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Prologue



It was late at night, and a storm was raging. A strong wind was stirring the trees that were struggling for their lives. There were even a few people lost in the streets, trying to reach their homes and enjoy the shelter of their homes as quickly as possible. The sky was dark blue and cloudless, sometimes dotted with great flashes of lightning. It was not the usual London weather. 

Small rains or milder storms usually hit this big city. But this day was different. To the outside observer, it was just another evening shower. But anyone with an eye for detail would soon notice that the lightning sometimes made the sky shine in red. It was a strange phenomenon and a beautiful sight to behold. 

But all this was now beyond the notice of a father. He hurriedly opened the door of his Baker Street flat. A shiver ran through his whole body as his clothes were drenched. It wasn’t just the cold raindrops that soaked his clothes, but fear. They followed him. He knew that he was not safe and that sooner or later some people would find him. But now it was happening. He had hoped he would have more time before they found him. He needed a few more years. He promised his wife that he would take good care of their daughter, but if his pursuers caught up with him, they would not just kill him. His daughter was almost certainly like him, and they would know that as soon as they saw her. As he entered the living room of his apartment, a thought drilled itself into his mind: destroy all evidence! He quickly started this process, with photographs of his little girl at birth or of him and

later his child playing with him. They were fond memories that he would think back on fondly in his final hours. 

A little girl emerged because of the noisy matting, rubbing her eyes sleepily. She could hardly have been more than three years old. She blinked a few times to get used to the sudden light, then looked around the room and recognized her father as the munching figure. She was so pleased that she ran to him and hugged him. 

She always felt safe with her father. Even though she had the babysitter with her until her bedtime that day, she could not fall asleep with her. She missed the one person she trusted and loved so much. But now she was safe again! With a broken heart, the father leaned down and pulled his daughter away. 

‘Not now, My Angel! Daddy has things to do.’ he said to his daughter gently, and then went on with what he had begun. He ran around, destroying objects and documents. When he thought he had finished, he ran upstairs and, with a loud crash and a crashing noise, destroyed the little girl’s room. 

‘She doesn’t know it yet, but I did it for her,’ the father reassured himself, and then he ran downstairs again, where his daughter looked at him in fright, so he spoke in a shaky voice. 

‘Dad!’

‘It’s all right, My Angel! Everything will be all right!’

He rushed to his desk and took an envelope from one of his drawers. He had written a long letter

months earlier in case of an emergency. Now he felt it was time to give it to his daughter. If he was wrong, he would just put the envelope back in the drawer as if he had never taken it out. But now he turned to his daughter seriously. 

‘Look, just... Let’s put these into your teddy bear...’ he handed her some pictures that had survived the destruction and the envelope. The little girl put the objects in the teddy and raised her eyes at her father again. ‘When the time comes, you can take the letter out of Mr Bear.’

The little girl was on the verge of tears but nodded. The father could see she was slightly reeling with fear. The child must have sensed his fear of what was to come. 

‘Daddy, what is it?’

Before the father could answer, a loud knock shook the front door. They both came forward in fright, and the little girl instinctively threw herself into her father’s arms. There was an even louder banging in the house and the father quickly picked up his daughter and carried her to the bookcase in the living room. There he set the little one down and moved the furniture. Behind it, a secret door was revealed. It was a small hiding place where his daughter could fit in. 

‘Hide in here, sweetheart, and be quiet. Don’t come out until I come back! Do you understand me?’

‘Daddy, I’m scared!’

‘You don’t have to be scared! Mr Bear will be with you.’ he smiled at his daughter and kissed her

on the head. He felt tears welling up in his eyes, but he tried to stay strong for her daughter. ‘I love you, My Angel!’

The little girl hugged her father tightly, then obediently climbed into the hole. Her father closed the door and then pushed the bookcase back into place. He hoped his daughter would be safe. Then he quickly went back to his desk, where he’d taped a gun to the bottom. He now tore it off and pulled the gun up just as the front door was kicked in. Three men entered the house. They were not armed, but the father, seeing the hatred in their eyes, fired at all three. But the strangers did not stop. They easily dodged the bullets flying toward them. They ended up in the wall. The father, despite being an excellent shooter did not hit any of the intruders fatally. One was grazed by a bullet, while the other was hit in the leg. But then he ran out of bullets. The three men had already reached the father, who then engaged them in a fight. Despite being outnumbered, the father persisted; he threw a series of punches at the three men, who did not let up and fought back in the same way. It took a few minutes before they managed to force the father to the ground. His mouth was bleeding, he had several wounds and a few broken ribs. 

‘Where is it? Where’s the Weapon?’ asked one of the intruders. 

‘Screw you!’ he said contemptuously to the three men, and then had to spit one because he could taste blood in his mouth. 

The intruders stared at him, furious until one of them (bored with the situation) dug a gun out of the back of his trousers and pointed it at the father. 

‘If that’s the case... That’s for the ones you killed among us! Never to be seen in Hell again, Mr Carter!’ with that move he shot the father in the side of the head. 

The man fell, and only cold death could be seen in his eyes. He was perfectly still and no longer breathing. He was an empty husk of dust from which the soul had gone. Then the culprit of the intruders put the pistol that had caused his death in the father’s hand and took the other for himself. 

The intruders took care to make it look like suicide, the reason for which will seem obvious given Carter’s reputation. They finished ‘cleaning up’ in minutes and then left as quickly as they came. 

When the front door was closed and silence fell, the little girl, pushing the books out of the way, crawled out of her hiding place and ran crying to her father. 

She couldn’t believe that her father, her role model, was gone. She thought it was impossible. 

She had thought his father was invincible, and now he was lying there lifeless... She had been calling for his father for some time when sirens went off in the night. Police officers arrived at Carter’s house because a neighbour had reported gunshots. They entered the house with their guns drawn, moving  cautiously  and  deliberately  inside.  But  moments  later  they  found  the  last  thing  they expected: a little girl crying for her dead father. 

But even though the girl was present at the time of her father’s death, she saw and heard nothing besides her father. Her father had abandoned her and she was lonelier than ever. 

The birthday change





‘It’s okay My Angel! Everything will be all right....’ ‘Daddy, I’m scared.....’ ‘Don’t be scared!..... I love you, My Angel!....’

‘What the hell happened here? Requesting backup!’…

‘She was alone in the house and she listened to the whole thing...’

‘Poor girl... what will happen to her now?’

‘No daddy! Dad!’



The loud clanging of the alarm clock woke her from her terrible sleep. Almost immediately, she reacted to the loud noise and turned it off. Still, the dreams, full of terrible memories of her childhood, persisted. The only consolation was that as the years went by, she saw fewer and fewer of these disturbing images. She wished she had never again thought of the most horrible moments of her life, but the flashbacks made sure that would never happen. There was no time to dwell on it, for she knew she had to go to school. Normally she enjoyed the daily routine of the institution, where she could get her mind off her problems, but after such a depressing and short sleep, it felt like

torture to have to get out of bed. As it was still very early (the sun was just starting to rise), she had to turn on the light, which was blindingly bright to her tired eyes. It took her a few minutes to come out of her comatose state, and then she glanced at her watch and caught herself. She was glad she had prepared her uniform the day before, saving herself time. Ten minutes later she was downstairs, which she found empty. Her stepmother was still asleep, which wasn’t surprising since they usually avoided each other in the morning, which wasn’t such a bad thing. Her stepmother’s mood often fluctuated, so when she ran into her on her way home from school, she never knew what state she would find her in. She didn’t think it was so terrible. She used to complain about why she had adopted her, but fortunately, she had given up that bad habit. Or maybe she just didn’t mention it to her anymore. 

In any case, when she entered the kitchen, she was surprised to see a small box, a muffin and an envelope on the table. She’d never received anything special for her birthday from her stepmother before, so she was very surprised at the little things. Looking inside the envelope, she saw the words

‘Happy Birthday’ followed by her surrogate mother’s signature. She almost called her sweet when she noticed a postscript at the bottom of the card. It told her not to expect any more gifts like this. 

She rolled her eyes and put the envelope back on the table. Her eyes then fell on the muffin: chocolate flavoured, which she loved. Then she took the box in her hand and opened it immediately. 

She was amazed at what she found inside: a necklace. Not just any necklace, but one with an angel’s wing! But how could her stepmother have known about it? No one had called her ‘Angel’ since her father  died.  She  knew  that  no  one  knew  because  she  hadn’t  shared  it  with  a  single  soul. 

Nevertheless, she put on the necklace, ate the muffin and was off to school. 

It took her more than half an hour to get there, because she, unlike most students, didn’t take the bus  or  a  car,  but  a  bicycle.  She  didn’t  have  enough  pocket  money  to  afford  the  luxury  and convenience of that kind of transport, so she had to use the bike all the time. In the meantime, she consoled herself by at least exercising and taking care of the environment. 

When she got inside and looked at her watch, she made a pleasant observation. She had plenty of time before classes started, so she walked leisurely and calmly around the school corridor. She didn’t see many students, obviously because no one was desperate enough to get to the school so early. But she was not like other students: she preferred to go early rather than be late for class. 

Since she had been taking only five subjects in several classes, she was punctual for every class. She couldn’t risk being late for any of them. It was important for her to do well in his exams. If she ever wanted to break away from her stepmother, this was her best chance. That’s why when she sat down at a table in the corridor, she took out a textbook or two and started leafing through them. Before class, she liked to review the material, lest the teachers call her on it and she burn out because she couldn’t answer. She was still haunted by the memory of it happening to her in high school, and it was so embarrassing to her that she had since worked to make sure she didn’t fall for it again. But now she pushed those thoughts away and concentrated on her studies. It wasn’t long before she was completely absorbed in his reading. That’s what always happened to her when she was reading books. She was so absorbed that she could shut out the outside world completely. While others would complain that they couldn’t get into a book or couldn’t pay enough attention to what they

were reading, she could easily do both. These were two qualities she loved about himself. She was so engrossed in studying the books that she didn’t even notice that someone was calling her. It was her girlfriend, Liz Perkins. 

‘Hello! Can you hear me, Emily?’ she raised her voice and finally got an answer. 

‘Liz! Sorry, I just... ‘ confused, she didn’t know what to say to Liz, but luckily she didn’t have to, because the girl did it for her. 

‘…you are lost in books again.’ she finished her friend’s sentence and rolled her eyes. ‘Typical... I didn’t expect anything else.’

Emily stood up and hugged her friend who returned the kind greeting. Liz had been her best friend since high school, and no matter where or when she was always there for her. She never let her down and Emily appreciated that. She didn’t know what she’d do without her. 

They let go of each other, and Liz rummaged through her purse. Emily didn’t know what to make of her friend’s behaviour. She seemed to have lost something in her bag. At least, that’s what she thought, looking at her face and the persistence with which she searched. Finally, Liz suddenly cried out and pulled a wrapped present the size of her palm out of her bag. 

‘What’s that?’

‘What do you think, silly? Did you think I’d forgotten what day it was?’ she held the box out to Emily and handed it over with a big smile. 

‘Thank you, but you know you shouldn’t have!’ she glared at her friend a little angrily, although inside  she  was  very  happy  with  the  gesture  and  the  gift.  Her  friend  always  thought  of  her. 

Sometimes she only knew when her birthday was because Liz or maybe her stepmother reminded her of it. She knew it was pathetic, but she didn’t feel that day so special. Maybe it was because she hadn’t had a real family in a long time. She didn’t know what it was like to celebrate anything with relatives. That’s why she was so grateful that even though she didn’t have any relatives, Liz was always there for her. 

‘Come on, open up!’ her friend was impatient, and with further urging, Emily opened the box. 

She discovered two things inside. The first was a keychain with a picture of Emily and Liz together. 

It was taken the previous year when they went on a trip together. It was one of Emily’s few good days. 

‘It’s to let you know that even if not physically, I’m always there with you in spirit.’ Liz explained to her friend, helping her out. Then she turned the conversation to the other. ‘And that little thing is good for self-defence.’

Emily glanced at the other object, a blue lipstick. She stared at her friend, baffled: she didn’t know how a make-up tool could be used for self-defence. The other reason for that glance was that she didn’t know why she’d gotten a make-up kit when Liz knew she wasn’t really into that sort of thing. She didn’t want to seem ungrateful, but it wasn’t clear to her why she was getting it. 

Nevertheless, she took the item out of the box and examined it more closely. It had a royal blue

exterior. Of course, it was, she loved the colour blue, and her girlfriend was well aware of that. But when she took off the lipstick cap, it was not what she expected. Instead of the usual inside, there was a little knife inside. 

‘Liz! What the hell?’ she glared at the girl across from her, who shrugged. ‘Thanks for the presents, but it’s still...’

‘Don’t tell me it’s too much!’ she looked at Emily with a serious look, then shrugged. ‘Anyway, it will come in handy tonight.’

At this, Emily had her head up. She didn’t like that remark. What had her friend arranged? 

‘Why tonight?’ she looked at Liz with suspicion and curiosity. 

‘We’re going out!’ she announced cheerfully. Emily rolled her eyes as she didn’t feel like going out, especially not in the evening. But she didn’t want to offend her friend, so she merely dropped a forced smile in a ‘Super’ entourage. However, as soon as they realised how much time had passed, they rushed off to their first class of the day. 



‘Are you sure this is a good idea?’ Emily turned hesitantly to her friend. It was getting late in the evening, and they were standing outside the nightclub entrance. They waited for the queue to move and to be let in. 

‘Of course, it is, because I’d made it up.’ smiled away Liz. ‘You don’t want to stumble just before

the finish line! I couldn’t wait for you to turn eighteen so we could celebrate this day properly. A little drinking won’t hurt us...’ and then she added a quick word of advice. ‘You don’t always have to be a good girl.’

Liz was not right at all. Emily felt that she just wasn’t always good. She used to not do her homework, not follow the rules at home, or never get off her bike when she rode her bike, for example. Only the latter had happened recently. It was a fact that she didn’t like getting into trouble. As she looked at the young people in front of her and thought about how much trouble they must have gone through to get ready, she recalled how she had spent her afternoon. 

School went by relatively quickly, so she and her girlfriend then went out for lunch in high spirits. They went to her favourite restaurant where they had the most delicious fish and chips. It was not a very special dish, but she liked it. Since she wasn’t spoiled, she wasn’t used to fancy delicacies. But she didn’t mind. Perhaps she was only a little sorry that when she went home in the afternoon and asked her stepmother about the evening, she let her off easy. She would have expected  some  resistance  from  her,  but  it  didn’t  happen.  So,  not  wanting  to  lie  to  Liz,  they exchanged messages about when and where they would meet, and then she could start getting ready. She didn’t exert herself during the afternoon. As dressing up was not her thing, she just applied a light make-up look to her face and took out the only dress she had in reserve for a special night out. It was all black, and the skirt part came almost to her knees. But before she could put it on, she pulled a pair of stockings from the bottom of her wardrobe, which she pulled on with difficulty. The last thing she left was her hair. It was a light brown and so thick and shiny that it took

her at least half an hour to get it ready. She sighed a bit when she thought she was ready to go. She took one last look in the mirror. She didn’t look so bad. She often didn’t feel like spending time primping and dressing up, but when she did, she was always surprised at how different she looked. 

It was as if she wasn’t looking back at herself, but at a completely different person. But it could also be that she was the only one who saw it that way. 

She met Liz a few blocks from the club, about half an hour before their party started. Neither of them wanted to go alone and Emily needed a stylish little bag, which she got from her friend. She had to take a few things with her, starting with the two things her friend had given her the morning before and ending with the envelope she couldn’t wait to open. When Liz saw the white sheet of paper, she asked. 

‘What’s that?’

‘Nothing,’ Emily quickly replied. 

‘You’re not bringing anything to read, are you?’ she eyed the birthday girl suspiciously. 

‘Of course not. It’s just a piece of paper,’ she told her friend innocently, but as she was still looking at Emily, she was careful, to tell the truth. ‘Okay, it’s the letter from my father.’

‘No way!’ looked Liz in surprise. It was almost a week ago that Emily had told her about the letter her father had left her so that when the time came she would read it and find out some things. 

No one knew about it but her; not even the police. What was in her plush was hidden from everyone. 

But her friend had earned the right to tell her about those things. 

‘Yes, it is. I’ve been waiting for years to open it and read it. As soon as I officially turn eighteen, I’ll do it. I am not willing to wait another minute!’ she declared to her girlfriend and then gently added ‘Please!’

‘Okay. If you insist.’

‘You are free to go!’ Emily was jerked back to the present by the security guard’s voice. Her girlfriend gave her a helping hand and was already pushing her into the club. They were greeted by a large crowd and loud music, which Liz was enjoying. For Emily, this was all a new experience and it took some time to get used to the different surroundings. The club was full of people at her and also older than her, dancing and emptying their glasses. It was an unusual sight, but she felt she would like to try out all the things they were doing. 

For the first time, she thought she could belong, and all she had to do was follow the example of others. 

‘How cool is this, right?’ Liz’s eyes sparkled as the moving lights flashed on her for a moment. 

‘Come on, let’s go to the counter!’

Together, they made their way to the counter, where, thanks to the speed of the bar staff, they were in line in a few minutes. Liz ordered two cocktails for themselves and made it clear to Emily that she would be buying that round. She preferred not to argue with her and left it to her stubborn

friend. After a few minutes, the drinks were ready, and when they finally had them in hand, Liz spoke up to propose a toast. 

‘To you, for finally coming of age and making it this far. Cheers!’

‘Thank you!’ she said to her friend with a toast. The drink had a pleasant taste and she could barely taste the alcohol. After a few sips, they put the glass down on the bar and enjoyed each other’s company. 

Although they had had few drinks during the evening, they had a pleasant and very enjoyable few hours. They talked a lot, and Liz had a hard time getting Emily to join her on the dance floor. 

Although she could only keep her friend dancing for a few brief minutes, she counted it as a success in herself. The good vibes made the time fly. The minutes seemed like seconds, and they didn’t feel them pass until Emily’s phone vibrated. One after the other, it beeped several times, lest she forgets its presence. This had the desired effect. Emily didn’t even look at what her phone was saying, because she knew exactly what it was. 

She told her friend that she had to go out urgently and hurried towards the toilets. There she carefully locked herself in a stall, took out her envelope and then her mobile phone. Then he kept an eye on the time to make sure she didn’t miss the right time. It was only two minutes until ten o’clock when she would officially be a year older and turn eighteen. She could hardly believe that she would soon be able to tear open the envelope and read what her father had written to her. Maybe he’d give her a reason why he died the way he did that night. Or maybe he’ll tell her about her mother in it. 

She’d only seen a few pictures of her, and she was very curious to see what she was like. Her father never talked much about her mother, just said how much Emily reminded him of her. 

But it was too little for her. She hoped that her father had thought of everything, and would satisfy his daughter’s desires by clarifying in the letter everything that had occurred to her as a question. 

There were only ten seconds left... She couldn’t keep still and the envelope trembled in her hand. 

She was afraid of what she would find in the envelope, and so excitement ran through her body. Two and one... 









‘Em, everything okay in there?’ Liz knocked hard on one of the toilet cubicle doors. There was agony  and  nervousness  in  her  voice.  Emily  woke  up  to  the  noise.  She  didn’t  know  what  had happened. One minute she was about to open her envelope, the next it was dark and she had only just woken up. She pulled herself together and slowly stood up. She put her phone and the envelope in her bag and opened the door of the cabin. Her girlfriend stared at her, frightened. 

‘What happened?’

‘Nothing... I think I fainted.’ answered unconfidently Emily. ‘Why, have I been in here so long?’

‘Are you kidding? You’d been here for 15 minutes when I got worried and came in to get you.’

She took a deep breath to calm herself, then continued gently. ‘Come on, let’s get you some water.’

and with that, she led her out of the bathroom. 

The girl, of course, obediently followed her friend. She was still confused about what had happened. She didn’t know what could have happened to make her faint, and now everything was so confusing and hazy for her. She even felt a little dizzy before Liz sat her down on a chair by the counter. Her friend noticed Emily’s momentary weakness and, as she pushed a glass of water into her mouth, told her to get some ice for her head. But before the birthday girl could object, she was gone. Emily was left alone. She could only berate herself for ruining their evening. It was going to be so good, and she’d ruined it. Not on purpose, but she had. She tried to remember what had happened, but all she could think of was that she was about to open the envelope when poof... 

darkness. She’d never had anything like this happen to her before, so she was a little worried. 

‘Everything all right?’ a melodious, slightly deep voice came from beside her, bringing her back to the present. She glanced at the boy, who was sitting so close to her that she could watch him closely. His brown hair was slicked back, yet it was staring up. His face was a little rosy, but it hadn’t aged him a bit. And his eyes were a mixture of green and black. There was a look of curiosity in his eyes, but also a hint of unease. 

‘Yes, thanks but I’m fine.’ Emily hoped she didn’t look as depressed as she felt. She didn’t want to

get into a deeper conversation with the stranger, so she took a few sips of water from her glass to see if he would go away. But that didn’t happen and it annoyed Emily a little. 

‘I don’t mean to be pushy or anything, but it’s your birthday, isn’t it?’ the stranger asked gently, interested. 

‘How do you know that?’ Emily said back, wondering. 

‘Well, your friend always asked for a drink with the words ‘Me and my birthday friend are having one...’.’ he tried to lower his voice to make it as real as possible, but it was unnecessary. Emily could picture the scene in her mind’s eye and cursed her friend for exposing her like this. 

‘I’m going to kill you Liz...’ Emily voiced her annoyance. He smiled at that, and only then spoke again. 

‘Well, she must have meant well... somehow,’ he thought for a moment, then paused, leaving a pause for effect, before speaking again. ‘Anyway, happy birthday!’

‘Well…thanks.’ Emily turned her face away a little because she felt the heat coming over her. She was blushing. She wasn’t used to talking to boys, let alone strangers. 

‘I’m Chris, by the way!’ He held out his palm to her and added: ‘Relax, I don’t bite.’

‘Emily.’ She shook Chris’s hand with strength. Her heart was pounding with nervousness, but somehow she calmed down after they introduced themselves. Chris seemed nice and attractive, but she had a negative feeling about him that she couldn’t explain. Then she caught a glimpse of a dark

spark in his eyes, but she blinked a few times before the blackness disappeared. She put it down to the fact that her eyes were glittering. Maybe she had hit her head badly... 

‘Em!’ she heard her friend’s voice, and within seconds she was beside her. She didn’t seem to have disturbed anything, because she stood in front of Emily and pressed the small bag of ice to her head. She took the ice from Liz and continued to hold it to her head as the quiet words came out of her indignantly. 

‘Liz! Didn’t you notice I was in the middle of something?’

‘Relax, I was only interrupted for a moment. But it’s more important that you’re okay, isn’t it?’

She sighed, letting off some steam, and turned to her girlfriend. ‘Okay, I’ll let you talk now...’ She turned back to look closely at whomever Emily had been chatting to while she was away, but there was no sign of him in the chair. All she could see was his cold seat. 

‘Oh, Em, I’m sorry. But he can’t be far away yet...’ Liz desperately and sadly quizzed the crowd. 

Emily couldn’t understand her friend’s reaction, for she hadn’t lost sight of Chris. Only now he wasn’t on the stool but behind the counter. He seemed to have gone into self-service mode because he was moving there as if he belonged to the bar staff. 

‘Hey, relax Liz! He’s still here, he just went behind the counter.’ She nodded her head in his direction, and her friend turned her head that way. But when she turned back, she stared at Emily, puzzled. 

‘Emily, he’s not there.’ she said firmly. 

‘Yes, he is. Don’t play the idiot,’ she said seriously. ‘It’s also possible that you didn’t get a good look. Shall I describe what’s he wearing?’

‘Believe  me,  I  saw  it  very  well.’  Liz  recalled  the  boy’s  appearance  to  herself  and  nodded feverishly to confirm it for Emily. 

‘But he is there! The one in the black leather jacket!’ she raised her voice even more, showing her irritation, then threw the ice on the counter and waved at the boy. ‘Hey, Chris!’

He heard her and when he looked towards her, a look of astonishment came over his face. He then hurriedly grabbed two bottles of booze and climbed over to the bar. 

‘Emily!’ said Liz fiercely to her friend. ‘There is no one behind the counter in a leather jacket! 

Everyone’s wearing shirts!’

Emily couldn’t believe her friend thought she was so stupid that she was imagining things. But she saw Chris. She didn’t have time to stop arguing with her, because it seemed to her that no one had noticed that Chris had taken booze. They even notice Chris! Leaving her friend in the lurch, she jumped up and went after him. It was no easy task to get through the crowd, even though she wasn’t a tall or wide tee-pee herself. It served her right this time. What amazed her was how easily Chris got through the people. It was as if no one stood in his way. It was a great relief for Emily when she saw the exit. She watched Chris hurry out the door, and only two seconds later Emily stepped out

into the open, but there was no sign of the boy. She couldn’t see him, but he should have been there. 

He didn’t have that much of a head start on Emily. 

‘Em! What are you...?’ Liz started, breathing heavily, but Emily interrupted her. 

‘He’s gone!’

The truth comes out

The bright rays of the sun woke her up. Because she had forgotten to draw the curtains during the night, the light now reached her bed unobstructed, waking her from her sleep. With great grunts, she finally crawled out of bed. But it was not an easy task, for it felt to her as if she was trying to break away from a magnet. When she reached the bathroom, she looked in the mirror and felt a little horrified. 

‘Oh my goodness,’ was the sudden reaction that came out of her mouth. 

Her face looked a little depressed and her hair was a mess. She quickly washed and combed her hair to look something if she had to go in for two or three classes. Returning to her room, she reflected on the evening’s events. She was having such a good time. For someone who didn’t think partying was for her, she decided to go out with Liz once in a while. However, the way she felt about her blackout... seemed to change everything. Starting with Chris, who seemed so strange. Sure, when she was talking to him, he seemed nice, but he was suspicious. On the one hand, Liz hadn’t seen the guy. On the other hand, he was stealing from the club. And the way he’d suddenly disappeared! It all seemed unbelievable. Her friend, of course, didn’t believe her and attributed it more to the drink than to Emily seeing what she said she saw. It was all so confusing, yet so shocking. She wanted to know exactly what had happened that night. But as luck would have it, she’d never find out. 

Then came a sudden epiphany, which made her remember her father’s letter. Of course! She had

meant to open the envelope earlier, but she hadn’t. She picked up the small bag from her chair and pulled out the paper. She excitedly tore open the envelope, which contained three pieces of paper with her father’s handwriting on them. She took the pages in her hands, sat down on his bed and began to read the writing from the beginning. 



My little Angel, dear Emily! 



If you are reading this, I am no longer among the living. That’s why I apologize to you first for leaving you alone and for not telling you the truth until now, but I will now. I don’t know if you remember, but sometimes I had to leave you alone with the babysitter. Believe me, it was for your good. I was always working and I couldn’t take you with me because it was dangerous. I couldn’t let you get involved until this minute. Now that you’re of age, you must continue what I started. Your legacy. The truth is, you’re a Seer, and I was a Seer too. What does that mean? Well, a very important task. You see, the world is not quite what you thought it was. It’s not just humans, it’s angels and demons too. I don’t need to tell you which ones represent good and which ones represent evil, but I will tell you where we Seers belong. Because we see all of them all the time, we must keep the peace, to protect people at all costs. I must say, this is not always an easy task. It is our duty. I believe it is also a noble and honourable thing to do. I hope you’ll understand that someday. But I have many important things to tell you. You know of the Bible. Even if not, you’ve probably heard of

God and the archangels. Well, it’s all true. Lucifer is the lord of Hell, but below him, in the ranks, is a certain Balthazar. He calls himself the Prince of Hell among the demons. It’s important to know that he wants to get rid of the Seers and the angels for good. But to do so, he needs a weapon. 



Emily could only read the letter so far because she threw it on her bed. She just couldn’t believe her father would write such a thing! For years she had waited patiently for this moment until the envelope was opened, and now she realised it was in vain. She could find no other explanation in the letter, and she had to conclude that everyone was right. Her father was indeed mentally ill and had committed suicide. But she was so confident that the opposite would turn out to be true. She hoped that the truth would cause a great stone to fall from her heart. But it didn’t. On the contrary. Her chest tightened, and her heartbeat quickened so as her pulse. She was angry and wished she hadn’t opened the envelope. So pained was she by the incident that she could feel tears welling up in her eyes, while in her throat she discovered the presence of the familiar lump. She wanted to get rid of all the unpleasantly agonizing sensations and no longer wanted to deal with anything. She also thought it would be better if she just didn’t feel anything at all. Then nothing and no one could harm her. She would just exist in the world... 

She couldn’t hold in her feelings any longer, so she lay on her bed, pressed her head into her pillow and let out the tears that were flowing in streams, soaking everything. 



Emily pulled herself together. She couldn’t miss school, no matter what state she was in. Half an hour proved to be enough time to get herself cleaned up and out on the street. She hurried to school on her bike, and it wasn’t long before she was late for her first class of the day. 

That’s why she didn’t get to speak to Liz, except during breaks between classes. Her friend, who again read in her face that something was wrong, was forced to tell her about the contents of her father’s letter. To be exact, what she read of it. She didn’t want to hide it from Liz, and it was good that she listened to her patiently and attentively. Liz was the only one with whom Emily could share all her troubles. And she was always there for her. No matter where or when she was. Emily told her friend the information without being interrupted by her. When she finished speaking, her friend spoke sympathetically. 

‘I’m sorry, Em! I was rooting for you to be right, but this is...’ Liz’s throat tightened. She didn’t know how to finish what she’d started. She stared at herself as if searching the air for words when there were none. But Emily steeled herself and finished the sentence. 

‘...changed everything.’

Liz nodded at the comment and hugged Emily tightly. Every time she did that she always felt like she had a sister who was always looking out for her. She hugged her friend back, which filled her with strength. 

The rest of school was more bearable and by the time they finished, Emily had a smile on her

face. It was mostly thanks to Liz and the fact that the weekend had started. Although there wasn’t much Emily could do at home, the mere fact that she could get away from school for a while was a relief. Though she was reluctant to be alone with her brooding thoughts, she considered spending the weekend with Liz. She did not intend to impose her desire on her friend because it would make her look rather inappropriate. Luckily for her, that never happened. Her girlfriend, having guessed her thoughts, broached the subject instead. 

‘You know what? You’re not going to be alone this weekend after this!’ started Liz confidently. 

‘Yes, you’ve got your ‘mum’ at home, but I don’t think you’ll be able to cope with her. If you want, you can stay at my place. You’re welcome... and so is my family!’ she added quickly before Emly could ask. 

She was a little taken aback by her friend’s offer. Liz’s words were unexpected, but at the same time, she breathed a sigh of relief. She smiled gratefully at her. 

‘You’re very nice! But I’ll mention it to Jenna first,’ Emily hinted to her stepmother, and her friend shrugged her shoulders and let it go. Then they both went to the bike storage, where Emily unloaded her bike. She was waving hello to her friend when a guy called out to them. 

‘Hey wait!’

Emily turns to the stranger who has just come up to them. She took a quick look at the boy. He was wearing a blue and grey checked shirt with jeans and trainers. He was tall and thin, his dark brown hair sticking up to the sky and his greenish-brown eyes sparkling. Emily thought he was cute, 

but that didn’t matter. To her, he was just an unfamiliar figure. He, on the other hand, seemed to know them both. 

‘I mean, just you wait. I need to talk to you.’ the stranger spoke again, lowering his voice. His words rang out melodiously in Emily’s ears. 

‘Sorry, do I know you?’ she snapped out of her frozen state. 
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