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      To you, the wonderful readers who followed Eden on this journey. I hope you enjoy the Easter egg.
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        What happens to the dead’s memories?

      

      

      I died.

      Or a part of me died, and I got stuck in Obex. I wandered through this derelict, balance-forsaken shit hole, when I found you. So I picked you up and here we are.

      I’ve been here a week already. I’m sitting in a dingy bar that I now own—after a short but violent fight, but that’s another story. I’m on a balcony that separates the bar from a warehouse that we’re turning into a fight club. Which also isn’t important.

      I’m not very good at this. Let me start again…

      I need you—an outlet just for me, something that isn’t my essence or skin and bone harboring all my festering memories—and all the memories I’ve stolen.

      Which is why, and I don’t want you to take this personally, but when I leave—and I will leave—you’re staying. This, me and you, it’s a temporary thing. Something to stop any demonic madness from creeping in. I have a feeling that if I don’t get some of these memories out of my head, they’re going to eat me up down here. This place is crawling with all things misery and decay. I’ve made too many mistakes in life, I could easily fall prey to demonism.

      My memories are all I have left of her, of home. I’ve lost count of the number of times I’ve spun up her memory ball. My memories too—in fact, any of the memories I’ve stolen over the years. But all they do is replay the fuckups I’ve made over and over again.

      So here I am, pouring out my mistakes for you to store instead. You’re the perfect listener. You won’t answer back.

      You won’t judge, will you?

      This way I can figure out what went wrong. And when I’m done here, when Rozalyn has her army, and I leave you behind…

      I hope you’ll keep my secrets.
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        ‘There are three eternals: Balance, the soul and love.’

      

        

      
        Teachings of The First Fallon

      

      

      
        
        Memories from 2007

      

      

      I was twelve when both my parents died. They’d died less than two months apart. Kato was only ten. Kale—Dad—went first. Mom spiraled after that, she couldn’t accept he was gone, wouldn’t allow his Dusting. Then, just as suddenly, she vanished, too.

      Supposedly, my dad died in a training accident on Earth. He left a few days before. He kissed the pair of us like everything was normal. Ruffled Kato’s constantly messy hair and placed a kiss on my forehead.

      “Be strong,” he said and then he went. I wondered for a long time after his death whether subconsciously he knew he was going to die.

      I know now that was a lie. Another hushed-up secret like so many other things surrounding The First Fallon.

      I’ve been spending time with Bellamy, Hermia’s husband. He told me what had happened. Kale had gone hunting for a Soul Scythe on Earth. The Libra Legion wanted to use it to kill The First Fallon. He died for it. Touched the blade without gloves and the serrated edge nicked his finger and the fucking knife poisoned him. The only reason Bellamy knows is because he found Kale wandering the streets of Obex searching for the Soul Sanctuary and saved him from a rather nasty fear demon.

      I didn’t Inherit the extra power at that point though. And that’s the weirdest part. For an Inheritance, both parents have to die simultaneously. It was some weird magic my mother did in order to make me Inherit.

      I recall those early nights after Dad died. One night in particular, I rolled over and rubbed the nightmares away. I pulled the covers tight under my chin. A beam of white light showered our room with an eerie, raw sensation. The mansion was freezing. Like losing Father had left a hole in the house as well as our family. I glanced at Kato—we shared a room for a while after Dad passed. Soft snuffles came from under the blond locks covering his face. His eyes were still puffy from crying himself to sleep. He was always closer to Father than I was. Muffled sobs drifted from across the hall. Mom. She was crying again, too. I slid out of bed and padded on tiptoes to Mom’s door. I hovered, my hands on the frame, wondering if I should go to her. Up to that point, she hadn’t cried in front of us. Not even as Israel arrived at our door wearing a grim look. She slid down the door frame, clutched her knees before Israel even opened his mouth.

      She knew.

      Her reaction, the quiet tearing of her chest, which pummeled my essence so hard and fast I stumbled back, told me everything. That was how I found out my father had died. Not from Israel’s words, but from my mother’s reaction.

      I pushed Kato behind me so he didn’t get hit by her emotions. So he could be told in a gentler way.

      Waves of despair hit me in the stomach, the chest. They ploughed into my thighs and head. Cold and crushing. Bitter tastes like ice and fermented lemon. The waves throbbed and pelted me again and again. Waves of frozen aches followed by wrenching emptiness. That was the day I learned to hate hopelessness. As she inhaled and struggled to control her emotions. Israel glanced at me, his brows knitted in sympathy.

      “Come on, Kato,” I said, and wheeled him out of the foyer.

      Mom might’ve thought she’d protected us, saving her tears until we were asleep. But her pain was too big, too consuming. She spent all day silent, muted from the effort of suppressing her feelings. But then she’d break the dam she’d built and the crushing flood of emotion would wake me night after night, thrashing against my essence. I’d slide down the wall outside her bedroom and listen to the sobs until her rhythmic moans sent me back to sleep.

      That night, I peered into her room. She was lying on a sofa facing the end of her four-poster bed. The dark wood posts carved into sculptures of famous Siren ancestors, Karva, the first Siren, Tilas, Silvian, and Tortilinos her multiple great grandfather.

      The bed’s maroon drapes were tied back, revealing the untouched bed. The covers were neat, Father’s nightclothes were still strewn across his side of the bed in the same place they were yesterday, and the day before that. There was an almost imperceptible film of dust in the room. As if Mom pressed pause on their bedroom the moment he died and everything was exactly where he left it a couple of weeks ago.

      But he wasn’t coming back, and she couldn’t live in one paused moment. This wasn’t a photograph. We needed her. I needed her. I glanced back at our room. Kato was in the same position, with the same swollen lids.

      Echoes of his night cries still haunt me. I used to hold him in my arms the best I could until he slept. I did what she should have. Her arms should have been around both of us. But then, I guess she never was there for us. She was more concerned with her own grief than her children’s. 

      She was on the sofa facing the bed, clutching a top of Father’s. In her other hand was a memory ball.

      I crouched down and leaned against the wall just outside her room so she couldn’t see me. For a while, I sat there and watched her encased in pain. Fat tears rolled down her tanned cheeks. They gripped her entire body, shuddering her figure like the strangled cry of a dying animal. I examined the way her shoulders convulsed with every moan, the way her mouth parted and juddered as guttural sobs escaped.

      I should have felt sorry for her. I should have clung to her and told her it was going to be okay. That I was sorry he’d left us, but we’d survive. But I didn’t because I didn’t believe we would. She was breaking, piece by piece, night by night, and I watched it happen.

      Now I realize, she should have been in a coma, or dead shortly after. But she survived. Perhaps her Binding wasn’t right, or maybe she is stronger than I gave her credit for. Back then, the only thing I wanted to do was trash her room and burn the pause button she’d trapped us and the house in. Hot, frothing rage burrowed its way into my chest and nestled itself beside my heart. She was abandoning us. She was a Siren queen, and she was allowing herself to be consumed by pain. It was a travesty and embarrassment. I knew that and I was only twelve. She should have known better, been able to deal with the loss better. But then who am I to judge? I’m sitting here in Obex, torturing myself and barely coping with the prospect of the century of time I’ll have to wait before my Balancer returns to me.

      Eventually, Mom’s sobs turned to soft breaths and then snuffled snores. Her hand fell slack and Father’s top fluttered to the floor.

      I stayed for a while, until the sky lightened, and the first rays of dawn painted her room in golden light. The ball of memories in her palm dissolved into nothingness and sleep took her into a few moments of respite.

      Staring at her, I realized I was ashamed. Of what she’d done, of how she was behaving, and of how she was abandoning us. So I took some of her pain away. I knew it was dangerous. There were Balancers who got addicted to pain removal. But something about the way her sadness rolled through my essence and power told me it wasn’t a normal Balancer loss. She was detached from it. It’s only now as I write this that I realize her Binding and the loss of her Balancer felt the same as when I lost Eve. I suspect my mother’s Binding was a misbind—she shouldn’t have been with Kale. She was fated to another.

      Perhaps that’s why she never became addicted, that and the fact she had no idea I was taking it. Little by little, night after night, I took tiny pieces of hurt. Small enough, she didn’t notice. I didn’t do it for her. I did it for Kato because he needed his mother’s arms around him while he grieved. He needed the soft whisper of her calming voice, telling him we would be fine.

      I snuck through the door and padded as quiet as I could to the sofa. Her hand hung off the side, so I placed my index finger beneath it, closed my eyes, and took a breath. Then I drew a few tiny pieces of her pain out and let them drift into the air and dissolve into nothingness.

      Her shoulders relaxed, her face a little softer and the lines in her brow a little smoother.

      When she woke the next morning, she left her bedroom for the first time since he’d died and made us both breakfast. Kato even perked up, seeing her out of her room.

      I continued every night until eventually, she, too, vanished from our lives.
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