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Prologue

JAZMINE STOOD AT the
edge of the Realm of Fire and smiled as two of her current
subjects, or rather, obsessions finally gave in to their
attractions and got together. It had been her doing, of course. As
the Angel of Fate, it was her job to control the lives or the
deaths of the Earth Realm’s population. She had been watching this
couple for over a week now, almost eight months in earth realm
time, and was finally happy that they had listened to her.
Sometimes the humans were stubborn or too dumb to realize what was
right in front of them. All they needed was a little push.

Jazmine’s lips twitched into a smirk as her subjects, a man
named Joseph and a woman named Mary, smiled at each other. Romance was rather slow
coming with the courting ritual during these times, a time where
most of the population spoke Latin, Greek, or Aramaic. She needed
Joseph and Mary to fall in love, give into their passions and
desires, and have a baby. For she knew their baby would be special
and would start a revolution of sorts.

But even the
Angel of Fate couldn’t see what was to come. She couldn’t predict
the future after all, only control the present so she could bend
and shape the future to her will. She helped people make important
decisions, but what she didn’t know was that she didn’t have
complete control over this situation.

You see,
her subjects weren’t meant to fall in love this way. God had other
plans for them, and he hadn’t consulted Jazmine.

So, one night,
Jazmine woke up to the most brilliant white light, and voice clear
in her head. The ground shook and the air vibrated around her. She
flew up into the air out of her bed of clouds and flew to the edge
of the realm to see what was going on.

“No! What’s happening? No!”

Even the Angel
of Fate couldn’t predict that an Archangel was going to visit her
subject, Mary and give her the gift of a child.

“Bloody
Archangels! They were my subjects! Mine!” Jazmine screamed, kicked,
and cursed.

And then the
ground shook and the air vibrated with light and energy again, this
time more powerful as a voice resounded in her head.

“Jazmael, my child, you were never in charge of this couple.
They were chosen for a special task. You have millions more
subjects to choose from.”

“But, Father, you never told me you would send Gabriel down to
do the deed! I’ve watched them for over a week. I’ve grown rather
fond of them. They were mine!”

“Silence, Jazmael,” said God, his booming voice making the
air around her quake. “You have been given this job as a birth
right, but that doesn’t entitle you to pick and choose whose lives
you control. You should know when and who needs your help the most.
And most importantly, you are not meant to stay focused on the same
subject for more than a week.”

“I’m sorry, Father. Forgive me, but you should have told
me.”

“I do not need to tell you when I decide something. They were
not your subjects to begin with. Now, while I’ve got you here, we
need to discuss something else that is rather
important.”

Uh oh. She was
afraid of this. Was he really going to bring up her love life? Sex
talks for humans were embarrassing at the best of times. Jazmael
would know. She had to listen to them all the time and make her
subjects follow through whether they had sex or not. But when your
own father, God, wanted to have THAT talk with you, you knew you
were doomed. There was no escaping this.

“I know you have been getting close to the Angel of Death
lately, an angel who is a known follower of Lucifer.”

Jazmael
knew this day would come. She couldn’t deny it. She loved Abrael
and didn’t care that he had chosen to follow Lucifer, or that he
was cast out of the Realm of Fire. She held her head high and
inhaled deeply.

“So what, I love Abrael.”

“Jazmael, my child. I’m going to ask you once and you have to
make a choice.”

She nodded and
waited for the question.

“Do you choose light or darkness, Jazmael?”

She
smirked wickedly. Jazmael knew the answer. She had planned what she
would say since the beginning, since she had known she loved
Abrael.

“I choose… I choose wherever my love, Abrael is. If he is the
Angel of Death, then I guess I choose darkness.”

She heard God
sigh. “I had hoped it wouldn’t come to this. I had hope in you, my
child, but you have broken my heart. Go, you are to be with your
love on the chosen side of darkness and are never to return to the
Realm of Fire again.”

A sudden gust
of wind captured Jazmael’s long blonde hair and whipped it around
her body. She then felt her body be lifted up into the air.

Then she
fell.

She was
falling.

She kept
falling until she forgot who she was.

Some say
God never punishes, but those people had never heard the story of
one of history’s most infamous star-crossed lovers—the story of
Jazmael and Abrael.


Chapter
One

Eden

 


LIFE WAS FUNNY. So was
death.

And I was one
of the few who had experienced both.

Sure, I
was only sixteen and I had plenty of life left to live, but if I
died again, I was certain I would be satisfied.

I lay back on
the soft grass and looked up at the spotless blue sky. I felt
something cool tickle my fingertips. I glanced over to my right and
was met with the gaze of two dazzling pools of blue-grey framed by
dark brown hair. Those blue-grey eyes had also experienced a lot in
their short lifespan, but he hadn’t been alone.

Asher had been
there with me through it all, and I with him. And now it all might
be coming to an end.

Now, I
know what you’re thinking—don’t be so cynical, Eden. Don’t be so
morbid.

I wasn’t. I
was merely stating a fact.

And the fact
was, Asher and I have been doomed from the beginning.

Don’t they say
the things you want most in life are usually the forbidden
things?

You see,
this is how the laws that govern us work. All Nephilim and humans
are forbidden to be together.

And this is
what it all boils down to. In simple terms, Asher and I together is
illegal.

But we didn’t
let that stop us. I gave him a smile and let my fingers entwine
with his in the grass. He leaned over and planted a light kiss on
my temple.

I wish that
were our only problem.

If we
weren’t running from the law, we were hiding from the Angel of
Fate. Or rather, she was hiding from us.

After
revealing that she was the one and only Angel of Fate, the opposite
to Abraham, who was the Angel of Death aka the Grim Reaper, Jazmine
ran away to save her own butt.

Sighing, I
looked back up at the sky as a few little white clouds floated
over. We didn’t know how long we had until someone came to pull us
apart, to separate us or attack us. But until then, we would take
it one day at a time.

When did life
get so complicated?

“Eden?” My mother called from inside.

I groaned and
rolled over onto Asher. He laughed, which made me bounce up and
down.

“Let’s run away,” I whispered frantically.

“Mm, tempting. But they would find us. They always
do.”

I groaned and
sat up.

“I guess that’s the way it’s going to be.”

“I’m sorry.” I turned to look at him over my shoulder. He
looked so cute resting on his elbow looking up at me.

“Why are you apologizing? I should be the one apologizing.
It’s my fault. I got us into this mess. So I have to get us out of
it.” I stood and brushed the grass off my jeans and smoothed down
my long, careless hair. It was getting rather long now. I should
cut it, but I had more important matters to attend to. I held out
my hand to him.

“Are you coming?” He grabbed on and I pulled him up. As we
made our way into the house, I thought about how much our lives had
changed. There was a time not so long ago that Asher would have
died if he had touched me. Now we were free to touch each other as
much as we wanted… within reason.

“Eden, will you hurry up?” My mother called again. Asher
wrapped an arm around my waist.

“Let’s go meet our fate.”


Chapter
Two

Eden

 


“WHAT’S UP, MUM?” I asked as we entered the house. She was
standing there with her arms crossed over her chest with a typical
scowl on her face. It was typical because I was the typical
teenager, always in trouble. Then I caught sight of movement. Two
figures moved out of the shadows and came to stand beside my
mother. The two men were dressed in red and gold, a type of
military uniform.

“What’s going on?” I eyed them warily. Asher’s hold on my hand
tightened.

“Eden, these men are from Rome. They are…”

“Michaelite guards,” Asher said, finishing her sentence. My
mother nodded.

“Your
father and I have tried reasoning with them, but they insist that
we go with them to Rome.”

Oh no. This
was it. They were here to take Asher away from me, kill me, or kill
us both for breaking the laws. Then one of the guards laughed, a
noise that was so unexpected. I was confused.

“Don’t look so scared, Miss Blackbell. We are not here to take
you away from Mr Christien. We have merely come at the request of
both Michaelite and Nephilim authorities.”

“Um, for
starters, my name isn’t Blackbell. It’s Daylesford. I didn’t know
who my father was until a few months ago. Secondly, aren’t you here
to, you know, kill us?”

“Eden,” my mother warned.

“What?
Because we did kinda break the rules.”

“Miss B…
Daylesford,” the guard began. He corrected himself after my warning
glare. “I don’t have the correct authority to tell you why I need
to bring you back to Rome. All I know is that you are wanted.” He
turned his gaze to Asher beside me. Asher shifted his weight and
stood taller. “You too, Mr Christien.”

I had a
feeling this wasn’t at all good. Even my mother looked confused.
After Asher and I were told to pack our bags, she headed out into
the garden to make some phone calls, probably to my father.

I stood and
watched her out the window of my room.

Something hit
me in the back of my head.

“Hey!” Asher stood in the doorway. He lounged against it
dressed in a black sweater, grey jeans and black sneakers. His dark
brown hair was mused and a little damp, probably from just stepping
out of the shower. I picked up the cushion he had thrown at me and
pegged it back. He caught it.

“So, why do you think we’ve been summoned to Rome?” he asked,
entering my room and reclining against my bed. I walked over and
perched on the edge beside him.

“I don’t
know.” I wanted to make a joke, but I just wasn’t in the mood.
“They could do anything to us.”

“What’s
the worst they could do?” he asked, rubbing circles into my lower
back. The back of my long sleeved purple shirt rode up and his cool
fingers brushed against the soft skin there. I sucked in a breath
and lay down so I was resting beside him. I turned to face
him.

“You know what they could do, Ash. What I don’t like is not
knowing what that is.”

“Hey, it’s going to be okay. We’ll be there together. Remember
when you said we could do anything as long as we were facing it
together?”

“Yeah, but that was before we faced those soulless zombie
creatures.”

“Well, how much worse could these authorities be than the
zombies?”

I flipped onto
my back. “Much, much worse.”

I felt a
weight shift on the bed, and suddenly, his face was hovering above
me. He leaned down and kissed me on the mouth.

“Eden, Eden, Eden,” he began before rolling over me and
standing up. I sat up and wished him back to me. If only I had that
type of Trait. “Always the drama queen. Come on, we have a plane to
catch.” He stepped out of the room. I jumped off the bed and ran
after him.

“Asher!” He met me in the doorway. He must’ve been waiting
around the corner for me.

“Eden, it’s going to be okay. I promise. There’s an upside to
this.”

“And what’s that?”

“Not only do we get to take an exciting trip to Italy
together, but we’ll be protected from Jazmine.”

I smiled at
that and sighed. He was right.

“Well,
that’s good at least.” I kissed him once more before going to pack
my bag. I threw a few pairs of jeans in and tried to think only
happy thoughts. This was going to be a good trip. I was going to
see Rome with Asher and throw a coin in the Trevi fountain with
him. Everything was going to be okay.

Then why did I
get the impression things were about to change?


Chapter
Three

Jazmine

 


THAT BITCH’S PARENTS
were going to get it for turning me in. No one could trap the Angel
of Fate! It had started to rain again as I entered the pub. I was
already soaked from running through the dreary, busy streets of
London and in desperate need of a hot shower and a stiff drink. I
pushed my long damp, blonde hair out of my face and leaned on the
bar.

“Hi, what would you like?” asked the barkeep.

“An Apple Martini, please.” I sat on a stool and glanced
around the dark pub. There weren’t many people here and that’s what
I was worried about. Abrael had promised we’d meet up again once
we’d gotten rid of Eden’s parents. Where was he?

I was
expecting the twenty-something bartender to ask me for ID, but my
martini appeared in front of me a few minutes later without
question. I was two thousand and seventeen years old. I didn’t need
ID. I smiled and sipped my drink. My teenage human body must be
looking haggard these days. I blamed Eden for that once again.

“It’s a little early for that, isn’t it?” said a low gravelly
voice from behind me. I twisted around on my stool and gasped at
the sight of him. Then I turned my best scorned woman glare on him.
I turned back to my drink and took another sip.

“You’re late.” I heard him pull out a stool beside me and sit
down. He then ordered a beer.

“I had urgent business to attend to. As one who manipulates
fate and time, you would know that time itself can slip away from
you.”

“What urgent business can be more important than helping your
fugitive girlfriend hide?”

“Jaz, I’m sorry. I really am. I had to track down the soul of
a certain demon for a friend.”
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