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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.
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