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 Preface

 


Points to note: within this book, you will find God
spelt with a capital 'G' when referring to the deity, Earth spelt
with a capital 'E' when referring to the planet, and Dragon spelt
with a capital 'D' when referring to 'the Dragon' or the Dragons of
old (as opposed to dragons in general).

 


Reminders from The Witching Pen series: The Boundary
was created by God when he split Heaven in two to separate light
and dark. The light side of Heaven was called Eden, and the dark
side of Heaven – across the other side of The Boundary – was
forbidden to all beings.

 


Saving
Eve is the story of what happened to Lucifer after The Last
Dragon (The Witching Pen series) – the
only character who had a 'loose thread' in that series. It's also a
story that is so much more than that. The
second time you read it, you will see a different
story to the first time; at least, that has been
my own experience.

If you haven't read The Witching Pen series, stop now
and read no further. Read that first.

I tried really
hard (too hard, actually) to make this book readable for all, but
just as with The Last Dragon (for which I had the same
intention), I failed. Lucifer's personality, hinted at story, and
the creation myth set up in that series proved to be too complex to
explain all over again, in this book's context, without losing some
of the intensity of this story and making things more complicated
than they needed to be.

So, the end
result is that Saving Eve – even though not directly part of
the arc of The Witching Pen series – is truly one for Witching Pen
fans, and in particular, for those who had a soft spot for Lucifer,
the first angel to fall.

It begins at
the point we left Lucifer in The Last Dragon…
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I

 The End

~~~

 


She wasn't
supposed to be there…

 


Had to catch up – catch her.

Her feet,
running from him – always escaping him … that was all he could
see.

 


“…your light
is so bright.”

 


A roar filled
the darkness behind him, shaking everything in its wake.

Quake.

This was the
end.

 


“Meet the
end riding a dragon through the skies of the future, not following
history into the dark of the Earth.”

 


Her golden
hair swished around her lower back as she ran. That was the
uppermost part of her he could make out, both in the darkness and
from this angle.

He wanted to
rise; run with her, on legs, as a man, but his need sat in his
belly and it was his belly that led him on.


Slithering…

Have to
save her before it all ends… She needed to
shine again. She could not – must not – fall with all else. He wouldn't let her. She would not
become … him.

What was she
doing, down here, in the very crux of darkness? This was not her
home.

And yet, the
darkness had not corrupted her as it had him, he could feel it. She
was beyond corruption – always had been.

So, who are
you saving?

Rocks and
stones fell.

He sped on,
dodging them all, able to sense every part of the Earth falling
before it fell, after all, he was the manifestation of every fallen
thing.

He had made a
mistake he couldn't remember. She had made a mistake that hadn't
been hers.

Had it been
his? He didn't know – it was one of the very few things he didn't
know and it skewered him. He hated not knowing. Ignorance was
weakness; the unknown led to missteps and failure, and maybe he
would remember again … with every new thing he learnt, he might
just remember what he'd done wrong.

Whatever it
was, he would take her fall.

Should have
taken her fall, cried his heart in twisted
torment.

He would take
the blame. He would take her bloodied hands and her crimes as his
own, for all of mankind. For everything they had suffered. And for
her redemption.

The ground
shook.

Last chance to
put it right.

And still she
evaded him, like a flame he had lost and continued to lose, leaving
him cold, never warm; like a beacon signalling home.

Nowhere had
felt like home since he'd lost her.

 


“You're
extraordinary…”

 


Her gleaming, gold hair was the last thing he noted before
blackness became a living, breathing thing. She ran into it – some
cruel repetition of a moment aeons old that had him screaming in
agony inside his muted form… EVE!!! WHY?

The blackness consumed him, even in this form – even as the
wingless serpent – and he fell … always falling
… as a new era rose. It was a strange kind of
void he had not experienced before in all his immortal years. It
seeped under his scales, into his skin, forcing a change he
couldn't see the outcome of – something unique he had never felt
before. Yet, this was so similar to
before.

This couldn't be happening – not
again. Harrowing sorrow pushed him into a
treacherous second of dispersion, his mind scattering as he lost
his focus.

Cold rain
pelted him.

Rain?

A shadow
loomed to his left.

Ancient terror
filled him, and it was not a familiar feeling. He had conquered
such base reactive emotions as terror too long ago to count. But
the fear spilled into him, fusing with him.

“She's not yours, betrayer,” came the sharp whisper from the
shaded mass.

Something
smashed into his head.

He hissed, his
muscled body bolting sideways, and then forward as resolve pushed
him on. His left eye felt damaged, but all at once, blackness faded
and it faded quickly. Lights and sounds shrieked his birth into a
new world, and with it came the pain that immortality had
quenched.

Human
pain.

It cascaded
through him, a dam broken; knifed his body and mind.

At least the
shadow had gone.

Amid the
clamour of this fresh torture, he did what he had always done,
despite the circumstances; despite not having a clue what was
happening, or would happen next; despite all odds: he followed her,
even though he could no longer see her. Because there was no free
will, no choice – not for him.

 


“…You’re
stronger than your addiction; mine still feeds me.”

 



II

 Escape

~~~

 


“Evie!”

She barely
heard her name through the hammering of the pouring rain, the
newspaper she held over her head already soaked through as she took
cover, far too late, under the trees of Kensington Park.

Mark ran
towards her.

She held back
her sigh of exasperation. Mark was lovely, but for the past month
he had been looking for more from her than merely friendship and
she simply wasn't interested. However, 'taking a hint' seemed to be
a skill he was lacking.

“Why didn't you wait?” he panted as he caught up with her. “I
always walk you home.”

“I know – sorry. I saw the weather and just wanted to make it
home before it got any worse.”

“The rain never seems to stop lately.”

“It's 'cause of the quakes.”

Ten years ago,
a series of earthquakes had shocked and scared, not just the
country, but the entire world as they rippled from plate to plate,
or so it seemed, causing rumbles in every continent at some point
over the space of three and a half weeks. The 'big' quakes had long
ago ended, but small, almost imperceptible tremors still rippled
through the ground once a month or so.

The end of the
world, said the religious fanatics.

The end of
religion, said the atheists.

The beginning
of a new science, said most of her department at Oxford University
where she currently headed up a research and analysis team in Earth
Sciences. She'd been a first year student thrown onto the field to
study the quakes when they had begun – every single year of her
course had been involved as the quakes had spanned so large a
territory – and now, a decade on, the data continued to be
theorised over.

“Still? Even if it happened ten years ago? That your expert
opinion?”

“Without a doubt. They were gigantic quakes, the likes of
which this country's never seen. Certainly the planet has never
experienced such a series of tremors spanning its surface and
lasting for so long. That we know of, anyway. The change in the
earth's geometry will cause major shifts in the weather patterns.
Expect more floods, and a hell of a lot more rain.” She left the
dry sanctuary of her tree and rushed onwards, Mark at her very
heel.

She knew she
should be grateful for his care, but she found herself irritated at
his ability to appear whenever she thought she had a moment to
herself.

And
ultimately, she was a chicken. She didn't want to hurt his feelings
by being more blunt than she had to be, although, evidently, it was
starting to look like that might be her only option. At least her
brief placement at the Science Museum came to a close tomorrow.
That's how she had met Mark – he worked there – and although she
only held lectures with the museum staff about new findings twice a
week, since she'd started there last month, he'd taken a shine to
her and she couldn't rub that shine away. He'd become her second
shadow.

“Do I need to build an ark?”

She rolled her
eyes. “Don't you start. Bad enough I have to dart around the
doomsayers with their placards every time I leave the museum.”

He laughed.
“You're amazing. You're like a real-life Indiana Jones.”

She inwardly
cringed. He couldn't be more sugary if he tried. “Indiana Jones was
an archaeologist. I'm a meteorologist. He studied ancient relics; I
study the atmosphere.”

“Still…” he trailed off, and then nudged her in the shoulder,
still keeping pace with her.

For my
life… Her exasperation was cut short as she
caught sight of a few stragglers with 'God Is Gone' placards
huddling outside the Serpentine Art Gallery. She doubted they were
there for the paintings and sculptures, but to keep out of the
torrential rain.

She didn't
really blame them their response, even if it aggravated her. The
quakes had been terrifying, and terror unleashed everyone's
paranoia demon. Buildings had fallen; people had died. And for a
while there, a significant number of the general public had been
convinced they'd developed 'powers' of sorts; were stronger,
faster, hearing or seeing strange things, or that other people
were. She'd put it down to the number of apocalyptic TV shows
airing every week, and the susceptibility of the human mind,
perhaps coupled with the need to feel immortal; the sheer need to
believe they could cope with all the chaos surrounding them.

Flags of dragons and saints had been hung from windows.
Hundreds around the globe had confessed to the media that they had
conversed with (thought they'd
conversed with) angels, and spoken to God. Some had even said that
God was angry, or, more mind-boggling, 'dead' – his
extinction (how was that even possible?) being the reason for the quakes.

It was the fucking twenty-first century and human beings
– beings with intelligence – were
placing the cause of earthquakes – explained phenomena with a valid
science (there was nothing supernatural about earthquakes) – on the
shoulders of a deity. Unbelievable. When the fear button was
pushed, the bogeyman in your closet became a very real
creature.

Predictably,
people had settled down when the quakes had. The rain, however, had
not. It had been falling in sheets, virtually non-stop for what
amounted to half the year, every year. They had just had a nine-day
stint – maybe not that unusual for England at the end of December,
but coupled with the recent Armageddon atmosphere so many were keen
on projecting, it did feel a bit … disconcerting.

Flood warnings
were up all over the country – they never seemed to be taken down
anymore. As far as she knew though, no one had yet built an ark.
“Listen,” she directed at Mark, “if you want to go home, go right
ahead. I'm only five minutes away from mine, and I know the public
transport's been sucky 'cause of the weather.”

“It's cool,” he shook his head.

Evie gritted
her teeth. “You live an hour from here walking.”

“It's no big deal.”

She stopped, abruptly, at the north gate leading out of the
park. “Mark,” she began. Shit, why did he have to make it so hard?
She'd thrown hint after hint at him about how she wasn't
interested. Her right arm ached from holding the paper over her
head, but she almost never carried an umbrella. Damn things just
got in the way. “I've had a really long day. I'd kinda just like to
rush home, alone, and soak in a bath, then watch some TV with a
glass of wine and a Chinese takeaway…
Alone.”

His grey eyes
met her blue ones.

She held her
breath.

“Oh,” he said. “Well, if I just walk you to your
door—”

“I'm not interested,” she blurted out, that good old guilt
rising. She was waterlogged and freezing. Her fingers were numb.
She'd better not catch a cold. “You're a really nice guy and
everything, and I'm so, so flattered, but I'm just not looking for
any kind of relationship right now. With anyone.”

Fuck it, her
heart sank for him. She knew what this was like, being at his end.
It was crushing, and not something you got over in a day, or a
week, or even a month. In her case, she still remembered the bite
of it five years on and she really wished she didn't.

“Oh,” he said again, now looking more than a little
lost.

She hadn't lied. Relationships were a no-go zone for her
since Philip's catastrophic rejection of her. Ugh …
Philip. Only, in his case, he had been
leading her on; giving her all the 'yes' signs, raising her
hope…

Great. What a
lovely time to think about that.

“I'm sorry,” she added. “I really am.”

Mark shrugged.
“Okay,” he mumbled. Christ, he looked like he was about to cry.
“I'll catch you tomorrow.” He nodded curtly, and then walked past
her through the gate, turned left and strode off.

“Fuck,” she whispered once he was out of earshot. “What fun
that was.”

She heaved out
a breath, left the park, crossed the road, and all but ran home as
quickly as she could.

Her home was
an Edwardian terraced house in Sussex Place. She had her parents to
thank for that, or rather, their passing. They had died in a plane
crash when she had been eighteen – ten years ago. There had been no
survivors. On its way to New York from Heathrow, the cause of the
aeroplane's failure had been directly attributed to the quakes that
had begun, unexpectedly, in the early hours of that morning.

It had been
her fault – her idea. She had bought the tickets; convinced them a
week away having some well-deserved fun would be just what they
needed. She'd give up her inherited luxury dwellings in a heartbeat
to see her parents again.

She had been
taking a class on the theories and hypotheses surrounding black
holes, and whether black holes could actually be simulated in
Earth's own atmosphere, when the call had come in.

Evie shook her
head to rid her of the memories she never wanted to relive.

Her front door
loomed, and she raced up the porch steps, grabbing her key out of
her coat pocket as she did so. Five seconds later, she was leaning
on the other side of the oak wood, warmer, but no less wet.

What a crazy
few years it had been. At least she'd never once been out of a job.
After tomorrow, she had two weeks off, although being freelance
half of the time, she suspected she'd just spend it working. Work
was sort of all you had when it was just you and your thoughts one
hundred percent of the time.

But she loved
her job – that was something.

She chucked
the drenched newspaper on the hallway table, tugged at the buckles
of her ankle boots and kicked them off.

As she pulled at the buttons of her trench coat, her eyes
fell on the article at the bottom of the folded paper, some of the
words too smudged to make out, but she recognised the subject of
the photo: Ricardo Bellver's Fallen Angel statue, in Parque
del Buen Retiro in Madrid.

The beautiful
piece depicted Lucifer's fall from Heaven.

She had
visited it years back, one sunset, while on a work trip to Madrid;
had zoned out at its beauty, and then had inanely found herself
crying in front of it when she had woken up from her daydream. What
the hell she'd been daydreaming about, she couldn't remember, but
the statue she had never forgotten.

Why was it
being talked about in today's issue? She hadn't had a chance to
read it. She'd have to try and find out via Google, because the
printed text had all but washed away.

If she cared
enough to bother. Right now, she didn't because her comfy, dry sofa
beckoned her.

She wriggled
out of her coat, hung it up, and then wandered into the living
room, thankful for the gas central heating system warming up every
corner of the building. She'd indulge her guilt about the effects
of fossil fuel consumption on the environment tomorrow – at this
second, some luxuries were welcome. She'd go back to playing her
part in helping to save mankind in twelve hours. If the climate
didn't ease up, it would be the weather that wiped them out anyway,
not man's own greed.

And now you're
starting to sound like the doomsayers.

Wonderful.

She fell onto
her sofa, reached for the remote and flicked the telly on, then
switched it straight back off when a huge clatter sounded from the
front of the house.

Outside or
inside?

Let it be
outside…

This was a
safe road, but there were some things about living on your own that
irked, and unexpected, unknown noises from strange places was one
of them.

There was a
loud cry.

No…

Yes. She'd
heard
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