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      A single touch was all it took.

      You know the saying, death becomes her? Well, it was true for me. I was death. I just didn’t know it yet. Not until that night at the club. The club I was never supposed to be in. My name is Eden Daylesford, and this is the story about how I became death.

      One Year Earlier

      “That was an awesome night, wasn’t it, Eden?”

      My head snapped up. I had been in my own head again. “Oh, yeah. It was.”

      “You’re not feeling guilty about your mother again, are you?”

      “No. Why would I? I had to get out of that place. It’s stifling.”

      Robbie was everything I didn’t deserve. I was supposed to be out. I had snuck out of the flat I had shared with my mother after yelling at her. But she deserved it. She kept me from this life.

      I wasn’t like a normal Nephilim. There was something different about me, something dangerous, which was why my mother forbade me from leaving the apartment. As we walked down the street toward my apartment, Robbie grabbed my glove-covered hand and pulled me down a side street.

      “Wh-what are you doing? Robbie? Where are we going? I should probably get home.”

      “We’re going to the after-party. Come on, Eden. Live a little.” Robbie smirked in that devilishly handsome way of his. His teeth glimmered in the moonlight. I sighed. It was hopeless. I couldn’t resist him.

      I’d met Robbie at a café one day, one of the rare occasion’s my mum let me go out. She had a list of rules I had to abide by if I did venture out, though. One was wearing these stupid gloves. I didn’t mind them, not when they saved lives. So, I had begun to sneak out to see Robbie.

      Robbie led me toward a house that was alive with music. People stood in the front garden, drinking and laughing. We pushed through the rusty gate and made our way into the party. I was careful not to make skin-to-skin contact with anyone.

      
        
        But I should have been more careful.

        I shouldn’t have gone out that night.

        If I had stayed at home, Robbie would still be alive.

        So would all the other people at the party.

      

      

      We made our way to the kitchen, and Robbie parted from me for a moment, and when he came back, he had two plastic cups in his hands.

      “To us,” he said, handing me one. I smiled and took one. He tapped his against mine, and we drank.

      Soon, the music changed to something a little slower. The beat was seductive.

      “Wanna dance?” he asked, leaning close. My skin tingled at his nearness, and I shivered.

      “Sure.”

      I should have said no.

      I should have left.

      But I let him lead me to the dance floor.

      What transpired next would haunt me for the rest of my life.

      A few drinks in, Robbie got closer. I was buzzed already, and so was he. His mouth was at my ear again, and I didn’t shrug away or move like I usually did.

      Then his lips were kissing my jaw, and I froze. I went to push him away, but it was too late.

      Robbie staggered backward, turning black and gasping for breath.

      “Eden… what have you done?”

      And then he was on the floor, dead. He was dead. I killed him. I was poisonous. A single touch was all it took.

      Tears fell from my eyes, and I stepped away from his lifeless body. I started backing away but collided with someone. I turned slowly, and that’s when I realised my jacket had ridden up, and the skin at my wrist was exposed. The person who I had crashed into grabbed me to steady me, and he started turning black too. He fell to the floor. Oh, my God. I had just killed two people.

      I ran for the door, but I could not avoid crashing into people. One by one, they fell. I made it to the front door and turned around to see the carnage I had caused. I screamed.

      And each one of them fell until everyone in the party house was dead.

      I ran straight home, somehow avoiding touching anyone else, and told my mother everything.

      We went on the run because we had no other choice. She didn’t want to go back to the one place she had run from.

      One year later, I met my father, a man infamous with darkness. When I found out who he really was and the past they had hidden from me, I ran.
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      Eden

      One Year Later

      I ran so fast I felt one with the wind. I couldn’t get out of there fast enough. Sooner or later, my mother would track me down. Until then, I would enjoy myself.

      As I entered the arcade, I heard my name.

      “Yo, Eden.”

      “Eden! You escaped.”

      I smiled as I saw my friends approach. “Yeah, I escaped the clutches of the evil demon.”

      “You shouldn’t joke about that stuff. It could be real,” said Zoe innocently. Zoe was my best friend and still an innocent. Her boyfriend, Mike, thought he understood all. Even though they were Nephilim too, I couldn’t let them learn who my father was.

      “It is real, Zo. If there are angels, there are demons. You can’t have one without the other.”

      “Who says?” I defended as I retrieved the air hockey puck out of the slot and placed it on the table. It began to slide around in a small circle, waiting for me to hit it.

      “Says I.” Mike took the position opposite me and waited. I narrowed my eyes and glared at him. Zoe always said I did this thing with my eyes that could make every boy swoon, but I don’t believe it. How could one person’s eyes make someone swoon?

      As I whacked the air hockey puck, Mike seemed distracted by something. He was staring straight at me. The puck sailed straight down into my goal at his end. The electronic voice announced the score to be one-nil, and that seemed to break his reverie.

      “Mike, what happened? You were totally out of it.” Zoe placed a hand on his bicep.

      “No, I wasn’t.”

      “Yes, you were. You totally let Eden score.”

      “It was a lucky shot,” I said in defence. I couldn’t let them think that somehow I had something to do with Mike’s off-with-the-faeries moment. Could I? Had I? It wasn’t possible. I didn’t just cause Mike to space out and act as if he and I were the only ones left on earth? Did I?

      “That never happens, baby,” Zoe said.

      “Okay, maybe this turn will be better.” Mike retrieved the puck out of the slot on his side and placed it on the table, ready to hit. I stood ready, but this time, I was the distracted one. I couldn’t get the feeling out of my head that I had revealed one of my powers to him. My mother said never to do that. But was it even one of my traits? The air hockey puck sailed straight under me and landed in his goal—one-all.

      “Oh, yeah!” Mike hooted, but I didn’t feel like playing anymore. I walked away from the table.

      “Oh, what’s the matter, Eden? Afraid of being beat?”

      “No. I just don’t feel like playing anymore.”

      “Oh, come on! We were right in the middle of a game!”

      I walked away, ignoring their pleas as the allure of the hoop game called me over. I had just pushed a token in the slot and picked up a ball when I heard my name. But it wasn’t from Mike or Zoe.

      “So, this is where you spend your runaway hours.” I glanced over my shoulder and saw the creep standing behind me.

      “Who are you, and what do you want?”

      “Don’t you see the family resemblance?” He smirked.

      I turned to take a good look at him, intrigued. The guy had to be about my mother’s age, maybe a little older and had the same grey-blue eyes my mother had.

      “Uncle Adam?”

      “In the flesh. Now let’s get out of here.”

      I chuckled as I turned back around and threw a ball at the highest scoring hoop. It went in. “I am not going anywhere with you.”

      Adam clapped. “Good shot. But it’s not surprising, seeing whose blood you carry in your veins.”

      “Do you mean yours and Mum’s or…”

      “Lakyn’s?” He finished for her. “Either way, you have so many abilities you are not even aware of, Eden. And some of them are quite dangerous.”

      “How do you know this?”

      “I was there from the moment you were born. Trust me, I know.”

      I tossed another ball in, this time in a lower scoring hoop and it went in as well. “I’m still not going with you.” As I picked up the third ball and pushed it toward the hoops, it froze mid-air. I gasped and looked back at my uncle. He shrugged.

      “Game over.”

      As he walked away, the ball remained frozen.

      “Wait. How did you do that?” I asked, glancing back and forth from the ball to him.

      “If you come with me, I’ll tell you.”

      “My mother sent you, didn’t she?”

      “She might have.”

      “So, what you just did, can I do that?”

      “Everyone’s traits are different, but probably. If you come with me, you can find out more.”

      “I can’t just leave my friends.”

      “Yes, you can. You can always make new friends.”

      I stopped walking and studied my friends playing the Daytona. Mike was showing Zoe how to drive, which was cute. And then I looked at my uncle, waiting patiently outside the mouth of the arcade standing near a black town car. If I stayed, I would never know what my traits would be. I would never learn how to use them. But I would be a typical teenager, going to school and hanging out at the arcade with my friends. If I went with my uncle, I would no longer be normal. I wanted both lives. But the idea of having extraordinary powers intrigued me most. In the end, I chose door two. Looking back, I regretted leaving my friends. I knew they would never understand. I knew deep down that I was made for a higher purpose.
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      Eden

      “I don’t understand, Mum. Why are we here?” I asked as I stepped out of the cab. The sun was bright and glary, so I had to take my Ray-Bans off the top of my head and put them on. I squinted at the towering structure before me. It was overwhelming. I pulled out a cigarette and popped it in my mouth.

      “Because it’s safe, and because these people will be able to help you,” Mum told me, pulling our bags from the trunk of the vehicle. I scowled and began mumbling, hoping she wouldn’t hear me.

      “But Lakyn can help me. I don’t understand why you brought me here.” Unfortunately, she heard me.

      “Lakyn cannot help you. Come on, let’s go in.” Mum practically shoved my bag into my arms and took the unlit cigarette from my mouth. Gosh, she was pushy today. Obviously, the breakup wasn’t treating her too well.

      We approached the building, which was mostly made of sandstone, but every window and arch was painted gold. Impressive. It looked like heavenly gold. It glimmered in the sun.

      “I thought these people were human?” I asked out of curiosity, speaking aloud precisely what was on my mind.

      “They are.” Her eyes found what I was looking at. “But they do have a connection to our world. They have to.” She lifted a heavy-looking gold doorknocker and tapped it three times. There was silence, and about thirty seconds later, the ornate wooden and iron doors lurched inwards, and a man in robes appeared.

      “Do you have an appointment?” the elderly priest asked. He was thin, and his face revealed he had seen a lot of the world.

      “Yes, we do,” said my mother.

      “And your names are?”

      “I am Rachael, and this is my daughter, Eden.”

      “Ah, yes, the Nephilim who seek refuge. We’ve been expecting you.” The priest pushed the doors open wide enough so we could enter.

      I didn’t know what to expect—a Cathedral, or maybe a gothic mansion? Someplace that was dark and dreary. But never this. It was light and airy. A crystal chandelier hung over the entry. The walls were all painted white, and the floor was covered in glossy black and white tiles, reflecting the light of the chandelier causing everything to glimmer and glitter. Several silver mirrors were also placed strategically around the place to capture the light and give the illusion of space. A grand white staircase to the left of the doors carried you to the second level. The style was quite European, but I felt I could get used to it. I had forgotten all about the priest who had let us in, and it frightened me when he spoke again.

      “Mother Superior will see you soon. For now, you will be shown to your rooms. This is Sister Cecilia. She will guide you.” I hadn’t noticed the young nun enter. She did so silently, and what shocked me most was not her lack of noise, but rather her youthfulness. She had to be around my age, if not a bit older.

      “Hello. Welcome,” she said, bowing slightly.

      “Hi,” my mother and I said in unison. Mum shot me a look and decided to do the talking for me. I hated how she always did this. It was as if she thought I wasn’t good enough to speak, and my words would embarrass her.

      “This way,” said Sister Cecilia, grabbing all our bags—she was strong, I’ll give her that—and headed up the stairs.

      “Mother Superior said that you were raised with the Michaelites when you were young, Rachael. Is that true?”

      “Yes, it’s true. They took my brother and me in when we had no one. They were very kind to us.”

      “Is that why you come to us now?” asked Cecilia as we reached the second floor.

      “Yes, and because my daughter needs help.” My mother shot me a warning look as if to say don’t speak. But I couldn’t help myself.

      “I don’t need help. I’m fine, really. Anyway, it’s not like this place is rehab.” I waited for some offence to take place. But there was none. Instead, she just gave me a small polite smile.

      “Actually, the Michaelites offer help to all those who need it.” She paused and fixed her gaze on me before speaking again. Did she know something? “Except demons and the Lucifites, that is.” I noticed Mum had been tense, but her shoulders seemed to relax a bit after hearing those words.

      “That’s good.” We had stopped outside a door. Sister Cecilia pressed her palm up to the security pad, and a blue light came on. She entered a sequence of digits, and there was a two-toned beep before she twisted the doorknob and opened the door.

      “This is the female sleeping quarters. The male quarters are through that door over there.” I followed her pointed finger and looked at the door to the right. This door was a complete mirror image of the one we were about to enter. I couldn’t help but wonder if there were any guys my age here. I made a mental note to investigate after lights out.

      “Oh, and in case you were thinking it, yes, it is against the rules to enter the sleeping quarters of the opposite sex.” My eyes must have gone wide because my mother placed a firm hand on my shoulder, turning my attention to her.

      “Don’t even think about it,” she whispered harshly. I scowled and turned away. What she didn’t know won’t kill her. That was my motto. And I was sticking to my plan. I had to make my stay here somewhat exciting.

      As soon as we entered the female sleeping quarters, I couldn’t wait to get out and explore. The walls were dull and painted plain white. There wasn’t even any art on them. I began to think the foyer was all a façade. The sister opened the door to the left and paused.

      “This is your room, Rachael. Eden’s is down the hall farther.”

      “Thank you.” Mum stood in the doorway of her room and fixed me with a look of concern. I returned one to reassure her and followed Sister Cecilia down the hall.

      “As soon as you get settled in your rooms, I will come to get you. Mother Superior can see you in half an hour.”

      “Great,” I said, giving her a small false smile. I hoped this Mother Superior wouldn’t be like all the ones I had seen in movies.

      We stopped when we reached the end of the corridor, which had veered to the right, and the sister opened the door.

      “This is your room. I will come to get you soon.” Cecilia started to walk back down the corridor when a question quickly came to my lips. I couldn’t help myself. I had to know.

      “Are there any others my age here?” I asked and waited for her response. She smiled when she turned back around to face me again.

      “Yes,” was all she said before disappearing. I didn’t get to ask if they were male or female.

      I entered my room. It wasn’t large, but it was decent. I dumped my two bags on the bed. It creaked under the weight. Great, a creaky bed. That’s all I needed. But it didn’t matter tonight. I wouldn’t be doing much sleeping.

      Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed there was a lot of greenery outside the window. I walked over to the window and gasped. There was a spectacular garden outside. I could see an array of different species of trees and plants, a few statues and water features. And a man. No, a guy. A young guy around my age. Maybe he was the one who the sister had referenced. He appeared to be raking leaves.

      I quickly turned and rummaged through my bag for my makeup purse. If I was going to meet a guy, I had to look my best. I found my compact because there was no mirror in the room and reapplied my mascara and lip-gloss. Next, I checked my hair and flattened out the bits that had gone astray. I now looked a little more presentable. I reached for my phone in my pocket, but my heart sank when I remembered the priest had taken it along with my mum’s phone. What was I going to do without my phone? It was a part of me, another appendage. I suddenly began to dislike this place very much. I skulked toward the door and pulled it open, only to find Sister Cecilia standing on the other side.

      “Sshi…vers! You scared me!” quickly correcting my almost curse.

      “Sorry. Mother Superior will see you now. Hurry.” She said and ushered me impatiently down the hall so fast that I barely had time to close the door.
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      By the time I reached the office of Mother Superior, my mother and the head nun were already talking. I only caught the end of the conversion.

      “But do you think this will help her?” asked my mother.

      “I think we can only try and pray for the best.”

      “Try what?” I asked when I arrived.

      “Young Eden. I am Sister Constance. Your mother and I have been having a good chat about your unique… ability.”

      “Yeah?” I was scared of where this was heading. I slumped down in a chair next to my mother.

      “We have decided that, due to the severity of your trait, you will be put into training, effective immediately.”

      I bulked. “Training? What kind of training?”

      Sister Constance simply smiled and placed her hands on the desk in front of her. “Why, to become a nun of course.”

      A nun? Was she serious? “You can’t be serious!”

      “Eden,” my mother warned, but I ignored her. They couldn’t make me do this.

      “I am serious. This is for your own good. We can’t have you running around killing people,” said the older nun. The nerve of her! And my mother was in on it. She’d betrayed me!

      I simply scoffed and crossed my arms. “Isn’t it a bit late for that?”

      The sister’s eyes widened. “What do you mean, child?”

      “Never mind. I’m going to my room.”

      “Training starts tomorrow morning. Dinner is at six. You will be fetched.”

      As I walked out the door, I smiled to myself at the brilliance of my little white lie. I wouldn’t be in my room. I pushed all thoughts of training to the back of my mind and set off to find the beautiful garden I had seen outside my window. Hopefully, the cute guy would still be there.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      I walked down the stairs to the ground floor in search of the door that led to the garden. How was anyone supposed to find anything around here? All the doors were the same. Feeling lost and about to give up, I came across an elderly nun who was dusting.

      “Excuse me?” I asked. She turned around slowly to face me.

      “Yes, dear? You must be the child who has come to stay with us.”

      “Uh… yes, I am.”

      “What can I do for you?”

      “I was wondering which way the garden was?”

      “Through those doors there.” She pointed toward a set of frosted glass doors at the back of the room, which I had failed to see before.

      “Thanks.” As I turned to skip toward the doors, I felt a firm grasp on my arm.

      “Wait, you cannot go in there,” she warned. I spun back around to face her and to remove her hand from my wrist. The elderly nun gasped and began turning a horrifying shade of white. I started to panic. Oh no. Crap! It was happening again.

      “Why can’t I go in there?” I asked, but she couldn’t answer me. It was too late.

      She collapsed to the ground at my feet. She was dead. Crap. Crap. Crap! I cursed myself over and over as I pondered over what I should do.

      I crouched down and studied the older woman’s grey lifeless face and decided to leave her lying there. She looked like she simply had had a heart attack, anyway. I ran toward the glass doors and didn’t look back.
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      Asher

      I opened my eyes to the sound of some persistent and annoying knocking.

      “Go away,” I yelled, but they didn’t listen. After a few moments, the door opened, and my sister Cecilia poked her head in.

      “Asher, they’ll be here soon. Get ready.”

      I turned my body to look at her. “Who’s coming?”

      “The Nephilim who are coming to stay with us, remember? I expect you to make a good impression.”

      “Yeah, yeah.” I slumped back on my bed and checked my phone.

      “I mean it. You haven’t raked the leaves yet. Do you want Mother Superior on your arse?”

      That did it. I swung my legs over the side of the bed. “I’m coming.” My sister smiled and gave me that disapproving look she always gave me. Geez. She’s not my mother. But she might as well be. We were raised here in the Michaelite Sanctuary in London. The Michaelites are a society of humans who work with the Nephilim, helping to protect them. But there’s a rumour they’re secretly plotting against the Nephilim, to overpopulate them once again. I was raised a Michaelite so I should be calling myself one, but I didn’t.

      I pulled on my jeans, a clean shirt and boots and headed down to the garden.

      The brothers and sisters here said I have a natural affinity with the plants, thus why they put me in charge of maintenance of the garden. I didn’t mind the job. The garden is a tranquil place where I rake the leaves and lose my thoughts.

      As I raked the fallen leaves and put them in neat piles, I cranked the volume on my iPod and thought of the Nephilim who will soon be coming to stay. I wondered if one of them was my age. We needed more young blood around here. Other than Cecelia and me, two more children lived here—Jazmine, who preferred to be called Jaz, was fifteen, and her younger brother Marcus was ten. Jazmine was pretty enough, and I’d considered dating her just for something to do. But she’s boring and not my type. For one, she was a bit of a bitch. For two, she was blonde. Blonde bitches are not my type. So I am praying that one of the Nephilim coming is young and more my type.

      The humidity in the garden was getting to me, and soon I began to sweat profusely. This garden was built like a greenhouse and held mostly tropical plants but also some English. I don’t know how the British plants survive in this heat. I walked over to the fountain and splashed water on my face. I’ve always loved this fountain. It was a gift from the Nephilim government to say we have an alliance. It was solid marble and atop the fountain was an angel. I love to look at it.

      As I was taking a break, I felt the urge to look up at the house. I didn’t know what told me to do it, but I am glad I did because peering out one of the top windows was the most beautiful girl I had ever seen. She had long dark hair, raven or chocolate. I wasn’t sure from this vantage point. I had never seen her before, so I figured she must be one of the Nephilim. My heart leapt with excitement, and I smiled. My prayers were answered. She was looking at me, and I felt hot all over again. I took another drink, popped my headphones in and pretended to work. I could feel her eyes burning into my soul, making it so I couldn’t concentrate. Damn.

      I wondered when I would get the chance to meet her. After a few moments, she disappeared from the window, and my stomach flipped, causing my heart rate to increase. Where had she gone? I soon grew bored and figured I should pick up the pile of leaves. I retrieved my wheelbarrow and scooped all the leaves in it. As I was walking to the compost bin, I heard the back door squeak open. Someone was coming out. They were running. I could hear fast footfalls on the gravel, and I knew they were heading toward the maze. I set my wheelbarrow down and followed.
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      Eden

      The air outside in the garden was humid. I looked up to see if there was a roof overhead but couldn’t see one. There were too many trees. I walked along the hedged walkway toward an arch. As I stepped under it and turned to the right, I realised what I was heading into. It was a maze. How was I ever going to find my way out of here? Then I shrugged to myself and grinned. I wouldn’t.

      As I rounded another hedge corner, I heard whistling. I picked up my pace and jogged in the direction of the musical whistle. After a few minutes, I began to panic. Just as I thought the maze would never end and afraid I would be running deeper into the heart of it, the gravel crunched behind me. I stopped running and turned.

      It’s him. It must be.

      When I saw him, my heart faltered. He was even more gorgeous in real life. His eyes are greyish blue, paler than mine, and his hair was lighter, almost blonde.

      He smiled, and butterflies spread their wings inside me. “Hey, I thought I heard someone back here,” he said.

      “Hi,” I replied breathlessly.

      “Are you lost?” he asked.

      “Uh… no. I was, um… exploring. It’s a beautiful garden.”

      “Thank you. I look after it.”

      “Really? So, all this is your handiwork?” I asked, gesturing to the gardens around me.

      “Yes. So, you must be the new girl. My sister told me about you.” He studied my body in a way that made me feel warm inside and a little uncomfortable. But not in a bad way. He was definitely checking me out.

      “What did she say about me?” I was wary. Did he know?

      “Just that there would be some visitors coming to stay here.”

      “Is that all?”

      “No. She also said you were Nephilim. Is that true?”

      I swallowed. If that was all he knew, I guess it was okay. “Yes. It’s true.”

      “And what brings you to the sanctuary? From what I’ve heard, Nephilim only come here when they require our help.”

      “My mother thinks Michaelites can help me. I’m not so sure.”

      “Help with what?”

      “I don’t feel comfortable telling you. I don’t even know your name.”

      He chuckled. “Sorry, that’s so rude of me. I was raised better. I’m Asher,” he said, offering me his hand. But I couldn’t take it. I crossed my arms. He must have realised I wasn’t going to shake his hand, so he pulled his back and awkwardly ran it through his wavy hair. In the humidity, it stuck up at all angles. I felt terrible, but it was for his safety. I couldn’t risk it.

      “I’m Eden,” I replied. At least, I had to give him something to chew on.

      “Now that we’re better acquainted, will you tell me?” he asked. He hadn’t given up. I shook my head with a smirk.

      “Do you use that line on all the girls you meet?” He looked stunned.

      “That wasn’t a pickup line,” he replied—poor guy. I turned away and headed back the way I had come. It worked. He followed me.

      “Wait. So, you aren’t going to tell me at all?”

      “Nope. It’s better that you not know.”

      “You have some deep dark secret, don’t you?”

      I mock gasped. “How did you know?” I grinned and continued to walk. I didn’t look behind me, but I knew he was there. “Yes, I’m an angel,” I added sarcastically.

      “Very funny. Come on. You can tell me. I won’t tell Mother Superior or my sister.” I stopped, and he almost ran into the back of me. I turned and stepped back one pace to keep some distance between us.

      “You can’t tell anyone. No one at all.”

      “I promise.”

      I so desperately wanted to tell him. I wanted nothing else. I wanted to form relationships while I was here. But at the same time, I was afraid if something did happen, if I killed him, then I would never forgive myself. I would have to live with it for the rest of my existence.

      “You’ll find out in time,” was all I decided to give him.

      “Fine. Would you like to see the rest of the garden?” he asked as he came to stand beside me.

      “Quickly. We have to get back to our rooms. Mother Superior won’t be too happy if we skip dinner,” I mocked.

      “Yes. You don’t want to get on her bad side.” He chuckled.

      “Does she even have a good side?”

      “Not really.” And we both broke out in laughter. Conversation came easy with Asher, and I began to feel comfortable around him, which was rare because I spent all my time trying to avoid people.

      When we exited the maze, I was astounded at the vastness of the remaining garden and the variety of plants it contained. We walked along a winding path toward a beautiful fountain. I smiled as I noticed the main feature of the fountain. It was an angel. We stood in silence for a moment and admired it.

      “It’s the Archangel Michael. Our namesake,” stated Asher, standing just behind me. I could feel his breath in my hair. I shivered.

      “Yes, I know,” I replied, hoping I didn’t sound like a know-it-all. Then a thought occurred to me. “So, you’re a Michaelite?”

      “Yes.”

      “Which means you’re human.” It wasn’t a question, more a statement.

      “Yes.” My stomach flipped and plummeted. Relationships between Nephilim and humans were forbidden, especially the sexual kind. And more importantly, it was most taboo between a Nephilim and a Michaelite. It was the number one rule for both our races.

      “I should go,” I said finally, turning back toward the sanctuary.

      “I’ll walk you.” I couldn’t say no.
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      As soon as we entered the foyer, we noticed it was bursting with activity. Everyone was either wailing with despair or yelling. I could hardly hear myself. Then I understood what it was all for. A group of nuns and priests were surrounding something on the floor. With a sick feeling in my stomach, I realised it was the frail old nun I had killed. I tried to hurry past and sneak up the stairs, but my mother noticed me.

      “Eden. Where were you?” She grabbed my arm and pulled me around the corner. Luckily the scene distracted Asher, so he hadn’t noticed I was missing.

      “Eden? Answer me. Please tell me this wasn’t you.” My mother pleaded in a hushed voice. I peeled my eyes away from Asher and looked at her.

      “No, of course not. It’s never me.”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “Well, you always cover it up, and we move on. That’s usually how it works, right?”

      “Don’t mock me. I’m getting sick of covering for you.”

      “You don’t have to.” I tried to pull away, but her grasp was a stronghold.

      “Yes. I do. Because you don’t.”

      “Well, stop it. I can look after myself.” I tugged again just as a priest approached us.

      “Everything okay here?” he asked.

      “Yes. Fine,” my mother replied, dropping my arm. I crossed my arms and took the chance to make my escape.

      “Don’t go too far, Miss Daylesford,” the priest told me. “We’ll be needing to question everyone.” I gave him and my mother a look and stormed up the stairs. When I neared the top, I sat, listening to the conversations below.

      “So, what do you think happened?” That was Mum.

      “It looks like she had a heart attack. She was quite old,” replied one of the nuns.

      “How old?”

      “Ninety-three. That’s old in human years. I don’t know what it’s like for Nephilim.”

      “We age the same as you. But we hardly ever get sick, so we’ve been known to live a little bit longer than humans.”

      So, they were going with the heart attack theory. Good. That means they won’t suspect anyone. I stood and was about to turn when I heard footsteps coming toward me. I glanced down the stairs and saw Asher.

      “I thought you’d disappeared,” I said.

      “Yeah. I had to get away from there. Death makes me uneasy.”

      “Me too.” It was a lie. But what else could I tell him?

      “I think death makes everyone uneasy.” He came to stand just a few steps up from me.

      “So, what’s going to happen now?” I inquired.

      “Well, the Michaelites will go into prayer mode until the funeral.”

      “And when will that be?”

      “In a few days’ time.”

      “Do they eat or drink during that time?”

      “Of course, but less than normal.”

      “I don’t think I could do that.”

      “I’m sorry to say, but now that you’re here, you’re required to participate.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Do you participate?” If he were doing it too, it wouldn’t be so bad.

      “Yes, unfortunately. Come on. We should go to dinner.” He held out his hand to me. I looked at it like it was a poisonous snake. I should really start wearing gloves again. Luckily, he remembered I didn’t like touching, so he dropped it.

      I smiled at him through the hair I had pulled in front of my face. “Sure. Lead the way.” He smiled awkwardly back at me and continued up the stairs.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 5

          

        

      

    

    
      Eden

      The dining hall was not what I was expecting. I expected it to be loud and full of people, like a school cafeteria. But it was just the opposite. Sure, it was communal, but in a formal dinner party way. I stopped short, and Asher noticed I wasn’t behind him and looked back to find me. I must have had the oddest expression on my face because he smirked and came back to join me.

      “What’s the matter?”

      “It’s so…” I couldn’t find the right word to describe the scene in front of me. Thankfully, Asher did.

      “Formal?”

      “Yeah. I expected it to be more…”

      Again, he finished my sentence for me. “Like a school cafeteria?”

      “Yes. Exactly.” I smiled at him, and he smiled back. I expected him to hold out his hand for me again, but he must’ve gotten the message because his hand stayed firmly by his side.

      “Come and meet everyone.”

      As we walked around the perimeter of the room, around the one large communal table, the majority of eyes made their way to me. Why were they staring? Oh God, I hope they didn’t know. Thankfully, when we reached the young person’s table, there was staring, but of a less accusing kind.

      “Who’s your girlfriend, Asher?” teased a chubby boy, who must have been about ten years old.

      “She’s not my girlfriend, Marcus. This is Eden. She’s new here.”

      “The Nephilim girl?” piped in a girl about my age, with platinum blonde hair and pink tips.

      Asher shot her a warning glare. “Jaz.”

      “What? That’s what she is, is she not?”

      Before Asher could speak for me again—I hated people speaking up for me. It was my top pet peeve—I stepped in. “It’s okay. Yes, I’m Nephilim, and I’m not offended by it.”

      “That’s so cool. I’m Jazmine. Jaz for short. I hate being called Jazmine.”

      “Nice to meet you.” I smiled at the welcoming but intimidating girl and sat down at the end of the table next to Asher.

      “Jaz believes she has Nephilim powers,” blurted Marcus once everyone had seated themselves and began eating.

      “Shut up, Marcus!” Jaz gave the young boy a fierce glare.

      I had the impression these two were related somehow. And Jaz’s next words confirmed my suspicions.

      “Sorry about my pain in the arse brother.”

      “It’s okay.” I sucked at small talk. I looked down at my dinner. Was this all they were feeding us? It was the blandest soup I had ever tasted. I wiped my mouth on my napkin and pushed my bowl away from me. Asher leaned in close to me, and my stomach flipped. Did he have to get so close?

      “Sorry about the food. This is kind of a palate cleanser. The entrée is coming.”

      I looked at him, lifting an eyebrow. “You mean this isn’t dinner?”

      He tried to choke back laughter. Was he laughing at me?

      “No.”

      “Why do we need a palette cleanser? My palette is already clean.”

      More laughing ensued. My cheeks flamed.

      “Sorry. It’s just a fancy thing. You’ll get used to it.”

      I muttered to myself. “I hope so.”

      After the next two courses, I was beginning to feel really full. How do people eat three-course meals? Was their trait to have four stomachs like a cow? Just as I was starting to feel bored and about to excuse myself, the young woman seated opposite me asked me a question.

      “So, Eden, do you have any brothers or sisters?”

      The question caught me off guard and came out of the blue. But I answered honestly. “No. I’m an only child.” Was it really any of their business? And why did she want to know?

      “Do you have any brothers or sisters?” I asked back.

      “Yes,” she replied, looking to her left. She was looking at Asher. And then I noticed the resemblance and it all made sense.

      “Asher is your brother?”

      “Yes.”

      “I didn’t notice it before. But I do now.” I smiled at both of them. The young nun smiled sadly back at me. What was her name again? Gosh, I was terrible with names! She had introduced herself to me earlier, and now I couldn’t remember. Did it start with a C or an S?

      “I’m sorry, excuse me, but I just can’t remember your name.”

      “It’s okay,” she laughed musically. “It’s Cecelia.”

      “Cecelia,” I said with a smile. “I think I can remember that.”

      When dessert came, sticky date pudding, I noticed out of the corner of my eye that Asher was staring at me. When I glanced at him, and he caught me, he looked away and back at his dessert. I pulled my hair around my face to hide the blush that was forming on my cheeks. It was then I realised that this thing I had with him—if it was even a thing—was going to kill me. Literally.
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      When dinner was over, and we left the dining room, I felt a tug on my jumper. I turned to find Jaz behind me.

      “Hey, wait up.”

      “Hey.”

      “So, what is it with you and Asher?”

      “Oh, nothing.”

      “Didn’t look like nothing to me. You guys were doing some serious flirting.”

      “Were we? I hadn’t noticed.”

      “You must be either dumb or naïve, because, girl, he was flirting.” Ouch. Did she just insult me?

      “Really?”

      “Yes, really. If you don’t pay attention, Nephilim, someone could steal him right out from under you.” She tossed her hair over her shoulder and sauntered off down the hallway, leaving me gaping after her.

      As I climbed the stairs to the dorms, I knew one thing for certain—I had competition. I had to do something about it. But what? I couldn’t kiss him. I would kill him. I had no idea what to do. I went to my room and waited until lights out, which was in an hour. I filled the space with reading, but I couldn’t concentrate. All I could think about was him. Asher. I wondered if he was thinking about me at this same moment. I wondered if our fates were intertwined. I eventually fell asleep and began to dream.

      

      
        
        Water lapped at my feet. But it didn’t wet me. I looked down and saw I was standing at the end of a dock. The dock jutted out from a bank at the edge of a vast but gloomy lake. It was night and deadly silent. Mist rose from the water down below, giving the whole scene a foreboding feel, like it was waiting for danger to creep in. And then it did. I noticed a light in the distance, slowly moving closer to me. I squinted, trying to make it out. Was it a lighthouse in the distance, or merely a firefly hovering in the mist? Then the firefly turned into a lantern. I could see it clearly now. It was attached to a stick, and the stick was attached to a boat. I couldn’t hear the water swishing around the boat, which was odd. But soon enough, I could make out the eerie shape of the boat in the darkness. As the boat approached, I could hear a voice. My heart skipped a beat. The voice was saying my name.

        “Eden. It is time.”

        Time? Time for what? I wanted to ask the voice. But I couldn’t talk.

        The boat came closer. Yet not close enough for me to see the person in it. They were still shrouded in darkness and mist.

        “Eden.”

        “What do you want from me?” I tried to scream, but my voice couldn’t escape.

        “It is time.”

        And that was when I heard the ticking.

        Tick, tock. Tick, tock.

        “It is time.”

        

      

      And then I woke up.
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