland screeched, changing form and leaping into the air before me.

“Taylor!” Nic yelled, joy caressed his face as the sun fell from the sky. Sunset was upon us, the end of one day and the start of something new.

“Get away from her, you two!” Elisha yelled. 

“Elisha, get back. It’s a Demon here to kill us all,” Harland growled.

Rowena screamed and Jessie fainted. Pearce battled Chase to pick her up. Chase stood back and frowned, leaving Jessie to Pearce. Pearce took her inside while the rest of the crowd drew lines on the floor, ready and waiting for the battle to start. Arellanos versus Darkwaters, place your bets. And me just a puddled mess in the middle.

“Stop,” Lawrence spoke, bluntly shaping the battle before us. His voice had a distinct air of severity. He was in charge and no one would state otherwise. “Taylor?” he asked, stepping towards my sodden body. Clinging to my knees, I lay shaking on the floor, soaking wet and freezing cold. If these guys didn’t hurry up, I’d soon die from hyperthermia. 

“Yes,” I stuttered.

“Is it really you?”

“Yes,” I answered with a blue tinge edging around my lips. “Where’s Lucian?” I asked.

“It is you!” Harland screeched, back to his own form, having shed his Lycan skin. He ran over, in all his naked glory, fell beside me and hugged me tightly. 

Nic joined in, just as Rowena and the rest of the crowd piled on top. It was the ultimate pile-on. Even Julian seemed to smile at my return. He didn’t seem impressed by the broken melted casket he’d clearly spent a while making, though.

“We’ve missed you, Taylor!” Jessie exclaimed as Chase leered in the background. 

Rowena jumped in for the biggest cuddle any girl could give. “Don’t you dare do that to us again, Taylor!” She wept. “What the heck happened?”

“That’s a whole other story. It’s good to be back, Rowena. I’ve missed you guys!”

“We’ve missed you, too. Except the killing part, that wasn’t pretty,” she smiled. “I always knew you were special.”

“I promise I’ll tell you all about it, guys. I need to speak to Lucian then I’ll come see you, okay?”

“Sure,” Rowena said. “Anything you need, just don’t forget about us, yeah? And I’m sorry about your family.” She said, looking over at the remaining two caskets.

“Me, too.” I said with a sullen look.

“Mate, I’ve got to go get Jessie home, she’s looking pale” Pearce said, walking back over. “It’s good to have you home, Taylor.” He smiled, patting my back. 

“Wait for me!” Chase yelled after Jessie and Pearce as he leapt off for a lift home.

“We love you!” The twins chorused as they waved their goodbyes.

“But how?” Elisha said, picking me up out of the middle of the loveable crowd.

“That’s a long story,” I said, still shaking.

“Here, have my coat.” Harland picked his coat up off the ground and brushed it off.

“Harland, you’re naked, man.” Nic said. “You have the coat. Taylor can have mine.” He passed me his long, black trench coat.

“Thank you.” I murmured.

“Let’s get you inside, dry you off, and have a nice English cup of Yorkshire Tea.” Lawrence said, smiling. “Come on.” 
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CHAPTER 11: TAYLOR
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Stepping inside the Darkwater mansion was like taking a footstep back in time. I remembered the beauty and awe that it held. A tapestry that had been built over the years, memories woven into the fabric of its own existence.

The wind rippled around me as I shuddered with cold. No matter how warm Nic’s coat was, my body felt frozen to the core. The colours swarmed through with life as my chilled body struggled to take a breath. This must be what it feels like to freeze to death, one quaint little footstep at a time, passing through into the oblivious resonance within one’s own imagination. Body tense, shaking like a leaf, I needed warmth and I needed it quick.

"Nic, hurry up and light that fire, she'll freeze to death." Harland demanded.

"Shut it, Harland. I'm going as quick as I can." To be fair, I think it would have been quicker to rub to do sticks together.

"It'd been lit by now if this was my home."

"Well, it's not, is it?" He grimaced.

"Boys, stop bickering. Harland, you’re the hottest."

"Why, thank you." Harland interrupted Elisha.

She glared before continuing. "Just warm her up, will you? I'll go get the blankets." She paused. "Julian, help Nic with the fire."

"Woah, no mate. You'll melt. I got this."

"Do I look like a fucking snowman, Nic?" Julian countered.

"Err, no." The fire lit, sparks shot out as Nic tumbled backwards. "See? It's done. Now, go stand in the freezer." He laughed.

Harland sat beside me, keeping me warm in his arms. If it weren't for his coat, I'd have been worried. "I knew we'd be naked together one day, Taylor." He smirked.

"Shut it, Harland." He was always the joker.

The fire radiated through the room as Elisha came down, pulled off my sopping wet clothes down to my undies, and wrapped me in six woollen blankets. There was warmth, then there was Elisha’s type of warmth. "There, much better." She exclaimed, hands on hips.

"Thank you," I said as my body dried and the stiff joints melted back into anatomical matter. I began to feel human again.

"Oi, TayTay, you've got all us doing the work with the fireplace when you could have lit it yourself."

"Very true. Taylor, what's wrong with your fire magic?" Elisha asked as Harland hugged me tighter. "Harland, put her down, you're like a randy dog."

"Dog! I'm a fierce Lycan, not a bloody dog." He said, letting go and clearly sulking as he mumbled to himself.

I couldn't help but laugh. It was a sound I’d missed. Not that I usually liked hearing my own voice, but to have an actual mortal voice that sounded like my own was beyond miraculous. The spiritual representation of my body was a weak one. I could feel again, see again, hear and touch. It was as though my celestial side had been dialled down so I didn't cause a mass panic with an overarching scream or a triumphant emotional breakdown. I'd been handled accordingly, and it was probably for the best, too.

My laughter resonated through the room; damn, it was good to be back. Harland looked shocked but soon joined in, his chest rippled with excitement. Nic was already rolling around on the floor while Elisha was holding back the urge to run over and squeeze the life out of me. Even Julian had a smile across his frozen face.

Lawrence walked in. "This is certainly a welcome addition to a mournful household." He smiled, walking over to me and kissing the top of my head. "It’s good to have you home, Taylor!"

"It's good to be home, Lawrence." I said, chuckling and pulling Harland over for a huge necessary cuddle.

Sitting back upright, I look around the room. Where was Lucian? Why wasn't he here by my side? Adam said he survived, he lived to breathe another day. Well, kind of. Not that he really needed to breathe, after all. I think he did that just to look human.

"Where is he?" I turned and asked Elisha. She would be the one that would give me an honest answer. She was always quite blunt and to the point.

"I thought he got you out? That's why you're here."

"Out of where?"

"Why, Hell, of course!" She said searching my eyes for any recognition to her answer. "You were in Hell, weren't you?"

"No,” I said, biting down on my lip. “I know I have a lot to explain, but where’s Lucian? You’re worrying me. Why wouldn’t he be at my funeral?"

Beside the living area we sat in, where the fire roared, and the sun dwindled. There was a booming knock at the front door. "Who on Earth is that? I sent the humans home!" Lawrence exclaimed as he picked up his cane and trudged his way out of the room.

As the door opened, commotion began clambering in the doorway.

"No, you leave this place at once!" I heard Lawrence say. I knew the voice he spoke to. Heard it recently, in fact. Smiling, I lifted myself from Harland’s grasp, left the sofa, and, wrapped in blankets, I carried my tired body over to the front entrance.

"Lawrence, this is Gabriel. He's my protector. Like I said, there's a lot to explain." I smiled.

"Indeed, there is, Eve... like why you're naked and cuddled with a Lycan and living in the house of her Disciples." Gabriel frowned.

"Didn't Adam tell you who the Darkwaters were?"

"No, he left that unfortunate explanation out." He looked annoyed. I didn't think I had ever seen him annoyed. Could Angels even get annoyed?

"Well, they're my friends. They protect me, too, Gabriel."

Elisha and Harland rushed to the door. “Eve?” Elisha asked.

"He's naked, too. I don't think Adam will like this report, do you?"

"Adam?" Harland asked.

"What report? Why are you sending him reports?” I asked.

“He wants to make sure we don’t screw up this time, Eve.”

“But that was Michael, not you.”

“Let’s just say he’s extra cautious.”

“What’s with the Eve?” Elisha screeched.

“Jeez, will everyone stop hounding me?" I said stomping my foot down.

Harland laughed. "You're cute when you're angry."

"Shut it, Harland!"

"So, you're mating with this Lycan?" Gabriel asked.

"What? Seriously, do you need to know that?"

"Well, no, I'm just, just..."

"Just what? It doesn't matter, and to answer your question, no!"

"So why are you both naked?"

"Look mate, I'm a Lycan. I changed form... now I'm naked. Deal with it. Taylor's soaked from the ice casket. Great idea, by the way, Jules." Harland said, looking back at an angry Julian. "She could have died in there, you know!"

Julian stomped in. "She was meant to be dead!"

"Yeah, well, that didn't last long, did it?"

"Be quiet!" Elisha yelled. "We won't ever find out what happened if you lot don't shut up."

"Thank you, Elisha. I was getting quite the headache." Lawrence said, still stood by the open door.

Gabriel smiled at me, I smiled back. It was good to have a connection to Adam again. 

"Well, it looks as though you had better come in." Lawrence said to Gabriel.

As he stepped forward, I flung my arms around him. "I missed you!" I said.

"We all missed you, too!" Gabriel said smiling.

The Darkwaters remained quiet. Even Harland kept his lips sealed, for a moment. “Bloody Angels,” he cursed as he walked into the sitting room. I laughed.

“Woah, what’s an Angel doing here?” Nic asked.

“I believe Taylor was just about to tell us that.” Elisha said, frowning.

Sitting on the sofa beside the fire, I patted the spot next to me. Gabriel sat down, pleasantly admiring the décor the room had to offer. His smirk showed how little he felt for human possessions. But these weren’t humans. When you’re sat in a room with an Angel, a Lycan, a Shifter, a Femme Fatale, a Seer, and an Ice Demon, you’re surely going to have some fun. Imagine all the possibilities we could create if only we banded together. We could save the world. But no, this fractured band of misfits couldn’t even string a sentence together to tell me what happened to my beloved Lucian.

“Well?” Elisha said, tapping her foot.

“I don’t know where to start,” I said.

“Somewhere, would be nice. We may have an eternity, but this is getting boring.” She said.

“She’s delightful.” Gabriel said as Harland and I sniggered.

“The Angel can stay,” Harland said. “He has humour.”

“Indeed.” Gabriel said, looking Harland over.

“Come on, TayTay, what happened?”

“Well, I died. Ended up in a tunnel, a really long, dull, boring tunnel. Which, by the way Gabriel, that must change. It’s not right making mortals walk for so long!” He nodded in agreement. “Anyway, after the tunnel there was a lady with an axe in her head, a long wait in a crystal empire... oh, they had ticket machines, too. That was tedious.”

“Are you making this up?” Harland said, amused.

“No, I couldn’t make this up if I tried.”

“She is correct. The ticket machines were a standing joke in Elysium. It’s Eve’s fault. She thought it’d be amusing.” He said looking at me.

“Elysium?” Elisha asked.

“Ah, yes. It is what humans call Heaven.”

“Why does he call you Eve?” Julian demanded.

“Because, apparently, that’s who I am?”

“Ha! Yeah right, TayTay.” Nic laughed.

“Err, Taylor, we’ve met Eve. Albeit briefly, but she looked nothing like you.”

“That was another of Eve’s bodies. She has had many since her birth.” Gabriel said.

“Are you being serious?” Harland asked.

“Entirely. But it appears she is quite keen on this shell. I can see why.” He winked as I laughed.

“Quit coming on to her, man. She’s with Lucian.” Nic said.

“Talking of Lucian, where is he? I’d like to meet him.” Gabriel said.

“I’ve been asking but no one has answered me.” I said tensing up. “Elisha, where is he?”

“He thought you were in Hell, Taylor. He went to get you out.”

“Eve in Hell?” Gabriel laughed. “She wouldn’t be seen dead in that place.”

Harland choked out a laugh. “He’s got a point.” He grinned. “So back to Eve. When the heck did that happen?”

“It didn’t happen,” Gabriel said. “She has always been Eve.”

“Yes, but why didn’t she know?” he asked.

“Because my older brother, Adam, sent me into the body of a newborn baby. He sent me there to hide me from our father who was determined to banish me to another realm.”

“What, your god was going to banish you?”

“Yes, he succumbed to the darkness centuries ago. He banished Lilith, my older sister, to Earth when it was only a wasteland. She created Enoch, as you know, and hid there ever since. I created humans to keep her company and the world is as it is now.” I smiled.

“What? Lilith’s your sister?” Nic said.

“Yes, apparently. I don’t remember much of this.”

“How come?” Elisha asked as Lawrence sat puzzling over the story.

“Because in this life, I took in the darkness. It corrupted my library of memories somehow, so I can’t access them all.”

“How do you know this is real then?”

“I saw one memory, a memory of me as a toddler. Adam was carrying me on his back in the garden of Eden, running through the woods to meet my mother and sister. Mother was going to smuggle us away as our father had been corrupted. But father got there first. He beat my mother and sent her away, banishing her. Lilith was banished later, and Adam kept me safe from father ever since. When I grew up, father wanted to destroy me too. So Adam smuggled me out and gave me the chance to live as one of my mortal creations, with a loving family, protected by the Angels, like Gabriel here.”

“The problem with Taylor's life,” Gabriel piped in, “was that Michael was watching her, but when she turned sixteen and her light began to function you saw her and the Beast saw her and reported back to Lilith. Michael thought she had been killed in the London explosion and brought back upstairs. He royally screwed up and it’s you all that we must thank for keeping Eve safe for the further two years. She has never lived so long in one shell than she has with you.”

“Err, thanks.” Harland said.

“It was Lucian,” Elisha said. “He protected her and now may have given his life to save her.” 

“His life?” I said. “Where is he?”

“He went to Enoch to plead forgiveness from Lilith, asking her to allow him entry into Hell to bring you home to him.”

“He did what? He shouldn’t have!”

“He loves you, TayTay. He couldn’t live alone, not without you.”

“No, where is he? I have to help him!” I screeched.

“He was on his way to Enoch.”

“Where is it?” I demanded.

“I can take you there,” Elisha said.

“I would be extremely careful, Elisha,” Lawrence said. “We need to help Lucian, but Lilith isn’t exactly going to be over the moon to see us. Or to see her sister, if this is the case.”

“Why wouldn’t she want to see you, Taylor?” Elisha asked.

“I don’t know.” I said.

“It is our belief that when Lilith lived a solitary life on this wasteland, she herself succumbed to the darkness. She did, however, learn to love again with Cain by her side.”

“Err, isn’t Cain meant to be Adam and Eve’s kid?” Harland said.

“What!” I said.

Gabriel laughed. “No, the books have it all wrong. They are siblings. They need not mate to produce offspring.”

“Okay, that does not make me feel any better!” I said.

Gabriel smiled. “You created Cain, just as you created all of humanity.”

“But how?”

“Why, with the Celestial Rose, of course.”

“The what?” Elisha asked.

“It’s a rose my father made for me before the darkness took him. It is the centre of our light, I am part of the light, therefore I’m as eternal as it is. Apparently, I used the light to create Cain, Abel, and Seth. They’re immortals, just like you. But when it came to the creation of mankind, they were given a select lifespan with the ability to procreate and thrive on their own. Freewill was bestowed upon them, and with it, they created the society we live in today. Adam took over Elysium, where the celestial temple lies. And I believe Lilith’s son, Lucifer, took part of the darkness and built Hell, where the evil socialites go when they perish.” I said.

“That’s a whole new history, right there,” Nic said. “So, God is your dad?”

“Yes, but Father found Cain and Abel and banished them down to the wasteland. Cain killed Abel to appease father, but God wasn’t interested. Cain wandered the wasteland where he found Lilith and they created their own races using the darkness, which is where you all came from.”

“What happened to Seth?”

“No-one knows,” Gabriel said. “Adam thinks he travelled over to another planet away from all the chaos.”

“I wouldn’t blame him,” I said.

“I do remember when I was teaching you the history of our race. Now it appears the tables have turned.” Lawrence smiled.

“Hold on a minute,” Harland said. “Isn’t Lucifer in pieces?”

“Yes,” Gabriel said. “God entered Hell and murdered him, leaving bodily pieces around the world so Lilith could not piece him back together.”

“That’s awful,” I said.

“Indeed,” Gabriel said. “Lilith was clearly distraught and her guards have spent centuries combing Earth's lands in hope of finding the pieces so that she can reshape him.”

“How, though?” Elisha asked.

“What do you mean?” Gabriel said.

“How would she reshape him?”

“She created us, didn’t she?” Nic said.

“Yes, but we are ‘made’, Lucifer was born.”

“It’s a good point.” I said. “Perhaps that’s why she wants to enter the celestial temple, to use the rose?”

“It could well be.” Gabriel said. “It would make sense, after all, she doesn’t have any light left.”

“Well, we hope she has some left, otherwise I’m doomed.” I said. “Anyway, Adam's her twin, he has felt her, therefore they must have a connection through the light still.”

“They’re twins!” Elisha exclaimed.

“Yes,” Gabriel said. “Maybe she does have an ounce light left within her. I know Adam hopes so, but I doubt she believes she does. That’s why she plans to destroy the Celestial Rose.”

“Maybe not destroy, but take?” I said. “That must be what the army is for.”

“Wait, what army?” Harland asked.

“The one Lilith is creating by turning humans into her own monstrous soldiers.”

“That explains what the Beast was doing here.” Elisha said

“Well, that and because he recognised your light magic and must have told Lilith her young sister was back.” Gabriel said.

“This is a mind fuck.” Julian said, sitting down.

“Jules, I don’t think I’ve ever heard you swear.” Harland said.

“My name is Julian!” he exclaimed.

“Yes, well, ok then. JULIAN.” Harland screeched.

“Boys!” Elisha said.

It was hard not to smile when they argued. Their bickering reminded me I was home. “How’s Dad and Caleb doing, Gabriel?”

“Good. Caleb is still fearful of the change, but he has found the rose to be of interest and spends his time looking at it under a microscope. He is very bright for such a young child.” I smiled.

“What about Dad?”

“What, your dad and bro are up there?” Harland asked.

“Yes.” I smiled.

“Excellent, I’m really glad they’re happy,” he said.

“But are they happy?” I asked Gabriel.

“Yes, I would say so. Your dad enjoys assisting with the build of the light beams and the protective barrier Adam is encasing all of Elysium under. He constantly watches your mum through one of his rooms and I hear him laughing at her mishaps. I’m happy to report that he seems content, Eve.”

“Thank you so much, I’m glad they are moving on and living in happiness there. It’s lovely that Dad is working with Adam, too. I was hoping they would get along.”

“Indeed.” Gabriel responded.

“Your mum's there, too?” Harland asked.

“No, she’s been reborn somewhere else now.”

“Reborn?”

“Yes,” Gabriel said. “When the mortal soul finds peace, it is reborn into the body of a newborn child, ready to live again and grow from new experiences."

“That’s pretty neat,” Nic said as Harland raised his eyebrows in agreement.

“So please, can we go to Enoch?” I asked. “I need to find Lucian and speak to Lilith.”

“Yes, I’ll show you the way, Taylor. Sorry, but you’re still Taylor to me.” Elisha said as Lawrence nodded.

“That’s okay, I’m still Taylor to me, too,” I said. “When can we go?”

“It’ll take many moons to get there, it’s quite far away and not an easy place to get to.” Elisha said.

“Show me the way, girl, and I will fly us there.” Gabriel said.

“Firstly, my name is Elisha, and secondly, fly on what?”

“I do apologise, Elisha. And fly with this, of course.” He ruffled his angelic wings free. 

The room suddenly felt a lot smaller as Gabriel grew, letting his huge wings loose. Light streamed out of the tips of the feathers as everyone around me gasped in awe.

“Wow! Can I come?” Nic asked. 

“I’m afraid not, I couldn’t carry you as well,” Gabriel said.

“But I want a ride!” he said, clapping his hands. I laughed, as did Gabriel. Now, if you’ve ever heard an Angel laugh, the sound echoes through the room, resonating on every object, playing back the sound one harmonic note at a time.

“No, I just can’t. I’ll draw you a map.” Elisha asked, looking uncertain at the winged creature before her.

“Okay.” I smiled “Quick though, please, I need to know he’s okay.”

“Well, how about you put some clothes on first, Taylor” Elisha said, as I realised I was still only covered by her mass of blankets. 

I nodded and then headed upstairs, up to the room Lucian and I had shared on many occasions. Elisha had still stocked the wardrobe for me, clothing of all kinds. But for the time being I was a jeans and t-shirt girl. I needed to be ready for anything. I wrapped my long chestnut hair into a bun, splashed cool water over my face, and headed back downstairs, ready to save my man from the clutches of my evil sister. If there ever was a fairy tale to talk about, our fractured family had the perfect story to start from.
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CHAPTER 12: LUCIAN
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It had been so long, since I last ventured there. The trip alone was a death trap, trudging over the mountains of Bolivia, slipping through the arctic circle, and then ending in the sand dunes of the Sahara. It was a bizarre way around the world, but one I had to travel to check if the portals still existed. It was the stepping into another realm that stripped the creature, leaving the past behind, stepping through to the cosmos and beyond. I wasn't sure exactly where Enoch resided, any of the three areas I ventured through could have held the passage. I gathered it moved location quite often, keeping it out of sight of Elysium's Angels. If only they could work together, like Taylor and I did, both light and dark in unison. Why there was always so much bloodshed was beyond me. And now that Lilith was rising, the light had no chance to succeed. Black absorbs all colours, whereas white hold none.

First stop was the mountains of Bolivia, a plane flight away from British soil. Speeding along the countryside, I swept past York, splintered through Leeds, and landed in Manchester, ready to board my flight to El Alto, Bolivia.

Tasha, the large-bosomed vision of a flight attendant, gladly showed me the way. She seemed clearly more interested in my physique than her job. I wondered if Taylor would be jealous, not that she was the jealous type.

"Here, sweet thing," she said as she offered her hand to help me into the seat. "You wouldn't mind watching this little boy, would you?" That wasn't really a question, was it?

"No, not at all," I responded. It was the human thing to do. He'd better be quiet; a kid was the last thing I needed sat next to me, bugging me.

The seats shook as I sat beside the most obnoxious human on the flight; a sweaty, bold man with a nose-turning stench. Why did I pick economy? Luckily, he soon fell asleep as we buckled up, soaring into the sky. 

On one side, the obese version of humanity was a severe snorer, whom I really did struggle not to smother. Whereas the other held the six-year-old nose-picker, a chatterbox too, and there was just no stopping him. Even the fangs didn't scare him off. He was eagerly as interested as ever after I bared my teeth at him. What hope did this disgusting kid have, running towards danger rather than from it?

The flight lasted a good eleven hours, eleven hours of pure hell. I wouldn't be surprised if I was already in Hell, reliving the journey again and again. How was it possible for a six-year-old kid to be awake for so long? Would it be wrong if I snapped his neck? Surely, I could get away with it. No-one would be the wiser. No, there it was, the pull on my conscience, the Taylor on my shoulder. Even when she was dead, she reminded me to be human.

Damn. Why had I been put in charge of a child? Where were his parents? I didn't think you could fly alone until you were an adult. What was his deal?

"Hey, kid, where's your mum?"

"She's sleeping.”

“Where?”

“I don’t know.”

“Why don’t you go to sleep like your mum, then?”

“No, cos’ I won't wake up too."

Shit, now I felt like a super douchebag. The kid's mum was dead.

"What about your dad?"

"I don't have a dad. My mum said God gave me to her."

God? Really. The kid was into the whole God and Angel’s shebang. I had to be the most unfortunate role model for the kid. We were on opposing teams, for frick's sake. Why did Miss Ditzy give me the job of looking after the kid? Did I say I wanted a job? No, I only wanted to fly back to Enoch, to make a deal with the Devil's mother and then sprint right back home again, with the love of my life in tow, of course. I didn't want to gain a kid in the process. Damn it. I closed my eyes, hoping, perhaps, that the kid would take the hint that I was sleeping too and leave me the heck alone.

Silence. The kid stopped. He did have an off switch after all! Was it wrong to feel triumphant? I was feeling pretty good about it. Damn, this plane could move. I can’t stand the turbulence, it’s like being on one of those white-knuckle roller coasters you really want to get off but can’t until it’s over. But then turbulence was a known factor of flying in a heavy, metal casket. How it worked, I still didn't know. Having seen a parade of sorcery throughout my damned, dark life, I understood most of it. But planes and flying? No, there was simply no explaining that one to me.

The aircraft shuddered across the skyline, phasing in and out of control. There had to be an end to this torture. I opened my eyes. Something didn’t feel right. The plane was flying too smoothly all of a sudden. It seemed to slow, judder, drop a little, and then nothing but quiet. Everyone took a breath of relief. They shouldn’t have taken that breath. That relief was inconsiderate of the fact that the plane just stalled, engines malfunctioning, as it began descending at an enormous rate, dropping right clear out of the sky. In that moment, the terrifying breathless panic stormed over the body. Fists gripped the chair in front, eyes wide, face paler than usual. Even Dark Ones feel fear at times and when I'm not in complete comprehension of what's keeping me up in the sky, or in our case, what wasn’t. That fear streamed through my soul.

One, two, three... I counted the seconds as the Boeing 747 plummeted to the ground. Shiiit! There was the cursing again. She'd have to forgive me for that one.

Four, five, six seconds. The yellow oxygen masks dropped from overhead. The kid screamed, wailing at the top of his lungs. Time passed furiously as the obese guy vomited inside his oxygen mask. Chunks of carrots and sweetcorn squelched out the sides. I gripped the kid's mask and placed it over his head. Hell, I didn’t have to breathe, but the kid did. The six-year-old squealed in delight and grabbed my hand as we went down with the plane "weeeeee." He actually seemed to be enjoying the descent as I looked at him in despair. 

The ditzy air hostess shot past, gripping her cart for dear life. Screams chilled the cabin as the plane whirled down into oblivion. Smoke alarmed past the window while the left wing erupted, breaking free of its host. And just like a bird with a damaged sleeve, it twisted and turned against the wind, round and round, causing its own personal typhoon of broken corpses. Granted, there weren't any corpses yet, but at the rate of the nose-dive, it wouldn't be long before the mortal shells of desperation died a death of stifling suffocation.

Seconds turned into minutes as the kid next to me defied gravity; he lifted out of his seat just in time for the grand finale. Gripping my hand, he shrieked. How the hell was I getting out of this one? I didn't know, let alone saving the life of a snotty six-year-old. Life was really treating me like shit right now. Where were we anyway? I had been travelling for hours. We had to be well past the Atlantic and headed inland. Whose idea was it to try Bolivia first? Yeah, that would be mine. I used to enjoy taking a trip there when I wanted to head back to my home turf in Enoch. It'd been such a long time and was highly likely the pathway was closed. But the mountains were glorious, especially when the sun rose, shimmering over the top of Huayna Potosí, as the lake Zongo below reflected the beauty within it.

That's where the passage was, at the foot of the mountain. You could just see it glittering across the atmosphere as the sun rose bright and early on a spring morning. I'd love to have taken Taylor there. There was so much I wanted to show her, such beauty in the world that she had yet to see. I couldn't die on this plane, cut up into a thousand pieces. I wouldn't technically be dead. I'd be a bodiless immortal, flapping around with the winds of purity until all my body reassembled itself. But then that wouldn't happen without being healed by a Shaman or one that can wield the light, and Taylor wasn't here right now.

Shit, what was I thinking? There was no way of surviving a plane crash at this speed. Three and a half minutes down and the plane would ignite, setting alight humanity's most unfortunate. What would become of me? What about the kid? I guessed if we survived he could come with me as a snack along the way. I hadn't had any mortal blood for quite some time. I had been stashing the bagged stuff since my humanity switch was turned back on. Damn, though, who was I trying to impress? It's not like the dead cared anymore! If it came to my survival or that of a nose-picking chatterbox, would I be wrong to choose me? After all, Taylor's fate depended on it.

Three minutes in and the ground looked mighty close. Blood splattered through the air, igniting my darkened desire, as the body of an air hostess shot past me into the back of the plane. Gripping the armrests, I held on for my dead life. I'd pulled the kid back down into his seat, strapped him in, and prayed to whatever bloody god was out there to save our souls. To be fair, I was hoping he'd save the kid and have pity on me next to him. But let’s be honest, it's not like God was about to rush in and pluck us from death anytime soon. The plane began to shake, disintegrating as my vision distorted, and with the portrayal of an old black and white movie, the cabin turned grey. It was lucky I didn't have to breathe, as I could hear the kid’s shortness of breath, wheezing for his next lifeline as he shuddered and shook.

The cockpit began to rip apart, eating itself open as it flew away from the rest of our plane. Fire screamed through the cabin with hues of yellow, orange, and red entwined into a triumphant inferno, consuming all remaining oxygen as the cabin heated up and threatened to boil us where we sat.

I've died before, so this fear was unnatural for me. I always came back, though. But the horror that streamed through my body terrified me. Gripping the armrests, I sat far back into the seat, body tremoring as the plane broke down around me. Tensed up, I saw the kid had passed out from a lack of oxygen. This was it, the ground was close, nothing left now except to kiss my ass goodbye and say farewell to all life on Earth. 

Then there was a moment of pure clarity. An unspoken silence. The ground rose up, threatening to touch what was left of the plane. The sound of a tin can being crushed resonated through my eardrum. Our seats catapulted forward as the kid and I launched into flight. Free from restraint, we were thrown into the air, flung over 200 yards away, floating down, encircled by light. What was that? What pulled us free? It was there, then it was gone. Something had kept us safe.

I watched in despair as the old cabin crumbled, consuming its victims, lovingly squeezing them to death. The fire shrieked out behind us, absorbing what little was left of the metal box we had flown in.

Coming to, I realized I had blacked out. Was it possible for a dead guy to succumb to unconsciousness? Apparently so. It was a new one on me, though. I even began to believe it was plausible for a Dark One to suffer from shock. Especially since I felt no pain anywhere on my cold, dead body. Usually I felt things, emotions, in fact. I'd been able to turn them off before, but now, since the bite I wanted to keep them alive, suffer the affliction of triumphant emotional meltdowns, and I was sure to have one soon.

Blinking in the sunshine, I rose up, stretching each limb to check it was still attached. Yeah, everything seemed to work, granted a bit battered and bruised, but shit me, I'd survived my first plane crash. Something I never ever wanted to do again, but hey, you can't live until you've tried everything at least once, right?

Shit, the kid. Was he alive? Was he strangled by his seatbelt as we catapulted free from restraint? He looked intact, anyway. He had basically landed on top of me and his chest was still rising, all positive signs. Damn, there must be a god after all. Something was looking out for us up there.

What do I do now? Where do I go from here? Where is here? I knew there would be help on its way for any screaming survivors, but would the kid be safe? I did tell the ditzy blond I'd look after him. Damn, why did I agree to take on the responsibility of the little orphan beside me? What could I do? It wasn't like I could take him to Enoch. Lilith would eat him for lunch. If you think Dark Ones craved blood, try going against her husband, Cain. He could eat his weight in children, and he wasn't exactly the thinnest of folk.

Right, take note of the situation, Lucian. I was alive-ish, no broken bones, by some divine intervention, and I had gained a kid along the way. When life gives you lemons, make lemonade. Kid-ade might be just as scrumptious, though. Then again, have you ever tried fresh blood from an innocent child? There was something about the taste. It used to be, to us, Dark Ones, like caviar was to humans; lip-smacking good. But that was back in the days of the great war, when anything was game. Since I became a Darkened Disciple and took the path of enlightenment when I met Taylor, everything changed. Kids weren't really a menu choice anymore. I didn't think she’d forgive that one. It was good to feel again, though, even if I was dying of thirst. She had shown me how to be like a human again, how to feel love and enjoy the rest of my long, tedious life. Immortality sucked at times, especially when she wasn't at my side.

Burgh! I guess I needed to put these legs to good use and start walking. Where the heck am I anyway? Looking through the smoke, I could vaguely see the outline of a mountain. Hmm, it looked like we weren't too far away when we crashed, at least. It shouldn't take too long to speed over there. But what about the boy?

“Hey, kid,” I said, shaking him. “You alive in there, mate?”

“Err,” he said. 

Well, grumbling was good. Now where to dump him? 

Jeez, I couldn't, could I? If that was the mountain I thought it was, then I was too close to the passage of Enoch. Bolivia would be full of the supernatural. I doubted any of that lot would survive out there with the damn shadelings about. Bloody hell, why am I sweating? It wasn't overly hot out here. Shit! Just walk away. I couldn't take him with me. He’d have more of a chance with the shadelings than by my side. 

As I took a few steps towards the mountains, the kid grumbled, holding out his hand for help. Damn it, bloody humanity switch! I headed back over and pulled the kid free of the torn seatbelt. I couldn’t leave him to be eaten alive. Taylor would never forgive me.

“You’ll be okay, kid. Hang in there,” I said as my voice cracked. 

Lifting the boy free, he gripped around my neck with his tiny clammy hands and fell asleep in my arms. 

“We’ve got a while to go yet, best be quiet around these parts. We don’t want any unwanted attention,” I said as the kid snored openly in my arms. 
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CHAPTER 13: TAYLOR
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Gabriel. Who was he to me? He watched me, kept me safe and well protected. I knew, realistically, he worked for us, but it didn't feel like that. It felt like we were equals, he and I. We didn't create them, father did, so I guess we were all equals in the full sense of the term. Mother birthed us, whereas God birthed the Angels, just not in the literal sense.

"Are you ready, Eve?" Gabriel asked, knocking at the bedroom door. 

It was the room Lucian and I had spent many nights in, entwined under the sheets. It was my second home, with my first now sitting in silence since my dad and brother had died and gone to Elysium. Jeez, I missed Lucian. Why did he have to go be the hero and try save me from the depths of Hell? Why did he even think I’d be in Hell? Granted, I had caused an apocalyptic mess, but hey ho, who was watching anyway? God certainly wasn’t, thankfully, by the sounds of it. Why did I end up with the 'creepy dad' card? He’d been roaming Earth for centuries hunting me down. Obsessed much?

What was so special about me anyhow? Why was the Almighty so adamant to take down all the women in his life? First my mother, then Lilith, and now me. The darkness consumed him, though. It wasn't him in there pulling the strings, it was the darkness. So why does it push to banish all of us to different realms? What did we have that the men in our family didn't?

"Gabriel," I said as I walked over to greet him by the open door. "Why do you think God tries to destroy all the women in his family? Why not the men? Why not Adam?"

"Good question, but I couldn't give a definitive answer."

Elisha barged in. "Why, it's because women are special, darling." She smiled. "We have more self-control, we're used to emotions."

"Perhaps that's it, then," I said. "Maybe we can control the darkness like we do our emotions."

"Yes, and men aren't stereotypically the emotional types, so they have no control over them." Elisha said.

"So," Gabriel spoke, "the darkness controls men and women have more chance at controlling it."

"Makes sense, mate," Harland said as he came up the stairs. "Have you ever tried controlling a woman?" He smirked.

Gabriel smiled. "Right. Eve, are you ready?"

Harland frowned. "Are you sure you want to do this, Taylor?"

"Yes. Wouldn't you, for your soulmate?"

"I wouldn't know, I've not met them yet."

"Them... you're hopeful."

He laughed. "Always."

We walked down the stairs to say our goodbyes beside the roaring fire.

"Don't be a stranger, Taylor," Elisha said, hugging me.

"I'll miss you, TayTay," Nic said.

"Don't get yourself killed again! I'm not making another casket anytime soon."

"Be good to yourself and come home to us, Taylor." Lawrence said.

Harland walked over, seeing Gabriel and I to the door. "Be safe. You're my family, you'd better come back in one piece." He flung his arms around my neck, pulling me in for a tight squeeze.

"Ouch! You're crushing me," I said as Gabriel laughed.

"Come on, Taylor, where are we off to?"

"Bolivia, apparently, beside the mountains near lake Zongo."

"Really? I'd never have guessed it was there."

"It might not be yet, but Elisha said that's the first place Lucian would try."

"Then Bolivia, here we come." Gabriel smiled as we walked out into the deep night sky.

"Wow, just look at the stars tonight!"

"Just you wait until you're right up close to them." He said smiling. "Come here." 

Gabriel pulled me close to him, so close I could feel his warm, moist breath flutter across my forehead. Gripping me gently around my waist, his feathers fluttered, wings stretched out, and we fleetingly rose up into the night sky, waving goodbye to my supernatural family below.

As we rose through the shimmering light of the moon, the reach of Elysium above touched the faint hue of our souls. We were close to home again; our blessed perfection in the sky.

Darkness wrapped around us as the night sky held our bodies, cradling them as we journeyed afar. A symphony of colours, midnight blue, ashen grey with brushstrokes of deep purple, cradled the stars as they lit our way, directing our flight across land and sea to the country of Bolivia in South America.

"Are you warm enough?" Gabriel asked as his wings flapped a flurry of snowflakes over the landmass before us.

"Yes, thank you." Gabriel's body heat was like sitting beside a roaring fire on a cold winter's eve.

As the snow began to fall, I relaxed into the flight to find my true love in Enoch. That wasn't the only reason we travelled there, though. I knew I had to meet my sister again. If she could hold back the darkness, then perhaps she could be saved too. We could be a family again, a big, disjointed family of supernatural beings.

Admiring the tranquillity of the turbulent free flight, I held Gabriel tighter. His athletic body rippled before me as his angelic nature caressed my soul. There was something about him. His strength was commendable. He'd lived his immortality watching over our family, blessed as an equal by God himself. Why had I never seen him this way before? I could never be with him like I was with Lucian, but I did feel a certain travesty of emotional attachment to him.

"How long have you watched over me, Gabriel?"

"All my adult life, Eve. Do you remember how we used to play together as infants?" He asked as he swooped past a plane flying below.

"No, tell me about it."

"You helped teach me to fly."

"But I can’t fly, how would I do that?"

"You used to bend the light to help lift me higher as I flapped my tiny wings." He laughed.

“Aww, you sounded cute!” I chuckled.

“No, I was a rebel, you were the cute one,” he said.

Flying through the night sky brought back memories of my own life; how I had lived, how I could have lived. It was a recollection of times past, but only time from the past eighteen years. On the grand scheme of things, it wasn’t long, not considering my true self had lived an eternity, never fading. Maybe I could try again, maybe I could remember. Adam said I’d have to watch for the corruption in my mind, be aware of the soulless books that were there to confuse and eviscerate. He said I’d know, and I believed I would. I had to know, I must find out who I was. It could be the key to the whole thing. If I remembered something, anything, then perhaps I could wield the light again, be a force to be reckoned with. It was worth a go, surely?
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CHAPTER 14: TAYLOR
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Gabriel flew silently as I told him my plan. He agreed to watch out for my physical body as my mind travelled the library in search of the past. Closing my eyes was the easy part, but finding solace was tough. How did I do this before? It just came to me, enveloped me. I needed to gain control again, needed to listen to my inner being. Gripping the sigil, my mind cleared, body relaxed, and reality gained.

Passing through the shards of time, my mind entered a forgotten realm. A period of disillusionment discovered only in the mind of oneself. Some meditate to reach it, but that wasn’t for me. I had to learn how to control my journey there, assess it at a moment's notice. As I entered the library, the books slept peacefully, coated in dust. Only one had been touched, only one removed; the red leather journal that lay open and blank on the floor. Walking over, I picked it up, closed the past, and shelved it. I knew that part of me now, that glimpse in time, I didn’t need the memory recalled. 

Which one do I choose? There must have been thousands of books in there, stretching as far up as the eyes could see. A winding spiral staircase swept around the perimeter and I walked over, holding the rusty banister as I stepped. Higher and higher I rose, winding around lifetimes of love, happiness, and dismay. How many times had I lived? How many deaths had I died? How would I know which of these books meant something to me? Well, they all had to mean something, they held memories, after all. But which book meant something to Eve? Which book held her power, her key to destiny? Fate had entwined itself to bring me to this moment. Flying through the skies by the wings of an Angel, and I had access to a wealth of knowledge that spanned through creation from start to finish. This type of power alone was beyond recognition. 

As I rose higher, the shelves became darker. The light diminished, faintly frozen and falling from sight. All it left was darkness. Adam said I’d know. He was right. That unearthly gut instinct that captures your breath, the way your hairs stand on end, goose pimples caress your skin. It all meant one thing. Something was wrong here, something lived in these walls. Sliding down the stairs, I ran from the darkness. I couldn’t face it, not yet. It could take all of me and then what hope would humanity have? What hope would Lucian have? No. For now, I would play it safe. I needed to succumb to the light and airy books, the happy memories, well, at least the real ones.

Ten steps down and I fixated on a green book. It was an old, dusty, withered green book. It wasn’t unique, not compared to the other wondrous books, but something about it felt natural to me, homely. Stepping forward to the old oak shelf, I reached out and pulled it free. The green, cloth book had the symbol of a rose on the front, delicately smudged in yellow ink. The corners were cracked, the binding was warped. Should I open it? Dare I try? Last time I shared the horrors of a tiny girl scared of her father, only to be saved by her big brother. What would this journey hold? What would become of this book?

Gripping the front cover, I pulled the book open, careful not to damage its delicate exterior. As before, this book was blank too. But I knew, I braced myself for it. I stood against the side so when I fell I wouldn't topple down the staircase. And just as before, bright sparks fizzled and spiked, jumping from the pages as the book trembled and groaned like a giant waking from his slumber. Light screamed out towards me, shot through me, and knocked me down, flat to the floor.

Entering a memory from afar, I felt the hormones of a delicate teen, wiping teary eyes as I watched the horror before me. How could I ever forget such a moment, such a painstaking lifeline? This moment should be enshrined in truth, written for all to see, inscribed on the tapestries of our mighty land. That moment was the moment my mum died. It seemed to be a common theme in all the lifetimes I’d experienced; living my life as a motherless child. Only this time I couldn’t blame the magical realm above and below. This time my own genetic coding was to blame. When I created humanity, I gave them freewill, but with that choice came consequences, and over time, over centuries in fact, millions of people became casualty to their own physiology. Diseases grew, mutations developed, and life hit a standstill as the parameters of health took over. There was no cure for this pain, no end to their suffering. I’d seen it myself, lived through it time and time again. They died, she always died, and there wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it.

As I sat wearily in the chair by her bedside, the hospital alarm beeped outside. Another patient needed assistance. It drained my eardrum every time they sounded. They wouldn’t last just a second or two, it’d be ten minutes before someone answered their call. Ten minutes of beeping was enough to drive the mildest person insane. Looking at the clock, it was five in the evening, time for the driver change. That explained the constant ringing in my ears as the nurses came to shut off the alarm. After a while, you forget where you are. The door opened and a team flooded in to update you on the latest news, the most recent tests. But nothing changes, it’s just pain management from there on out. The days passed, the nights lasted longer. My tired head waned as I struggled to keep my eyes open. They finally closed as I waited for that phone call, that time to rush in, watch her die, hold her hand and kiss her goodbye.

Shattered. That’s how I felt every morning, waking up as if I’ve only just closed my eyes, still needing eight hours rest. There weren’t enough hours in the day, or the night. Everything blurred into one. My body felt fractured from the tips of my toes to the shreds of hair on my head. Hair, that’s something she didn’t have anymore. Her smooth head shined from the shimmering fluorescent light above, warming her grey complexion as she entered the realm of the unknown. Was she there anymore? Did she still reside in that automated shell of a body? It’d been days since my mum spoke. She barely opened her eyes anymore, hadn’t eaten or drank as her catheter bag was blackened and dry.

The lights in the room dimmed as day turned to night. Hours passed without a murmur, no sign, no grunt of life. Only heavy breathing with a gurgling strangulation. That was when she changed, her breathing, her body collapsing within. Relatives rushed to her side as I sat watching and waiting. I held her skeletal hand as it twitched under the murmur of her final breaths. She would have wanted it this way, with her family by her side, raw and definite. This brought her immortality, forever etched in the memories of those she loved.

One, in and out. Two, just as strong. Three, rapid and released. Four, struggled and strained. Five panic-stricken gulps. Six... nothing. Breathing stilled as her body sank into the sheets below. How could someone so human be so small? Ten seconds, twenty seconds. Nothing. Was she gone? Was this the end? No, a loss like that would be too simple. The breathing started again, more rapidly this time, and with each breath her head wretched to the side, her stomach jolted heavily, her chest caved in complexion. The immense struggle just to breathe gave a dramatic ending to her final hours. Time passed slowly, hours strained by. Each pause we waited, counted, tears streaming as we cried. But she kept on going. Kept fighting to the bitter end. And as time went on, minutes strained by, the pauses grew less and less. Her head jolted harder and harder as her breathing became more rapid. Her stomach bubbled and boiled like a cauldron brewing a spell, a spell of love, one of pain, and one of sorrow. For having fought for so long, she had lost. Given in to the fight, but damn she made it a good one, lived such a long time.

The noise was unbearable, a deafening rattle that bled through my eardrums as I covered them in pain. I couldn’t keep going. Couldn't see her like this. How do I stay here? How do I watch her die, with no control as the tumours take her away? Nausea grasped my stomach as I gagged. I can’t do this, can’t be here. Heat swarmed over me, the room closed in. Vision distorted, hands sweated as the pain in my heart resembled a thousand shattered pieces.

I gripped her hand tight, her bony fingers held on for dear life. Death isn’t peaceful, it isn’t the beautiful moment everyone portrays. It's brutal, honest, and vile. It’s the body spasming, fighting for breath. It’s the lungs screaming out as they drown in their own saliva. It’s the organs shutting down, one bodily piece at a time. There was no peace there, not for the family. There was only shock, torment, and tragedy. What about her, though? Did she feel pain? Her face never changed, it was only her head that twitched up and down. How did we know if she was inside there, crying in agony? How would we know if she was at ease with the eventual fact of life? How did we know anything? We only had the doctor's say-so. What if he was wrong? Make it stop. Make her stop. Release her from this agony, someone please. No-one listened, no-one came. She had to forgo the process of dying. There’s no easy way out, no simple injection or dagger to the heart. This was, apparently, a peaceful death. I’d hate to see a shitty one. Is this what I gave humanity? This is what they looked forward to? Watching their loved ones suffer, scream and cry? Watching in hopeless sorrow as they can’t even take the pain away before they died? What the hell was I thinking? Since when did I think I could play God? No wonder humanity hated religion, no wonder they’ve created numerous ones just to appease the fact that no-one gives a shit anymore.

Each breath slowed as my mum’s lungs filled further. Every breath was a struggle as she became submerged in her own bodily fluids. Her mouth opened with each jolt as her body succumbed to the pain. Rapid little breaths peaked as I gripped tighter, hands clammy, face hot. I couldn’t hold on any longer. This was it, this was the moment we had all waited for. An end to her suffering, a silence to her pain. There was only the hope of peace left. Her hands iced over as she took her last breaths; her face greyed and body quietened. Sobs struck through the room as every person let go. This was the time she died, the time she passed, and with her final moments, she opened her glazed eyes, one grey, one brown, and looked at me as she took her last breath, withering down into the sheets that surrounded her. Nothing but silence returned from her as I spoke the last three words she would ever hear. ‘I love you’. And then she passed.

In a windowless nightmare, the feeling of claustrophobia hits you hard in the heart, striking down your body as it resonates within you. The gripping pain wails through your chest as you fall to the floor. Hysteria hits as you die within. There is no end to this pain. I am now a motherless child, and I shall forever remain one. Goodbye, mother. I hope Heaven treats you well. One day I’ll see you there and we shall smile once again. I love you. 

Darkness took over as the room faded to black. I laid sobbing in the arms of an Angel as he held me close, singing the words of humanity as he cradled the song of the spirit, sending me off to a natural, peaceful, and much needed sleep.
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CHAPTER 15: LUCIAN

[image: image]


The sun rose beyond the mountains as the sleepy six-year-old kid snored in my arms. I’ve got to put him down, I might have supernatural strength but damn my legs are killing me. Speeding through the countryside, we’d reached the second largest city in Bolivia; El Alto. This is where I should have landed if Ms. Ditzy hadn’t splattered herself all over the back of the plane. I could still smell her blood staining the kid’s wispy, brown hair. My stomach rumbled, it was time for a feed. No, I just can’t, I thought as I looked down at the neck of the kid before me. It was too tempting. Damn it, he wouldn’t notice. No, I still can’t do it. I had to be better than that, must be worthy of her love otherwise I would be alone on this devastating wasteland of a planet.

Shit. So, who was I going to pick a fight with now? It’s not like I could go up to someone and ask them to hold the kid while I sucked them dry. Where was the nearest blood bank? There had to be one around there. It would end up being too late and I would lose control, mass murder every citizen on the farmland. There were lights ahead, dimly lit as the sun rose over the city. It had to be about six am. I would have checked my watch, but the kid’s hands grasped mine. 

Damn what was that stench? The water was rank. Did they never think to clear up their shit? Burgh, I didn't want to be dining off any animals around there, I might grow a third head or an extra testicle or something. That was a fun thought. Right, time to slow down to the dull depressing mortal speed. They were like snails taking sedatives, and it’s not like they had immortality, either, so why take so long? 

Ahead with the rising sun came the early risers, the local dog walkers, pedal pushers, and the mail delivery guy, as he trudged up the path of a lowly dilapidated house. Heading into the centre, I spotted an old guy sleeping on a park bench. No-one would notice he was missing, let alone suspect the father of the year over here, out walking with his six-year-old son. I placed the kid on the bench beside sleeping Henry. I say Henry as it was polite to give the dead a name, not that he was dead, yet. 

I couldn't quite fathom how the kid was still asleep. Was he dead? No, damn it, his chest was still going. He must have fought so long to stay awake after his mum died, he’d sleep for a week, no doubt. Right, the homeless chap. Burgh, he stinks of alcohol, one too many beers last night. It didn't matter, he wouldn't mind. I’d try not to suck him dry completely, it would leave too much evidence behind.

Hmm, the smell of fresh blood in the morning, like waffles and maple syrup. Those smelled gorgeous but tasted like cardboard. When Elisha tried to do human cooking, it turned to crap. Nic was a much better cook. His waffles were actually edible. I missed those. Granted, I didn't have to eat, but who wouldn’t want to? Unless it was Elisha’s food, of course.

Leering close, I looked around and saw that no-one was there. The man’s neck was bright on show, soft, supple, and deliciously warm. How could I resist the urge any longer? His jugular was there for the taking. Fangs protruded as I slipped in beside him, piercing his skin as it softly rebounded when my fangs bit deep. The moment when the first taste of blood hits your tongue is one of exquisite delight. The warming sensation, as the thick red fluid caressed my insides, was euphoria all over again. Tingling over my body, the sensual beauty of such an intimate moment eased my conscience as I suckled his neck a bit longer. Gulping down each mouthful can only be described in the sense of orgasmic enticement. A tranquil moment between the predator and its prey as I felt the soul detach, remove, and pass on. For me, it always hit the spot, like a cool drink on a hot summer's day when you’ve walked fifty miles across the Sahara Desert. It was the only thing that would quench the thirst, and in that moment, the blood was all that mattered.

Placing the dead man down beside the sleeping kid, I wiped my mouth, fangs slipped back away, and picked up the child so we could head over the mountain to delve into the darkness once again.

“Morning, sleepy head,” I said as the kid began to stir in my arms. “Do you fancy a trip to Hell?”

“Yes, please, Mr. Fang.” Apparently, he loved my fangs that much; I was now named after them. He hadn’t, however, actually seen what I could do with them. Maybe the kid would change his mind after I’d killed a few innocents and glared at him with that bloody smile. Then again, knowing the kid, he’d probably want to have a go. Like I said, I’m not the best role model.

“Right, kid, it’s time for walkies.”

“I’m not a doggy.”

“Pardon?”

“Mum used to say walkies to Bernie, my dog.”

“Oh, where’s Bernie now?”

“He’s sleeping too.”

Shit, this kid had dumb luck.

“I’m hungry.”

“Oh, yes, you need to eat, don’t you?” I said, looking around. Nothing was open yet, no take-outs, no restaurants, only a paper shop on the corner. “Come on.” I took his hand and led him into the shop.

“What do you fancy?” I asked as he eyed up the sweet section. 

“Can I have three sweets, Mr Fang?”

“Hell, why not kid? Bring them to the counter.”

“Thanks,” he said as he picked up a fudge, chocolate buttons, and a lollipop. 

Heading over to the counter, the old lady gave me an unjustified look. Hey, at least I remembered to feed the kid. It was hard, this parenting lark. As soon as I could find him suitable parents, he could eat brussel sprouts and live happily ever after. Till then, he would eat chocolate buttons, lollies, and fudge. The kid smiled, skipping out of the shop as he opened the sweets and delved right in.

“Come on then, we’re heading over there.” I said as I pointed at the mountain; Huayna Potosí.

“Okay,” he said, running along beside me. I keep forgetting his legs were only the size of a small human. It would be Christmas before we got there at that rate. “I need a pee pee.”

“What?”

“A pee pee, quick!” he said as he crossed his legs, jigging about.

“Shit,” I said aloud.

“That’s a bad word.”

“Yes, it is. Don’t ever say it!” Damn, this was getting harder by the minute. Couldn't he go back to sleep again?

“Quick!” 

“Okay, okay, here, go against this bush,” I said as I directed him over to a bush beside the back alley of the paper shop. 

“What! Here?”

“Yes, you said you needed the toilet quickly, kid. This is quickly.”

“No, I’m not getting my willy out here, people will see it.”

I groaned. “Really, I don’t think anyone’s going to care about a six-year-old kid’s toileting habits.” I paused. “Come on, let it loose kid.”

“No, it’s too cold here.”

Sighing heavily, I contemplated the snapping the neck idea from earlier. Why was life so difficult? Why did I have to give a shit anymore? “Fine kid, let’s find you a toilet.” I said as I took his hand and walked down the narrow alley beside a market of street vendors. 

“Excuse me,” I said in Spanish, it was always the preferred language out there. 

The old gentleman outside the bag shop wore tan trousers and a jumper. “Yes?” he replied.

“Is there a toilet the kid can use?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Where is it?”

“Yes,” he replied. I was sensing the fact he didn't understand a word I was saying. I was sure they mainly spoke Spanish. 

“Right kid, come on,” I said as I pulled him into the shop and headed for the back room. 

Inside there were boxes stacked three high, towering about the mini child in-front of me. It looked like an accident waiting to happen. Damn, what was happening to me? I sounded like the hysterical father figure already. Towards the back of the shop stood a door leaning on its side beside an open toilet that stank of stale urine and last year’s takeaway.

“Damn, kid, here you go. Be quick.”

“Burgh, it smells bad.”

“Indeed, it does, now quickly.”

“Okay, Mr. Fang,” he said as he held his nose and splashed all over the urinal.

“Right, pull them up and wash your hands.” I said as I twisted the tap. No water. Great. “Okay, change of plan, let’s get out of here.”

“But Mummy said I always got to wash my hands.”

“Your mum's dead kid, I’m the best you got.” I said as I picked up the rugrat, swung him onto my back, and raced on out of there. “Hold on tight, kid.”

“Weeee.”

“Not far now.” The light flashed past us as we sped along the dusty streets towards Huayna Potosí.

As we arrived, the base of the mountain was overcast, shaded by the mountain before us. Dropping the kid down, I searched the foot of the mountain assessing every nook and cranny for the possibility of a passageway hidden within.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me!” A deep voice boomed. “Shit, if it isn’t my ol’ mate Luci.” 

Luci? There’s only one creature that ever dared call me by a girl’s name. “Shit! Joey Luchazey!” I said as the red-haired Dark One stepped out of the darkness. “Mate, how long's it been?”

“Got to be over four hundred, man!” he said.

“Mate, I thought you’d been killed, beheaded by the head of the Italian supernatural mafia!” 

“Neh, shit, I got in there first, didn’t I? Lilith pulled me back here and I’ve been guarding this shithole as payment ever since.”

“That sounds like a raw deal, mate.”

“Fucking is, it stinks here. I don’t even wanna feed on the locals. Might catch somert.” He said leering at the kid stood hiding behind me. “Who’s the kid?”

“Ah, long story. Stop licking your lips, mate, he’s off the menu.”

“Shit, really? That sucks.” He said as I nodded.

“What’s Lilith like nowadays?”

“Silent, she rarely leaves the castle.”

“They finished building that thing?”

“Yeah, took bloody years, too. Back-aching, shithole of a place.”

The kid started tugging on my sleeve. “Yes?” I said bending down to his level.

He whispered, “Why does the bad man say so many bad words?” 

“He doesn’t socialise much.” I laughed.

“What?” the kid said.

“He doesn’t have many friends, he’s lonely.”

“Oh. Okay.” he said.

“What’s the kid saying?” Joey said.

“He doesn’t like the swear words.”

“Shit. really?” he said as I laughed.

“Look. mate, I got to go speak to Lilith,”

“Oh, I wouldn’t. She’s been pissed at you for centuries.”

“I’ve got no choice, I need to get my girl back.”

Joey whistled. “A girl, ah? Someone actually warmed up that cold heart of yours?”

Laughing, I said, “Yeah, somehow she managed it.”

“So, where’s she at?” Joey asked.

“Hell.”

He winced. “Euff, tough call, that.” He said as I nodded.

“Can you watch the kid while I go in?”

“Yeah,” he said licking his lips.

“Don’t eat him, mate, Taylor would never forgive me.”

“Taylor? Is that her name?”

“Yeah.”

“Fine, I owe you anyway. I’ll keep the kid safe.”

“Thanks,” I said as I ruffled the kid’s hair and entered the dark passage before me. “Oh, and don’t forget to feed it.”

“Feed it?” he shouted after me, “Feed it what?”

“I have buttons left, want one?” the kid said as he offered Joey a sweet.

“No, kid, no. Thanks though, yeah?” He grinned.

Leaving Joey and the kid behind, the tunnel grew darker, colder, and rawer. This wasn't going to be pretty. Lilith wanted my head, and there was no real excuse I could give her. What could I say, love does funny things to the living, and the dead too? I didn't think she would excuse me for killing her favourite pet beast, though. She loved that thing. Maybe she’d understand why I did it, to protect the one I loved. She had to see that, surely. After all, wasn’t she in love with Cain? There had to be some humanity left within her somewhere. If not, then I was certainly walking into a serrated version of a traumatic death and abominable torment. Either way, I was good with that, just as long as my girl got to shine again.

CHAPTER 16: TAYLOR

Night had turned to day when I awoke in the arms of Gabriel. We had landed on a muddy farmland beside a treeline which held the fiery ruins of the cockpit from a crashed plane. The pilot was dead, flung from his seat through the window. The assistant pilot was nowhere to be seen, except for the broken glass beside my feet.

“What happened?” I asked.

“I’m not sure, it looks like a plane fell from the sky.”

“But where are the survivors?”

“There aren’t any, Eve.”

“That doesn’t make sense. There’s hardly any bodies and no emergency services tending to the people. When did this happen?”

“Not long ago, by the looks of this pilot.” He paused “I don’t know what’s happened, or where all the passengers are.”

“That’s worrying.” I said as I wandered around the other side of the cockpit. The rest of the cabin appeared to be about half a mile away, over by a crevice beside the crops. 

“Yes, there should be bodies scattered everywhere looking at the remains.” Gabriel said. “Eve, stay close.” He called to me as he ran to catch up.

I was already on my way over to the cabin when he shouted. I had to see if there was anyone left to save. I still had that hero complex embedded inside me, my mum wouldn’t have had it any other way. 

Gabriel caught up, and as he did, we entered what was left of the cabin. Several passengers were still strapped to their seats with missing body parts that didn’t quite look like the plane had serrated them. One lady was clinging to her frozen child next to her, they both sat lifeless and distraught. Her icy face had a large bite mark in her cheek. Did lions exist in this territory? No, of course they didn’t. But that was the problem, wasn’t it? If lions didn’t exist, then it meant it was something supernatural, evil, and much more sinister. I hoped the mother and daughter died on impact than through the savage attack of one of Lilith’s beasts. There it was again, that shudder, the well of fear stripping me bare, exposing my vulnerability for all the elements to witness. My sadistic friend called fear was riding my backbone again and I couldn’t help but wince at the thought.

“Eve, are you alright? You’ve gone pale.”

“Yes.”

“Are you sure? You don’t look very well. Do you want to sit down?”

“No, thank you. I’ll be okay. It’s just the bites, they dredged up bad memories.”

“Oh yes, of course. Well, don’t worry, that beast’s dead.”

“That’s what worries me.”

“What?”

“You say ‘that beast’, it means there’s more of those things.”

“You’ll be fine with me, Eve. I won’t let anything happen to you.” He said as he placed his arm around me.

Seeing the plane crash was traumatic. The bodies that were left there had either been half eaten or spread all over the area, scattered like bread for the birds, dishes of rotting flesh out for the taking. The scene was enough to cause a stirring in the supernatural realm. Even the emergency services never stood a chance. It looked like one ambulance had tried to save the unfortunate souls, but with the blood splattered over the open doorway, it looked more like a scene from a zombie horror movie.

“Are zombies real?” I asked Gabriel, as he studied the blood splatter, using his finger to taste a bit of it.

“Err, I hope not, otherwise we could be in trouble here.” He laughed.

“And... why are you tasting the blood? That’s a bit strange, don’t you think?”

“Yes, I can see your point. However, it was purely for deductive reasoning.”

“How so?”

“Well, the blood isn’t so fresh now, I’d say it’s about six hours old, and from a lizard, a very large one.”

“How did you get all that from a blood splatter?”

“I didn’t, the lizards behind you.”

“WHAT?” I screeched.

“Woah, calm down! It's dead, Eve.” He said as I spun around, tripping over the huge lizard behind me. How did I not see that there? It looked like a rock from the side, but now that I was facing the ghastly thing, I could clearly see its teeth and gauged out eyes.

“What killed that thing?” I asked, “and come to think of it, how did you know it was six hours old?”

“That would be from the wristwatch I found in here.” He said, leaning into the back of the ambulance and pulling out a severed arm with a broken wristwatch on. “Catch.” He pretended to throw it.

“Gabriel, that’s horrible.”

“True, but look, he’s waving at you, Eve.”

“You’re seriously messed up for an Angel.”

“Yes, I pride myself on that fact.” He said smirking. “So, where to next?”

“Well, it doesn’t look like there’s anyone here to save.”

“No, but we can keep the arm if it makes you feel better?”

“No, Gabriel, it really doesn’t.” I frowned. “Let’s get a move on, shall we?”

“Aren’t you hungry? Its past breakfast and time for lunch.”

“Yes, I could eat something.”

“Well, this being on Earth has really changed my appetite. I’m famished.” He said, “Lets head into the city.”

I smiled as he dropped the arm and walked over. 

“Jump on and we’ll ride with the wind.” He laughed as he scooped me up, fluttered his wings free, and took to the skies.

The wind was certainly cold. I would have normally shivered if it wasn’t for his immense body heat. He was like a portable radiator, always hot and turned on. I smiled. Flying around in the arms of an Angel was mighty obvious in the broad daylight. Especially as we travelled over a populated city. How was no-one seeing us? We had to be shielded somehow, after all, I couldn’t see the truth of the supernatural until I opened my eyes on my sixteenth birthday.

“How about here, Eve?” Gabriel said, pointing down to a little café on the corner of an old dirt road. It was on the outskirts of the city centre, so a tad out of the way from any possible issues. Closer to the mountains, too, by the looks of it. And jeez, I could really do with some food right now.

“Looks good.” I said as we descended behind the building.

“Come on, lets head in, my treat.”

“How is it your treat when you don’t have any money?”

“Why wouldn’t I have money? I’m an Angel, I conjure it when needed.”

“Really, you can just do that?”

“Yes, you showed me how back when we were children.”

“So, can I do that?” I said as he laughed at my naivety.

“Of course, you can. You created this Earth, remember? Money isn’t exactly hard to create, it’s just a sliver of a tree, after all.”

I smiled. “Yes, I guess it is. I still have no idea how to do any of that.”

“You will,” he said as he opened the front door to the café. “When you get your memories back, you’ll see.”

Heading over to a little round table in the corner, a mid-twenties girl with brown hair wandered to us. Chewing gum, she asked, “Qué deseas?”

“Pardon?” I asked.

“Ah, I’ve got this.” Gabriel said as he engaged in conversation with the waitress. I had no clue what he was saying, but parts of it I remembered from Spanish class at Stonebridge Academy, and back in London. We had learned French, German, and Spanish there. I had never thought I’d travel anywhere to use them, especially not by the wings of an Angel.

The waitress left as Gabriel smiled, turning back to face me. “What did she say?” I asked.

“Well, her name is Camila. She is twenty-four years old, born and raised here in Bolivia, and speaks four languages. She’s working this job to pay for her tuition as she wants to be a lawyer. Apparently, her mother owns the café, it’s been in her family for three generations. She said she has an older brother who runs the petrol station down the road. Marco, I believe. He will show us the way to this mountain you are eager to see.” He smiled.

“Marvellous, and did you find out anything helpful?”

“Err, well no.”

“Did you even order anything?”

“Yes, why of course I did, madam.” He smiled. “It’s a surprise.”

“Well, she sounds like a keeper, Gabriel.” I said laughing.

He laughed. “She wished us well on our honeymoon, too. Did I forget to say we were newlyweds?”

“What? Yes, you did forget to tell me that part!”

“Here, take my hand, it needs to look real.” He laughed and reached out for my hand.

“No, that’s not how you get a girl to take your hand.” I said, smiling and pulling away. "Anyway, quit teasing me. We're here to find Lucian, remember? The man I love.”

“Oh yes, I know that. But is he as immortal as I am? As godlike as this perfected fella right here in front of you?” He said as he posed, flexing his biceps.

Squeezing his arms, I laughed. “No, you win there Gabriel.” I said, pushing him away laughing.

The waitress came over with two full Americano breakfasts, complete with scrambled eggs, sausages, bacon, and a side ordering of their traditional continental breakfast; Salteñas, (which Gabriel explained was oven baked pasties filled with chicken, peas, beef and olives) and Buñuelos, which were sweet donut fritters dripping in honey. It was certainly a unique breakfast and nice to try something different.

After breakfast, we headed back outside, ready to search for the passage to Enoch in the mountain range before us. Even for March, the wind was cold for those parts. Camila, the waitress, had been quite helpful once we discovered one of her spoken languages was, in fact, English. We engaged in quite the conversation. She said she’d heard the plane crash, she couldn’t not hear it, but they’d been told there were no survivors. I didn't know who managed to check it out and inform the city of that, though, especially considering the blood that had been shed in those parts. Plus, the lizard corpse, that kind of gave the supernatural dark side away a bit. I wondered if Lilith would send out a clean-up crew. Perhaps that was the clean-up crew, and that was why there wasn't anyone left standing. How could the daughter of God, bathed in light, tranquillity, and beauty,  be so damn evil? Murdering the innocent for her own selfish pleasure. She was female, so she should be able to keep the darkness at bay like I did. Why did she give in to it? Then again, after being banished from her only family, forced to live alone on a wasteland with no hope, the darkness could have ate its way through her. She was vulnerable and easy pickings. Creating the humans did nothing but anger her, especially after God turned and threatened to kill her children. No wonder she turned vengeful, taking it out on the drippings of society. After all, my creations were mortal, they had no hope of fighting back. Jeez, they were too busy fighting themselves to actually get anywhere in life. 

I did feel like a failure, well, until I had seen true love; like my mum and dad, my mortal parents. They were in love. They brought out the best in society, perfection as close to the heart as it can be, two souls matched in life. It couldn’t have been more beautiful, until the darkness pulled them apart. I could never forgive Lilith for that, if it wasn’t for her, then my mother would be alive. My father, my brother. But then, I’d never have met Lucian and the rest of his abnormal family. It was all a case of sliding doors; no matter which way you looked at it, I would have lost something. I wondered if parallel universes were a thing, like a real thing. If they were, then I wondered if there was another version of me living somewhere, reaching my soon to be nineteenth birthday beside my loving parents and annoying little brother. Perhaps back in the penthouse in London. That was a dream I’d always think of. A life without the light. Just a normal human life, like Adam had wanted me to have. Why did the almighty father have to ruin it? Why was I so important that he had to hunt me down and hound me for centuries? Couldn't I have some peace?

“We’re here, Eve.” Gabriel said as we drifted to the ground. “You appeared to be quite lost in thought there.”

“Yes, I was just imagining life in a different way.” I smiled. “Is this it? It doesn’t look like much.”

“What were you expecting? A brass band and a welcome sign?” He laughed.

I smiled. “No, but a passage would be beneficial.”

“Ah yes, well, wonders never cease.” He said. “It’s here, just cloaked.”

“Cloaked my arse, mate. Piss off, Angel.” A nasty looking red-haired man leapt out of the rock face.

“Woah, back up there.” Gabriel said. “We mean no harm.”

Why was Gabriel nervous? He could have easily taken the creature.

“What are you?” I asked casually.

“Ah?”

“I asked what you are.”

“Who’d you think you are asking me questions?”

“I’m Taylor, and you are?”

“Shit me, man, you’re Taylor? How’d you get outta Hell?”

“Pardon?” Gabriel asked.

“Erm, I was never in Hell. Did you see Lucian?”

“Ol’ Luci, yeah he’s gone to barter with Lilith to get your sweet ass outta Hell.” He said, whistling as he looked around me.

“Back off,” Gabriel said, taking a step forward.

The red head held his hands up. “Oi, I mean no disrespect. I was just checking out the merchandise.”

“I’m not for sale.” I frowned.

“Bitch, please, everything’s for sale.”

I coughed, as a young child walked out from behind the rock face. “Joey, that’s lots of bad words.”

“Oh yeah, shit, sorry kid.”

“Hello,” I said as I knelt to greet the child. “What’s your name?”

“I’m Elijah Johnson, from 132 Newtown street.”

“Well, hello Elijah. I’m Taylor.” I offered my hand. “Nice to meet you.”

“Are you Mr. Fang's Taylor?”

“Mr. Fang?” I asked, laughing. “Yes, I’m Lucian's Taylor, do you know him?”

“Yes, he saved me in the plane and bought me chocolate buttons. Do you want one?” he said, offering out a grubby hand of melted buttons.

“Why, that’s so sweet of you. No, I’m good. Thank you.” I said, “How do you know this man here?” I asked as I pointed at the red haired brutish chap.

“Lucian told me to stay with him until he got back. He told him not to eat me.” He smiled, I raised my eyebrows and looked at Gabriel.

Ruffling Elijah’s hair, I stood up and turned to the man. “What are you?” I asked again.

“Same as Luci, mate. Well, kinda. I’m not all spooky Disciple like, like he is, but I’m a Dark One. Love the blood, I do.” He said, sniffing in the air and baring fangs at the child. I nodded, smiling warily.

“Gabriel, can you stay here with Elijah?”

“Eli, my mum called me Eli.” He interrupted.

“Okay, Eli. While I go in and search for Lucian?”

“Eve, do you think it’s wise for you to in alone?”

“Shit me, you’re bloody Eve? Hubba hubba, ol’ mate Luci’s dropped on there, he has.”

“Thanks.” I smiled. “Yes, Gabriel, please. If you can look after Eli, I’d appreciate it. I don’t know how long Joey’s hunger is going to stay at bay.”

“Ah, I see your point. Okay, well remember to shout if you need anything.”

“I doubt you’d hear me in another realm, Gabriel.”

“No, but it’s the thought that counts.” He grinned.

I walked through the rock face, a portal to another world. Into the dark, deep, frozen blackness of black as I entered the passage and said goodbye to a world of civilisation.
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CHAPTER 17: LUCIAN
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Life could be quite complex at times. But for me, looking through the eyes of my chalkboard existence, it was simple. This is a place of evil, pure bloodthirsty evil. The darkness thrived there. There was no light in sight. Damn how I missed Taylor's gorgeous smile, her laughter, and the blessed light that radiated around her soul. Even when the evil threatened to consume her, she still managed to save us all by ending her own mortal existence.

Walking through that passage brought wonders to the imagination. The only problem was hat I knew what sat in wait on the other side. Out of the darkness, the flickering of reality lay ahead. An entry point to another universe. A land where murder was the number one fun thing to do on a Friday night. There were gangs hunting one another for sport, just like in a prison yard; the blacks against the whites. It didn't matter what you felt within, the colour of your skin was what set you apart from the others. If you weren't the right shade, you were cast out to fend for yourself, and those that were cast-off didn't last five minutes. Especially as the races banded together to hunt their fallen foe. After capture, the ritual torture began. Hell was a dream vacation compared to that. I struggled to believe I was once a runner in those hunts; tracking down the unworthy, bathing in their blood. The humanity lark had really turned me upside down. Then again, I think it was more Taylor that changed me. She had let in a little of her light one microbe at a time, easing my darkness and bringing back my love of life, my love of her. Without her, I didn't know if I could keep it up. Was I able to smile without her telling a joke? Could I feel the warmth without her hot hands? Part of me said yes, but knowing what I was, that part said no.

I was the king of all evil, the original Dark One, the only Darkened Disciple there ever was. That had a weight all on its own. Eventually, my own darkness would eat up all the remaining light inside, all of Taylor and her gift she bestowed on me. It’d suffocate it until there was nothing left to fight for. That would be the end and no matter how much I fought it, without her, the darkness would win. There was no second guessing that fact. Centuries of bloodshed stood testament. Shit, even I feared me.

Reaching the reality flicker, I braced myself. Fists clenched, teeth bared, I was ready to fight. Stepping through the shimmer, the darkness fled, returning only with the night sky, two moons, a shitload of stars, and a few added planetary systems. I'd forgot how jaw dropping the universe was from the gateway of Enoch.

Night time didn't mean peace in such a place; it meant fear and torment, a time to run and hide. Even as Lilith’s top Disciple, I feared the dark, this dark. Shit knows what she'd created in the last few centuries. The girl got bored and played with new mutations, stealing humans and mixing them up a bit. It was how we all came about, created from human form with a fuck load of magical ju-ju and an overwhelming amount of evil darkness. Then hey, presto, out jumped a new creature as deadly as sin. Well, that was the minimised version of it, the actual creation was a whole lot more traumatic.

And to think I ever had a thing for her! You would have thought the Queen of the damned was disgustingly despondent. But no, she was a spectacular goddess, the most beautiful creature I had ever seen, well, until I met Taylor Lane. 

Lilith was tall with flowing golden hair, blackened irises, and luminescent skin. The ground kissed her feet as she walked, but don't let her beauty fool you. She was the most obnoxious version of immortality there was. Her very glance could turn you to stone, if she willed it. Where did they think Medusa got her mojo from?

Standing before Enoch, I was faced with a sandstorm of locusts and the air became difficult to breathe. Not that I needed to inhale anything, but it was something I'd grown used to over the centuries living on Earth. Within the blizzard, the ground shook and rattled. I could only imagine what new rarity had been created, and by the looks of the mound it left behind, it was a serpent, approximately 200 metres long. The sand dunes weren't made for the faint of heart and I knew it’d take a while to cross them, especially with Lilith’s new creations keeping guard. There had to be a way through. There was always a back door, one hidden in true sight. I stretched my vision through the wall of darkness and found a trapdoor beneath my feet, a metallic slithering of silver. I uncovered it, pulled on the handle, and braced myself against the winds. The weight of the door pulled, countered me. To say it was a struggle to open would be an understatement. But when I finally managed it, the assortment of air pulled me in, suctioning me dry as I withered into the room before me. Where was I?

A room with three doors and three symbols, none of which I recognised. This was new. Perhaps a game created to fool the brightest of scholars. Of course, knowing Lilith, each of these probably meant bugger all, just stationed there to trick you into thinking there was a way out. But no, no chance and no way out except to sit in the hole of pure damnation until the bitch came to find me. Shit, I couldn't stay there forever. It wasn't like she even knew I was here. Joey wouldn't have told her, and I had not met another soul on my journey. If they even have souls. Damn, so which door should I choose? The one with the infinity symbol, the one with what looked like a damn snowman, or the one that seemed floral in appearance. They didn't mean bloody anything. I shrugged. What was the point? Damn I hated her sodding mind games.

Right, the middle one, the infinity symbol that looked like a sideways number eight. Here goes nothing. Closing my eyes, bracing myself for a smack in the face, I walked through into the oblivious resonance within one’s own imagination. I arrived before the final gateway, beside the castle of Enoch itself. Damn, I picked well.

The magnificent towers before me, leering over, watching me as I squirmed. There was an evil living within its walls. The castle didn't need guards or an army of bloodthirsty soldiers. This castle had its own inbuilt defence mechanism. The castle itself was creature, a very living, very evil, very tiresome creature. The walls before me rippled as the humongous beast stood on the crisp yellow sand, bathing beside a volcano of ash and fire and surrounded by a river of blood, with fuck knows what living in it. I shuddered again. The place gave me the creeps. How the hell was I going to get across the dead bloody river and enter the beastly castle before me? Was there no drawbridge? Had she learnt nothing from Camelot? Bloody humans and their castles, at least they built a fortified entrance.

"Well are you going to let me in or what?" I shouted at the deadly disease in front of me. If that didn’t piss her off to open the damn door then nothing would. Shit, I just hoped that Cain was not home. He was enough to give anyone the heebee jeebees. 

"Lilith, come on. You know it's me, Lucian. Let me in. I need to talk to you."

The wall beyond the bloody moat rippled and contracted. Sections pulled away as it rolled out a slimy tongue that leapt forward, providing a disgusting path across the river of blood below. It was going to take a lot more than balls to enter the beast's mouth. Shit me. I didn't think I could do it. I mean seriously, she expected me to willingly walk past those gnashing teeth and into the stomach of whatever the heck the bloated creature was? Err, you’ve got to be kidding me. There has to be another way in. Remember the plan Lucian. Remember why you're here. Fuck it.

Stepping forward, I tested the squelchy tongue, tapping the tip with my black boots. It ripped and rhymed backwards. Would it even stay there if I took a step onto it? Or would it turn and flick me into the river of doom? Crap, I had no choice though, did I?

"I haven't got all day, Lucian. I've waited centuries for this." Lilith said as she stepped out of the mouth, pausing beside the grunting voice box. She wore a long gown that wrapped itself around her body, a body decorated by the demonic being that encased her angelic appearance. Her ample breasts protruded ravishingly, as her golden hair flowed down by her side.

"Shit, really Lilith? You've outdone yourself this time!"

"I know, isn't she magnificent?"

"This thing’s a she?"

"Desamay isn't a thing, she's my home. Now have some respect or I'll tell her to dump you in the river below." She said with her hands on her hips, clearly pissed off.

"You still have the pout, I see." I said, smiling. I missed her. She scared the shit out of me, but I missed her looks and pissy attitude.

"I've missed you too Lucian." She said as she walked over Desamay's tongue to greet me with an overwhelming hug. To look at, you wouldn't think she was the epiphany of all evil, but her actions spoke louder than her words as she drew out a dagger from her thigh garter and knifed me in my gut.

"I've missed you too, Lilith," I said as I croaked, bleeding out and collapsing down onto the tongue. Fucking bitch.

My eyes closed and the universe slipped into a glimmer. There was no hope left for bargaining my soul for hers. Where would Taylor be if I didn't offer some sort of deal to the ghastly Lilith when I had the chance?
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CHAPTER 18: LUCIAN
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Familiar screams woke me. It was the screams of the damned, the unworthy, and the mutated. Lilith’s creations didn't always work to plan, and to be honest, putting them out of their misery was a blessing in disguise.

My eyelids felt sluggish, my gut wretched as I crippled over with discomfort. I may be immortal, but it still took a while to heal and a heck of a lot of blood to replenish my inner supply.

I felt tired as I raised my heavy eyelids. She had really done a number on me. I guess it was pretty nice in comparison to the shitstorm I should've received.

Where the fuck am I? Confusion mingled with an alarming sense of panic and overwhelmed me as I realized my arms were chained to the walls of the living castle. This wasn't going to be pretty! Shit, I've got to get out of here. It wasn't Lilith I was concerned about, it was bloody Cain. He would rather eat me and shit me out for breakfast than let Lilith listen to a damned thing I said. Fuck fuck, fuckety fuck. Think, Lucian, damn it. Think! 

The door to the cell unlocked as a jailer with two heads appeared grinding his teeth and carrying a huge spiked mace. Crap! If this was one of her successful mutations, I’d hate to see the unsuccessful ones. Come on, Lucian, remember why you're here, man! Get up and bargain with the fucker. Make him like you. There had to be something it wanted. Everybody wanted something.

Entering the cell, the jailer grinned with both mouths. "Who’s been a naughty boy, then?" Head one asked. Head two giggled.

"Naughty boy, naughty boy," head two said, and they both chuckled in unison.

Shit. Kill me now.

"You're coming with us," head one said as it's bulky slimy hands pulled the chains free from the wall. The castle rippled away, as though it was pained from the obvious injury it had received.

"Coming with us, coming with us." Head two said laughing.

The jailer pulled me up and along the illicit corridor. The walls were made of some kind of stone, but with a living beast within them. It watched my every move with round eyes that appeared in every nook and cranny.

My stomach still lay half open, my intestines threatened to join the party at any time. Especially if the big guy didn't stop pulling me so damn hard. What the fuck am I doing? I could take this turd in a second. Damn it. I wish I bloody could. It wouldn't have exactly made the best impression if I started ripping holes in Lilith’s beastly creations, now would it? Let's just get this over and done with. The corridor narrowed just as we turned a corner, before we entered a large throne room. At the end sat three thrones. The one in the centre was much larger and more elegant than the others and had Lilith perched in. Beside her, on either side, sat two empty thrones. Presumably for Cain and the Lucifer.

I felt a pang of sorrow for Lilith as she sat in the empty room, all alone. Where was Cain, after all? Not that I wanted to make his acquaintance, again. I was over the moon that the bastard wasn't around to see this. He'd been instigating the ruin of my lived immortality, that was for sure.

"Lucian." She smiled.

"Lilith." I said warily.

"Come sit with me." She said as she pointed to the steps before her feet.

"You aren't going to stab me, again are you?"

"That's the least of your worries, Lucian." She grinned.

As I sat before her, she leant forward. It was difficult not to stare into her cleavage. It was literally at my eye level. The demonic possession she held around her neck scared me off, somewhat. Especially when it began to growl like a dog protecting its owner.

"This is Jesus." Lilith said.

"Pardon?"

"Jesus, say hello to Lucian." She said as she stroked the drooling beast down from her neck. It looked like the fox skins people used to wear as scarves back in the day. But just a living breathing one with a part human, part monster face. It appeared as though a human had melted while wearing the skin of a fox and mutated into something devastating.

"Do you like him?" She asked.

"Would you be offended if I said no?" I grimaced at the vile creature before me.

"Pet him, Lucian, he likes that."

"Err nope. I'm good, thanks."

"PET HIM LUCIAN!" She screamed.

"Damn, Lilith, it'll take my hand off." I said as she laughed uncontrollably.

"You were always the only one who would speak truthfully to me. You never feared me. I admired you for that."

"You're wrong. You scare the shit out of me." I said as I cautiously laughed. She joined in the laughter as she picked up Jesus and wrapped it around her neck. "Why the name Jesus?"

"Because it is Jesus, silly."

"Err, okay." I wasn't sure whether to believe her or not. After all, she was a combination of every supernatural being out there. Well, at least all the Dark Ones, anyway.

"So, Lucian," she said, "Why have you taken so long to come to see me?"

"I thought you'd be busy with all your new creations."

"It wasn't because of last time?"

"Last time? No, of course not." I couldn't help but be coy.

"Because I hoped to reinvent the wheel, Lucian. Cain has been gone for such a long time."

"Speaking of Cain, where is your betrothed?"

"Probably impregnating the whores of the Earth you love so much." She scoffed.

"Did you two have a falling out?" I asked as she folded her arms and huffed. "Okay, its none of my business. But I wanted to talk to you, Lilith."

"Talk? Why talk when we could have so much fun?" The smell of roses flooded through the air, a scent that the Femme Fatales used to lure their prey. But also one that Taylor carried with her and one that always reminded me of my one true love.

"I can't, Lilith. I'm in love with someone else."

"No, it can't be so. You're in love with her? You fool!"

"What, why would you say that?"

"You don't even know her, know who she really is. I tried to save you, Lucian, but you killed my only hope of banishing her. It'll take a while to create another of my pets. "

"But why did you try to kill Taylor?"

"Taylor, you idiot. That wasn't called Taylor. That was Eve!"

"Eve? No, it wasn't, I met her centuries ago."

"Yes, Lucian, it was. You were always fond of her."

"Yes, but only because she was like you." The Eve I knew was like Lilith. I only met her once, but she was as stunning as Lilith was, surrounded by angels, and sat beside Adam in her celestial temple. "She hardly spoke to me. I mainly dealt with Victoria."

"Ah, yes. It's a shame she had to die. She would have made a beautiful pet." She said while stroking Jesus. I grimaced. Could she be right? It would explain the light, but not the mortal soul. It couldn't be her.

"She was mortal. She died. That's why I'm here."

"I know why you came. You hope to save her from Lucifer’s reign." She said, her face sad. "She isn't dead. She's immortal, she'll just use another skinsuit."

"It can't be. I'd know."

"Even she didn't know. That's why she was so damn easy to kill. She even did that one herself." She laughed. "What a fool." She laughed harder as she sat back in the throne. "Your whole life's a lie, Lucian. She gave you human emotions and now you're weak, just like her. I could squash you like a bug."

"Do it then." I cried, head in my hands. "I can't be without her." Tears rolled down my icy face.

"Pitiful fool. You'll be strong again. I'll recreate you." She grinned, clapping her hands in glee. "Jailer!" She screamed. The two-headed jailer stepped into the room. "Take him away!".

The jailer came and pulled me back to the cell, ready for torment, torture, and an unending death. Life was shit and without Taylor, I wasn't anyone anymore.
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CHAPTER 19: TAYLOR
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The passage to Enoch was cold. Darkness reigned there, and no matter how much light I had within me, it wouldn't be enough. I was alone and even though I tried, none of my abilities worked. In fact, nothing much had worked since I came back to life, well, life in this body, anyway. This version of me had contracted the Darkness, mimicked its shallow abilities. Through the shadelings touch of death, I’d contracted the disproportionate distinction of travelling through to the realm beneath our own, the world of black and white, the world of the shadelings. And all while blissfully unaware of the danger, I’d stepped into a world of creative beauty, artistic allure, and ancient literature as I danced in the sunlight while the scent of roses caressed my supple body, massaging its hourglass figure with an alluring silhouette of passionate prose. Then came Seine, Lilith’s henchman, an assassin with an unjust desire to end my pitiful existence. He had acquired quite the taste for me as his volcanic core serrated my fragile nature. But through him, I grew, grew larger than I had ever thought possible. I gained his fiery abilities, which helped me take him down right before the Beast ended me.

Journeying through the freezing, damp and dark tunnel bought back a flood of fresh memories. Evil at its best as the Beast had consumed me, murdered my little brother, and siphoned his own personal abilities into me. He had left me with an explosive bomb inside that decimated all love from existence, destroying the very fabric of my being as I screamed grievously, murdering every soul dear to me as I wept on the sorrowful sword of anguish and trepidation. 

The darkness in the passage bought back the painful memories of life before death; the reason I’d ended my own painful existence, the reason I couldn’t live without them anymore. There was something in there with me, preying on my fears, destroying my will to live. I couldn’t see it, but I felt it, creeping up my backbone like an old enemy ripe with revenge. I had to keep strong, keep fighting. This wasn't me anymore. I wiped the darkness from my life when I discovered my true being. I couldn't listen to it, couldn't feed its glutinous nature. Every part of me ached, heaviness burdened my body as I trudged forward. Each step I took felt weighed down with misery and contempt. I couldn't go on like that, couldn't feel the way forward through my sorrow and tearful strain. My face felt hot, hands were clammy as my eyes welled up with the tears of memories past. Keep going, Taylor, you can do this, Mum would have said. But she wasn’t here anymore. She was gone like the rest of them, murdered by my own selfish desire to live. It wasn’t right, wasn’t just. 

Keep going Taylor, remember who you really are. Eve, who was she? It’s okay remembering the name, but what did that mean without any truth to the life before my own. Who was I then? Did I struggle against the darkness as I do now? Keep going, Taylor, just a few more steps. My vision blurred, teeth clenched. Another step, then another. The strain of walking uphill, paddling through the darkness, felt like I was drowning with the light above, swimming with all my might to reach the surface. Take a breath. But nothing. It was too far away. I couldn't do it, couldn't reach the light before my eyes. Stumbling forward, my chest burned as I grunted out shallow breaths through the thickening air around me. The passage spanned. Which way was out? I dropped to my knees, rocks cut against me as I crawled forward in the thickening fog. Which way is out? There’s got to be a way out! Voice trembling, I shouted for help. Would Gabriel hear me? But there was no response. 

It would be so easy to curl up and wither away in the passage that closed in around me. It was too hard to reach the light anymore. Too difficult to manage another crawl forward. Which way was forward? Wiping my brow, I stopped. I closed my eyes and hollowed out my soul, letting go, counting to ten. I had to drive the panic away, concentrate on the light within me. I had to believe in who I was, who I could be. Remember Taylor Lane, remember your mother, creative and kind. Her smile, her hair as it shimmered in the sunlight. Remember your dad, his bear hugs and his belly full of laughter. Your brother, remember his inquisitive nature, his happiness as he jumped around the room. And remember your lover, your Lucian. He's the reason you’re here, the reason you must keep going. Keep going Taylor! Keep going.

And with that pep talk, I stretched, easing the tension out of every muscle, feeling the relief flood in as the fear drained out of me. Eyes blinked open, straining to focus, and there it was, the light before me. I was just three steps away. Get up, push that body upright. It was time to go, time to save Lucian and time to save the world. Saying that though, I hadn’t quite figured out how I was going to talk to my sister. Would Lilith even recognise me? Would she see the light of Eve in the mortal body? My body? I hoped so, I hoped she had some fondness left for me. I was planning on it.

Reaching the light, I took a deep breath in and stepped through. Letting go, my body slumped, shaky laughter edged across my lips as I bought my hand up to my heart. I was here. I was in Enoch and it was daytime.

Now, by daytime I meant a vibrant bright light that resonated from a big ball of a sun that was a lot closer than I’d ever seen. The fact that the two moons sat beside it made me realise I wasn’t in Kansas anymore. It was a new world. No wonder the Almighty had never found it, scouring Earth like a lost soul. It didn’t even reside on that plane. I had always imagined Enoch much like I imagined Hell, a scary dark trap waiting to go off, monsters lurking in every corner, Demons ready to rip you apart. You know, the usual. But here, well, it seemed quite peaceful. Extremely bright, but peaceful. It was what I imagined the Sahara sand dunes to look like; a blistering array of gritted glass sweeping across the land before me. Where did I go? It was almost like I wanted to take off my boots and feel the sand between my toes. Could I? Would I? There was no one around, it felt so warm, like a paradise of sunlight streaming across a heavenly mirage of beauty. A mirage? Could it all be just that? A plain and simple mirage designed to throw off the wisest of travellers. Bending down, I gathered up a handful of sand. It couldn't be, it felt real. The soft of the sand streamed through my fingertips. 

That was it. The boots were coming off. I smiled as I sat on the sand beside the passage and pulled off the suffocating boots, tied the laces together, and slung them over my shoulder. It was that feeling when you first put your feet on the warm comforting sand that brings about a delightful sigh of relief. Squeezing my toes into the sand, the beads massaged my soles, exfoliating, casting away the dead cells and bringing life to fresh ones. My feet shone with a delightful radiance as I sat for a minute, taking in the beauty of such a place. The silence there was blissful, there had to be a reason to move, to leave this place. But what was it? What could take me away from the love of a simple walk on the sand beside the light of the summer sun in a place of tranquillity? How did I even get there? Did it matter? The glorious view of a millennia of sand dunes encompassed my pupils. If my body was able to fly, I’d be floating in heaven right then. I hadn't felt that at peace since... well I couldn't remember when. But it was a feeling that blessed me with its joy. Taking a deep breath, I laid on the sand, laughing as it crept across me, casting me away like a feather in the wind. And with the wind came a blustery burst of granules that trickled over me, residing on my warmly temperate body. Every muscle eased, every ache disappeared, as my smiling face sunk deep into the sand. 

Wait! That alarming bell rang in my mind. Something didn't feel right. What am I doing here? It was like something scooped out a section of my mind, my memories were amiss. What was happening? Think, Taylor, think!

Blizzards of sandpaper began to wrap over me, threatening to serrate my lungs. Where was I? I couldn't breathe. What was happening to me? Tensing up, I didn’t feel good anymore. My relaxed love of life had dissipated with the blizzard of sand that stole my breath. I was suffocating in the deep, dry heat, pulled under, dragged lower, and there was no getting out, no way to breathe, no peace in sight. Choking on sand was an infernal way to die, especially as no-one would ever find my body. There was no hope of moving on, no way back to my world, no chance I would ever see my Lucian again. There he is, that memory. Hold on to that. Remember who you are, Taylor, remember what you can do. Light, the heat, the love of life, it was all within me. I could use it, I had to. I needed to scream. Scream, damn you, scream! And with that, I screamed. I inhaled the sand as I sputtered and screamed, freezing the movement of the beads around me, screaming in pain, in desperation, in fear. Screaming to get away, to survive one more day, to save Lucian, to save humanity. I screamed.

Time stood still as the sand froze around me, holding me tightly as though my body were wrapped in shrink wrap. It clung like a film that squashed every inch of me in, unable to move, restrained by a strait jacket. The problem was, even though when I screamed time froze and it had stopped me being sucked in deeper, there was still no air left to breathe. My body contorted and spasmed. Seizures wrapped around my brain. I had no more power left in my arsenal, no more magic in my box, the end was near and I was welcoming it with open arms. The only might I could muster was to reach down as far as I could and try to grip the sigil that once blessed me with its eternal control. It was all I had left, my only chance, and my hand finally found it.

Control reigned through me as my back straightened, body paused, rationality hit, and the reality of the situation flashed through my mind. Sand, it was all sand. I couldn’t climb out, there was no logical way to get out of the situation. Sand. What can I do to make it squander? There had to be something. Then, there it was, a twinkling in my eye as the idea formed in my mind and clarity dawned on me. Inspirational belief assembled in the chasm of my mind, reality was not all as it seemed. I wasn’t just mortal, this body didn’t belong to only the light side, it also flowed with the path of darkness, just as the fire reigned through my veins. There was a way out, a fiery way out. I’d have to control the temperature, the last thing I wanted was to be swallowing a serpent of molten glass. An immense blast would do it, formulating a radius around me and freeing me from the sandy grave I was buried in.

Eyes closed, I summoned all the strength I had to my hands, pushing the timeless beads away. I created an abyss before me. Belief in oneself was paramount at times like that. Fists balled and brow raised, I bared down, grunting hard as I pushed out a bellowing wail of fire from my fists. Swarms of scarlet, hues of amber and yellow, screamed out from within me. With every muscle, every bone, every part in my everlasting soul, I beamed. I’d made it. Standing alone in the chasm I’d created, I smiled. I’d done it. I had fought for everything I knew and loved and lived to fight another day. If only I could find a way out of the endless pit of delusion. The walls had to be a good twelve foot around. How the heck was I going to climb that?

Looking around, the sun christened the newly formed crevice. Its warm rays clutched at my cool soft skin. Beads of sweat glistened as they fell from my brow. I’d made it, but all I could see was the bright blue sky, two moons, a stinking hot sun, and a heck of a lot of sand. I didn’t know how to unfreeze time, the sand seemed stationary as the wind dropped away from the chasm. Then there it was, a ripple in the beaded wall, a greyness in the sandy desert. Behind me, up high, sat a chamber. Something old, steel, and heavy to open. It had been hidden in the sand, awaiting an unsuspecting traveller to find it. I could see it there, yet it was still out of reach. Dusting away the granules, I found they moved and moulded by touch. This time-lark was quite something else, a miraculous discovery of momentum, or lack thereof. Pulling away at the foundation of my abysmal creation, I formed a step, then another. It took time to complete. I was tired, hungry, and shaking with dizziness. I needed something sugary soon, something just to boost my energy right up on and out of there. As I reached the top, my hand grasped at the balmy sand beside me, tugging my way up, extending my arm out, gripping at the reality around me as I jumped up and lay on the motionless sand, laughing. Hysterical laughter was a necessary evil for those that had undergone something like I had. It was all I had left. I was worn down and exhausted. 

As I laid flat on my back, my fingertips searched until I found it. There it was. I was not exactly sure what it is, but at least it was something in the deserted place. Whoever would have thought something so stunning could be so fearful? Rolling onto my front, I pushed up and onto my knees. Dusting away the granules, the square steel trapdoor lay there for the taking. Embracing its existence, I pulled the handle open and jumped in with no fear of falling as I tumbled down and down through the rabbit hole, escaping one treacherous emotion for another.

Falling down, I remembered my life once before, before the madness, the death, mayhem, and destruction. I remembered my mum smiling as she picked a flower and put it in my hair. Through the pain-free eyes of a six-year-old, the woman was my everything. She always would be, too. Just as with every thought I had her voice would come to help me in some way or another. Just as it did while I fell deeper and deeper. I remembered her touch, her soft hand soothing my hair as the monsters under the bed made me jump in the night. She was everything to me and it was hard to think I’d never see her again. It wasn't like my dad or Caleb, they were up there with Adam, watching and waiting. They were safe. But somewhere in this world was a baby girl with the voice of an angel, and that angel that cried herself to sleep was the voice of my mother, as her soul was born again into another. Down and down I fell. That, of course, meant I wouldn’t see her again, not the mother I knew, not the artist, creative and kind. She was gone. Her memories hidden. I was, and would always be, lost without her. 

Bump, my head shrieked as my brain jolted, bashing against the inside of my skull. It should have been a peaceful landing, like Alice on her trip to Wonderland, but in my reality, the falling meant a cold hard bang to the surface. My reality sucked.

I half expected a little bottle and a cake with eat me and drink me cards attached. It wouldn’t have surprised me to find them there, with miniature doors and unstable keys. Instead, I ended in a crumpled pile on the floor in front of three doorways, three choices. Which should I choose? One way was bound to be paradisical, the other two most definitely gave way to an infinite damnation. So how did I pick from three identical doors? Everything in the room screamed condemnation. Maybe the whole thing was a trick and no matter which I picked I would be royally screwed anyway. Remind me again why I’m here? Oh, that would be Lucian and ending his eternal suffering. It’s a good job, I loved the guy, I thought as I picked myself up off the floor and ran through the right-hand door.

Shit. Wrong choice.

I probably would have chosen better if I’d done eeny-meeny-miny-moe, but it was too late, I’d literally ran off the edge of reality. Through the right-hand door lay absolutely nothing. Space, in fact, and a lot of it. There was no floor, no walls, no ceiling, just nothing but darkness and a hell of a long way down. On the way down, I figured out that Enoch loved its damn puzzles. I mean, what was with the mind warping sensations as soon as I crossed the threshold? It enjoyed playing with the mind, tricking and tormenting. Then again, I guess it wouldn’t be purely evil if it didn’t. 

Now, with the factual evidence of a lack of floor, the only way was down. Gravity still existed, so at least I knew I wasn’t fully alone. I hadn’t been banished into complete nothingness, immaculate extinction. At least something continued to endure its own substantiality, even if it was just tiny gravitons. This can’t be the way I die? Falling into nothing, feverishly withering through malnourishment and eventual drought. How would Adam even find my body? What happened if I died here? How did I get back to the light again? Jeez, why does everything have to be so damn hard? So many questions and tonnes of time to figure it all out. Who would have thought purgatory was a void of insignificance? Falling through the darkness, going deeper and deeper, perishing one nervous cell at a time.

Then again, after spending a lucid moment falling, was it easy to sustain which way was up? Was I falling or rising? It was easy to perceive the bottom as literally that, the bottom. But then again, was I sure I fell in through the top, or did I jump in at the bottom and rise? I believed I was hurtling towards my inevitable death down below, but perhaps I was ascending to tranquillity as I passed up through the layers of mortality. Which way was up anymore? Did it matter? Did it need to make sense? Perhaps I was motionless, frozen in time like the crystallised sand from earlier. Was that earlier, or is that tomorrow? If time stood still, then the moment was eternal, never ending and never starting. Immobile, stagnant nothingness. 
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CHAPTER 20: LUCIAN
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Pulling fingernails off using pliers was an age-old trick for pussies. Not one really used for the vengeful damnation of monsters suffering their eternal decay in Enoch. 

“So, what’s with the finger-picking four eyes?” I asked the duel headed jailer as he snorted at the lack of squealing coming from my general direction. 

Did he not attend the course on torturing Dark Ones? Did he forget we could turn off emotions when necessary? I’d say it was a pretty fucking necessary moment, wouldn’t you? You just wait, once I get free of this corrupt chainage I’ll be slicing those heads off and serving them on a platter to the Queen of the damned. What did she think? Did she really think she could flutter her pretty little eyelids and I’d bend my knee? Didn't she know what love was anymore? It was the first time, in a heck of a long time, that I had felt that way. I mean actually felt something. Why on Earth would I ever give that up? For her, of all people? She was as mad as they came. Shit me, these damn cuffs are a bitch to undo. Why was I so calm? It was the place, what could I say? It brought out the dark side. I smirked.

“What’s he smirking at?” one head said to the other. The second head laughed.

“It’s time for the pinkies,” the first head said.

“Oh, my no, not my pinkies.” 

The torture was a joke. What ever happened to the old ways? The whole place had gone way downhill since I paved the path. Bloody bureaucrats. It was bound to be her advisers screwing up. I never did get on with them. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I was happy and all that the torture wasn't doing a damn thing, but seriously, we used to be feared. They had made a joke of the place. How the heck she even thought she could take on the light, I had no idea. The Angels were hard. Shit, when I saw them fall, I quaked in my boots right there and then. Why that one spared me and Harland, I’ll never know. But damn, we were lucky they arrived when they did.

What the hell has gotten into me? When did I start batting for the other team? Love had a way of really fucking up your belief system. Shit, I missed her. I needed to talk to Lilith again, she really needed to listen this time. If this was the best torture tactic she had, she might as well give up. Did she not realise that a heck of a lot of Angels fell to Earth? They would be ready for her and whatever she was planning. Why did I even care anymore? It wasn't like my beloved was back there waiting for me. But she cared, didn’t she? That was why. She’d be upset if she knew her world was burning in flames. I couldn't let her come home to that. There had to be a way to end all the chaos.

Damn, these blasted chains were really taking the piss. Hmm, what if I snapped his neck? A flickering of laughter twinkled in my eye. Two necks, I’d have to snap two necks. Hmm, what was the worst that could happen?

“Yoohoo, Mister. Have you seen what I’ve got right here?” I said, fluttering my eyelashes. Fucking idiot.

The jailer clumsily stomped over. “What?” it grunted. As quick as a flash, I kicked out, knocking his legs from under him. The ogre fell to the floor, legs wrapped around, snap. The second head was laughing as I wrapped my legs around and snapped his neck like a twig. Kicking the keys lose, I booted them over. With a quick grab, I was out of the cuffs and slicing the heads off, slinging them into a dirty sack I’d found by the meat grinder.

Whistling a merry tune, I left the room. Right, dinnertime.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






CHAPTER 21: TAYLOR
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Immobile, stagnant nothingness. That’s where I ended, that’s where I began. Hurtling or rising was anyone’s guess. I could have been stationery, for all I knew. Perhaps that was it, it was all a doomed invention to screw with the mind. Perhaps I was literally immovable. 

Take a deep breath, Taylor, count to ten. Breathe and remember who you are. Gulping, I forced my eyes open and raised my arms above my head, clambering for any bit of reality above me. If I believed it was there, it would be. It was all just a disjunction in my minds own formality. Clambering around in the darkness, floating in mid-air, unable to see up or down, left or right, I spun my body around. Jeez, seriously? There it was, directly in front of me. The doorway I had run through as I hurtled to my death. I’d never even moved, just imagined it all. Bloody Lilith and her games. As I clambered out of the doorway, my stomach rumbled and groaned, throat tightened and eyes watered. I’d had enough of the place!

I couldn’t help it. I sat in a stream of tears as I pushed to compose myself. This wouldn’t help me get out of here. But I couldn't keep swallowing back the choked cries, I needed to let go of something. With a shallow river of dismay, I curled into a ball before the three doors, contemplating the never-ending doom.

I couldn’t say how long, but time had certainly passed by. The weight of the room held me tight as I cradled my knees, easing the sobs that surrendered. There had to be a way out, there always was, I just had to find it. Staring me in the face were two more unopened doors. Two more chances. I could do this. I had to. Wiping my sodden face, I pushed my aching limbs from the floor and I rose with my head held high. I could do this. Time for door number two. But this time I cautiously walked on through, no more running for this girl!

Behind the door was another world that opened into the belly of a monster. The area was covered in shadow, darkness crept in every corner. The room grumbled and groaned, as though my presence made it hunger in an uncertain way. Where was I? The dimly lit environment cast its gaze over me as I slowly crept forward, sneaking past the wall's blinking eyes as they spied, shifting their gaze. They slunk along beside me, watching in anticipation as I tiptoed through the darkness towards a doorway at the end. Outside the room, a passage of darkened stone rippled around me. It was as though I walked through a living beast, a callous creature concocted through its own crippled creation. 

Reaching out, I half expected the wall to grow a mouth and bite my hand off, red balloon floating in the air as I was pulled under. But this wasn’t any King movie, this was real life, and I sure wasn’t expecting anything less that the messed-up reality I lived in. The wall rippled under my fingertips, curled away, fearful of touch. Its cool exterior iced my skin as I wiped off the residue and pulled away. It was alive, in pain, but alive. How could a building live like this? Since when did buildings actually live and thrive off of emotions? This building, though, this passageway, I pitied it. An eternal moment of solitude with no animated connection to existence. Was it once a person like me? Did she reform it into a living establishment to suit her chaotic desire? What would she do to me? What had she done to Lucian?

Further down the corridor, I heard the whistling of a merry being. It didn’t sound right in the hateful place. Why would anyone be disturbed enough to enjoy the company of such a horrendous nightmare? Whoever this person was, they were highly disturbed. Either way, it was the first living being I’d come across, well, except for the wall that had eyes. Could it be Lilith? She’d enjoy the carnivorous cravings her creatures displayed. Perhaps she whistled at the enjoyment of reality as she sat dining in a banquet hall, feasting on the bodies of the innocent. Could my sister really be capable of that? Could anyone?

“Who's there?” I shouted, shaking in my boots.

The whistling stopped as I continued along the passageway. Whoever it was, I’d alerted them to my presence. It was probably not the best card to play. Turning the corner, I saw it. Streaked in shadow, a familiarity encompassed the darkness. White fangs glinted in the dimly lit passageway as I stopped dead still. Eyes squinted, it couldn’t be! Was I really that lucky? Or was this place creating a symphony of shit again? 

“Lucian?” I said, picking up pace as the man dropped a bag and ran towards me. “Lucian!” I screamed, ecstatic, shaking with adrenaline. “Lucian!” I yelled as I jumped into his arms, swinging round and collapsing to the floor. 

“Is it?” he asked “Taylor? You can’t be real!” he said, pushing me off of him. “Shit me, she’s really upped the torture this time!”

“Lucian!" 

“It is you!” Sodden cheeks glistened as he gripped my body tight, crushing me close for the ultimate moment of happiness.

“I love you!” I cried.

“I love you too, baby” he said, leaving a line of kisses across my face. “Damn, I’ve missed you. Never ever leave me again!” He paused. “How did you get out? Did she let you out?”

“Who? Lilith?” I asked as he nodded in response. “I’ve not seen her yet, but I need to. We need to talk to her.”

“No, Taylor, there’s no chance I want you anywhere near her!”

“But Lucian, you don’t know everything about me.”

“I know you’re Eve, she said you were. None of it makes sense, though.”

“I am, well, I think I am. I can’t remember much from before, you know, this life,” I said, looking down at my mortal skin.

“That’s okay. We’ll have all the time in the world to talk, my love. But for now, we need to get out of here, sharpish!”

“But I really do need to talk to her, Lucian.” I said as I cupped his face with my hands.

“Taylor, please,” he begged. “I’ve just gotten you back. Can we at least spend some time together before we jump into bed with your sister?”

“That’s just creepy.” I shuddered. “Fine, you’re right, but if all hell breaks loose in the meantime, it's your fault, Mr. Darkwater.”

“Of course, Miss Lane, now come here!” he said as he pulled me in again for one more romantic kiss.
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“Luci, mate, where the fuck you been?”

“Joey Luchazey, you still here guarding this gate?”

“Yep, I dunno why I’m bothering, it’s not like the Queen even notices.”

“Hi, Joey,” I said as I walked through the passage holding Lucian's hand.

“Ah, so you two have met?” Lucian asked.

“Yes,” I smiled. “Where’s Gabriel and Eli?”

“Who?” Lucian asked.

“She means the kid and the winged bloke, mate”

“The what?”

“Gabriel’s an Angel, Lucian, like I said, it’s a long story.” I smiled as he nodded squeezing my hand tighter. “So, where are they?”

“Well, the pissy Angel flew off with the kid as apparently he couldn’t eat raw goat. Fucked if I know why, meats meat ain’t it?” He said as I gagged. “What’s your problem, love? We’re all cannibals here like.”

“Joey, where’s the kid?” Lucian asked.

“Eli,” I said, “His name's Eli.”

“I ain’t eaten him, if that’s what you think.” He smirked. “He was too thin by the end.”

“The end?”

“Yeah mate, you’ve been gone three bloody months. This ain’t no day-care facility.”

“Shit, really?” Lucian said and then looked at me, gulping. 

I smirked. “This is a whole new you, Luci,” I said laughing, taunting him.

“Well, what can I say, that place brings out my dark side.” He grinned.

“Hmm, it’s one I could live with.” I said as I kissed him on the cheek.

“Gross mate, and she’s worried about a little raw on raw meat action. Shit me.”

Lucian laughed. “So where’s Eli?”

“Weren’t you listening? He’s with the pissy Angel. They flew off into the sunset together, muttering about the end of days or some shit.”

“Right, so he’s with Gabriel. Good.” I said relieved.

“So, what’s the plan now, mate?” Joey asked Lucian.

“Get back home and live happily ever after.” He laughed.

“Err, don’t forget that I still need to speak to Lilith.” I said.

“Shit, girl, you’ve got balls. I would stay away from her. She’s got a temper, that one.” He shuddered.

“Thanks Joey, but I need to, she’s my sister.”

“Err mate, you sure know how to pick 'em!” He laughed, taking a step back. “Don’t you, like, hate on Demons or some shit?”

“No.” I laughed “I’m really just Taylor. I can’t remember much of my life before. The darkness took that from me.”

“So, you’re telling me you got the darkness in you too. Like she has?”

“Yes.”

Lucian's jaw dropped as pure realisation throttled him. “Taylor, I never realised... what if it destroys your light like it did Lilith’s?”

“I won’t let it. I’m not my sister, and I’m not alone. I have friends, family, and humanity to keep me sane. I’ll be fine. It’s my sister we need to worry about!”

“Okay.” He winced. “Just tell me if you feel anything.”

“Like what? A need to commit mass murder? No thanks, been there, done that. Don’t plan on doing it again.”

“Oh, Luci, ol’ boy, I like this one!” Joey said, stepping forward. “So, where we off to?”

“We?” I asked.

“What, you can’t be leaving me here when all the actions happening over in your side of the world, mate.”

“It depends what side you’re on.” Lucian said.

“Oh what, you don’t trust me now? Mate, I’m on your side. I owe you me life, remember?”

“Fair enough. How about you meet us in Elvington. Do you remember the mansion?”

“Yeah, are the old crew there?”

“Yeah and a few extras.”

“How are you getting there?”

“Oh, me and Taylor will be taking a very private and long-awaited cruise back to English shores. I need some quality time with my little lady right here.” He smiled.

“We could fly.”

“Damn, no, Taylor. I’m never flying again.” He shuddered.

“Err, okay. That’s a story I want to hear!” I laughed.

“Maybe another day.”

“What’s this? Luci’s afraid of flying?” Joey said as he fell down in hysterical laughter.

“Shut it, mate.” He grimaced as I joined Joey in laughing at his misfortunes.

“Oh, I love you, Lucian Darkwater.” I smiled.

“I love you too, Taylor Lane,” he said, kissing me on the lips. 

Joey pulled me us both in for a hug. “I’ll be seeing you both.” He grinned, flashing his fangs and heading off towards the city of Bolivia.

We watched him go, and then Lucian and I sat beside the mountain face gazing at the lake before us as it shimmered through the newly setting sun. It was a beautiful picture, one that would bring in the ignorant travellers of the world, as they caressed the water by skipping stones and creating ripples. All the while, they lived out their final days until the monsters ate them; spreading their blood over the tranquil countryside, right beside the entrance to Hell's own creator, the mastermind of all evil, Lilith herself, my beloved older sister.

“We can’t stay here, Taylor. With this being the entrance to Enoch, all manner of things will be coming through.”

“It’s such a shame, though.”

“What is?”

“That such a beautiful area has been corrupted by darkness.”

“Yes, but it isn’t all bad. You wouldn’t have me if it wasn’t for her.” He said as he stood up, offering his hand, pulling me up.

“No, that’s true.” I smiled, planting a soft kiss on his lips. “So, where we off to, sailor?”

“Sailor indeed!” He smiled. “We need to hitch a ride back home. I believe we have to board back in Chile. How are you at hitch hiking?” he said, laughing as my stomach began to rumble. “Actually, when was the last time you ate?”

“Err, the morning before I went to Enoch.”

“Damn, Taylor! Let’s get you some food. It’s a wonder you’re still standing.”

“Well, technically it was only a few days for us in Enoch.”

“True, but still a few days too many.” He smiled as he picked me up and helped me onto his back.

The journey across the farmland was exuberant. I held on tight as Lucian ran at full steam, jumping into the air as we reached the cityscape before us. 

“Lucian, that café’s alright. I stopped there with Gabriel.”

“Gabriel, hmm?”

I laughed. “I was hungry, Lucian, he fed me.”

“I’m sure he did.” He smirked. “As long as he keeps those wings of his to himself.”

“You know I’m all yours,” I said, kissing his neck.

“Oh, Taylor, you’ll be mine again very soon. Let's get you some food first, though. You’ll need the energy.” 

I laughed. “Really? Well, okay then.” We entered the little café and sat at a table beside the corner. It looked like the girl from before wasn’t working, thankfully. 

A snotty teenage boy headed over. “Yeah, what will it be?”

“How did you know we spoke English?”

“I guessed.” He said, rolling his eyes as Lucian laughed. 

“What would you like?” Lucian asked while browsing the menu.

“The full breakfast for me, please. How about you Lucian?”

“Coffee, black please.”

“Okay,” he said and then wandered off.

“He’s cheerful.” I said, smiling as Lucian placed his hand on mine across the table.

“Damn, I’ve missed you, Taylor! How is it even possible that you’re here? I have so many questions!”

“Honestly, Lucian, I don’t know.”

“But, what happened after you died?” he said as his brow dropped and tears welled in his eyes. 

I clutched his hand tighter. “It’s okay, I’m here now. We’re together again. But why on Earth did you want to venture into Hell for me?”

“I couldn’t leave you there, we’re in this together. If you go, I go.”

“No, you have to keep on living, even if I’m not there with you.” I smiled “What did you do before I came along?”

“Killed a lot of people.”

“I don’t believe that for a second.”

“I wish it wasn’t true, but I’ve done some pretty nasty stuff.”

“It doesn’t matter now. We’re together, we’re both safe, and that’s all that matters.”

I know he wanted to hear the tale of how I survived, what the place up there really was, but I couldn't, not just yet. I wanted to sit there, in my body, and feel like Taylor again. Just Taylor with her Lucian. That’s what mattered in that moment. If I talked about the Eve side of me, I would possibly just implode. Being plain boring Taylor was perfectly okay with me for the moment.

Breakfast was good, tasty in-fact. The mere thought surprised me due to the state of the young lad that had brought it over. But still, I’d been famished so anything that resembled food would have been exceptionally edible. My stomach would regret eating it all, though, as it moaned in protest. 

Riding on the back of my lover was something I’d never thought possible, but he swept through the cityscape with ease, passing over the hills, across more farmland, and eventually into Chile. Day turned to night once again and we rested beside a vineyard. It was a journey that should have taken thirty hours or more but was achieved in a mere day with only a few pit-stops along the way. We were there, we were together, and even if his legs didn’t ache, my body groaned as I stretched free from his cocoon.

“It looks like our boats about here,” Lucian said. I smiled in response.

It wasn’t just a boat, it was a full cruise liner, a luxury ship with immaculate details. Standing beside a grape-bearing vine, we looked out towards Hanga Roa, the port we would disembark from. Around us lay an entourage of impressive mountains, shadowing over spectacular geysers and stunning sandy beaches.  Humanity had created such a wondrous site! I wandered toward the mysterious Moai statues. I wished we could stay, even for a short while. Life could wait, couldn't it?

“When do we leave?”

“Not until tomorrow morning.”

“Perfect,” I said as I sat watching the last of the sunrise disappear beyond the mountains. “Can we just sit for a moment?”

“Of course, what’s on your mind?”

“Nothing much.” I said as we sat beside one of the statues overlooking the South Pacific Ocean. 

“We can stay here a while longer, if you would like?”

“Really? But I thought you’d want to get back?”

“No, I just want to be with you, Taylor. I’m fine wherever we are.” He said. I smiled.

Resting back into his arms, my body relaxed, every muscle eased as I took in a deep breath and let go of my fears. It wasn’t long before my sodden cheeks felt raw in the ocean breeze. Lucian could hear my whimpers as he held me tighter. It had all become too much. I’d been on a rollercoaster of a ride since I turned sixteen, and now, well now I knew what I was. I wasn’t just a frail blip in the efforts of humanity, I wasn’t only the girl next door striving to get through the turmoil of teenage life. I was Eve, the creator of this world, humanity’s mother, and sole survivor of God's tormented, tragic mind. The whole world was on my literal shoulders and there was no easy way out of it.

“I’m always here for you, Taylor. When you’re ready, I’m here.”

I turned to face him, gripped him tight, and pulled him close for a deep forceful kiss. It wasn’t words I needed that night, it was sex. I needed to let go, feel the touch of another as my mind exploded in hysterical euphoria. He was mine and I was his. And this time, I grew, kissing him hard as he pulled off my top, ripped away my jeans, and unhooked my bra. Down to only panties, he yanked them away as I ripped off his shirt and straddled him whole, drawing blood as I scrapped my nails down his back. Dizziness screamed through me, the intensity of our love exuberated me as he gripped my thighs, slamming me up and down. It was cold, hard sex. Raw pleasure, as we both entangled ourselves into each other, getting wild, down, and dirty. He flipped me under him, flat on my back, as he gripped my neck. Fangs bared as he pushed deeper, stronger, and faster. There was no turning back, no holding off. My body tightened, tingled throughout, exhilarated I screamed as the sweat dripped from my brow. It wasn’t finished, it didn’t stop as every part of me tensed up, pulling him deeper as he contorted and arched above me. Gasping for breath, he slammed himself in deep one last time as I gripped his buttocks, screaming with elation. He was mine and I was his. Kissing me, his hot breath wrapped over my face, blanketing me from the cool winds that caressed my body. My vision faltered as I focussed on the stars above us, stretching out as he pulled himself back, up, and off me. Redressing, I smiled. This was the life I’d missed, nothing but the raw, deep pleasure of love. 

Standing up, he offered his hand. “I’ve missed you,” he said as I smiled and held him close. 

“I’ve missed you, too.”
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The next morning, we boarded the Princess Empressa cruise liner. We walked up the gangway hand in hand like a normal human couple on vacation. A crewmember with a brightly coloured shirt and khakis came over. 

“Hello, do you have your cruise card?” he asked. Lucian passed him a piece of blank paper. 

“Here it is, it should say Darkwater on there,” he said as the man’s eyes changed into a zombified expression.

“Thank you,” he said smiling and giving us a welcome pack. “You’re in room 462.”

“Is that a suite?” Lucian asked.

“No, would you prefer a suite?”

“Oh yes, with a sea view, preferably.”

“Of course, Mr. Darkwater,” he said, giving us the card key and directing us to the main atrium.

Walking along, a bald-headed man asked, “Would you like a photograph?”

“Err, yes, thanks.” I said as he ushered us both in-front of a backdrop.

“Say cheese!” He grinned. Lucian's face dropped as I burst out laughing. “Here’s your number. Collect it at the desk in the atrium.”

“Gee, thanks.” Lucian said as I laughed, pushing him sideways.

“Ouch, you’re getting stronger.”

“Or you’re getting weaker, Mr. Darkwater.” I said, winking as we headed on through to the atrium. 

Whoever designed the ship had spared no expense. Looking up, I could see the walkways for each of the levels circling around us. My jaw dropped as my eyes fell upon the chandelier in the centre. It was like something out of a royal palace. Its crystallised beading was extravagant. 

“Would you like a drink?” A young girl asked as she offered a glass of bubbly from her tray. 

“Why, thank you, Mariana.” Lucian said, reading the girl's name badge. He took two glasses of champagne. Mariana walked off to serve other customers as he offered me one.  We interlocked arms and sipped from the crystal glasses. A subtle taste of apple wavered over my taste buds as it slipped down my throat. 

“This is beautiful” I said.

“Yes, Lawrence taught me that if you smell the scent of apple or pear then it’s worth drinking. If not, then throw it in the fire.” He smiled. 

“Okay, good to know.” I smirked. “Now, where is our room?”

“Good question. How about we head over to one of the restaurants for breakfast? I expect you’re famished. Then we can pick up some new clothes and head over to the room to freshen up.”

“Perfect.” I said. But I really wasn’t sure if I’d be able to afford the prices. Then again, Lucian had a way with words. Should I feel bad about that? Part of me did, but the other part, not so much. Maybe I was succumbing to the darkness after all.

Entering the restaurant, a waiter seated us beside the window as the ship set sail. He took our orders and then walked off. We both looked a little drab as we held hands across the table. The sea was beautiful, calm and relaxing. It didn’t take long for South America to become a mirage in my visionary mind. There was nothing out there, just pure tranquillity as the waves whipped up beside us. I gripped Lucian's hand tightly. 

“I’m so lucky to have you.” I smiled. 

“Yes, you are.” He grinned, yelping as I kicked him under the table. “Now, now, Ms. Lane, there’ll be none of that here!” He smirked.

I was lucky to have him. My mysterious lover had travelled the world willing to enter Hell for me. I couldn’t want any more commitment than that. 

“If only we’d met sooner.”

“We did, well, the you before, you know, you.”

“When?”

“You were sat beside Adam when the great war took place. I only saw a glimpse of you since Victoria was the Angel that fought alongside me. She was a good friend.” He said, looking sorrowful.

“I’m sorry for your loss.” I said.

“I’m sorry for your loss.” He smiled. “She worked for you, after all.”

“I can’t remember any of this, Lucian. I’m not Eve, not really. I’m just Taylor.” I said. “When I died, I went up to Elysium, what you call Heaven.”

He nodded.

“I waited for what felt like an eternity. Sat in a corpse filled room waiting for my number to be called.”

“Your number?”

“Yes, Elysium's entrance is a joke, apparently my humour got the best of me.” I smiled as Lucian laughed. “Eventually, I began to gain control of my spiritual body, managed to crawl over to the front desk, to the axe lady.”

“Axe lady?”

“Long story, stop interrupting.” I smiled as he raised his eyebrows, holding his hands up. “Anyway, Gabriel and Michael came out and threw me down a trapdoor to Hell.”

“That was nice of them.” He smirked.

“Indeed. When they realised who I was, they pulled me back up and took me to meet Charmeine, who pieced me back together, literally.”

“Okay, that sounds scary.”

“Actually, it was quite beautiful. I was in a plain room, staring out at the universe, mesmerised by the galaxies around me. You can’t ever realise how small we actually are until you see the cosmos outside our own world.”

Lucian let go of my hand and proceeded to gently stroke it, listening attentively. The waiter bought our food over, and we ate as we talked.

“After that, I met my older brother, Adam, and found a place in my mind full of old memories. But the darkness had corrupted a lot of them, so I can’t trust everything I see.”

“What did you see, though?”

“I was a toddler, running through a dazzling garden. It really was beautiful, Lucian.” I said as he smiled. “Adam was pulling me along. We ran quickly, trying to escape our father.”

“What, God was chasing you?”

“Yes.”

“I mean, I heard stories from Lilith, and whisperings amongst her guards. But never anything more than that. Did he really succumb to the darkness?”

“Yes, Adam said he did. I don’t fully remember. But what I do recall is that he found us and beat my mother to a pulp, banishing her soul to another realm. She had only tried to protect us. After Lilith was cast out, Adam protected me, sending me to live the life of a mortal with a loving family time and time again. He said I’ve been reborn countless times, each with a new family hand-picked to give me the best chance. The problem was father kept hunting me. He saw my light as a threat now that the darkness consumed him. Gabriel thinks it's because I can control emotions, being female.”

“He hasn’t spent a lot of time around females, has he?” He smirked.

“Shush, Lucian.” I laughed.

“So, where’s the father of the year now?”

“Adam thinks he’s in Hell after he killed Lucifer.”

“Okay, well, that’s good. At least he’s far away, for now.” He smiled “So really, you’re still my Taylor, just my Taylor with a history. Babe, we all have pasts. I’m certainly not proud of mine!”

“I just wish I could remember more.”

“By the sounds of it, perhaps it’s a good thing you can’t.”

“True, but I still wonder, you know?”

“I do. But we can make our own memories now, just like we did before. By the sounds of it, you’re just as immortal as I am.”

I laughed. “Apparently, I created this place. Jeez, look at them. If only they knew.”

“Do you think they’d be grateful?”

“Probably not. Humans are such a greedy race, it’s a shame they can’t work together.”

“They’re going to have to if Lilith rises on Earth. And she will. Your sister's just as stubborn as you are.”

“Tell me about her, Lucian, I don’t remember much.”

“I know she’s known as the Queen of everything evil, but she has a heart in there somewhere. I’ve seen her grant mercy to a guard once.”

“Why?”

“No-one knows. The problem is Cain, the two of them together are darker than any darkness could produce on its own.” He paused. “Err, isn’t Cain your child with Adam?”

“What? That’s disgusting!”

“Hey, I’m not judging.”

“Apparently I created them using the Celestial Rose.”

“The what?”

“My father created the rose for me before he turned to the darkness, our power is focused within it. I wielded the light to create Cain, Abel, and Seth. These were the first immortals, besides my siblings and I. Father banished them down to Earth's wasteland, too. Cain killed Abel to appease God, but by doing that, the darkness found him and when he found Lilith, she became infected by it too.”

“So, what happened to Seth?”

“Err, I don’t actually know. He’s rumoured to have made a home on another planet. But that’s a question Adam should answer.”

“So, do I get to meet your big brother?”

“Hopefully, one day.”

“Is it bad that I’m already nervous of the guy?”

I laughed. “No, not at all.” I paused thinking. “So why do you think Lilith wants to bring down Elysium?”

“I don’t know. I thought it was to kill your father, but apparently Daddy’s not home right now,” he said.

“I believe it’s so she can take the Celestial Rose and use its power to bring her son, Lucifer, back.”

“That makes sense. She was alone when I saw her. It has got to be getting to her.”

“Where was Cain?”

“I have no idea. He’s the missing piece to this puzzle.”

“That’s worrying. He’s got to be in on her plan. He is the Devil's father, after all.”

“Yes, it is quite disconcerting.” He said, looking grim.

We sat in silence for a moment, finishing our meals. It was concerning that Cain was AWOL. Where could he have gone? Would he dare reside on Earth? Perhaps he was searching for me, doing Lilith’s bidding. Then again, Lucian said Cain was the one that infected Lilith. Perhaps if I ended him, she would lose her darkness. Or it’d destroy her, like losing my mortal family did to me. I couldn't risk that. She’d annihilate the world, just like she hoped to. But what did she want with me in all this? I didn't have enough light to piece Lucifer back together, she would need the rose for that. And there was no chance I would know the way to the celestial temple. I purposely asked not to know, just in case I was captured. Gabriel was the only one that knew.

“Damn, where’s Gabriel?” I asked aloud.

“Why?”

“What if she captures him? He knows where the celestial temple is.”

“Okay, but do you think he would tell to save his own skin?”

“Jeez, no, he’s an Angel. It’s not in his nature.”

“Well, there you go then, crisis averted.”

“Your sarcasm is becoming tiring, Mr. Darkwater.” I smiled.

“As is yours, Ms. Lane.” He grinned. “Come on, let’s find our room.”

Heading along the corridor, hand in hand, we were like a pair of newlyweds enjoying their honeymoon. Smiling and laughing as we journeyed across the ship. It was spectacular, nothing like I’d ever experienced on Earth before. I needed to stop with the worry, the anxious paranoia. Not everyone was out to get me. I should enjoy life while I could. I was so fortunate. I was with the guy of my dreams on a luxurious ship in the midst of the ocean. Life couldn't get more perfect. 

“Taylor, are you okay?”

“Yes.” I said, shaking my head. “I was just thinking how lucky I am to be here with you. It’s perfect.”

“You’re perfect.” He smiled.

“Thank you.” I grinned, I really was very lucky.

As we arrived at our room, two men were heading in next door. They introduced themselves as John and Joey, the cute couple who had married the week before. I congratulated them before they went inside. I smiled and gripped Lucian's hand tighter.

“This is it,” he said as he placed the card in the lock. 

Opening the door to such extravagance was something only a multimillionaire could normally do. The room before us was more than one room, it was a whole suite with a full-length window that opened out onto our own balcony. Beside the sitting area, our queen-sized bedroom lay waiting. There was a huge en-suite with a whirlpool bath and shower enclosure.

“Wow!”

“Wow, indeed! I can’t wait to get you on that bed, Ms. Lane.” He said.

I laughed. “Not just yet. I need to shower first.”

“Ah, yes, I believe the room has everything you need. I’ll nip out and do a little light shopping while you freshen up.” He said, kissing me on the cheek. “Be good while I’m gone.”

“Shouldn’t I be saying that to you?”

“Never,” he said. “I love you, Taylor Lane!” he shouted at the top of his lungs as he left the room and ventured down the corridor.

I laughed. He could always make me smile. It seemed that since I’d been back, he was more ‘himself’ with me, less barriered. He always thought of me as such a vulnerable creature before, always afraid to hurt me. That was, until I womaned up and grew. It was good to see that side of him, his humour, his love of life. Even the darkest of monsters could be loved once in a while. And Lucian, well, he certainly wasn’t a monster, not anymore, anyway. To be honest with myself, I didn't think he ever was. Lilith did well when she created him. She gave him a heart, a non-beating heart, but a heart all the same.

Stripping off, I stood before the mirror, looking at my body. I knew nothing else. I was human, always was, always would be. I’d created humanity in my image, giving them the freedom to choose as they saw fit. Even with all the wars and chaos the world brought, there was still hope and when I looked at my body, I could see why. It resembled a purity, an innocence in nature. We are our most vulnerable when we’re naked. It was good to be vulnerable sometimes, it taught us how to be brave in the face of danger. And realistically, we were in a heap of trouble. No matter how much I loved being here, being free with Lucian, I knew that after these few weeks together, all Hell would break lose on Earth. I had a knack of causing problems wherever I went. Lilith would know where I was. She would come for me and there wasn't a damn thing I could do about it.

The shower helped. I felt like I’d removed all negativity and drained my problems away. It took a long shower to do that; there were quite a few problems. But when I stepped out, Lucian sat on the bed to great me, wearing what I could only describe as a black G-string with a bunch of white rose petals spread across the satin sheets and a glass of champagne in his hand.

“Hi honey,” he said, grinning.

“Hi yourself. What are you wearing?” I laughed.

“What, don’t you like it?” He frowned.

“No, quite the opposite,” I said as I dropped the towel and pounced on top of him. My ravenous nature for his athletic body frenzied through me. Penetration came easily as we grinded to ecstasy together. My mouth caressed his as I tasted him, sweated against him, and came on top of him. I didn’t care about the screams of pleasure. I didn’t mind what John or Joey thought next door. All I cared about was the moment, the definitive moment where I decided I no longer gave a fuck.

“Damn, Taylor! I can’t get enough of you.”

“Will they heal?” I asked, pointing at the nail marks serrating his chest.

“Oh, you know I will.”

“I hope I didn’t hurt you,” I said as he laughed in response.

“You, hurt me? Shit, Taylor, I’m always worried I’d hurt you.” He laughed. “Come on, beautiful, I’ve got something for you.”

In the sitting room, there were bags and bags of clothes. He knew every detail about me and perfectly managed to buy every correct size. My body felt like that of a queen dressed in her royal attire. 

“These are beautiful, Lucian. Thank you.” I said as I pulled on the evening gown, ready for the night time festivities. He smiled. “Shall we go and watch the sunset?” I asked, motioning to the balcony outside.

“Yes, that would be a wonderful idea,” he said, passing me a glass of champagne. “After which, we could attend dinner. Perhaps with the normal people and attend the dance to celebrate our first night here.”

“Perfect.” I smiled, sipping champagne. 

My stomach rumbled. The day had flown by as we’d sat talking, playing about, and relaxing together as a couple. Watching the sunset over the crisp silent sea was stunning. Tones of orange wrapped themselves within hues of burnt umber, crimson red and sunshine yellow. Contentment reached my soul as I relaxed into the chair beside Lucian, holding his hand.

By six in the evening, we were both ready for the dinner and dance. Walking into the main restaurant, Lucian draped his arm around my waist. A waiter came over and sat us at a table with three other couples, one being our next-door neighbours.

“Oh, look Joey, it’s the rampant rabbits.” He laughed as Joey grinned. My face flushed. Lucian shook their hands introducing us both.

“You’ve sure got a good pair of lungs,” John said. I wanted to Earth to swallow me whole.

“John, leave the poor girl alone. They’re young and in love.” 

“Thank you,” I said to Joey, as he smiled in response.

“Sure, thing, sweet cheeks,” he said smiling.

An older lady I was sat beside turned to face me. 

“I’m Susan, Susan Tremour from New Jersey. This is Clive, my husband,” she said, as he groaned in response. She whispered, “He’s the dull retired type, so I envy you.” She laughed as my cheeks glistened. “Oh now, it’s perfectly normal. I’m hoping to find a little fun on this ship, too.” She whispered, winking and looking over at a gentleman seated at another table.

“Good luck with that,” I said, and she nudged me, winking again.

“I’d watch that one, young lady,” a woman with brown hair said.

“Oh, hush now, Christine.” Susan said

“Oh, leave the girl alone. This pair are young enough to be your children.” Christine said as her jolly-rounded husband laughed.

“It’s lovely to meet you, Taylor. I’m Peter and this is Christine. You’re probably young enough to be my children, too.” He said as he held Christine’s hand. Peter seemed short next to his younger wife. His balding head, black comb over, and bulging suit gave him the appearance of a millionaire to be able to match the beauty his wife held.

“It is wonderful to meet you all,” Lucian said in a chirpy voice. I wasn’t sure if he was being sarcastic or if he meant it. Either way, I smiled as he put his arm around me.

Dinner was exquisite. Delicate lamb shanks with red wine sauce. I didn’t feel like eating a starter, especially a fishy one. I could never stomach seafood, it always smelt vile. Lucian only had the main meal too, after all, he was mainly a social eater. It wasn't like he needed to digest it. I was surprised he managed to eat a thing. Where did it go? Desert came and went quickly. Who doesn’t love chocolate mint profiteroles with creamy, white sauce?

The conversation at the table was a mixture of drunken rants, loved up squishy moments, and a fortunate end as our long-awaited coffees arrived. John and Joey had been together for seven years, planning to wed for most of them. Then, as soon as same-sex marriages were recognised by all states in 2016, they jumped right in there. It was sweet. They looked happy, loved up kindred spirits. Then there was Susan. She had already up and left the table before desert came out. Her Husband was fast asleep as his wife flirted with the man from table twelve. And finally, Christine seemed to want to be my best friend. She reminded me of Rowena, in some respects; the chirpy everyone-loves-me kind of girl, but without the girl stature. She was clearly over thirty, dressed in little to nothing to look like a twenty-year-old. Her and Peter seemed happy, although I did think that she’d married him for his money. But who was I to say what was right and wrong. I was clearly walking that fine line myself.

As the evening came to an end, Lucian whirled me around the dance floor, speeding up as he spun me around and then slowing down to hold me in his arms. I think it was the first time I’d gotten to dance in his arms, the first time in that version of myself, anyway. I did wonder if we’d ever met before, in any of my previous lives. It is said that soulmates always find each other through every reincarnation of themselves. But did I die each time before we did? Only to pass on and be reborn again, while Lucian lived his immortal existence alone. It was a sad thought, really. Especially for someone that had lived so long. I wondered how long he had lived. Then again, if I created humanity, didn't that make me older? After all, Lucian was human until Lilith turned him in one of her monstrous experiments.

“Just one more dance, Lucian,” I said as he whisked me off the empty dance floor.

“Are you sure? You look tired.”

“Just one more.” I smiled. He grinned and picked me up, placing me down beside the stage. 

“Okay, one more and then it’s off to bed for you.”

“Yes, sir.” I laughed.

The jazz band played a classic tune as we slow danced our last dance, ending our evening in the arms of one another. After the song, we kissed and then Lucian carried me up to our room. I fell asleep in his arms.
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The next morning, the sun streamed through the open bedroom window as I lay listening to the sound of the waves. The smell of freshly poured coffee drifted into the room as I felt beside me to find Lucian's side empty. 

“Coffee?” Lucian asked as he walked in wearing nothing but tight jeans.

“Please.” I held my head to stop the pounding. 

He laughed placing the cup on the table. “Yes, you did drink quite a bit yesterday.” He offered me two tablets.

“Thanks,” I murmured. I took them and slunk back under the duvet. I must had fallen back asleep. Waking again, the coffee was cold, my headache was gone, and Lucian nowhere in sight.

“Lucian?” I called out. No reply. Where had he gone now? I steadied myself up, pulled on a pair of jeans and vest top, and hobbled into the sitting room. No, he wasn’t there either. He must have gone out for something. 

Taking my time to primp and preen, I was up and ready to go. 

Lucian walked in with more bags. “Oh, good, you’re up. I have more surprises.” He said as he walked over and handed me a stringy pink bikini.

“What am I meant to do with that?”

He laughed. “It’s the only pink one they had. I know you like pink,” he said, grinning.

“Okay, thank you,” I said, kissing him on the cheek. 

“Try it on. I thought we could go swimming.” 

I felt like a glamour model putting it on. It covered all the vital areas, but that was about it. 

"Gorgeous! And this will go perfectly,” he said as he gave me a matching sarong. I breathed a sigh of relief as I tied the sarong around. “Much better. Clearly, I love your body, but some parts of it I’d rather only I saw.” He said, laughing.

“I couldn’t agree more.” I smiled. I was so glad he got the sarong. It wasn't that I was worried about what I looked like, I just didn't want any additional attention. It was hard enough keeping sane as it was without all eyes on me. My cheeks heated as I smiled again. 

He came over, grabbed my bum, and pulled me in for a wet hot kiss. “Mmm, come here.” He said as he pulled me down to the ground, unzipping his pants. 

Jeez, he was hot, the kind of hot that pulsates through you, heating your body from the inside out as you gasp, wanting more. He caressed the side of my face gently as he thrusted deeply. Exhaling quickly, my body throbbed. Goose bumps appeared as he nuzzled my neck, placing a line of delicate kisses all the way down to my bosom. Biting down on my lip as we reached that level together, in sync with one another. It was purity at its finest. Delicious, red hot, sweaty, rampant sex. It was making love in the rawest form, animalistic, pleasurable, and sensual. He was mine and I was his as we both screamed to the stars in our final orgasmic moment.

After sex, we both lay panting. I curled in his arms as he kissed my forehead and told me he loved me. “I’ll race you to the pool!” I said as I jumped up, fixing my swimwear. 

“That’s not exactly a fair race when I’m a speedster, is it?” He laughed.

“No powers, that’s not fair.”

“Right, you’re on.” He jumped up and pulled on his trousers as I ran out the door and fled down the corridor to the deck. He was nowhere near as I reached the pool, almost knocking a man over that held a tray of wobbling drinks.

“Sorry!” I smiled as I made it to the poolside. Lucian was already there, saving me a space under the cabana. “You cheat!” I yelled running up and pushing him. 

He laughed and pulled me in for a long, lust worthy kiss. “What? I couldn’t let a girl beat me,” he said, laughing again. 

I pretended to slap him as he smirked and cuddled me on the sun lounger. Beside us lay a banquet for two; fresh fruit, breads, meats and salad, perfect for a lunch under the sun.

Lucian offered me a plate with a selection of enticing delicacies. “Catch,” he said, laughing as a grape hit me in the forehead.

“You’ve got to work on your aim.” I laughed and threw one back at him. It flew past the side of his face landing in the pool, bobbing up and down before an unhappy waiter fished it out. My face lit up, hands clammy. “Oops,” I said as I hid behind Lucian, who sat holding his stomach he was laughing so hard.

He finally stopped as the waiter stomped away. “Eat up, I don’t want your big brother to accuse me of starving you.” He smirked.

“Adam's fine, he’s just protective, that’s all.”

“Good, you need all the protection you can get. Is he the one from the cave then?”

“Yes. It was lucky he found me in time.”

“Indeed. You haven’t mentioned your dad or Caleb. Did you see them there?”

“Not at first, but yes, I found them. Caleb’s still quite a mess, it’ll take him some time.”

“Where are they now, though?”

“They’re both in the celestial temple, helping Adam with the fortifications.”

“Oh, I’m glad all your family is together.” He smiled.

“Nearly all, my mum has been reborn and I’ve no idea where my other father and mother are. My father, God, banished my mum somewhere, but no matter how long Adam’s tried, he’s never found her.”

“Maybe you will, one day. Families have a knack of coming together at the hardest of times.”

“It isn’t that time, though.”

“Not yet, but with Lilith’s stubborn nature, it will be.”

“Do you really think she’ll attack us?”

“Yes, she’s resilient like you. She’ll find her way to Adam and the temple. Nowhere is safe from her.”

I shuddered. “I need to speak to her, she has to understand that I have no quarrel with her, neither does Adam.”

“I doubt she'll care. When she sets her mind on something, there’s no stopping her. She’s trying to bring back her son after all”

“True.”

“A mother’s love; it’s the strongest love there is. Nothing can come in between a mother and her child. She will do anything. I speak from experience.”

“What do you mean?”

“My mother tried to save me, before I was turned.”

“Oh, Lucian. What happened?”

“Lilith ate her.” He said. My jaw dropped.

“What? Are you being serious?”

“Yes, I was just a child, too. She ate her and served her to me for dinner. It was the first blood I ever tasted.”

“Jeez! That’s awful.” I shuddered. “But, if she turned you as a child, why do you look older now?”

“She didn’t turn me straight away. She fed me human meat every day for another ten years, prepping me on the world, befriending me as her kin. She treated me like her little brother. That was, until she bore Lucifer. She turned on me the day he was born, cast me aside like some unwanted trash.”

“I’m sorry. That’s awful.”

“It is. The hardest thing was when she took me to a settlement of humans and sat by as I ripped them apart, turning a few into Dark Ones just like me. That’s how we came about. A sad, motherless child taking out his woes on the world of humanity.”

“Shit.”

“It’s okay now. Don’t you worry. Like you said, if it wasn’t for your sister we would never have met. I’m grateful to her for that.”

Silence met envy. If Lilith didn’t still care for him, she could have clicked her fingers and ended his existence. She must know that would hurt me the most. Yet she kept him around. Why? She must have had some emotional control over the darkness, some way of resisting its urges. Otherwise, she could have taken out all of humanity a millennium ago.

After lunch and a quick dip in the pool, Lucian thought he would try beat me at crazy golf. We headed down the deck to the miniature course as he pretended to battle a pirate, paying and offering me a golf club. “I’m no good at this, Lucian.”

“You don’t have to be, all you need to do is try, Miss Lane.”

“I guess so.” 

The last time I’d played it was with my family; Mum, Dad, Caleb and me. Back in London, at Trinity park. I missed those days. Wasn't it funny how life could change so suddenly, be turned upside down in a moment’s notice and bang, your whole family is dead, killed by your own hand? No, it wasn't funny. It was sickening. “Go on then, Taylor, do you remember how to play?” Daddy asked as I wiggled my bum and hit the club over the top of the ball. “Here, baby, let me help you.” Dad had showed me how to use the club, how to aim, and where to hit the ball. I’d got a hole in one that day. I missed him so much.

“Taylor, are you okay?” Lucian asked.

“Yes, sorry, just lost in thought.”

“Anything I can help with?”

“No, I’m good, but you can help by moving your ass out of the way, so I can putt the ball over there.”

“Oh, touchy.” He grinned, stepping aside. “Do you want a hand?” he asked as he saw me mentally prepping myself.

“No, I’m good.” I said as I raised the golf club high in the air.

“Whoa, girl. Steady on,” he yelled as he rushed over and eased the club out of my hands. “Look, we are in this together. If something's bothering you, then it's bothering me. So please tell me about it. We can work through it together, you know?”

“I know. I’m okay. Just memories of my family flooded back.”

“That’s understandable, you’re bound to miss them.”

“Talking about your mum earlier really shook me. How could my sister be that evil? How could I ever hope to save someone that dark?”

“I don’t know if you can. But if you want to try, I’m right here by your side.”

“That’s what worries me, Lucian. I can’t risk you too.”

“And I can’t risk you. We’re in this together.”

I smiled. “Together.”

“Here, I’ll show you how to play. We can make new memories.” He smiled his dashing smile. How could I resist? Standing behind, he placed his arms around me, gripped the handle, aimed, and tapped the ball under the pirate’s legs and into the hole in the treasure chest.

I clapped. First try and we get a hole in one. Dad would have been proud. Working together, we laughed and joked. Making new memories was something I needed to do. The past was in the past, it was time to move on, smile, and be happy, just as they would have wanted it.
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The day before had been fun. My body stirred with the memory of his touch. Shivers ran down my spine when I showered, remembering the way he moved, remembering his lips as they delicately kissed the base of my neck; memories so vivid they could be happening right then. My body ached for his touch again and as I felt down for a reminder, Lucian opened the shower door, with this naked, erect body sliding in behind me. The hot water massaged my shoulders as I leaned forward. His hands gripped my breasts. I wanted him. I needed him. My body tensed, ached in desire as his tongue slithered over my neck, kissing my earlobe. Fangs drawn, he scrapped across my skin, threatening ever so slightly the allure of the bite, the sensual nature of the blood. Palms sweated as the hot water cleansed them. Sprawled out against the wall, he teased me, thrusting between my thighs. 

“Do you want more?” he asked in a gruff tone.

“Yes.” I gasped as he rammed himself into me. I exhaled, palms against the wall. 

Gripping my hips, he pushed in harder. Faster then slower. Teasing me with his fingers as he suckled at my neck.

“Bite me,” I yelled. He stopped, slowed down, paused for a moment then forced me forward, pushing me down harder. Faster. Quicker. Pulling my hair back, my neck was on full display. Fangs protruded as he danced them across my artery, nipping the skin so slightly as a pinprick of blood dripped down the side. He groaned as he suckled it up. And as he did, I came, quickly. Body shook, back arched, nails scraped the wall as I screamed, wanting more.

“I’m not done with you yet,” he stated. He flipped me around and kissed me hard. The shower door shook as we leant against the glass. Opening it, we lay on the floor in a steamed bathroom. The rug soothed my back, soaking up the water as he knelt over me. 

Biting my lip, I was ready, eager for more and willing to do anything. 

Leaning forward, he braced my arms above my head with one hand and gripped my neck with the other. “You’re mine, Taylor Lane,” he said as he forced himself inside me. Gripping my neck harder, he pushed down, yanked my thighs up, and leant his weight on top of me. Up and down he pulsed. Harder and harder. Faster and faster. My neck was sore from his strength as he kissed me hard, feeling the inside of my mouth, his tongue tickled my own.

Gripping his buttocks, I scratched down deep. There was no coming up for air. I pulled him in harder, yanked him back quickly as the rhythm of our dance took mere moments to explode. Lucian's body stiffened, back arched as he grunted, pushing himself in deep. My body ignited, fire blasted out of me as the rug I lay on turned to ash. Lucian leapt back, scorched in the process. But I couldn’t stop it. I writhed and wriggled in ecstasy. The fire dimmed as light protruded, caressing the bathroom as it healed Lucian's scorched skin. Yet still I writhed and wriggled. My body tensed, back continued to arch, and sweat poured over me. I eased down from the high as I opened my eyes and saw Lucian sat before me, grinning.

“Damn, Taylor, you’re hot.”

“Why, thank you, Lucian.”

“No, really, you literally burst into flames.” He said, pointing at the rug beneath me. 

“Yeah. I may have got carried away.”

“Oh, babe you can get carried away anytime you like with me.” He grinned as he lifted me up from the floor. “But I suggest you take a shower, you’re covered.”

“Care to join me?” I grinned.

“Oh, most definitely.” He smiled, jumping in beside me.

Later that day we rose from beneath the sheets, both breathless; me red, him pale. My eyesight fogged, and my left lower eyelid twitched. I was motionless, statically at ease. I couldn’t count the times he’d pleasured me as I lay, contemplating never leaving the room again. But my stomach growled, and in my mortal body, food was a necessity. Standing up, I wobbled a little, balances gone haywire as I reached for my clothes. Lucian went into the bathroom to tidy up the result of my flaming mess as I pulled on my jeans and tee-shirt and headed in to help him. 

“Oh no, you stay just where you are, beautiful. I’ve got this.” He said as he sped around the room. It was true, there was no beating his speed. Within minutes the room was ship shape, minus a rug. “They’ll never notice.” He grinned. “Damn, you look exhausted. Too much foreplay makes Taylor a tired girl.” He smirked as I gave him a look. “Come on, lets grab a bite to eat. It must be dinner time soon.” He said looking at his watch. “Damn girl, its five in the afternoon, you’ll waste away.” He smiled, picked me up and carried me out of the room.

“Lucian, shoes,” I said, yawning.

“Oh yeah.” We whizzed back inside, collected shoes, and sped down the empty corridor, up two flights of stairs and to another restaurant called El Papa’s, right at the end of the ship. A waiter greeted us, showed us to a booth, and left the menus, smiling as he walked away.

Sitting beside Lucian, I watched the waves go by. The view was mesmerising. 

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen you so quiet.” He said as he laughed.

“Yes, but I’m happily quiet.” I smiled as I snuggled into his arms.

I believe I was snoring by the time food arrived. I couldn't recall ordering, either. But the bang on the table as plates of delicious delicacies were distributed soon woke me up.

“Ah, there you are. You must have been tired, you dosed right off.”

“Sorry.”

“No, never apologise to me, Taylor.” He said, smiling. “I ordered a selection I hope you don’t mind.”

“Of course, it looks wonderful.”

“I thought you needed the carbs.” He grinned as he pointed out the pizza.

“Definitely.” I smiled, tucking in.

I don’t think either of us spoke for the next ten minutes. Lucian sat watching, smiling as I helped myself to lashings of every dish available. Pizza, chips, chicken wings; it was carb heaven! Dessert was even better with chocolate ice cream, profiteroles, and tiramisu. A strange concoction, but one that worked.

“I’m surprised you can stand,” he said as I got up to visit the lady's.

“Oh, I’m feeling much better.” I smiled as I kissed him on the cheek and then headed to the bathroom. I did feel better, much more awake, alert, and ready to dance the night away.

Sitting on the toilet, a wild rush of excitement filled me. This was my style of perfection. A gorgeous man, a spectacular cruise ship, carb heaven, and delicious delicacies. Wiping, I stood up, pulled up my pants, zipped, button fastened, and felt strangely at ease. As I went to unhook the latch, something crept up inside of me. A sudden need to vomit, there was no time as I turned quickly with my head over the toilet. I wretched, releasing the day's chocolate desert all into the toilet bowl. Burgh. I must have eaten way too much! Cleaning up, I unlatched the door and headed over to the mirror. My face looked pale. I splashed cool water over, rinsed my mouth, and helped myself to the free toothpaste samples by the sink. Minty fresh. That was better. I felt fine, really, my stomach just couldn’t take the amount I’d consumed. I was only mortal, after all.

“Everything okay?” Lucian asked as I walked out of the bathroom.

“Yes, I’m fine. I think I ate way too much, though.” I laughed as he smiled and held my hand.

“Well, where next, mademoiselle?”

“Since when did you speak French?”

“Since I lived there with Lawrence.” He said. I smiled.

“There is so much I don’t know about you.” 

“Ah, but you will. We have immortality together, remember?”

“Yes.” I gripped his hand tighter.

“Would you care to go on a date with me?” Lucian asked.

“Why yes, of course, where to?”

“Oh, the cinema for sure. We haven’t been there yet.” He smiled.

“There’s a cinema?”

“Yes, this ship will surprise you.” He smirked.

“Well, it sounds like a date.” I grinned. “But first, I could do with getting changed.”

“Is that because you smell of sick?” he asked, laughing.

“What?” I said, punching him in the arm. “I do not.”

“Oh, you do.” He said holding his nose. “Super senses, remember?” He grinned.

“Fine. Yes, that’s why. I ate too much chocolate.”

“Err and the rest.” He laughed.

“Hmm.”

As we headed back to the room to change, we stopped beside the balcony. Hordes of passengers fleeted past us, unaware we were even there. “Isn’t it beautiful?” I asked as we stood watching the sunset. The elegance of intertwined tones of light blessed the evening sky before us. We were in the middle of the ocean, in the middle of nowhere, and yet we were everywhere all at once. Red mirrored orange as its hues cast across yellow, embalming its tranquillity with peaceful shades of vibrancy. The wind swirled through my hair as the ship sailed forward and we stood at the back, watching the waves disappear.

Lucian held me in his arms as we both faced the depths of the ocean. Tranquil hues of blue, grey, and green knotted themselves within one another as the white waves crashed behind the sailing ship on its journey.

Lucian stepped to my side, bought his hand to my arm and caressed my skin, smiling, at ease. A tear welled in his eye and I stepped back. Was he okay? Smiling he stepped closer, lifted my chin, bought his lips to my own, and kissed me. It was a patient kiss, a long lasting one, delicate in nature. “I love you, Taylor Lane.” He said as the tear fell from his face. 

“I love you too, Lucian, are you okay?” I asked.

Holding my hand, he fell down on one knee. “I’m more than okay. You’re the beat to my heart, the blood in my body, my voice when it speaks and my soul when it yearns. I am everything because of you. You saved me from more than you’ll ever know. Be mine, Taylor Lane. Marry me and be mine.”

“I...” I paused “I, I love you, Lucian. Of course, I’ll be yours!” I exclaimed, kissing him like there was no tomorrow. He was mine and I was his. He placed the most beautiful ring on my finger; a white gold, luminescent moon-phased ring with princess-cut black diamonds. The diamonds were entwined around the phases of the moon as the white gold braided itself around my ring finger. Beside us, we had gathered quite the crowd. People applauded and patted Lucian on the back while a few of the ladies eagerly engaged in admiration of my ring. Smiling as they walked away, I turned to Lucian.

“I love you,” I said.

“Do you like it?” he asked.

“Do you even need to ask?” I smiled. “It’s stunning, so unique!”

“Just like you.”

It was the happiest I had felt in such a long while. Could this really be happening? I was going to marry the man of my dreams, together forever. It was perfect. He was perfect. “You spoil me.” I said as I smiled.

“Well, it was handmade, I’ve had it a while. The plan was to pull you out of Hell, then propose, so you’d be excessively grateful and couldn’t possibly say no to me.”

“Oh, is that right?” I smirked

“Oh, you know it is, baby.” He winked and kissed me.

“So, does that make me Mrs. Darkwater-to-be?”

“Yes, if you want it to be.”

“Of course.”

“But what about your parents' name?”

“Well, you haven’t asked my dad's permission yet.” I grinned.

“Err...” 

I laughed. “You’ll get to ask him one day, I’m sure.” I smiled. "Plus, I want you to meet Adam and the rest of my people."

“Oh, so they’re your people now?” He smirked.

“Well, Eve’s.” I smiled.

“I’m jesting. I’m not bothered whether you’re called Taylor or Eve, or whatever. It is you, this person, this soul, this you. This is who I want to spend eternity with.”

“As do I with you, Lucian. Our happily ever after starts today.”

“It starts when we hit the bedroom, come on.” He laughed, picking me up and speeding through the passengers, them being blissfully unaware.

We didn’t make it to the cinema that night.
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The morning sun streamed through the open window, heating my body as I lay soaking in the rays, covered in only a bed sheet. Picking the feathers from my hair, I surveyed the mess around me. The bedside lamp was on its side and the duvet had literally been shredded; feathers were scattered everywhere. Housekeeping was going to have fun.

It was really true, I thought as I sat starring at the rock on my finger. We would live an eternity together. Looking around, Lucian had nipped out for breakfast in bed. The perfect start to our newly engaged lives. But today I didn’t fancy rolling around under the sheets, I wanted to go out to celebrate. We were engaged! It called for champagne, a pretty summer dress, and fun to be had. Perhaps dancing and making love under the stars? 

I washed, dressed, and walked in to the sitting area as Lucian walked in. “Morning, beautiful, do croissants sound good?”

“Perfect!”

“What would like to do today?”

“Well, I was just thinking we need to celebrate our engagement.”

“Most definitely. What do you have in mind?” he asked as he walked over and wrapped his arms around my waist.

“Well, that can wait till later!” I said laughing taking a step back. He smirked. “How about we start with bubbly and that cinema date you promised me?”

“Yes, I did, didn’t I?” he said, and I nodded. “Perhaps. Let's de-fluff you first.” He laughed, picking feathers from my hair. Handing me a croissant, he kissed my cheek, and went into the bedroom to get changed.

Looking in the mirror, I applied a little tinted moisturiser and picked the remaining feathers from my chestnut brown hair. After applying my pink lip gloss, I was ready to go. I was never one for fancy make up, heels, or daring clothes and it felt wonderful to find someone that loved me for who I was, not what I looked like.

“Lucian, are you ready?” I called into the bedroom. 

“Yes, I’ll be right out.” He took longer than I did most of the time.

Sitting and waiting by the balcony, I watched the waves flash by. Every movement we made forward expelled the darkness in the past, just like the waves. We were a ship in the darkness, a light in the soulless eyes of nature’s obscure elementals. We were a force to be reckoned with, and when we came together, we brought balance to the universe; both dark and light working in cohesion. 

Lucian walked over and kissed me on the cheek. “Ready, beautiful?” he asked. I smiled, and he took my hand as we walked to the cinema. 

On the way, I took in the sights. So many people with so much love to give. It was sweet to see the bikini clad girl at the bar getting hit on by a guy in sunglasses. Or the parents with the squabbling siblings. That was the kind of family I wanted to have, something real, arguments and all. Caleb and I used to rage over the silliest of things, we knew each other inside and out. Well, he thought he knew me. Hell, I didn’t even know me. Jeez, I missed my kid brother.

“Zombies from Outta Space!”

“Huh?” I asked as we stopped.

“That’s what’s showing.” Lucian said, pointing up at the sign.

“Oh, right, that sounds like fun.” I smiled.

“Indeed. I can say for certain that I have never seen a zombie from out of space. This will be enlightening.” He grinned as I laughed.

We walked in to the vintage cinema. It had been decorated with a red velvet curtain at the base and rows of deep red seats with circular wooden tables in between each set of two.

“This style should never have gone out.” Lucian said. “They had class back then. Now it's just neon signs and scantily clad women.”

“Wow, Lucian, you’re showing your age.” I laughed.

“Yes.” He laughed. “I am.”

We sat towards the back with two sodas and a bucket of sweet popcorn between us. More couples entered and a few lonely solo artists as the curtain drew back and the lights dimmed. Eating popcorn, I lay against Lucian's arm as he placed it around me.

Zombies from Outta Space boomed throughout the cinema. A couple giggled four rows down as the fake round spaceship blasted across the screen. It was clearly a spoof movie, as dead looking corpses trudged out of the ship and began to attack the world's population. It reminded me of the old black and white classics. Lucian groaned, complaining about their unrealistic nature. The deciding factor had to be when he said that brains don’t actually taste that nice so why would they bother. That was time for a sharp exit as the couple in front of us turned around with a horrified look. Giggling like two loved up teenagers, we ran out of the cinema.

Heading back to the room, we stopped off for a plate of sandwiches the buffet cart was serving for the next two hours. We could have stopped and socialised, but we were having too much fun. Lucian walked beside me making zombie noises, trudging along.

As we reached our door, Lucian pulled out the card key, opened the door and yelled “Wait” as he sped in at full speed, leaving me standing there juggling plates of sandwiches. What was up with him? 

Inside the room, I could hear banging and the sound of glass breaking. I juggled the plates and opened the door with the spare card only to see a potted plant fly past and whip into the wall. There in front of me were two people: Lucian and Gabriel.

“Gabriel!” I yelled, placing the plates on the table and running over to greet him. Lucian held back a punch as I ran in between them to hug Gabriel.

“Eve!” he said as he picked me up and hugged me tight.

Lucian stood motionless, wide eyed, mouth open.

Gabriel placed me back on the floor as he held out his hand to Lucian. “Like I was saying, I’m Gabriel, Eve’s Angel.”

“Shit.” Lucian said. “Err...”

“It’s okay. I know you were protecting her, but damn, man, you can throw a punch. She sure built you well!”

“Who?” Lucian asked.

“Lilith, of course.” Gabriel said and smiled.

“Err thanks, I think.” Lucian stumbled.

“It is so good to see you, Gabriel! How’s Adam?”

“Well, that’s what I’ve come to tell you. He’s nervous you’re too close to this.” He said, motioning towards Lucian. “You’ve changed, Eve.”

“What? Wait, what does he mean I’m too close?”

“There’s something different about you, what’s changed?” Gabriel asked.

“Just hold on one minute. Taylor is old enough to make her own life choices.” Lucian said.

“Oh, yes, we know that.” Gabriel said. “What I meant was, Adam found out you went to Enoch, into the hands of darkness itself. He’s scared for you, Eve. We all are.”

“But I’m okay, look.” I said and smiled.

“Yes, maybe so, but you seem different.”

“I’m just happy, that’s all. You and Adam should try it sometime,” I grinned.

He smiled. “I’m glad you’re happy. Perhaps it's best you speak to Adam yourself. We need to get you back up there. She can’t reach you there.”

“But what about Lucian?”

“I can’t take him to the temple, Eve. He doesn’t belong there.” He said, then looked at Lucian. “I’m sorry.”.

“It’s up to you, Taylor.” Lucian said. “You know I’m not strong enough on my own to protect you.”

“No, but with the Darkwaters and Gabriel here we might stand a chance.”

“I can’t allow that.” Gabriel said.

“You can if I order it.” I said.

“Oh, you wouldn’t.”

“I would.”

“Damn you, Eve. You know I must follow orders. Adam's going to be so angry with me.”

“True, but when you’re part of the war effort that saves not only his little sister, but his twin sister Lilith and all of humanity, he may just give you a promotion.” I smiled.

“You have a way with words,” he said, nodding.

“She certainly does.” Lucian said. “We are heading back home now if you would like to meet us there?”

“There’s no time. Haven’t you see this?” he said, pulling out a rolled-up newspaper from London. 

“No,” I said, “What does it say?”

“Don’t you recognise the girl?” he asked.

“She looks familiar.”

“She should. She’s the only other survivor from the subway disaster, besides you and the late Caleb.”

The headline read Four-year-old Maisie Davis found in pieces. Alongside the headline lay a photograph of a crime scene investigations unit working in a taped off area, in what I read as Saint James Park. Shit. Lilith was cleaning up after herself, removing all known survivors, starting at the beginning.

I gritted my teeth, swallowing back the tears. Jeez, she was only four. How could anyone be so evil? I must remain strong. Who could be next? Caleb wasn’t there anymore, Dad neither. I knew I was on the list, but who else? She’d rip everyone I’d cared about to shreds and there wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it. Burgh, my stomach twisted as I held my mouth, dashing for the toilet. Out came the croissants as I couldn’t hold back anymore. Tears streamed down my red face, hands gripped the toilet bowl with force. How dare she do this to me? How dare she kill another innocent little girl? Why did she hate me that much? I hadn’t done anything to her, or had I? It wasn't like I could remember anything from my... from Eve’s past, anyway. For all I knew, I could be the reason her son lay in pieces, scattered around the globe. I wouldn’t put it past me, even Michael seemed afraid of me when he realised who I was.

“Are you okay?” Lucian asked as he walked in and directed me to the sink, splashing cool water over my face.

“Did you read it?”

“Yes, I read it. We have to get home quickly.”

“Do you think the Darkwaters are next?”

“Yes. We were the next people that entered your life.” He said. I gulped.

Gabriel entered the bathroom. “Ah good, you’ve finished vomiting. Now, shall we be off?”

“No, Gabriel. I need to go home. To Elvington.”

“What, why?”

“They’re my family too. I will not run and hide from my sister, or my father, for that matter.”

“You’ll lose, Eve.”

“Win or lose, we fight together.” I said as I held Lucian's hand. “She’s underestimated how powerful we really are."

“It looks like I have, too.” Gabriel frowned. Lucian glared at him. “Right, jump on then.”

“Wait, we have to pack first.”

“No time.”

“What does he mean Taylor? Jump on what?”

“You’ll see,” I said, smirking.

Gabriel shook his feathered wings free and they filled the room. Bowing his head, he walked out to the balcony. “Come on, I don’t have all day.”

I ran forward, dragging a reluctant Lucian behind me.

“I’m not getting on that.” He said squeaking.

Gabriel leant forward and picked me and Lucian up, one in each arm, and took flight into the afternoon sky.

I cannot recall Lucian ever making the noises he made on the journey, or how tightly he held onto Gabriel’s arm for dear life. To say he squealed like a pig would be understating the fact of his fearful angst. If I didn’t love him so much, I’d laugh. Although I laughed anyway, but I still loved him just the same.
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“Enjoying the flight?” Gabriel asked as Lucian gripped his arm tightly.

“No,” he replied. 

That was it, my stomach hurt from laughing so much. Gabriel found him hysterical as he glided over the clouds. The night sky was beautiful, even the darkness had a plus side, I thought, looking at Lucian. Lucian remained quite the rest of the journey, gripping Gabriel hard and closing his eyes tightly. I, on the other hand, loved to fly. Gabriel was hypnotic. His wings brightened even the darkest of places. He was an Angel in every term of the word; a true celestial being. My father had created something so pristine, so perfect, no wonder he didn’t create anything more. He couldn’t have developed a more positive light than the one holding us right now.

“What are you staring at, Eve?”

“Your wings, they’re mesmerising.”

“They should be; they hold the light of the celestial rose inside, the rose your father created for you.” He said. 

“I wish I was such a beautiful creation, like you.”

“You are, Eve. You’re just trapped in the confines of a mortal body. The Eve I knew was godly, her smile beamed across the room like a beacon of hope in the darkest of days. You were worshipped by many.”

Lucian smiled. “Her smile radiates just the same now as it did then,” he said.

“I don’t feel very powerful, or worthy of the title Eve has. God's daughter. It just doesn’t seem real.” I smiled. 

“Well, it is. You had the light swirling around you, just as Adam does. You used the light to do as necessary. For example, if you wanted to fly, it gave you Angel wings just like mine.”

“Really?”

“Yes. Like I said, you taught me how to fly.”

“I did wonder how I managed that. If only I could remember.”

“You will, one day.”

“Err,” Lucian stumbled. “Did you say the confines of her mortal body?”

“Yes.”

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“She will outgrow the need for mortality, her light cannot last in such a confined space. Eventually, she will blossom into her true self.”

“But will she still be, you know, Taylor?”

“Yes, of course, she will carry every memory she has gained, every thought, emotion. Her personality has not changed over the last millennia.”

Lucian breathed a sigh of relief. “That’s good!”

“It is,” I said, “I wouldn’t want to forget this version of me, like I forgot Eve.” I gulped.

“You won’t. You don’t give yourself enough credit. Look around; everything you see lives because of you. You are the saviour, God's daughter, and the all-encompassing vitality that runs through every mortal’s blood. They live because you gave them part of your light. They get to laugh, love, and learn because of you. It’s time you started believing in yourself, Eve.”

I inhaled a deep breath and then slowly let it out. “Thank you.” I said.

Heading over the sea, we reached the white cliffs of Dover. It was time for a short break as Lucian sped off to find breakfast. The sun was rising while I sat beside Gabriel, who was back to his normal mortal size. “It’s strange. You look so human.”

“I’ll say. You try fitting this much brawn inside this tiny morsel of a body. You should have made them bigger, Eve.” He laughed.

I smirked. “I’ll remember that next time.”

Lucian arrived with pastries and coffee. “What’s the joke?” he grinned.

“Well, Gabriel was complaining that humans were too small to fit his brawn into.”

“More like his big head,” Lucian said, laughing.

“Hey, mate, fancy a flight?” Gabriel asked, unruffling his feathers and growing larger than life.

Any colour that Lucian had fled from his face. “Err no. I’m good, thanks.” He said, sitting next to me and offering coffee. “Peace offering.” He said as he offered a cup to Gabriel. 

Gabriel smirked. “This one is too easy to wind up.” He laughed.

I joined in the laughter as Lucian winced and then relented, breaking into a grin..

Sitting on the clifftops, we could see the sunrise over the ocean. It was splendid and richly coloured for the summer sun. Autumn was usually better, full of fall time trees with leaves whisking themselves around the ground, dancing in swirls as they christened the landscape. But summer had its benefits. The hot, crisp weather meant summer dresses and sandals, swimming in the lake, and picnics by the ocean. The three of us sat in silence as we watched the colourful dance of artistry caress the marshmallow clouds. When the sun finally rose, Lucian kissed me on the cheek, stroked my hand, and cleared up, speeding off into the distance.

“We can run from here, Taylor,” he said as he arrived back.

“I’ll bet I’m quicker,” Gabriel said.

“Boys, we need to get there as fast as we can. Lucian, I love you, but we really need to fly.”

“Damn it.” He said “Fine.” He braced himself as Gabriel shook his wings free, grew, and then grabbed us both, soaring into the air. Lucian squealed gripping Gabriel tightly.

“Mate, stop the squeezing. I won’t drop you.”

“Not going to happen, Gabriel,” he said as he gripped tighter.

“Fine.” He swooped through the clouds at a breakneck speed. “We’ll be back soon, if my arm lasts that long.”

I laughed. I felt sorry for Lucian, the plane crash must have really affected him. Did I choose right by asking him to fly again? Did that make me a horrible person? But then, if we didn’t fly, we’d be looking at a day of running rather than a few hours of flying. We had to warn the Darkwaters before it was too late.

Finally, we hit York. I recognised the cathedral and the cobblestone square the violinist played in. What happened to my abilities? Every so often I could smell the roses, every now and again I could feel my body heating up, but it seemed as if I have no control over them anymore. Perhaps it was because I was reborn, everything was reset. I would need to speak to Lawrence about that. I wasn't exactly a saviour right now, I was more of a liability. Who knew when my lava core would ignite and severe the hand that held us? Gabriel’s wings would be crispy, as well as the rest of him too. But then last time I blasted Lucian, my light had taken over and healed him. If it could heal him, perhaps it could heal others? Perhaps I could be the hero after all, make my mother proud. She always had such hopes for me.

“It’s there,” Lucian exclaimed. Gabriel swooped down to the ground and shook his wings away, shrinking back to a mortal size. Lucian leapt off, releasing Gabriel’s grip on him. “Shit. I never want to do that again!” he said, gulping. His body was so tense it could snap at any moment.

“Okay, we won’t.” I smiled. “We’re home now. You did well.” I said.

“Hmm.” He grimaced, walking over and kissing my forehead. “I still hate you right now.” He smirked.

“I hate you, too.” I said, grinning and planting a sloppy kiss on his lips. 

“Burgh, it’s like working with Michael,” Gabriel said.

I laughed.

“Who’s Michael?”

“Oh, he’s another Angel. He was meant to protect me, but after the subway explosion, he presumed I was dead and went to Vegas, impregnating women.” I said.

“He sounds like Harland.” Lucian said.

I laughed. “Yes, I suppose he does!”

“Let’s go home,” Lucian said.

We had landed beside the Christmas tree plantation, right at the start of Elvington. I remembered Rowena showing me this way as we drove to York the year before. If only I knew what was in store for me then! It was quite a walk back home, but then again, where was home? It wasn't like my dad or Caleb were there. 

My eyebrows dropped, my smile tilted downwards. “Where is home?” I asked.

“Oh, I’m sorry Taylor, I didn’t think. Your home is wherever you want it to be. If you would like to come to the mansion, you can. Or if you would prefer your own space for a while at your dad’s house, then that’s okay too.” Lucian said.

“Okay, I... I don’t know.” I paused, my mind a mish-mash of thoughts. “Can we go to my dad’s to look around and fetch a few things? Then perhaps, go home with you?”

“Of course.” He said smiling.

“It’s just my mum's locket is there and a few of my dad and brother’s things.  I don’t want to leave it all behind.”

“No, and you don’t have to. We can do a little bit each day, if you want, or wait until you’re ready. We have all the time in the world. I’m right here by your side.” He said, taking my hand.

My cheeks heated as my eyes welled up. Tears threatened to fall, but no, I needed to be strong. It wasn’t just about me. We had to go back to make sure my other family was okay. Wiping my eyes, I sniffled. Back straight, arms tense, I looked Lucian in the eye and said, “Come on then, I’ll race you.” And I laughed and ran ahead.

Lucian sped past as Gabriel flew above. I was clearly last and had no chance at beating either of them. Lucian slowed to a stop to wait for me to catch up. Gabriel had flown miles ahead as I hopped on Lucian's back.

We raced through the country roads and down by the river bed. He knew all the shortcuts. We headed back to my street with my dilapidated country home standing high at the top of the road. It bought back so many memories. I missed my family so much.

Gabriel swooped past, face fallen, wings singed with fire. He came to a stumbling landing as he mis-stepped and fell in a mess beside us. “They’re already here.” 

“Shit, what happened?” Lucian asked as I patted Gabriel’s smoking wings. 

“Eve, we have to leave, it’s not safe for you here.”

“Why? Are you okay?” I said eyeing up the bloodstained leg.

“I’ll heal. Lilith’s army are already rising. There isn’t much time. We have to go.”

Standing before my home, I looked up. “I’ll be right back.”

“I can’t wait,” Gabriel said. “Lilith’s taking the mortals, we have to go. You’re not safe.”

“Damn it,” Lucian said, "Come on, he’s right. We’ve got to get back to the mansion."

“No, jeez, I need two minutes.”

“There’s no time!” Gabriel said, picking me up, wings drawn and ready to fly.

“Put me down this instant!” I demanded. He wouldn’t listen. “Damn it, Gabriel! I order you!”

“What? Eve, please, I need to get you to safety.”

“No, you need to get Adam and bring the celestial guard, the people need our protection.” I said, he pulled back. “Now, Gabriel, now!” And off he swooped, high into the sky, heading right back up to Elysium to fetch my big brother and save the day. Hell, to save the world.

“Taylor, we’ve got to move now!”

“Two minutes, Lucian, please.”

“Damn you, Taylor. Okay, make it quick. I’ll keep guard.”

I ran inside, the house was a tip. Clearly someone had been here and had turned it upside down. The hell hole in the kitchen floor still gaped open. It was a wonder they didn’t do themselves an injury roaming around the place. Jeez, what if something rises out of there again? I shuddered. Grabbing my rucksack from the floor, I headed upstairs to my room. That was where it had happened. Shit, it was where I killed my dad. Reality hit hard. My body shook as I wept uncontrollably, falling to the floor. How the heck am I supposed to do anything to save anyone? All I ever do is hurt people. My family are testament to that.

Come on, Taylor, pull yourself together. You’ve got this. Mum should have been there, she always knew what to do. She would sit me down, wipe away my tears, and hug me tight. We’d count to ten together and breathe, slowly and deeply, and by the end of it, I was calm once again. She had a way with words. I wanted to grow up like her, be her. But there was no chance for that anymore.

Wiping my tears, I stood up. Come on, get a grip. Looking around, I found my jewellery box broken on the floor. The ballerina had been snapped off. I picked it up and the spring rotated round and round, whirring a terrible tune as it lost the will to live. My mum’s locket, where is it? It had to be here somewhere. The room was a mess; drawers emptied, pictures pulled down, even the wardrobe had been pushed on its side. 

Scouring under the clothes, I found some jewellery. Nothing too important so I kept looking. Then I found my baby bracelet, an old gift from afar. Mum never knew who sent it. So I picked that up and pocketed it, ready to go. Then, there it was, slid under the bed and out the way. Grabbing it, I jumped up and piled a few handfuls of clothes into the rucksack. I ran into Caleb’s room and picked up Mr. Socks, his old brown bear that wore his baby socks from when he was a mere infant. Caleb’s room was just as bad. His telescope was smashed, his books were ripped, and his old computer was trashed. He would have been gutted. Who did all of this?

Time passed quickly as I searched for anything that I might want to keep. It was a tough call, really. I wanted to keep it all. I needed to hold on to any reminder of them. Heading into Dad's room, I found his favourite watch, he had taken it off just before I zapped him. The last time he wore it he was happy, healthy, and whole. My lip quivered. No, don’t start that again. I have to be strong!

Heading down the stairs, there it was, my favourite picture on the mantelpiece next to my dad’s car keys and a fruit bowl. I’m not sure why we had a fruit bowl, considering it was only ever used for keys and mail. I doubted it ever saw an apple or a pear. Saving the framed picture, I opened the door expecting to see Lucian. Instead, the porch was empty, no Lucian in sight. Where could he have gone? Shit! What was that? A loud bang rippled the ground as the house shook, barely remaining on its four legs. 

The noise came from the right, past the field, towards the woods. Who is that? Stepping out into the porchlight, I could see two familiar faces being carted off by god knows what. Was it... it couldn’t be! The twins; Emma and Jake. I’d recognise that wild blond hair anywhere. Who was that with them? A row of people marched along, being pushed forward by what looked like fire Demons. They reminded me of Seine, just not as large. Jeez, there must be at least thirty people there, half of them I knew from the academy. Where were they heading? Crap, what could I do? I couldn't just let Lilith’s guards take them. There had to be something I could do.

A hand gripped my mouth as I threatened to scream. Lucian jumped to face me, removing his hand, shushing me as we hid behind the rose bushes. “Lucian, it’s the twins.” I whispered.

“I know. Half the school has been taken!”

“We have to save them, Lucian! Shit, they have Rowena, too. Look!” Rowena was walking towards the row of victims with two guards behind her. “Quick, Lucian, we have to go before they take her!” I said as I ran out to save my friend.

“Taylor, NO!” Lucian cried. Too late. I’d already left our hiding place.

“Rowena!” I screamed as I ran towards her, trying to grip my sigil to save her.

Lucian sped past me, picked me up, and ran in the opposite direction towards the woods.

“Lucian, put me down!” I cried as I could see Rowena turn and a fog of gloom envelop her. 

“That’s not Rowena!” he yelled.

“Guards!” Rowena screamed with the wail of a banshee’s voice. “Bring them to me!”

The guards did as they were told, running after Lucian and me, full speed ahead. They were gaining on us. How was that possible? “Lucian quick!” I yelled as my heart beat faster, my breath shorter, and my body tensed, ready for a fight.

Rowena stood encased in a swirling mist of darkness, her cheery attitude diminished, her red hair soaked by the rain that glazed her surroundings. Coming back to Elvington should have been easy; it was home, after all. But standing there in the woods, staring into those eyes, I could see the tragedy I’d left behind. My best friend was a monster, deformed through the will of another, wrapped in the shell of immortality as she wielded the weapon of thought. How could such a beautiful soul be so easily turned, changed by the pure nature of sin? But what sin could a tragic, lost soul commit? One as rosy as Rowena? One as chirpy, beloved, and delicate as she? She had succumbed to the darkness, accepted her fate, and willingly let Lilith take her. But why?

Without a second thought, Lucian ran through the woods, but it was too late. One of the guards caught us and pulled me right back off Lucian's shoulder. I landed hard against a tree. I held my head, vision dizzy with an obvious concussion. There was no saving me, I could hardly stand. But I saw enough to see my Lucian be beaten down by six guards. Head pounding, I reached forward, bloody hand clambering at the tree roots beside me. “Lucian,” I spoke, aching to get a word out. It was too late. Lucian was in a pile on the ground. Bloody, cold, and lifeless. Rowena walked through the opening as she laughed at my distress. 

“Hello there, old friend.” She grinned with a huge, toothy smile. “Why, haven’t you been busy!” she said, laughing. She came over and stroked my hair, tasting the blood that coated her pale hand. “Mmm, tastes good. She said you’d taste good.”

“What did she do to you?” I asked.

“Why, she removed my pain, love. She removed it all.” She laughed, callously, like a hyena. 

“Oh look, isn’t this pretty,” she said, lifting my hand to inspect my ring. “Why, I’m sure Lilith will love this ring. Cut it off.” She demanded to the guard beside her.

I screamed, pulling my hand away. Three guards held me down.

“I suggest you stay still, my lovely, else they might miss then oops, no hand for Taylor.” She said as she put her hand to her mouth and laughed.

Bracing myself, there was nothing I could do. “Wait, I’ll give it to you.” I said as the guard drew his dagger. Rowena nodded at the guard as he knelt and cut my ring finger right off. I screamed, the pain was unbearable, blood loss inevitable. 

“Oops, too late. Oh look, isn’t it shiny?” She wiped it, suckling the end of my dismembered finger. “Aww, isn’t that Lucian I see? Is he sleeping?” she said as she walked over to him and stroked his hair. “He’s a little bloody, too. Oh well. He won’t do.” She said as she gripped his head and twisted his neck. Snap. The noise echoed in the woods of lost hope. She had killed him. He was dead. Technically, he was dead before. But could he awaken from a snapped neck? How would that work? Either way, I was alone. Bloody, cold, and losing blood fast. There was no-one left to save me anymore.

Mouth wide open, I screamed. Tears streamed down my eyes. “Who the fuck are you?” 

“Why, you know who I am, my lovely.” She giggled. “Oh, look, you’re bleeding to death. That won’t do.” She laughed “Guard, seal her stump.” She demanded. What did that mean? The guard knelt, gripped my hand, and ignited the stumpy finger with its lava core. The stench of burning flesh serrated the air. Pain flooded through me like a tsunami engulfing the landscape. A roar of everlasting anguish collided with the screams of a broken child. It singed, burned the wound, killed the flesh, and stopped the bleeding. Wailing, I passed out from the pain, falling into the arms of the fire Demon beside me.
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CHAPTER 28: TAYLOR
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As I awoke, I realized I was lying in the street. Threads of wet grass gyrated at my fingertips, all remaining nine of them. The wind bustled through my hair. Leaves swirled in a symphony beside me as I sat motionless, silently watching. The pain from my black stump was eased by the abundant adrenaline that pulsated through my heart. There was no way out of the cage in my mind. Somehow, she had locked me up. I had no control over my body anymore as I screamed inside at the bars that incarcerated me. What had she done to me? Teeth clenched, shoulders raised, I fought. 

Elvington was in flames, old country homes smoked with ignited corpses littering the streets. Looking around, she had killed the weak, the old, and the frail and taken the healthy, robust, and strong. The view ahead was a travesty. Somewhere so beautiful was turned to such darkness. Zombified humans roamed the streets, gnawing at the dead. It was clearly the waste products of society, experiments gone wrong, brainless and dead, living only by their will to survive. It had to be her doing. She had turned it into a scene from a macabre movie, changing the living into a walk with the dead. Where had everyone gone? What had happened in our absence? It had only been three months. Where were the Darkwaters? I had to reach them. I needed to head to the mansion. There had to be survivors. But then I was stuck, held motionless by my best friend as I succumbed to the mind's quicksand she held me in.

There had to be a way out of this, some way to gain control. Push through it Taylor, keep trying. You’re all they have. Nails gritted the soil as I held on for dear life. Raw cheeks ached as the wind blasted its breeze across them, swallowing as the salty taste of tears slipped over my taste buds. 

“RISE!” she ordered. My body obeyed.

Standing tall, I tried to resist, tried to pull back, to stop her before she had the chance. The world caved in around me, suffocated my body as I screeched for a breath. I couldn't do this, she couldn't make me. My fingernails dug into each hand as I resisted with everything I could. My face was torn, body trembled; I couldn’t focus. As I stood, the street blurred as a sickness rose to my throat. She had an iron will and was stronger that I could ever be.  There were no possibilities anymore, nothing left to achieve. I was going to kill my friends and there was nothing anyone could do about it.

Jessie and Pearce knelt beside me. Black mascara ran down Jessie’s face as she blubbered, her summer dress muddy and torn. Pearce was silent, fangs bared, but even with his strength, he was no match for Rowena.

“Rowena, you don’t have to do this!” I pleaded.

“SILENCE!” she demanded. My lips tightened as my teeth clenched shut.

“PICK UP THE KNIFE.” She boomed, giggling, applauding her skills as a puppeteer. I did as I was told.

Jessie sobbed harder. Pearce roared to release himself. There was nothing. No chance either of them could move a muscle unless Rowena willed it so. She was the puppet master and we were the puppets for her to play with. 

Sweat poured as I pushed with all my might. Straining, I yelled. But only thoughts passed through my mind. My lips were still clenched shut. “Let me go!” I screamed, but nothing came out. My hands remained clasped on the handle as I shook, trembling, clutching the knife with all my might. Fear gripped my backbone as I closed my eyes tightly, wincing at what she’d do next. 

The next few moments were an automated blur. Flashbacks swept through me as I stared down at my crimson hands. My mum in her summer dress flying through the subway carriage, crushed and covered in blood, just like Jessie. What had I done? Why couldn’t I stop her? She had ordered me, pushed me forward as I screamed to be set free. My lips remained closed, My hands clammy. I stepped forward like she ordered me to. Jessie had knelt, sobbing, pleading for mercy. Yet my cold, hard face gave none. I was enchained, my soul wrapped in barbed wire as I stood before my victim.

“NOW!” she demanded. I obeyed. 

Swinging my arm down, the blade ruptured her neck, popping as it punctured her skin. Blood spurted out from her carotid artery, covering me and Pearce in the process.

“AGAIN, AGAIN, AGAIN!” she demanded. I obeyed.

One, two, three more times. I stabbed my friend through the neck, the chest, the arm and the stomach as I knelt beside her slumped body. Jessie gurgled as her body puddled before me. And as I saw Jessie's summer dress crimson with fresh blood, I knew, I was a murderer again, corrupted by chaos, turned by my best friend, and succumbed to the darkness. There was no saving my soul. The end was coming, we’d all felt it. I just hadn't realised the final blow would be dealt through her.

Rowena laughed, her blackened eyes rolling in her head and wide mouth ecstatic like a joker as she fell down, howling in laughter. She was insane, lost her mind, her marbles rolled away as she entered the abysmal life she’d chosen. Her shadelings dashed past her to siphon the last of Jessie away. There was no end to the misery. There was no peace to my annihilation. Rowena commanded me and the only way she would let me go is if I killed her in the process. Could I voluntarily kill my friend? My best friend, whose only flaw was to take the easy option, to agree for Lilith to use her, but for what? What would possibly make Rowena agree to something like that? Granted, she would never have thought it would come to this. And somewhere there, deep inside, she would be screaming to be let out just as I was. She was as much a victim as I had become, as Jessie was. 

It had to be, it could only be. The leverage Lilith had on Rowena was Ricky. I hadn’t seen him since I’d been back. Then again, the whole of Elvington was in ruins, so I doubt I’d see anyone again. She had to have taken Ricky. Rowena would give herself to spare his life. It had to be that.

Laughing hysterically, her grip over me eased. I had to make a run for it, there was no other choice. But what about Pearce? I had to try and save him at least. Would he ever forgive me? No. I wouldn’t if someone killed my Lucian, even if it was against their will. I’d eternally see them stabbing and stabbing until death repented their sins. No matter whose control I was under, there was no helping me now. Still, he was my friend. Even if it meant he may kill me, I had to save him. Or at least try.

Pushing through the lessened grip, my bloody hand dropped the knife and reached down to my sigil. Pure control flashed before my eyes. Clarity ensued me as I stood tall and blasted Rowena across the street, knocking her out cold against a lamppost. 

“Run!” I yelled as Pearce broke free. His fangs glared at me as he picked up Jessie’s body and sped off towards the Darkwater mansion.

Following slowly behind him, I took in the tragedy of the situation. Where were all the survivors? A whole town could not just vanish, decimated through the hands of a sinful catastrophe. There were over one thousand people living in the town, it was impossible for them all to disappear. Had Lilith taken them? Enrolled them into the darkness, just as she had with Rowena? There were men, women, and children there. What about the children? They had to be holed up in the old elementary school back on Georges Avenue. It was only two streets down, I could make it there, double check. What if they were in hiding? Kids could squeeze into the smallest of places. If I could save just one, then Jessie's death would mean something. It had to mean something. 

Turning the corner, I crossed the barren street. There it was, its doors chained up. No lights on and no fire or smoke in sight. That had to be a good sign, surely? The looming building stood before me as I checked the windows and doors. No chance, they were securely locked. Perhaps around the back? Wet grass squelched underneath me as I ran around, looking for a way in. The thing was, if I found a way in, then that meant the monsters could find a way in. What if they’re holed up in there, crying for their mummies as they wept the tears of innocence and passed on to the realm of the dying, sickly, and dead? All it would take would be one of Lilith’s creatures to find them. There would be carnage and devastation. I couldn’t not look. I had to be sure.

Breaking a side window, I lifted myself in. The corridor was dark, dirty, and damp. It stunk of urine as I passed a kid’s bathroom with overflowing toilets. Sewage swept across the tiled floor. Stepping around it, I wrinkled my nose. The corridor ahead lay in darkness. Only dimly lit by the sunlight streaming through a window further down. A rustling echoed in my eardrum as I stopped dead in my tracks. There was something in there with me. My body ignited, vision focused, hearing strengthened. Clarity streamed through my body as adrenaline surged. Survival instincts took over It was now or never. I had to face it, before it came at me.

Running at full speed, I flickered through the window light and slid into the side room. Something snarled in the corner as a little girl screamed. The classroom smelt of death with the ripe corpses hat littered the floor. Broken children were laid out like ragdolls. Something used the area as its feeding ground and it was still there, snarling and hungry. The ground shuddered as the weight of a monster rushed against it. My entrance had alerted it, perhaps more so than the frightened girl's cries. 

If it were plausible to merge a simple house spider with a blow fly and then multiplied its size, then that would have been the result. A silken strand of web shot past me as the gigantic creature slid down from the ceiling above. Eight legs scuttled across the floor, its piercing eyes ripped through my comfort zone as I screamed like a little girl who had always been afraid of spiders. Arachnophobia is no joke, especially in the realm of mortality. I cursed the day I ever came up with spiders. The thing must have been five foot tall as it scurried towards me. Its brittle wings gleamed in the light of the darkening sky as outside the sunset dimmed through the clouds and shadows threatened to take over.
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I HAD TO REACH THE girl, but the only way through was past the legs of the terrifying creepy crawly. There was no way I was going near that thing. There had to be a plan B. Jeez, I couldn't stop shaking. It was either my body's reaction to coming down from an adrenaline rush or the damn creation before me. I’d guess at a bit of both. I needed clarity now, there was no other way. I had the willpower of a bull, especially since I was cornered. I didn’t fancy waiting around to see what Lilith’s newbie had in store for me. Slamming my fist on my sigil, I exhaled exponentially. My mind cleared as my senses quietened. I could now listen, think, feel and see better. Concentration came naturally as I inhaled my next breath. Seeing the pattern ahead, I knew what had to be done. Exhaling, I fell to the floor, pushed away from the wall, and skidded under the spider and through its terrifying legs. Jumping up as it turned, I inhaled, grabbed the girl, and hauled ass out of there. As we reached the end of the corridor, the girl shrieked. Turning around, the insectile monster was almost on top of us. 

“RUN!” 

Turning back, I pulled the child along, hopped up on the counter, and lifted her up and out of the window. I couldn’t have planned it any better. Still running on adrenaline and sigil strength, I pushed her out, free and to safety. As I started to crawl out, the little schoolgirl turned to face me, giggling. What was she doing? Then I realised the snarling, spiders don’t snarl. People do. She picked up a shard of glass and plunged it into my hand. Finally I focused on her face, I hadn’t really looked before. I had just grabbed her in the darkness and pulled her free from the silken spider. If only I’d looked. The sweet little girl was clearly a mutation, a chilling doll with a pale face. She was like one of those creepy porcelain dolls I used to get for Christmas. She looked human, but her glass eyes and wide mouth gave her away. Inside her mouth were rows of serrated teeth. She was clearly the cause of all the bodies. 

Jeez, I didn’t see that one coming. Falling backwards, I landed before the spider, screaming. I had no chance. I was doll bait, spider bait, or even worse, a mixture of both. It was as though someone read my mind in the horror film category. Two scary films, one catastrophic ending. I was screwed either way. No matter how much I wriggled, how loud I screamed, no-one could hear me. I’d taken the path to save children. Lilith must have known me well when sending her minions out to get me. The spider encased me in silk as the kid used her enormous strength to lift me out of the window and into a well of despair. What was once playing fields, bandstands and football pitches, was now an ignited black mass of death. Hundreds of mutations stood around the barren landscape.
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CHAPTER 29: LUCIAN
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“Taylor?” 

Shit. Where was she? This bloody place! I knew I should have whizzed her out of there. But no, I had to be all loved up and follow her like a sheep and now look at the mess we were in. Damn, I feel like I’ve been in a fight with a hellhound. My bloody neck... it was going to take weeks to ease that suffering. There weren’t enough painkillers in the world to help my dead body. Bloody hell, where was she? She had better be alright. They better not have hurt her.

Searching the woods, I backtracked, heading over to her house. It was empty. Where had everyone gone? There were hordes of people earlier. Why was it so dark? How long was I out? Shit. Fuck. This was not good, this really wasn’t good!

“Taylor!” I yelled. “Taylor, damn it, answer me!”

Where the hell was she? There had to be a quicker way to search than just yelling. I needed help. Lawrence would know what to do.

Speeding towards the mansion, I spied a few humans scratching around for food. Except they didn’t seem quite as normal and boring as they were before. For one thing, they could see me as I sped by. No mortal could see me when I used my abilities. What had Lilith done to them? They were things now, in between human and mutation, scuttling around for a reason to keep on living, morsels of their previous existence. 

The mansion came into sight as I sped up the country road between the louring trees and old street lamps. “Lawrence!” I yelled, speeding up to the front door. “Lawrence!”

Pearce opened the door, yelling. “Where the fuck is she?” he screamed as he ran up and knocked me down.

“What? Get the hell off me, man, I haven’t got time for this.”

“What, you haven’t got time? Where were you when my girl was killed? Where were you when your girl drove a knife into the heart of my girl? Where the fuck were you?” he screamed, throwing punches. 

“Shit.”

“Shit. Exactly. I don’t know how to save her, Lucian,” he sobbed.

“Where is she?”

“In here,” he said, pulling me into the mansion. Running in, crowds of people huddled together; some I knew, some I didn’t. 

“Over here,” Lawrence demanded. “Quickly, there’s no time.”

I bit open my wrist and filled her mouth with blood. Her body was cold. Had it been too long?

“What now?” Pearce said, crying. “Why isn’t she getting up?”

“It can take time, Pearce, give her time. She has to choose to come back.”

“Please, Jessie, please come back.” Pearce begged as he knelt beside her, holding her hand, rocking. “Please honey. I love you. Please, it’s not too late.” He howled. “Please don’t let it be too late.”

Tears welled in my eyes. Shit. I hoped she was okay. I walked over and placed a hand on Pearce’s shoulder. “Give her time.” I said.

I turned and walked over to Lawrence. “What’s happening?”

“We hoped you could tell us that. Have you seen anything?” Lawrence asked.

“Nothing that could be of any help. All I’ve seen is darkness.”

“That’s disconcerting.”

“Yes. Where is Taylor? Why did she do that to Jessie?” Lawrence asked.

“I don’t know. That’s why I’ve come here. I need help searching for her.”

“Pearce said Rowena had her, she controlled her, but then Taylor broke free and fled.”

“So, she’s still out there. We have to find her before Rowena does.”

“It looks like Rowena did quite the number on you, too.” He said, checking my neck. 

“It’ll heal.”

“You’re lucky, Lucian.” He paused in thought. “But you’re right, we can’t let Rowena take Taylor. Not only because she’s family, but also because she’s Eve, the most powerful being on this Earth. You do know that, don’t you?” he asked, eyeing me as I responded.

“Yes, Lilith told me, then Taylor did. But she doesn’t remember much and has no control over any of her abilities anymore.”

“It must have happened when she was reborn,” he said. I nodded. “You say you saw Lilith?” I nodded. “How was she?”

“She stabbed me.”

“Ah, she’s still the same Lilith then.”

“Sadly, yes.”

“Probably best we steer clear of her and end all this mess before it happens.”

“Have you looked outside lately? It’s already happening!” I said.

“Yes, but it’s confined to Elvington so far. Harland said he saw Gabriel, he’s bringing in reinforcements. We just need to wait.”

“We can’t wait, what about Taylor?”

“Harland’s out there now, tracking her with his pack.”

“He is? Thank you. I’ll head out to join them.”

The door blasted open. Harland walked in. “Too late mate,” he said as he threw the corpse of a fire Demon on the floor. 

Lawrence frowned. “Watch the rug, Harland! These pack animals have no respect.” He muttered, heading out of the room.

“What do you mean too late?”

“I heard you from outside. She’s gone mate. They took her through some portal thing.”

“What! When?”

“About fifteen minutes ago. I caught one of the Demons that had you both earlier. Do you remember what happened?”

“After being pummelled, no.”

“That’s probably a good thing.”

My brow creased. “Why?” I asked.

“I could hear her screams from the lake, mate. I tried to get there but when I arrived you were out cold, and she was gone.”

“Gone where?”

“I don’t know, but that guard had this.” He said, passing me a bloody piece of cloth. 

I opened it slowly and my stomach clenched. Did I want to know what was inside? Unwrapping it, the shape felt familiar. I didn’t need to ask. I knew what it was without even looking. But I had to see, had to confirm it. Unravelling it, her finger dropped out, caressing my hand with her pretty pink nail polish and moon-phased engagement ring.  Dried blood coated it as it lay dead, cold, and rotting.

My whole body tensed. What the fuck had they done to her? My eyes creased, lips pursed. They would pay for this. I’ll kill every fucking one of them. Fists clenched, I lashed out and punched a hole through the wall. The room fell silent, all eyes on me. Elisha walked over, leaving three girls behind.

“What is it?” she asked.

“It’s Taylor.” I said, tears streaming down my cold, dead face.

“What?” Nic shouted, running over, his boyfriend in tow.

“I’ll kill them!” Julian boomed from the back of the room. He stomped out with a flow of jagged icicles embedded in the wall behind him. The front door slammed; he was out for blood.

“Shit, Luci,” Joey said, appearing with the kid. “Sorry mate, she was a good one.” He put his arm around my head, pulling me in. “We’ll find her mate, then you can sew it back on.”

“Err thanks. I’m glad you made it here.”

“Hey, Mr. Fang.”

“Hey, kid.”

Joey let me go and Elisha pulled me in. “Come on, we can go and look.”

“Harland said they’d taken her with the others, through a portal. I can only presume she’s in Enoch again.”

“Fuck. I hate that place.” Harland said, walking over.

“Don’t we all.” Elisha said. 

“But if she’s there, Lucian, we’ll go get her.” Nic said, patting me on the back.

“Who’s the new man?” I asked, looking up at the guy he had in tow.

“It ain’t the best timing for introductions, man,” Nic said.

“It’s okay, I’m glad you’ve found someone. You were beginning to get annoying all alone.”

“Ha Ha.” Nic pulled the new guy forward. Blond waves met rich blue eyes and tanned skin. “This is Jayden.”

“Is he normal?” I asked. I couldn’t exactly trust my instincts. I was a mess of emotions and liable to succumb to killing every living creature in the world.

Nic smiled.

Jayden smiled. “Yes, I am.” He said. "But I know about you all. I’ve been watching you for a while.”

“Huh?”

“I’m a hunter.”

“What the fuck, man?” Joey piped in. “No fucker told me there was a hunter in this ere grand establishment.”

“Really?” I asked Nic, “Come on. Nic, a hunter?”

“Hey, I’m not working right now. I came up here because I heard about the beast attack. Then I met Nic. I actually thought he was a beast until he turned back into human form.”

“Oi, I was a bear at the time, Jay.” He gripped Jayden’s hand.

“Okay, a bear. I nearly shot you.”

“Aren’t you glad you didn’t?” Nic smiled, Jayden turned and kissed him in return.

“Fuck, now you’re kissing a hunter? This world has gone fucking mad.” Joey said, walking off. 

I nodded. Now how did we find Taylor?
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CHAPTER 30: TAYLOR
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Where was I? I came to in the darkness, unable to see the light. Living in a nightmare was a horror within itself. Hell felt like it’d be somewhere to cherish at the moment. What was in the darkness around me? My mind roared as I heard movement in the abyss. 

I remembered when Hell was created, a moment in history to enchain those that turned to evil, giving them an eternity of suffering. It felt right at the time, justice had been served. Especially after father turned over to the dark side And Adam and I had to get a handle on things. It became so black and white; humans were either good or evil, there was no in-between. If the scales slipped to the dark side, they were damned for an eternity. Broken souls forever twisting in torment.

For me, nothing seemed worse at the moment than my own devilish imagination purring thoughts through my mind. I couldn't be here, I needed to get out. But my body was stuck, fixated in position as my eyes closed and passing moments fled through my mind. Reliving the torturous memories frightened me, my body stiffened, claustrophobically stationary. Don’t think about them, move past them. But what could be worse right now than reliving Caleb’s death? Mum's death? Killing my father again? Seeing Lucian's neck snapped? Killing Jessie in cold blood? I had a long list of shit that weighed against me. The darkness had tainted my heart and it didn’t feel like there was a lot of good left in it. It was just a ploy, a way into my head, the opposite of the light room in Elysium. It had to be. I remembered from my visit to Enoch earlier that she liked mind games. Hell, Rowena was a prime example of that, with her twisted complexion that resembled the Joker from Batman. What was she thinking?

Even my mind wasn’t secure, nothing left to hold onto as I felt like my private life was made public. She’d entered my whole life trying to find a way in, anyway to torture me until I ceased to exist. Instead of physical pain, she chose this, and what a good choice she’d made. She gave me a past memory in which I awoke in a cave, chained to the wall, damp and dirty. The chains were rusted, built into the walls. I remembered the place. I knew the horror that lay in wait. Today was the day I lost my brother. My eyes focused further, there he was, curled in the corner, bloodied and beaten, fighting away his inner demon as the Beast bled him dry. My little brother was the young age of eleven when he was taken. Such a short, innocent life to live. He hadn’t really lived, though. He’d lost his mum young, and now he was about to lose his own life, and later his dad's. Life was cruel to Caleb, life was a shitstorm on heat, and I knew what happened next.

The Beast entered. Jeez, I never wanted to see that thing's face again. It stomped over to Caleb and stabbed him in his thigh. I screamed. I couldn't watch it again, couldn't live through it. I was out of control. There was nothing I could do to help.

Remember, Taylor, remember it isn’t real.

Caleb screamed in agony, twitching as his body spasmed from the poison taking over. I couldn't see it. Hands clammy, tears welling up, I bit down on my lip. I couldn't see it again. He was too young. He was only a boy, just a child. Take me, damn you, kill me instead. His distress broke my heart as I pulled closer and closer, bracing my feet against the wall, trying to pull the chains free. I needed to get to him, hold him close, take away his pain. If he could hold on for a little while longer, I knew Adam would come. He would save the day. Just a little longer, Caleb, please kid, please hold on.

“Taylor!” he shrieked, the excruciating pain reverberating in his voice. He held out his hand to me as the Beast tossed it away, keeping us close enough to see each other, but far enough away not to touch. Claws grew out of the poor kid’s hands, my brother, the monster, as he ripped away his own flesh and blood, screaming in agony.

Writhing in pain, with broken limbs and bloodied skin, he crawled his way over to me, begging for mercy. But it wasn’t just Caleb anymore, it was the Beast in him taking over. He wailed and withered as I pulled him next to me. Gripping his broken body with my legs, I tried to offer any kind of comfort I could. He pleaded for help, screamed, as he tore his own face apart. 

I closed my eyes. I couldn’t face looking at him anymore; his poor mutilated face. He pleaded and begged for an ending. I held him tighter as he lashed out with his claws. I needed my arms free, needed to hold him. Instead, I was chained in pain, ignoring every slash he made. I forgave his every attempt at biting me out of agony and anguish. I couldn’t save him. My little brother was dying the most disturbing of all endings and I could not do a damned thing about it. I couldn’t even summon the power to end his life, to save his soul, to ease his pain as I felt him jerk violently, gargling on his own blood, choking the life out of him. His heart slowed, and his breathing faltered as he gradually let go of me, twitching. I gripped him tighter and he died the pain of a thousand deaths that day, and with him, part of me died, too.

I was sobbing uncontrollably as the Beast laughed, picking Caleb up like a ragdoll and throwing him into the corner like trash. Wailing for it all to end, I had kept my eyes closed. Darkness came, the scene went black, and I shook in fear of what would come next. 

The next story, I couldn’t remember. Not quite, anyway. In the next story, I was a twelve-year-old girl giving birth to a son. I remembered the time, I remembered holding him as he came. I also remembered dying because of him. It wasn’t his fault, it was the times, the paranoia that stripped the nation back then. That memory was the day I died a virgin mother.

In another life, at such a tender age, it was frowned upon to mate with another before marriage. The year was 1693. The year of peasants, poverty, and broken promises. Salem was at unrest; many innocent females were accused of witchcraft. I was the child of a pauper, rich in nothing but love. But love came too quickly as my daddy was strung up for raising a witch and my child was cast out as a Demon, slaughtered by pigs. No-one believed I was innocent. No one recognised the fact that I was born a virgin and died one. No-one wanted to listen as I pleaded for mercy from the inquisitor.  My child was a gift from God. He spat at my god and said I was a fool. No god would allow a child to bare another child. Only Satan himself took children in their sleep. The high priest screamed betrayal and the make-shift court screamed justice. And, as I marched to my own death, I could hear my baby crying, screaming for his mummy. Where was he? What were they doing to him? I cried, pulling at my roped cuffs. Leave him alone! 

The men marched me to my death, but before I died, they allowed me to see my baby boy one last time as the pigs tore him apart. I died twice that day; once as a grieving mother and the second burned at the stake. But as I finally withered, my light triumphed, fled through the fire and ignited the village. Blasting my light across the realm, I took every mortal down with me. How dare they murder my father? How dare they slaughter my child? They were both innocent. So was I. They were the Satan worshippers, not me. How fucking dare they? And as I wailed in anguish, feeling my skin turn to cinder, my eyes closed, darkness set in, and I waited for another torturous end.

Death after death, pain after pain. I realised that no matter which mortal life I lived, they all ended the same; unjust agony. What was the point? There was no happily ever after, no peace in the light. If I, the maker of many, God's own daughter, couldn’t live happily ever after, then what chance did the humans have? What chance did anyone have? I thought freewill would be a blessing, but we just ended up in the same old shit. It was perfectly pointless, and I couldn't keep going on through it anymore.

I waited in the darkness, huddled, holding myself, my body trembling and hands clammy. But nothing came. The wait was as traumatic as the experience. Please make this stop. Every life I’ve ever lived, every body I’ve held, it all ended in misery, torment, and pain. Why did I keep pushing through, trying to better the world I created? They had freewill, the humans could choose what they wanted, but then why did they choose to fight, kill, and maim? Innocent bodies scattered throughout history showed how the darkness had seeped into their lives. Lilith had done wonders with her corruption, planting the seeds and watching them grow. My mortal realm was a chaotic disarray of disproportionate decomposition. 

She had taken Elvington, turned the humans into monsters and food for her newborns. I didn't have a chance at saving any of them. I didn't even know who I truly was anymore. Gabriel said I could bend the light, use it to manifest things; wings, for example. Then I could fly right on out of here, but where is here? Where has she put me? I had never even met my sister in this body, but already she hates me.

And what about the twins? The last time I had seen them, they were healthy. They had to be there somewhere. I had to try and help them. Lucian would wake, I hoped, and come for me. But what if he couldn't wake up from a broken neck? What if it took him days, months even? Would the world still be there when he woke? Or would we all be a pile of ash, with no hope but total annihilation?

Humanity had had a few thousand years to try out mortal life. I had to be thankful for that. If only I’d seen the darkness for what it was, if only I’d seen it spew into every soul out there. A little bit of light and a little bit of dark. The humans decided which path they followed. The problem was, those in charge had itchy fingers with the bright red buttons. It wouldn’t be long before they pressed down and BANG, the whole world would be uninhabitable. Maybe I could start again, create a new realm, a new world. But why should I? What had they done to show they were worthy? Hell, even I didn’t think I was worthy and I was meant to be the Queen of all things shiny. So if I couldn't make the cut, how would they?

Then I couldn't ignore the fact that there were good people out there. Those that trod the path of the righteous, granted, they worshipped a false God. Daddy dearest was evil, after all. But maybe they were all evil, succumbed to the darkness. Maybe it was the atheists that were good; they had recognised the darkness before we did. Perhaps they were worth saving. How would I know? How could I make that decision? I couldn't exactly keep all their souls in Elysium. Jeez, that place was infinite, but what type of life was that to live? A happy ever after on repeat. Humans weren't stupid, they’d figure it out eventually. We would have celestial anarchy on our hands, rabid souls scratching for slim pickings. No, reincarnation was the best way forward. I’d have to recreate something. But then how did I do that? I couldn't even manifest a way out of here. Where the heck is here after all?

“Oh, sister,” a voice screeched, giggling in the darkness.

“Huh?” I murmured. The voice was freakish, a nightmare waiting to happen. Was it real or another mind game, ready to lure me into a false sense of security?

“Oh, little sister...” the girlish tone resounded.

“Lilith? Is that you?” 

“Call me Lili. You used to always call me Lili.”

“Lili?” I said, trying to focus on something, anything.

“Now, little Eve, have you finished playing with your memories?”

“Playing? That wasn’t playing, that was torture.”

She giggled. “Oh, you say the silliest of things.”

“Where are you? Show yourself!” I shouted.

“But Evie, open your eyes. You’ve been here the whole time.” She giggled.

“What?” I said, squinting into the darkness.

“OPEN YOUR EYES OR I'LL PRY THEM OPEN.” 

My eyes shot open. I sat in the centre of a cold, dank cell. It looked like somewhere in the base of her living castle. I gasped, edging backwards. A growl trembled through me from behind as I turned to see the gnashing teeth of a large, red hound. They were everywhere, circling me. Was this how it’d end? Dogs' dinner as I pleaded for mercy? 

Behind them, a tall woman with golden hair and a long dress stepped forward. Around her neck she wore a pelt. Well, I thought it was a pelt, but by the way it moved and squealed, I was sure it used to be something else. The face had the eyes of a sad human, skin and fur mixed together around her neck.

“Do you want to pet Jesus?” she asked as she stepped forward, past the hounds and held out her hand.
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Taking her hand seemed foolish. Shit. It was foolish. But if I didn’t, I doubted I’d be sitting and drinking iced tea on the balcony of what she called ‘Desamay’, her living castle. Outside, below us, thousands of creations battled to prove their loyalty to their leader. Being alive was a gift in Enoch; you had to fight for your survival. I couldn’t understand how anyone could last very long there.

At the top of her castle, the desert landscape muttered. Wind swished past my ears as the whispers of forgotten souls pleaded for forgiveness. Piles of bones and ash lay as mountains. These were the forgotten experiments that just didn’t quite make it. How could someone this evil exist? And how could she live, looking like that? With her golden hair and angelic face. Did she always look this way? I think she did. She looked like the little girl from my memory in the woods that day, the day father banished mother. 

“Why am I here, Lilith?”

“Lili, you call me Lili.”

“Okay, Lili... why am I here?”

“A little birdy told me,” she giggled. “You have Daddy’s dark friend inside of you. So do I.” she said, spilling iced tea everywhere. “Isn’t it fun?”

My jaw dropped. Who was this woman? She was clearly one screw loose of an insane asylum. “What happened to you, Lili?” 

Her laughter stopped. Silence reigned. Jesus growled. “You, guard,” she said, pointing to one of the guards that stood by the doorway. “Clean up this mess. Little Evie is our guest, she doesn’t want to see this, does she now?”

“Err... no ma'am.”

“Ma'am? Do I look fifty to you? Does this body look like that of a fifty-year-old?” 

The guard was quaking in his boots. “No, no sorry ma'am... I mean...” Lili pulled out a dagger, jumped up, and started swiping at him. Blood spewed everywhere. A splattering landed in the glass of iced tea that shook in my hand, coating my shaking body with a splash of his half-blood. The other guard remained motionless next to his comrade’s body as it fell. Lili turned around, covered from head to toe in the blood of her minion. I sat trembling, silent, and cold. Lili looked down. “Oh, now look what he made me do!” She smirked, sucking her bloody finger. “Want some?” she offered.

I couldn’t speak. I tried, but nothing came out. That had to have been the coldest killing I’d ever seen. If ever there was a definition of pure evil incarnate, Lili would be it. But she looked so pretty and nice, innocent and sweet. I remembered her that way. Not like she was, not covered in blood, murdering my friends and hunting me down. This version of Lili I didn’t know, and to be perfectly honest, she scared the shit out of me.

Lili giggled. “Want to see something brilliant?” she asked.

“I err...”

“Yes, well, gee that’s superb.” She grinned. “Guard, bring EJ in.” She said, clapping hysterically and sitting back next to me. “You’re going to love what I’ve done!” She placed her bloody hand on my own. I flinched but kept it there, trembling. A mutated beast trudged in, the stench of rotting flesh accompanied it. The thing was made from parts of a human, but this person was much taller, twice the size of any adult. Blond hair was stitched onto the mutated face, two faces ripped apart and knitted as one. Mottled skin bled around the stitches as a warped face sat sideways, looking at me. The issue wasn’t just the hideous creation, the issue was that it looked like the faces had been removed, laid flat, and machine pressed together. Whoever the two people were, they must have endured a horrifying mutation; bodies blended together, warped and twisted into one.

The faces bore a traumatic look of sorrow. Their eyes reminded me of someone, two people I knew. It couldn’t be. I knew those kids, they were taken just before me. Two friends, with their brown eyes mourning the loss of their mortal life and embracing their sole purpose to maim, murder, and torture. The brute had been made from two people, two skins melded together to form the body of one individual. Those people were once my friends, once part of our lunchtime gang. Those teens were Emma and Jake; the twins I adored and the most innocent people I could ever have had the privilege to meet.

[image: image]

“I CALL IT EJ. IT’S fun, isn’t it?”

I vomited. 

Lili clapped and jumped up in joy. “Look EJ, she likes you!” she said, dancing like a child to her favourite radio tune.

Covered in sick, head down and hands clammy, I couldn’t see them, couldn’t look up. How could she? They were people. They were my friends, damn it! Where was her morality? Her ethical delight for humanity? Didn’t she give a shit anymore?

“Guard, pick Evie up.” Feet stomped towards me as I sat limp in the chair. I was done. Do what you will. I could not face it anymore. There was no saving her, not now, not ever. “Come on Evie, look at EJ. You’ll hurt its feelings.” She laughed. “Make her look, guard,” she demanded.

The guard held my face up and started to pry my eyes open with its sharpened claws. I screamed as my skin was shredded. “Get off me!” I screamed, pushing it back with full force. My skin ignited, blood streamed down my face. My lava core set alight and I blasted the guard backwards. He toppled back, up and over the balcony edge. Thud. Shit. 

My face bled. Lili was silent. Speechless. “It’s true!” She gleamed. “Daddy’s darkness is in you, too.” She cheered, grabbing EJ with her bloody hands and ordering it to dance with her.

No. I was not the same as her. Not the same as father. “No!” I screamed. “I’m Taylor, Taylor Lane, I’m not Little Evie, nor will I ever be.” I screeched. “Now get back away from me and release all the humans.” I demanded. Back straight, lips pursed. “NOW.”

Lili stopped dancing. EJ stood quiet. 

Darkness streamed out of her body. It took over the sunlight, the world cast in darkness. She rose from the balcony, tentacles of swarming dark matter enveloped her body. “YOU ARE NOT MY EVIE! YOU ARE AN ABOMINATION! THAT IS MY MAGIC YOU STOLE, MY DARKNESS! YOU WILL NOT BE ALLOWED TO EVER USE IT AGAIN!” She boomed.

I cowered. 

“EJ, TAKE HER TO THE DUNGEON.” She demanded, anger pulsating through her raised veins. 

EJ stomped over, picked me up, and held me over its shoulder as it carried me away from the mass of darkened light. Down the stairs, past Desamay's wall of eyes and into the dungeon. I was cast down in the dirt, thrown out like the trash of an unwanted experiment. Is that what would become of me? Would I be melded into the body of something else? Something vile, stench-ridden, and cruel? I’d rather die than live like that. Please don’t let me end like that.
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Morning arose as we pieced together some kind of battle plan. Nothing much, but anything was a bonus. I was hungry, drained, and scared for Taylor. I knew what Lilith was like, knew what she was capable of. I had to get to her, I needed to find her soon. It had been too long. I couldn't wait for Adam any more, we need to try immediately.

“Luci, mate, I dunno what to do.” Joey said as we sat in the kitchen, watching the sun rise through the back window.

“There has to be some way of getting through that portal. We need to get there before it disappears.” I said.

“But how, man?”

“Does Lilith know you’ve changed sides?”

“Well, no, I don’t think so, but I don’t fancy walking over there on me tod.” he muttered.

“What about with hostages?”

“Oh, I’m liking your thinking, mate.”

Joey and I walked into the sitting room with the dead guard rotting on the floor. The kid sat talking to the ginger teen that used to hang out with Taylor; Chase, I believed. I recognised Jodie and Meghan from chemistry. So, there was three mortals we had to protect, oh and a half; the kid. Looking around, Elisha stood with three of her cheerleaders, all covered in blood with ripped cheer skirts. Shit. I couldn't remember their names, but there were three more, so that was six and a half. Oh, and Nic’s bit on the side. He was mortal, a fucking strong one being a hunter and all, but still a mortal all the same. So that made seven and a half. Seven and a half mortals did not make much of a town. Looking at it, the supernatural now outnumbered the humans three to one. Well, if you counted Harland’s pack as supernatural rather than wannabe-supers. My lips creased as I thought.

“Right, so it looks like the human population of Elvington has narrowed slightly to seven and a half, by my count.”

“Shit.” Harland said.

“That’s if I count you Lycans as supernaturals.”

“Fuck off, mate.” Harland said, punching my shoulder. “Anyway, why are you so calm?”

“Taylor is the most powerful person, or well, being that I’ve ever met.”

“Yeah, but she doesn’t know how to control it.”

“No. But I have faith that if she believes in herself and stays strong in that place, she will be fine. She’s stronger than Lilith, you know.”

“Really, do you think?”

“Yeah, she embodies both the dark and the light. Twice the power.”

“Anyway, why do you care about how many mortals there are left?”

“Because if we can save one of her creations, Eve's creations, then we can never lose.”

“I vote we save my girls.” Elisha said as she walked over.

“Err... do we get a say in this?” Chase asked from the background.

“No,” Elisha said, creasing her brow.

“How about we try to save them all,” Lawrence said as he stood up from his old chair, cane in hand. “I have called Eliza for help.”

“That’s good, we will need all the help we can get. Especially now that a portal has opened up right here in Elvington.”

“Make that two!” Harland said.

“Huh?” I asked

“Taylor's kitchen, the route to Hell is still sat in her kitchen.”

“Shit.”

“Okay, two portals to close. But only after we’ve gotten Taylor back and as many survivors as we can.”

Everyone nodded, we had a plan. It wasn’t a strategic one, it was a slap-dashed hope at best, and I was petrified. It was hard enough keeping my lip from quivering as I spoke, but the last thing they needed was me having a breakdown. How was that going to help Taylor? Fuck. She had to be alright. She had to survive this. We had an eternity planned together. 

“Gabriel said Adam's coming, too. Those damn Angels will give us a fighting chance. After all, it's his little sister. He’ll do anything to save her.”

“But would he murder his own twin sister to save his little sister?”

“I don’t know. I hope it doesn’t come to that.”

“Come on, Joey. You ready, mate?”

“Yeah, Luci, all ready.”

“Whose coming?” Elisha walked over, Chase followed. I’m not sure how he could help, but still. Nic kissed Jayden and headed across the room towards us. Jayden gripped his hand and followed him. Harland and the pack tagged at the back. 

Pearce shook his head. “I can’t mate, Jessie...” he said, motioning her still body. “I need to be here if she wakes.”

“I understand.” I said, placing my hand on his shoulder. “Okay, ready?” I asked, looking at the crew. They nodded, and we headed out.

It should have been easy, it should have been a walk in the park. We were the Disciples, the fastest, most lethal creatures ever made. Nothing could beat us. We sped over to where the portal remained open. Not a beast was in sight, just a bloody ice Demon holding a dozen heads as trophies. He was vicious, I could give him that. Right then I was glad for Julian’s icy nature.

“Where have you all been?” he asked as we approached.

“Fuck mate, you left ought for us?” Joey asked, then laughed.

“Looks like we just go in.” I said, heading over to the shimmering gateway. 

“WAIT!” Lawrence yelled from a mile away. I only just heard it, no-one else did. They all ran forward as I stood motionless, silent and afraid. Shit. What had he seen?

I yelled “STOP” but I wasn’t quick enough. Elisha was at the front with Nic and Chase. Jayden was at the back, beside me, crossbow held upright and ready to aim. Julian stormed ahead, a shallow sheet of ice surrounded him. Harland and the pack drew in next, shifting into Lycans, ready and growling for blood.

Behind me, the kid ran towards us, his legs pitter-pattering across the open field. “Get back, kid!” I yelled. He didn’t hear me, he kept on running. Why was he here? He’s going to get himself bloody killed!

In-front of me and out of the mist, through the portal came an enormous creation. Two people merged as one, heads stitched together, bodies entwined. It was twice the size and double the strength. It picked Chase up, looked him in the eye, and turned him upside down, ripping his legs apart as his whole body divided like a torn sheet of paper before it ignited and turned to ash. The scream was blood-curdling, pure terror written on the boy’s face. His ginger hair gleamed even more red in the summer sun as his blood poured to the ground, coating it with its rich lifeforce.

The kid screamed, he turned and ran towards me. His little legs rotating as fast as he could. I ran to grab him as hordes of guards followed, Rowena, too. There was no chance we could beat that many. No chance in hell. Nic had turned into a lion and gnawed on the head of a fire Demon as he yelled for assistance. Shit. He was struggling to take down just one of the damn things. They must have been suped-up or something. There was something different about the guards. They didn’t look like the fire Demon guards from earlier, the ones Julian had slaughtered. These were new creations, half Demon, half human. The lava skin shredded like sandpaper over bloody flesh that hung from its limbs. Were these really the previous citizens of Elvington's? Shit.

The kid’s legs carried him over as I held his face to my leg, unable to comprehend the horror before me. “Mr. Fang. Mr. Fang.” He said, tugging my trench coat.

“Wait, kid, we need to get back.” I yelled as I ran forward to help in the fight.

Elisha had been thrown across the field, while Rowena held one of Harland’s pack captive, igniting its mind with her intrusive negativity. The Lycan turned on its leader, leapt at Harland and bit his throat. I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t get there quick enough. I was gobsmacked. There was no way I could save Taylor, no way we could save ourselves. Shit. For the first time in history, we ran. As we picked up speed, Julian yanked Harland’s bloody body over his shoulder and kept running. Elisha leapt into action, pulling Nic out as Jayden jumped on his back and the crew fled. Shit. Where was Joey? I didn’t see what happened. There had been no time. I picked the kid up as he screamed at the carnage and fled. The monstrosities followed, all the way back to the mansion. Eliza was outside conjuring some kind of spell as we flew through the door with the left-over survivors. The huge beast and Harland’s turned-pack leapt in after us, but stopped mid-air, crushed against a force and falling to the ground out cold, unconscious.

The next moments were a blur. The kid was screaming, pulling at my trench coat. His little face pale as snow. Tears streamed down his eyes. I knelt, held him tight and sobbed. There was no coming back from this. Not now, not ever. 

Taylor was gone and there was nothing I could do about it.

“You didn’t listen, Mr. Fang.”

“What, kid?” I asked, wiping the fallen tears from his face.

“She’s outside, she said to get you.”

“Who, kid?”

“The nice lady.”

“Taylor? Was she here?” I asked, leaving the kid behind. She had to be there. Maybe she made it out. Maybe she found her power. I ran out the door and through the force field protecting us.

“Stop!” Lawrence shouted, “That’s not Taylor!” He yelled as I passed through the forcefield and a moment of ‘shit what have I done’ gripped me. Too late. As my head saw stars, bashed and impounded into the ground as day turned to night and all that was left was darkness.
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I lived on borrowed time. My body had died a lifetime ago. My lifetime ago. I was lucky to have it back, to stretch in my skin, to be me again. I didn’t know any other version of me. No other emotions, feelings, fears or triumphs. I was always me, and this version of me, in this body, that was the me I wanted to stay. But it wouldn’t happen, would it? The divine chaotic mess my sister had caused would end us all. How could she be so shallow? Didn’t she ever remember the fun we used to have? The love, the joy? Didn’t she remember mother? But then, I guessed that was what being cast out did to a person. Thrown away like garbage onto a wasteland of a world. Nothing to fight for. No reason to live. She spent years alone. That kind of loneliness would corrupt the brain. It’d send the sanest person insane. No wonder she acted like she did. No wonder she made creation after creation, so she was never alone again. But what she didn’t realise was that no matter how hard she tried, no matter how many people or things were around her, she was the loneliest she had ever been. No one here cared, no one here loved her. Except maybe, me.

Could I, though? Could I love her? We shared the same blood, the same love of family. She was Adam's twin and my big sister. She certainly wasn’t the best role model. Maybe with her magic it could be possible, though, possible to change all this, revert time back again. Was that even possible in a linear existence? Maybe we could bring back the twins, give life to Jessie, and bring back every living person who ever walked the Earth. If only she would listen. If only she would reach out and see. How could I reach her?

The cell door rattled, flying open as a blood-soaked Lili stood in its frame. “Morning, sis,” she said. “Well, it’s not morning here, but its morning over there and I’ve got a jam-packed day of fun to be had. Care to watch?”

“Why?” I asked. “You’re just going to torture me more.”

“Me?” She giggled. “Oh, Little Evie, I never hurt anyone. They plead to stay with me, to become one of my beloved creations. They’re so lucky to have this chance. I make them better than you ever did. This way they’re strong.”

“You’re insane.”

“Thank you.” She curtseyed. “Now, come along or you’ll miss all the fun. I have a special surprise in wait just for you.”

We headed over to what looked like her throne room. She sat in the centre, at the front, with two vacant thrones behind her. 

“Where are they?” I asked.

“You know where Lucifer is, Daddy killed him.” She said, motioning at me to sit beside her feet. Jesus growled as I sat beside her, shaking. “I need the rose to bring him back, silly.” She said, patting my head.

“What about Cain?” 

“He’s on a mission. Oh, you are just as inquisitive as I remember.” She said as she leant forward and squeezed my cheeks. Jeez, I must still be in the asylum. Maybe I never really left all those years ago. Maybe I was sitting there in the therapy suite talking to the doctor, high on meds, hallucinating everything from the past two years. Maybe this was all a really messed up dream.

“What mission?” I asked.

“Oh, you’re too young to know about that, Little Evie. Now, be a good girl and sit quietly. I have something to show you.” She said as she leant forward and waved her right arm in front of us. An obsidian mirror appeared, misted and translucent. I could vividly see myself battered and bruised, and Lili above me sat on her throne, swirling in darkness as she glared at her reflection. Clicking her fingers, she said, “Elisha.” Wait, what? Did she just say Elisha? Then there she was, sitting in the Darkwater kitchen, talking to Joey. They were alive. I breathed a sigh of relief. Wait, what was that on the table? Shit, is that my finger? Jeez. What the heck is my finger doing on the table?

“Why show me Elisha?” I asked. “Why not Lucian?”

She giggled. “Oh, I’ll get to that bit a minute.” She said, grinning and clapping like the Mad Hatter. “So, Little Evie, want to tell your big sis anything?”

“No, not particularly.” I said, staring at my bloody finger with my engagement ring still on it.

“Well, let me hazard a guess. You are going to wed my Lucian. I brought him up, you know, created him. He lives because of me.”

“If you could call that bloodlust living.” She raised her hand and slapped the side of my head.

“Be grateful, sis. He’s my creation to toy with, not yours. You have your tiny humans to play with. Leave my toys alone.”

“You sound like a child, Lili. They aren’t toys, they are living beings and have their own freewill to do as they please.”

“How dare you?” She waved her hand as the Darkwater mansion disappeared. “You’re not worth my time anymore, Evie. I tried to reason with you. You do not understand the complexity of the situation. Daddy took my son and I want him back. It’s that simple. I’m just borrowing your humans to strengthen my own creations. We can work together, build a better race. We can make them immortal.”

“Immortality isn’t something I’d wish on anyone. To suffer the pain of loss, the heartache of the dying. I’ve lived countless lives and for those that I do remember, for those that you showed me, there is no end to this torment. My memories will live on inside of me and I’ll experience the loss of a child, a brother, a father, and a mother a thousand times over. No-one should live to see all of that.”

“Then release your emotions, choose the darkness and you never have to feel that again. It’s the cocaine that is mortality, it’s the problem. Let them go, they’re a disease and we can cure it.”

“No, Lili. They aren’t all bad. My mortal family there was wonderful. They bought me into this world as their own, they loved me, protected me, and died for me. If there are people like that on my world, then it’s worth saving.”

“But I’m not?”

“You are, you can be saved. Come with me, Lili, let me help you bring back the light. Adam believes it, too, that there’s good left in you.”

“No, damn you, Evie. There is nothing left inside of me anymore. Daddy made sure of that.”

“But there is, Lili,” I cried.

“NO, DAMN YOU. NO!” she screamed, rising from her throne, signalling to the guards at the side of the room.

The guards left as Lilith composed herself, straightened her dress, and swept her hand over her blissful hair. “Come see, come see!” She said, waving me over as the guards wheeled in a huge pot, twice the size of them. I walked over. Did I really want to see what my mad sister had in store for me now? “Can you guess what’s inside, Little Evie?” she said, giggling.

“No, I don’t think I want to know.”

“Oh, but you will, you will.” She grinned as the guards left the pot beside the mirror and brought out a ladder. “Up you go,” she said, clapping.

“No.” I was not going up there. 

“NOW!” she bellowed. “If you don’t, Little Evie, it’ll be much much worse.” She grinned.

Shit. I had no choice. It was going to be painful. I walked over to the wooden ladder, my hands gripped the edges as I looked up. The pot was enormous, hot, too. Jeez, was she going to boil me alive? Seriously, I couldn't do this. I couldn't cope with that. I just couldn't.

“Tick tock,” she said, tapping her foot. Taking a deep breath, I climbed up one step, two steps, then exhaled. I could do it. I could overcome this. It was just another of her silly games. 

Climbing a ladder was easy. What I was faced with inside the pot was not. As I peered over the edge, a veil of bright green acid singed the edges. It was a huge pot of death. The bubbling, boiling, burning acid with the stench of forgotten corpses and dead mutations. There was no chance I could survive that. I turned to jump down the ladder as quick as I could, but before I had the chance, Lilith was behind me, holding me in position. She had climbed the ladder after me. She was going to push me in. My heart thumped. Hands were clammy. What did I do? 

“Oh wait, just wait, Evie. Here’s the best part!” she grinned.

Heart pounding, brow creased, my body tensed as adrenaline shot through me. Outside the room, the screams of a loved one beckoned through my ear. No. It couldn’t be. She wouldn’t.

The door flung open as an enchained Lucian was carried in on the shoulder of EJ, my once best friends. Rowena skipped along behind as EJ stood before the ginormous pot of acid and grinned. I was terrified. Who did Lilith value more? There was no way we were both going to survive this. No chance in Hell. I could come back, though, if I chose to die. I would always come back. Adam would transfer my light into another body. Lucian couldn’t. He was immortal, but after melting in a pot of acid, I doubted even he could bind back together.

“Lili, please, leave Lucian alone.” I cried. What do I do? How could I save him? “I’ll do whatever you want. Please, don’t hurt him.” 

“Too late, Evie. It’s too late. You were mean and now you have to pay.”

“No, kill me instead, not him.”

“What? You would give your life for this creature?”

“Yes, without a doubt.”

“No, Taylor, no!” Lucian yelled.

“Oh, wait! You almost had me there. Adam would bring you back. You can’t die!” she said as she giggled.

“Please, Lili.”

“No, no, NO!” she screamed, holding me tight, pushing me forward to ensure I could see exactly what she was about to do.

Lilith clapped her hands as EJ rose up another ladder that wobbled and waned under its weight. As he reached the top, Lucian turned, looked me squarely in the eyes, smiled faintly and said, “I love you.”

“NOW!” Lilith bellowed.

EJ threw Lucian high into the air as I screamed, flinging my hands forward, toppling over the edge of the pot and down into the acid with Lucian. Time slowed, a moment of clarity bestowed itself on me. There it was. The light within me. It bellowed out, pushed forward, and wrapped its beautiful gaze around me. 

Lilith gripped me, pulled me back from behind. Fingertips missed fingertips as Lucian and I skipped a beat, our souls entwined, and a mass of light rushed out of me. The warmth of the rays protruded away, pushing back the darkness as it wrapped its heavenly beams around the body of my fiancé, holding him stationary as he hovered over the vat of acid, saving his life and ensuring my doom in the process. I didn’t care, though. Somehow, I’d saved him. I’d leapt forward to protect my man as Lilith grabbed me, stopping me from plummeting into the depths of acidic Hell. 

I believed in who I was. For the first time in my life, I felt like I had a chance. I stepped forward onto the edge. Lilith stood motionless, silent in shock. Reaching out, I took Lucian's hand and pulled him close as he skated over his death. It wasn’t enough, though. Lilith snapped out of her time loop of distraction and pulled me back, raised the obsidian mirror, and flung me into it. The portal within gaped opened, attempting to swallow me whole. There was no force within me that could keep me from entering it. All I had was Lucian's hand holding me back and my white light surrounding him, preventing his fall to death below. 

“Hold on,” Lucian screamed.

My fingers slipped. “I can’t!” I screamed as Lucian gripped my hand for dear life.

“Please, baby, hold on,” he cried, tears streaming down his face.

“I’m sorry,” I said as fingertips slid over fingertips and into the mirror I went.

As I was swallowed into the abyss, I heard the splash of acid and the fateful screams of my fiancé as he withered and waned in a pot of torment and termination.

“NOOOOOO!” I screamed. My heart shattered into a thousand pieces. It couldn't be true. He fell. I failed. My Lucian was dead. 

I landed with a thud on a dark, warped path of cobbled stones amidst a haunting of trees on either side. It was a cold winter's night. Hammering the ground, I screamed the tears of a love lost, the pain of infinite death as my mortal heart shredded and threatened extermination. He couldn't be gone. He couldn’t have died. Not like that. Not without me. I was alone, cold and shivering, coiled up like a snake, protecting my body as I cried. Shivering in the wind, raindrops fell from the night sky above.

Where was I? It had to be a trick. He had to have survived. She wouldn’t kill him, she brought him up. He was her first creation of that kind. That had to mean something. But then, she did throw me in here, wherever here was. I had to get out. I needed to know if it was true, if he was really gone.

The darkness surrounded me as I picked myself up, blinking at the shadows that crept ahead. Before me lay a murky path, a path that led to nowhere, from anywhere and somewhere. Well, that was what the crooked sign beside me said. Looking around, I was standing within a forest of weeping trees, looming as they cried. And from each tree, a mirror was held. Some sparkled, some were old, many were warm to touch and many cold. A mixture of shimmers held within the mirrors, a way in or a way out. Which way was in, which way was out. Pick one, Taylor, pick a turn. Eeny-meeny-miney-moe. What better way to choose, as I ended on a shabby looking mirror four trees in. You. Are. It. 

Walking over, I stopped in front of my swinging reflection. One foot in, two feet, and jump. I landed crisp on the crater of a volcano. Where the heck was I? Turning back, the mirror shimmered. Perhaps I should pick another one. 

“Wait!" A tiny voice squeaked. "Don’t go.” A mouse scuttled across the tip of the volcano towards me. “She said you would come.”

“Who?” I asked. Shit. I was talking to a mouse. 

“Come, come,” it urged.

“Sorry, no.” I said. “I have to find a way home.” This wasn’t it, judging by the dual suns, the overactive volcano, and talking mice. 

Turning to see into the mirror, the mouse squeaked. “Say what you want to see.”

“Lucian.” I said as I watched a pot of acid form in misted mirror before me. A ragged, blended hand reached out in despair. I screamed. It was true. He was gone. 

I slammed my fists down. The mouse scurried off. Sobbing, curled in a ball, I was done with the world. I was stuck there, no use to anyone and no way of saving my Lucian. Everyone died because of me. No-one ever survived. Salty tears fell into the volcano beside me. I may as well have jumped in. I wasn't strong enough for the fight. I couldn't live to see any more bloodshed. I just couldn't do it. Raising my slumped body, I eased myself down on the edge of the volcano. Its lava core warmed my cheeks, soothing my aching self. It was a warm ending to a cold, devastating life. I wasn’t bothered that I might not come back. I didn’t care anymore.

I stood back up and took one last look at the mirror, heard his screams, and winced in the smoke around me. Stepping forward, I fell towards a fiery oblivion, my molten death. As I fell, the silhouette of a figure stood at the top of the volcano, shrouded by smoke. My descent ended as she raised me up with her light, looked me in the eye, swept my hair from my face, and held me tight. 

“My daughter” she said.
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TO CONTINUE TO THE next book, Eternal Devastation, book three in The Celestial Rose series, click on the links below:
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