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      Every night that I close my eyes, I fall into dreams filled with one of two things: nightmares of darkness or dreams of the Porterson brothers. While one obviously seems better than the other, it’s not always that easy. While my dreams of darkness frighten me, my dreams of the Porterson brothers make me feel extremely uneasy. And I constantly worry that I do have a dream seer ability, which means they could actually be visiting me in my dreams. And that means they might just be able to see all the… strange stuff that fills up my mind when I close my eyes.

      Take for instance, right now. I’ve become very aware that I’m in a dream with all of the Porterson brothers, so much so that I feel as if I’m awake.

      We’re sitting in a room made of tree branches and vines are hanging from the ceiling.

      “I feel like we’re in a tree,” I say to no one in particular.

      I’m sitting in the center of the room, on the floor in front of a stone fireplace. The six of them are sitting in a circle around me, all of them similar yet at the same time so different.

      “That’s because we are, silly,” Foster says with a teasing glint in his eyes, a small detail that reveals I’m indeed in a dream, since in real life Foster’s eyes are usually haunted by sadness.

      I start to smile when one of them purrs.

      “She always looks so adorable when she’s confused.” Porter’s lavender gaze burrows into me, an amused smile quirking at his lips.

      “No way,” Easton disagrees with a wink. “She’s most adorable when she blushes.”

      I roll my eyes. “No, I’m not.”

      “Wanna bet?” With a smirk, East begins to pull up his shirt, revealing his rock solid abs.

      I roll my eyes again, but feel my cheeks warm, and he grins.

      “Guys, you’re both wrong,” Hunter interrupts with his golden eyes fastened on me. Then he kneels up and moves in front of me, wetting his lips with his tongue. “She’s the most adorable when I bite her.”

      Confusion whisks through me as he leans forward and presses his face against my neck, inhaling deeply. I feel as if I should move—run—but I remain frozen, bound to him by an invisible force—by the altered link.

      “You smell so good,” he whispers against my neck. “I bet you’ll taste even better.” Then he sinks his teeth into my flesh.

      I gasp, feeling as though I should scream, but instead I relax against him as he sucks the blood from my vein, devouring me until there’s nothing left—

      My eyelids pop open and I suck in a huge breath, my hand darting to my neck. It takes me a few calming breaths to realize it was just a dream, that I’m okay, that Hunter didn’t turn all vampire on me and drink my blood.

      Luckily, tonight, Foster slept on the couch, something he occasionally does. If he had been in here, I probably would’ve woken him up and then had to explain what was going on. Not that I’d ever tell him what I just dreamt about because, um, yeah, that’d be embarrassing.

      I rub my neck, peering around at the bedroom blanketed by darkness, trying to convince myself that it was just a dream, that Hunter isn’t a vampire. But as my fingers graze along my neck, I swear I feel two pin-size holes marking my flesh.

      Panicking, I jump out of bed, turn on the light, and rush over to a mirror hanging on the wall. Then I sweep my long, wavy brown hair to the side and frantically scan over my neck. But the skin is smooth and bite free.

      Strange…

      Releasing an exhale, I stare at my reflection. My lightning blue eyes stare back at me and appear bloodshot, probably from the lack of sleep I’ve been getting. Not that all of my dreams are that intense, but with me having questionable dream seer ability, I constantly wonder what’s real and what’s not. Then there’s also the worry of others seeing what I dream.

      Will my life ever be normal?

      I sigh, knowing the answer is probably no, and head back to bed to try to get some sleep and attempt not to think about why the hell I dreamt that Hunter was a vampire, or how it felt when he drank the blood from my veins—how it felt to briefly die when he drank the life from my body.

      But it’s all I can think about as I shut my eyes and drift into the darkness.
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      There’s always this constant craving plaguing my body, a slight nibbling that ticks inside my chest, but usually, I have pretty good control over it. Right now, though, I’m struggling, have been for a couple of weeks, which coincidentally is around the same time as the link we created with a merging enchantment between me, my brothers, and Sky got altered. Okay, maybe it’s not coincidental, but I’m trying not to think about that at the moment, think about what it means in a broader context. But eventually I’m going to have to deal with it. And I will, but after I take care of the issues with Sky and the link.

      “I’m not sure I can fix it.” I pause, waiting for my brothers to flip out, because I know they’re going to.

      Well, most of them are. Porter usually only goes crazy over one thing and that happens only when he’s starving.

      “What do you mean, you’re not sure if you can fix the link?” Max says as he paces the length of the living room of the home we grew up in.

      The house is in the human world and for the most part, has always been a safe place. But ever since Sky entered our lives, danger has been lurking around every corner. Not that I blame her for what’s happening. This is in no way her fault. And it’s not like I usually mind danger. In fact, I crave it. It’s why I’ve become known as the rebellious twin. Although, it probably doesn’t help that Holden usually does the right thing.

      A couple of times I’ve questioned if he is my twin, if instead him and Max are since they’re more similar, at least when it comes to their personalities. In a lot of ways, I’m more like Porter. Like for instance, I’ve felt this shadow of darkness stirring inside me, begging to be let out. But unlike Porter, I’ve been this way for a long time. I’ve never told anyone about it besides Porter and Max, and don’t plan on doing so, because it’s fucking weird, and I don’t want to be the bad one and the weird anomaly.

      When I was younger and I first felt the darkness I wondered if maybe I was an elemental protector of darkness, which is why I kept the feeling a secret at first. Later, though, when my power of fire manifested, I realized there was something else wrong with me. Even Porter was normal back then, well normal for him, and the perfection of my family made me worry that my imperfection meant I was broken. For years I carried the secret around, ignoring the hunger constantly purring under my flesh. But one day I became painfully aware that I wasn’t going to be able to ignore it anymore. It was the day I almost ended up biting someone’s neck. It was a strange craving that scared the hell out of me. I was fourteen years old and the first time I made out with a girl all I could think about was sinking my teeth into her vein.

      I didn’t feel comfortable enough going to my parents for help, so I went to Porter, who had just went through what we refer to as his change. After I told him what was going on with me, he brought me to the fey world and introduced me to Camille, a faerie with the power of being able to read creatures and energies. When she saw me, she looked right into my eyes and said, “You’ve been cursed with a blood thirst.”

      “I don’t… I don’t understand,” I’d replied. As far as I knew, blood thirsts only existed amongst vampires.

      Apparently, I was right too, something Camille confirmed a moment later.

      “Blood thirst only exists in one type of creature,” she said calmly, as if she was informing me about the weather. “But considering how pale you look, I assume you already arrived at that conclusion.”

      “I hadn’t completely, but now I have.” I shook my head in shock. “I don’t understand how. I mean, I haven’t been bitten and this hunger… It’s existed for as long as I can remember. If I was a vampire… Why do I age and how did I become one?”

      Her indifferent expression had softened a bit, emotion radiating from her blue eyes. “Just because you have vampire blood, doesn’t mean you’re a vampire. It’s like your brother,” she gestured at Porter, “While he carries the burden of another creature’s blood inside him, he’s still an elemental protector at heart, which is why his elemental powers still dominate and why he still ages, but underneath his elemental blood, certain urges exist that he has to tend to. You are the same way, and like Porter, you’re going to have to learn how to feed these urges or else they’re eventually going to consume you.”

      My heart had thudded inside my chest so loudly it echoed in my head, but beneath the panic, a bit of relief emerged. Maybe it was from the fact that I’d finally figured out why I felt so... hungry all the time. Or maybe it was the vampire blood that existed in me. I wasn’t really sure. Just like I wasn’t really sure how I turned out this way.

      “I still don’t understand how,” I said. “How I ended up like this.”

      She searched my eyes with her head tilted to the side. “From what I can tell, something happened to you when you were born, but the details are hazy.”

      And so once again I was back to trying to figure shit out. “So how do I find out for sure?”

      She shrugged, reaching for a goblet of faerie wine. “That’s an answer I can’t give you. But you can ask your parents or find another way to look into your birth more.”

      Deciding to take her advice, I went home and asked my parents about my birth without giving away that I knew I had vampire blood in me. The story my parents told me, though, didn’t help a bit. It was all rainbows and sunshine, my mom referring to the day of my birth as “one of the most wonderful days.” So, either they were keeping something from me or they didn’t know I was different. Over the years, I realized it was probably the latter. Just like over the years I’d learned to control my blood thirst the best that I could. I also told Max about what I am, but only because I got wasted on faerie wine and babbled my heart out like a pathetic shit. Other than Porter, Max, and Camille, no one else is aware I’m cursed with a thirst for blood.

      “Hunter?” Max says, drawing me away from memory lane. “Did you hear what I said?”

      I shake my head. “Nope, not a word.”

      He sighs, slowing to a stop in front of the fireplace. “I asked what you meant when you said you weren’t sure if you could fix the link.”

      “I mean exactly that—that I’m not sure if I can fix the link.” Gods, how many times do I have to repeat myself before he understands?

      “How can you know that for sure? You haven’t been around Sky long enough to try it?” Holden stares at me questioningly, his face almost a mirror image of mine.

      The resemblance is the only reason I believe we’re actually twins. Although, I once came up with a theory that I’m a doppelgänger along with being part vampire and an elemental protector. But I’m still working on proving that.

      “That’s not true. I tried right after the link was altered, when Porter, Max, and I drove her back to the house,” I explain to Holden, sinking down onto the armrest of a chair. “And I could tell something was blocking my powers from being able to fix it. I tried to get around the block, but couldn’t. And I’m not sure I’ll be able to with how strong it felt.”

      “That happened two days ago.” Max stands in front of the fireplace with his arms crossed and irritation in his eyes. “Why didn’t you say something back then?”

      I give a shrug. “Because right after it happened, I went with Porter to feed. And then I got distracted with burying Brody’s body.” I shrug again. “I told Porter, though.”

      Max lowers his head and pinches the brim of his nose. “Like that does any good. Porter probably doesn’t even want the link fixed.”

      “Now, now, little brother, there’s no need to insult me.” Porter enters the room through the doorway with an amused glint in his eyes. The glint is typically there, a façade to cover up what he’s really feeling.

      “I’m not insulting you.” Max lifts his head and arches his brows. “But can you honestly tell me that you don’t like the feeling of Sky’s power leaking down the link?”

      Porter presses his lips together and shrugs. “It has its benefits, I guess.”

      Max rolls his eyes again. “You’re constant indifference is starting to get annoying. I know you like it. I could tell when you freaked out in the car and nearly devoured her.”

      “You don’t know everything, Max. And FYI, your self-righteousness is annoying.” Porter slants against the doorjamb with his arms crossed.

      Holden heaves a weighted sigh. “Lets not get off track. We need to focus on fixing the link because it’s the right thing to do, even if some of us want it to stay the way that it is.”

      I mentally roll my eyes again. There he goes with his do-gooder attitude. My annoyance makes the darkness stir inside my chest. I want to feed, which is a bit strange since I just did a handful of days ago when Porter went to feed as well. And while Porter feeds off of living things, I get my blood from the undead underground black market. In fact, I’ve never actually drank from anything living. Not that I haven’t thought about it. I have. A lot. And I came close to doing so once, the day right after the link was altered and Sky was lying on my lap. It was as if the link magnified the scent of her blood and Gods, I wanted a bite.

      As my throat burns, I shove thoughts of Sky and the scent of her blood out of my mind the best that I can. “I might know someone who can help me figure out why my powers aren’t fixing the link,” I say to no one in particular. “But to talk to them, I’ll have to go to the fey world.”

      Holden and Max frown at the mention of the fey world, but Porter’s eyes light up.

      “I’ll go with you,” Porter offers, pushing away from the doorframe and strolling toward the center of the room.

      “All right.” I rise to my feet, figuring Max and Holden will stay behind since they aren't fans of the fey.

      “I’m going too,” Max announces, surprising the hell out of me. When I lift my brows, he adds, “I want to make sure this is done correctly.”

      “What? Don’t you trust Porter and I to do it?” I ask with a hint of amusement.

      “No,” he replies then glances at Holden. “Are you coming?”

      Holden lets out a tired sigh. “I guess if everyone else is.”

      Grinning, Porter rubs his hands together. “I guess we’re taking a little family vacation to the fey world.”

      I smile, but it’s a bit forced. Deep down, I have this unsettling feeling I might not be able to fix the link. And then what? All of my brothers and I will have to remain permanently linked to Sky, a girl none of us besides Foster can ever really be with. Yeah, that’s going to work out fantastically.

      And besides, I don’t want to be tied to anyone. Not that I want Sky to be unprotected, but the link was supposed to exist simply to protect her. Now it’s all messed up, the energy unbalanced and our powers and feelings are more connected to Sky’s than they should be and vice versa. It’s complicated everyone’s feelings toward her, mine included, and it’s making me crave her in a way that makes me feel very uncomfortable, as if I could lose control at any moment. And the more I feel this way, the more the darkness—the thirst living inside my veins wants to devour her. I’ve never felt this out of control over my curse and it’s pissing me off. I want things to go back to how they were, where I rarely let myself feel anything, where I knew I wouldn’t end up biting someone.

      Where I didn’t think about biting Sky all the damn time.
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      My main goal in life used to be trying not to set off my powers. But ever since I met the Porterson brothers, my new main goal in life is… Well, where do I start? Attempting to learn how to open up a controlled portal? Controlling my temper when Easton gripes for the umpteenth time that we’re being “sooo boring.” Or, and the most strangest, trying to figure out why I feel guilty every time Foster tries to kiss me. He’s only done it twice, and both times I felt so guilty that I had to stop the kiss while trying not to look like a spazz, but I’m certain he’s starting to wonder what’s wrong with me. I know I am.

      “What do you think about having pizza for dinner?” Foster asks me as he rummages through the fridge in the small kitchen attached to the quaint living room.

      The place we’re staying at is in the world of Enchantment, also known as the elemental enchanter world. The power that flows through it also pumps through my veins. The world consists of a total of about fifty acres with one home, a single story cabin with shutters and a wraparound porch. It’s the only house in this world, which sounds weird, but up until I opened a portal to it a handful of days ago, no one thought it existed anymore. Now we’re stuck here until I can obtain enough control over my powers to open up a secured portal or else we risk the god of darkness getting inside and getting ahold of me. So far, though, my powers are wonky at best and I haven’t been able to do it, even with Foster and Easton’s help.

      We have opened up a few portals but we had to seal them back up because they weren’t secure. Luckily nothing managed to sneak through them, but I worry that I might eventually mess up and the god of darkness will get ahold of me, something that can never happen since I’m the power source for the elemental enchanter god, something I can still barely wrap my mind around. I mean, what am I exactly? Just power? Or am I actually a creature with blood pumping through my veins?

      I glance down at my arm, at the veins mapping my skin. It seems like I’m as real as any other creature or person, but still—

      “Sky?” Foster’s voice wrenches me from my thoughts.

      I blink at him. “Huh?”

      Concern creases between his brows. “I asked if pizza sounded good for dinner… Are you okay? You seem distracted.”

      “I’m fine,” I assure him. “And pizza sounds good.”

      He nods, still appearing worried, but doesn’t say anything and starts working on dinner. I debate whether or not I have enough energy to get up and help him. I know I should, but I’m exhausted.

      Easton and I are currently lounging in the sofas with our feet kicked up on the coffee table. I’ve been practicing using my powers all day and I can’t find the energy to get off my ass.

      “Bro, for the love of Gods, no more pizza,” Easton gripes with a dramatic groan.

      “I wasn’t asking for your opinion,” Foster says in a clipped tone. “I was asking Sky.”

      Easton and Foster, who are the youngest of the Porterson brothers, and are the same age as me, have been stuck in this world with me, for about a week and with each passing day, Foster is getting more impatient with East.

      The two of them are twins but look and act completely unalike. Where Easton has chin-length blonde hair, silver eyes, and a sarcastic personality, Foster has short dark hair and lightning blue eyes that are similar to mine, but more vibrant in my opinion. Foster has a more serious personality than East, who’s constantly joking around. Their facial features are alike, though, they both have tattoos, and like to dress in dark colored clothing, but other than that, they’re pretty different. They argue a lot, but usually it’s in a sarcastic way. Lately, though, it’s been different. Foster is getting annoyed with East. And I didn’t arrive at this conclusion simply by observing them. I’ve felt Foster’s irritation leaking down the link I have with Foster, Easton, and their four brothers, Hunter, Holden, Max, and Porter, who I haven’t seen since we got stuck in this world. Not that it should bother me. I barely know them, yet I find myself missing them, which is so weird and confusing.

      “What?” I ask when I notice Foster giving me a strange, almost disappointed look.

      He presses his lips together and shakes his head.  “So pizza sounds good to you?”

      Why is he looking at me like that? “Yeah, pizza’s fine.” I start to get up. “I’ll help you cook it.”

      He motions for me to sit back down. “I can put it in the oven. You need to rest. You’ve used your powers a lot today.”

      “She has,” Easton agrees. Then his lips quirk with mischief. “You know what you need?”

      I shake my head. “Nope. Whatever it is, I’m not doing it.”

      His smirk broadens. “How can you dismiss my idea when you haven’t even heard it?”

      I rotate in the sofa, bringing my knee up onto the cushion. “Because I’ve learned over the last week that when you smirk, you’re about to start trouble.”

      He wipes the smirk off his face, but a sparkle remains evident in his silvery eyes. “What smirk?”

      I narrow my eyes at him. “The smirk you just wiped off your face.”

      He sweeps strands of his blond hair away from his forehead and bats his eyelashes innocently. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

      “Liar,” I accuse, but I’m struggling not to smile.

      He typically has that effect on me, can annoy me to no end, yet I still find him amusing. Not that I’d ever admit that aloud. If I did, he’d probably tease me more than he already does.

      He fakes a pout with his lip jutted out. “Wow, lightning eyes, you’re cruel.”

      “I’d apologize if I actually thought you were hurt.”

      His grin slips through. “I’m totally hurt.”

      I resist an eye roll. “Yeah, that goofy smile on your face sure makes you look hurt.

      He fakes being shocked, pressing a hand to his chest. “My grins aren’t goofy. They’re sexy.”

      I roll my eyes so damn hard they just about get stuck in my head.

      “You know what? Just for that.” His grin turns wicked then he reaches for me, as if he’s about to grab me, but then green light illuminates across his skin.

      Water suddenly pours over my head, soaking my hair and shirt.

      I let out a squeal. “Holy crap, that’s cold.”

      He grins, totally entertained with himself. “Serves you right for calling my grins goofy.”

      I wipe the water off my face with the back of my hand, but the water is already dripping to the sofa and soaking the cushion. “So that’s how you want to play, huh?” I put on a devious smirk.

      His eyes glint with a dare as he reclines back in the sofa with his hands tucked behind his head. “Show me what you’ve got, badass.”

      “She needs to take it easy,” Foster intervenes, annoyance lacing his tone.

      Easton winks at me. “The boss has spoken. Guess you can’t play anymore.”

      I probably should sit back and take it easy, but I’m not about to let Easton win this one. I use Foster’s interruption to my advantage, moving to sit back in the sofa like I’m going to give up, but then at the last second, I dive toward Easton, using my power to form a snowball in the palm of my hand. Easton has zero time to react as I throw the snowball at his face.

      He gapes at me with wide eyes. “Well, holy shit, I did not see that coming.” He wipes the snow off his face with the sleeve of his grey shirt. “You know what? I was right. You’re cruel.”

      “Like you aren’t.” I give a pressing glance down at the wet spots that are on the front of my shirt. “If you can’t—”

      Water rains down on me, drenching my hair and face.

      “The wet T-shirt look is a really good look for you,” Easton says through his laughter. “You should seriously wear it all the time.” His frown falters as the rain briefly flickers on and off. “Fuck, my powers are acting up again. This place is seriously screwing with them.”

      “I wonder why,” I say, wringing out the water from my hair.

      He shrugs. “I’m not sure but Foster and I were talking and we think it might be because this world’s energy is linked to elemental enchanters’ powers, hence the reason why it’s been growing since you two arrived. But I also think that energy is having the opposite effect on my powers.” An unexpected grin rises on his face. “Not that I’m not a badass.” He snaps his fingers and rain begins to pour down on me again.

      I narrow my eyes at him and throw another handful of snow at his face. Then I start to summon my power of wind, unsure what I’m going to do with it, but fully planning on doing something. But Easton effortlessly forms a rain cloud above my head that continuously rains down on me, even when I scoot to the side.

      As cold water drenches me from head to toe, the chill seeps into my bones, and my newfound elemental powers become harder to channel. Chattering and shivering, I attempt to summon my power of wind. When that doesn’t work, I try water. Again, nothing, so I move on to ice. Another fail. I don’t bother trying to channel my lightning or fire power—that seems a bit harsh to use on him.  I also have darkness inside me, but yeah, I’m never going to touch that power.

      Or well, I hope I don’t. But lately, with the nightmares I’ve been having…

      I dropkick the worry from my head, not wanting to think about my reoccurring nightmares of darkness or my dreams of the Porterson brothers doing… strange things to me. Instead, I concentrate on getting Easton back. Since being freezing seems to have hindered my powers, I decide there’s only one way to get payback.

      The human way.

      Without warning, I dive across the room toward him, landing on his lap, and making the rain cloud glide right above him.

      “What the hell?” Easton stammers as rain pours down on us.

      I get situated in his lap, sitting sideways with my legs stretched out onto the sofa. “I’m not moving until you turn off the cloud.”

      Grinning, he slants back, and a lazy smile spreads across his face. “I’m perfectly okay with this situation.”

      Leave it to him to be okay with this. If there’s one thing East is good at it’s appearing comfortable in any situation. Although, I occasionally sense little flickers of emotions flowing off of him through the link, and that makes me wonder if he sometimes puts on a façade. Right now, though, that isn’t the case.

      Grimacing, I rack my brain for another way to power kick his ass.

      “You two are flooding the living room,” Foster says he opens up the pizza box.

      I glance down at the floor and pull a whoopsie face at the sight of puddles drenching the hardwood.

      “Maybe we should stop,” I tell East, blinking as a raindrop splatters across my head.

      He shakes his head, strands of his wet hair falling into his eyes. “Nah, I’m perfectly fine with the floor getting wet. It’s not like I’ll clean it up.” When I narrow my eyes at him, the corners of his lips kick upward. “I’ll tell you what. If you declare that I’m the most sexy elemental protector ever, I’ll turn off the cloud.”

      “Ha! No effing way.” I brush strands of my wet hair out of my eyes. “And you want to know why I won’t do that?” I smirk. “Because I’m not a liar.”

      Okay, that might be a lie. East is sexy, but telling him that… Yeah, that’s never going to happen. If I did, it’d make his already inflated ego swell up more.

      “Then I guess the living room is going to be a pond. That’s fine by me. I love water.” He mirrors my smirk.

      What a little brat.

      A brat that needs to be taught a lesson.

      “Fine, if that’s the way you want to play.” I sit up, swinging a leg onto each side of him so I’m straddling him. Then, before he can react, I start tickling the crap out of him.

      “What the hell!” he squeals, his muscles locking up. “Stop that!”

      I keep on tickling him, tightening my legs against his waist when he tries to push me off his lap.

      “Turn off the cloud and I will.”

      “This is so cheating.” Laughing uncontrollably, he puts his hands on my waist and tries to pick me up. But I hitch an arm around the back of his neck and use my other hand to continue tickling him.

      “Sky.” He can barely talk through his laughter. “Come on, stop it. I hate being tickled.” He tucks his arms against his sides, his face bright red, his eyes watery.

      “And I hate being rained on,” I quip, moving my hand downward to tickle his thigh.

      Tension suddenly ripples through his body and the rain abruptly stops. I start to smirk, but frown when I realize how in pain he looks, his lips set in a firm line, his muscles are all locked up, and his face is a bit pale.

      “Did I hurt you?” I ask, worried I somehow accidentally zapped an electric voltage through his body or something.

      He offers me a tight smile. “Nah, I just hate losing.” He carefully picks me up, moves me to the side, then stands up. “I’ll be right back.” He jumps to his feet and hurries out of the room.

      I scratch my head. Is he really that upset that he lost our little what I thought was a playful fight?

      “Just ignore him,” Foster tells me, drawing my attention to him. He’s standing in the kitchen near the island and has a weird, worried look on his face. “He’s just having a tantrum because he lost.”

      I lower my feet to the floor to stand up, but instantly pull my feet onto the cushion as water soaks through my socks. “Is it that big of a deal to him that he lost?”

      Foster lifts a shoulder as he turns to put the pizza into the oven. “East may joke around about a lot of things, but he hates losing. Hunter and Porter are that way too.”

      “What about you?” I ask, even though I’m pretty sure I already know the answer.

      A smile plays at his lips as he turns around again and rests his arms on top of the counter. “What do you think?”

      “Hmm…” I thrum my fingers against my lips. “Well, when I first met you, I totally would’ve guessed you were a sore loser. Now, I think you might be too sweet to be that competitive.”

      Amusement plays at the corners of his lips. “You think I’m sweet?”

      I lift my shoulders. “You are to me. Well, or you started to be after you found out what I am.”

      An elemental enchanter, just like him. As far as we know, we’re the only two of our kind, which wouldn’t be so weird except our kind can only be intimate with each other. Which leaves Foster being the only person I can ever intimately be with. That isn’t completely awful—I like Foster a lot—but sometimes I wonder if we’ll end up together only because there’s no one else we can be with.

      His amusement fizzles as guilt creeps through the link. “Sky, I’m sorry—”

      I hold up my hand. “Stop apologizing. I didn’t mean anything by that. I was just stating a fact.” I lower my hand to my lap. “I know you never wanted to treat me the way you did when we first met and I’ve already forgiven you for what happened.”

      How could I not after how he showed me that he’d been drawn to me way before I ever worked up the courage to talk to him? How he wished he could actually like me, but thought he couldn’t because he believed I was human.

      He rubs his lips together then steps back from the island and heads toward me with an intense look on his face. But as he enters the living room, he halts, his gaze dropping to the puddle-covered floor.

      “I guess I should clean this up before it ruins the floor.” He lifts a hand and his skin begins to crackle with blue sparks of lightning.

      I push to my feet and wade over to him. “Can I help?”

      “Let me take care of this, okay? You’ve used your powers a lot today. I think that’s why you were having such a hard time channeling them when you were battling it out with East.”

      “I think it was partially because the water was making me cold.”

      “A little bit of chilliness shouldn’t affect your powers.” Without drying up the floor, he lowers his hands and inches toward me, his feet splashing in the water. “Are you feeling okay?”

      I nod, tucking a strand of my hair behind my ear. “I’m just a little bit tired.”

      His head angles to the side. “That’s understandable, especially with how much you’ve used your powers over the last week, but…” A crease forms between his brows. “Have you been getting enough sleep or is nightmares of darkness still keeping you up?”

      While Foster knows of my nightmares about darkness, I haven’t told him how bad they’ve gotten since we became stuck in this world. I swear every time I close my eyes, darkness is able to slip into the cracks of my mind. It frightens me how vivid the dreams are and how clear I can hear the voice of darkness whispering to me. It’s part of the reason why I played down the nightmares when I told Foster about them, because I’m worried something might be wrong with me.

      What I’m worried about is that maybe I’m weak and that darkness is starting to get to me.

      Granted, there are a few times when darkness manages not to take over my nightmares. Those are the nights I dream of the Porterson brothers, but most of the time those dreams freak me out almost as much as my nightmares of darkness. Take the dream I had the other night about Hunter being a vampire and drinking my blood. It felt so real that I worry it could be. After all, I may have a dream seer ability, an ability that allows others to visit me in my dream and supposedly, I can visit other’s dreams as well, but I haven’t figure out how to do that just yet. The people and creatures that visit my dreams can’t touch me, but they can send messages and communicate with me, like the god of darkness has.

      Back before we knew I was a power source and he was after me, I had dreams of him telling me he was coming after me. And then he did, which makes me worry that maybe my nightmares and dreams could be a form of omens or something. If that’s the case then does that mean Hunter really is a vampire and is going to drink my blood? The idea would seem impossible, but impossible is my life now, so…

      But no one has ever mentioned Hunter being a vampire. Then again, no one will tell me what Porter is, always saying me he needs to be the one to do so. I could ask Foster about Hunter, although then I’d have to explain the dream I had, which would be beyond uncomfortable. And I honestly doubt he’d tell me since he won’t tell me about Porter.

      “I’m fine.” I try to convince both him and myself. “I mean, sometimes I wake up in the middle of the night because I have a nightmare, but it’s not a big deal. And after a while, I go back to sleep.”

      The frown remains on his face. “Maybe we need to do something about it.”

      “Like what?”

      “Like… I don’t know.” He wavers. “I’ll make sure to ask my mom about it when she checks in tonight. Maybe she knows a way to block out nightmares for a bit.”

      “Okay, thanks,” I tell him, but doubt weighs in my mind.

      Foster once told me he struggled with nightmares and thoughts of darkness for quite a while before he finally gained control over them enough to block them out. If there was some sort of magical cure that could completely block darkness out of an elemental enchanter’s mind, his mom probably would’ve used it on him a long time ago.

      He places a hand against my cheek. “I promise everything’s going to be okay. Easton and me will do everything in our power not to let darkness get to you. You know that, right?”

      I nod. I do know for a fact Foster and Easton will do everything they can to protect me, because the link will make sure of that. Plus, they already did when darkness tried to get me that day we were at the school.

      That’s not the only reason, though, that I know they’ll protect me. I can feel it through the link. Feel that they care about me. I still can’t quite understand why. We barely know each other. But ever since the incident when I was locked up in the room of darkness and it momentarily took over my mind, the link has felt different. Foster told me it has been slightly altered because of what happened, but he’s been pretty vague on the specific details as to how. All he’s told me was that some of my power leaked into him and his brothers and it’s making their powers energized. But it feels as if there’s more to it than that, like there’s something he isn’t telling me.

      Sparks flutter across my skin as he skims his finger along my cheekbone, appearing sort of dazed.

      “Can I ask you a question?” I say.

      “You can ask me anything,” he murmurs distractedly.

      What’s got him distracted is beyond me, but I focus on asking my question.

      “What exactly is going on with the link? I mean, I know you said it’s altered, but sometimes I feel like… Well, it’s almost like when we first created the link and I could feel what you guys were all feeling. It’s not as intense, but still… It’s weird.” I contemplate whether or not I should confide in him about the feelings of guilt I experience, especially when he’s kissed me. But I worry it might upset him—

      Panic abruptly zaps through the link.

      “You’re worried,” I state, eyeing him over. Dark strands of his hair are a bit askew and his lightning blue eyes are crammed with worry. “What is it?”

      “Nothing’s wrong. I promise,” he tries to promise but the panic increases, sizzling under my flesh.

      I slowly shake my head to the side as I study him. “You’re lying to me about something.”

      Remorse mixes with the panic, his fingers sliding across my arm and lacing with my fingers. “Sky, I’m really not. I swear.” The panic in the link simmers down to a lull. “I’m just… This whole thing with the altered link… It’s complicated.”

      “I know. I can feel that it is.”

      “What exactly do you feel? I’ve been meaning to ask you.”

      I hesitate. “I feel what you guys are feeling sometimes.”

      “Yeah, I figured you did.” He pauses, nervousness creeping across his features. “Is there anything else going on?”

      I don’t want to answer, don’t want to tell him about the guilt I felt when he kissed me a handful of days ago. But as if my mouth as taken on a mind of it’s own, as if a spell has been cast over me—or maybe the link is forcing me to admit the truth—my lips part.

      “When you kissed me… I felt kind of guilty about it. It was almost like I was cheating on your brothers.” I fidget with the hem of my damp shirt. “I’m not sure why. It’s not like I think of them like that... I’m just confused.” God, I’m the worst person in the worlds.

      His expression softens as he skims his finger along the inside of my wrist. “I’m sure it’s because of the altered link. It’s probably messing with your emotions. From what my brothers have told me, it’s messing with theirs too.”

      My lips form an o. “Why, though? Because I feel like I know nothing about this altered link other than it was altered.”

      “Honestly, no one is sure exactly what’s going on. I mean, we know that ever since it was altered, my brothers and I have felt more connected to you, like the link is amplifying mine and their feelings for you and it’s messing with some of my brother’s heads, like Porter’s.”

      “I remember,” I say, recalling how… Well, hungry is the word that comes to mind when I think of the look the oldest Porterson had in his eyes when he drove me home the day the link became altered.

      Max had made him and Hunter get out of the car to take a breather… Now that I think about it, though, why did Hunter have to get out with Porter? Why was Max worried about him losing control? It’s not like Max seemed to be struggling with the same thing. And neither has Easton and Porter. Holden, I haven’t seen him since it happened, but still…

      Who is Hunter? Could my dreams be right about him?

      No, there’s no way. Vampires don’t even exist… Do they?

      I’m about to ask, but Foster continues on.

      “They can also feel your emotions and powers, and I think that might be messing with their heads.” A frown forms on his pretty lips. “I really wish Hunter was here so we could get the link fixed.” He sighs. “I’m starting to wonder if the reason things are getting intense around here is because the link is intensifying everyone’s emotions.”

      I shiver as he sketches his finger along the inside of my wrist again, but I wonder if the feeling belongs to me or if it’s because of the link. Sure, I was attracted and drawn to Foster before the link was altered, but how much of what I’m feeling now is real?  I want it to be true—I want to feel this way—but it’s hard to tell with so much magical influence controlling the situation.

      “So basically you’re saying the reason I feel guilty when I kiss you is because of the link?” I ask. “And that my feelings aren’t real?”

      He swiftly shakes his head, his hand returning to my cheek. “Most of what you’re feeling is real—I swear. Except for maybe the guilt. But that could be real too…” He leaves the unspoken question hanging in the air, his eyes searching mine.

      I want to comfort him, tell him everything will be okay, that I know my feelings of guilt are being caused by the altered link, but the words refuse to leave my lips. Again, I’m uncertain if that’s because of the link or if I really am questioning my feelings toward him. Not that I believe I have feelings for all of the Porterson brothers. I mean, I’ve barely talked to Hunter and Porter, and Holden has been hot and cold toward me. Max has been pretty sweet, except for when he’s using his mind controlling powers on me. And then there’s East… My feelings for him confuse me. He drives me crazy most of the time and he’s always challenging me. Honestly, he gets under my skin in a way I don’t fully understand.

      As Foster presses his lips together, I become painfully aware that more than likely my conflicting emotions are trickling down the link, so I rein them in.

      Back before I found out I was an elemental enchanter, I use to be a pro at turning off my emotions. Ever since I met the Porterson brothers, though, I’ve struggled with it. And the altered link is making it even more difficult.

      Foster swallows hard. “ Do you feel guilty every time I kiss you?”

      God, I don’t want to answer that.

      Lie, Sky. Lie to him.

      Although, he’ll probably know if I do…

      “I… I don’t know…”

      He slips out his tongue to wet his lips, his gaze lowering to my mouth. “Maybe we should try it again and see. That is, if you don’t mind trying.”

      Guilt briefly sweeps through me, but I hastily stifle it and remain motionless. “Yeah… We can do that.” Because while my emotions may be conflicted, I also want to kiss him.

      Small bolts of lightning flash in his pupils as he leans in, his gaze dancing between my eyes and my lips. My eyes…My lips… My eyes—

      His lips brush mine and sparks hum across my flesh as I moan and he does the same, deepening the kiss, his hands sliding to my waist. I kiss him back, our tongues tangling, and heat blasts through my body, sharp yet wonderful.

      For a wonderful, amazing moment, the kiss is perfect, but then that damn guilt prickles through me and my muscles ravel. Foster stiffens, then jerks back, gasping for air, his chest rising and crashing as he breathes raggedly. Lightning is crackling across his tattooed arms and panic courses through the link.

      “Sky, I...” He takes a deep breath, then another, trying to calm down.

      But the more he seems to try the more worked up he gets.

      I’m about to ask him if he’s okay when sharp images suddenly pierce through my mind. Images of memories I’m fairly certain don’t belong to me.

      “What’s happening?” I whisper, blinded by the images.

      I can’t see anything as the memories consume my senses. Foster doesn’t respond, his grip tightening on my waist, his fingers trembling. I think he might be losing control of his projecting thoughts and emotions ability and accidentally letting them slip into me. At least I think it’s an accident. I’m not sure why he’s losing control, but I think the kiss may have had something to do with it.

      “Sky…” His voice is an echo as memories of him and I kissing flash through my mind, of his hands wandering across my body, of the want consuming him as he tastes my lips.

      But ultimately those images fade into darkness, swirling around and taking the shape of Foster and Max standing in the foyer of their home back in the human world.

      “Are you sure he’s dead?” Max asks Foster, giving a quick glance at the stairway.

      Foster nods, sadness and worry haunting his eyes. “I’m positive. No one else knows, though, so if we play this carefully, no one besides us has to find out.”

      “What’re you suggesting?” Max asks with a cock of his brow. “That we hide the body and don’t report it?”

      “I know it’s not ideal, but it might be our only option…” He swallows hard. “If anyone finds the body and figures out the cause of death, they’ll not only find out what Sky is, but she’ll be handed over to the elemental protectors authority and more than likely she’ll end up in the underworld prison. Or she’ll be forced to use her powers for who knows what.” His fingers curl into fists, tension waving through his body. “I can’t let her end up like that.”

      With his lips pressed together, Max nods. “I know. Neither can I.”

      Foster shakes his head. “I fucking hate this. I never should’ve let this happen. I should’ve watched her closer. If I had, none of this would be happening.”

      Max puts a hand on Foster’s shoulder. “This isn’t your fault. You can’t keep an eye on someone all the time.”

      Foster lifts his head. “If I hadn’t been a dick to so many people, Brody would’ve never gone after Sky to get to me.”

      “Relax, little brother.” Porter appears at the top of the stairway, dressed head to toe in black, his lavender eyes darker than they usually are. “This will all work out if you just relax.”

      Foster throws him an icy look. “How the hell am I supposed to relax when Sky could be arrested for murder and her powers could get discovered?” He lowers his voice to a mutter. “And even if this does all work out, she’s still linked to all of you.” His iciness melts a droplet as he sighs. “And eventually I’m going to have to tell her that her kiss killed Brody…” He stuffs his hands into the pockets of his jeans “This is going to destroy her.”

      “Maybe we shouldn’t tell her then,” Max suggests, reaching for a jacket on the coatrack. “I know it’s not ideal to keep secrets from her, but with everything going on… It might be better if we don’t tell her. Or at least wait awhile.”

      Foster mulls over what he said with a frown. “I hate the idea of keeping secrets from her, but I think you might be right. There’s too much other shit going on right now and I worry that learning about Brody might push her over the edge. And with her not being able to control her powers very well, she could end up losing control completely.”

      “I’m going to have to disagree with you,” Porter says as he starts down the stairs. “It’s better if you tell her now and let her embrace her pain now instead of later. Plus, she’ll hold it against you if she finds out you kept this from her.” He stops at the bottom of the stairway.

      Foster shakes his head. “Sky isn’t like you, Porter. She’s more fragile.”

      “Are you sure about that?” Porter questions with a curve of his brow. “You barely know her. And from what I’ve felt through the link, she’s stronger than I think you sometimes give her credit for. And I can tell she’s not a fan of lies.”

      “I know her better than you do,” Foster snaps, backing toward the kitchen, his gaze sliding to Max. “You’ll take care of the body, right?” he asks and Max nods. “And please make sure to bury it where no one will find it.”

      “I will,” Max promises with a nod…

      I jerk away from the memory, blinking wildly as I struggle to process what I just saw.

      Brody is dead.

      I killed him.

      Oh my God…

      “I killed Brody?” I say through gasping breaths.

      Lightning snaps across the ceiling and flashes across Foster’s face. Thunder booms a second later, making the floor quiver.

      Foster pales. “Sky, I…”

      I step back from him as clouds cover the ceiling and rain showers down on us. “Oh my God, I’m a killer… I killed someone.” Guilt crushes my chest, rips the air from my lungs, sends a tremor of pain through my body.

      From the day I realized I had powers, I worried that eventually I might accidentally hurt somebody. And now that it’s happened… The pain… the guilt… the fear that I might do it again… It’s too much. I can’t take it…

      “Brody was a terrible creature,” Foster says, inching toward me, his movements slow and cautious. “And it’s not like you tried to kill him. It was an accident. An accident that Brody did to himself by forcing himself on you. You need to understand that. That this isn’t your fault.”

      “It doesn’t matter how it happened.” A darkness roars through my chest and heavy clouds cover the ceiling, along with a sheet of ice.

      Wind sweeps through the cabin next, knocking over lamps and portraits on the walls.

      Foster skims the madness and worry fills his eyes. “I know you’re upset, but you need to calm down.” His eyes dart down to my hands. “Now, okay? If you don’t…”

      The howling of the wind and the grumbling of thunder drown out his words. The entire house begins to tremble, the floor shaking beneath my feet. I glance down, worried the floor is going to crack apart, but my gaze gets snagged on my arms.

      Covering my flesh is a layer of thick, grey smoke.

      “What is this?” I whisper as I raise my hands in front of me, my fingers trembling as I take in the sight.

      “It’s… It’s darkness.” He looks horrified, his eyes wide as he starts to reach for me. But he pulls back when I flinch. Fear flames down the link, yet he manages to speak evenly. “Sky, I know it’s hard, but you need to calm down. Don’t let darkness take you over.”

      No, let go, Sky, darkness whispers in my head. Let the pain go. Let darkness take it away from you.

      I throw my hands over my ears. “Get out of my head!”

      Foster shouts something, but I can’t hear him over the voice in my head.

      I sink to the icy floor and coldness seeps through my bones, chilling my already cold body.

      Chilling everything until I feel nothing.
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      I’ve been struggling a lot over the last week for reasons I’m pretending don’t exist. I’ve always been good at that sort of stuff. Pretending I’m okay when I’m not. Pretending that nothing happened to me the goddamn day five years ago.

      Pretend. Pretend. Pretend.

      I’ve been doing it for years and I’m damn good at it. At least I thought so, but then Sky moved in with my family, and now I feel like I’m constantly tumbling out of control. Soon, I’m going to crash. But that might be a good thing. Maybe it’ll break me apart permanently. Then I won’t have to keep on pretending I’m someone I’m not. The funny twin. The mischievous one. The one who gets into trouble and doesn’t care about anything. The flirt. The one that’s had it so easy.

      Things have been this way since Foster and I were kids and my parents discovered he was an elemental enchanter. Because they knew he would be cursed with some intense power and a potential life of sheer loneliness, they gave him extra attention. When we were younger, I felt bad for him and tried not to be bothered with how much time my parents spent worrying about him. And because my life was pretty great, it never really did bother me. But then the incident happened that destroyed my life and I started struggling to remain the upbeat, positive guy that I was. Then Sky entered our lives and I started to envy my brother. But at least the envy erased some of the pain I constantly felt, the shame, the guilt.

      It’s not like I’m in love with Sky or anything. I’m attracted to her. She’s gorgeous and doesn’t even know it. I like her personality and her snarkiness. That turns me on more than it probably should. She’s also extremely tough. Deep down, I know I want her, which is a new feeling for me. While I flirt and joke around, I’ve never felt much of a desire to be in a relationship, the broken parts of me refusing to let me go there. I accepted a long time ago that I wasn’t going to end up with anyone, that my messed up mind would doom me to a lifetime spent alone. But then Sky came along and I… Well, I’m not really sure what’s going on with my feelings toward Sky.

      Blowing out a sigh, I flop down on the bed. I’ve spent a lot of time in my room since we got stuck in this world, mostly to escape the feelings that emerge whenever I’m around Sky. Feelings I can’t decipher. Or maybe it’s just that I don’t want to decipher them because they’re pointless, since I can never actually act on them. Not only because I’m too messed up and just thinking about being intimate with someone has me wanting to throw up, but because Sky is Foster’s. Plus, a relationship with her could never go anywhere, at least not without me dying. Although, sometimes I wonder if it’d be worth it. One amazing kiss that would put me out of my internal misery from that goddamn day that constantly itches under my skin. Just thinking about it now, makes my head throb…

      Fire under my skin…

      Branding my flesh…

      I can feel it all over me…

      Feel them all over me…

      My head pulsates as images of that day sear against my mind, of being trapped, of the laughter, of the wandering hands—

      “East!” Foster shouts, yanking me from the memories.

      I don’t respond right away. I’d left the living room because Sky had gotten under my skin and I was about to lose control over my powers. If I hadn’t have left, Foster would’ve given me that look, the one that lets me know he’s aware of how I’m feeling and he’s disappointed with me. The look always makes me feel guilty.

      I could try to blame my feelings on the altered link, but I’m not Foster would believe the lie.

      “East, I need your help!” Foster yells louder, panic ringing in his voice.

      I yank myself from my pity party, get up, and hurry out to the living room, figuring Sky lost control of her powers, something that happens occasionally, but not as frequently as it used to. But when I enter the room, I realize the situation is way more severe than I thought.

      “What in the…” Shock floods my body as I take in the scene before me.

      Wind is swirling through the air and is laced with tendrils of darkness, the ceiling is one giant storm cloud, lightning is zapping down from the clouds and cracking the icy floor apart, and even with the ice glazing everything, somehow water has flooded the entire area. In the center of it all, Sky is crouched down with her hands thrown over her ears and smoke is swirling across her arms.

      My gaze darts to Foster. “What the hell happened?”

      His eyes are wide as he tears his gaze off Sky. “She was asking all these questions and then I kissed her… And she felt so guilty…” He swallows hard. “It made me feel too many things and I think I lost control of my projection ability and some of my memories spilled into her.”

      Shit. This can’t be good. “Which memories?”

      He takes a deep breath. “The one where I talked to Max about burying Brody and not telling Sky he’s dead.”

      I let out a string of curses as I stride across the room toward him, zigzagging around the bolts of lightning. “I had a feeling that keeping this from her was going to come back and bite us in the ass.” I shake my head. “We should’ve just told her about it when it happened.”

      “She wouldn’t have taken it any better if we had,” he says, crouching down in front of Sky. “You’ve felt enough of what she’s feeling through the link that you should know by now that she’s the kind of creature who feels guilt over a lot of things. Even things that aren’t her fault.”

      “I know, but keeping it a secret from her probably hurt her.” I crouch down near Sky and reach for her, but Foster captures my hand.

      “Don’t touch her,” he warns. “If you do, darkness could spill into you.”

      “I don’t give a shit about that.” I reach for her again, but he smacks my hand away.

      “You can’t help her if darkness gets a hold of you… Look, I know you want to help her…” He blows out an uneven breath and mutters, “Probably almost as much as I do.”

      I squirm a bit, realizing some of my emotions are leaking down the link. That rarely happened until the link between Sky and my brothers and I was altered. I’m not sure why it happens now, why it’s suddenly difficult for me to keep my thoughts and feelings to myself.

      “If we can’t touch her, then how the hell do we get darkness out of her?” Pain clutches my chest as my gaze lands on Sky. She appears frozen, the darkness swelling around her like a cloud, building and preparing for a storm. “If we don’t do something soon, she’ll end up getting possessed by it forever.”

      I know this because Foster once told me that our grandpa, who was also an elemental enchanter, told him that if he ever completely gave into the power of darkness, that it could end up possessing him forever. And then he would end up like the elemental protectors of darkness, most of which are cold, uncaring, selfish bastards who usually end up going the evil route.

      “I know,” Foster says, his voice barely audible above the wind. He studies Sky, his face set in deep contemplation. “I think we need to find a way to get her attention. Maybe if we can, it’ll get her to snap out of her trance, at least enough that we can try to get her to block out the darkness before it takes her completely over.”

      I smash my lips together to fight back the words wanting to leave my lips.

      Foster glances at me with his brow lifted. “You think I’m wrong?”

      “I’m not sure, but considering the pain she must be in right now… the guilt she has to be feeling over this…” My brows dip. “Why can’t I feel her guilt or pain right now?”

      Foster opens and flexes his hands. “I’m not positive, but I’m guessing darkness is taking over her mind, which means it’s probably taking over the link too and blocking us out.” He shakes his head. “I don’t like not being connected to her, especially with this going on.”

      I nod in agreement, trying to stay as calm as possible, be the East everyone thinks they know. “I agree that we need to snap her out of her trance… My bet is she’s stuck in her own thoughts of guilt and that’s why she can’t hear us. Well, either that or darkness is in her head. But like you said, if we can somehow communicate with her… maybe get inside her mind…” An idea occurs to me, one I know he’s not going to like, but that needs to be said. “Fost, if Sky does have a dream seer ability like we believe she does, maybe we could send him into her head and—”

      “No,” he cuts me off with a firm look. “I already considered that and it’s too dangerous. Plus, there’s not even a way to get him here to try it.”

      I drag my hand across my face, wiping the raindrops off my skin, and giving myself a second to put together a persuasive argument. While my plan is not ideal, it could be a solution to this problem, and a way to save Sky.

      “We could get him here,” I say. “If we risk opening an unsecured portal and pulling him through it.”

      He gapes at me. “No fucking way. Do you know how dangerous that’d be? Not just to open the portal but to just yank him through it and hope nothing else comes in with him.”

      “I understand the risk, but letting Sky remain this way isn’t any better,” I stress. “You of all people should understand that.”

      He seals his lips together, the muscles in his jaw pulsating. “And what happens if the god of darkness gets into the portal that we open? Then we’ll probably lose her to darkness forever.”

      I fling my hand in Sky’s direction. “Darkness is already here, man. Sure, it’s not the god of darkness, but his power is consuming her. And if she has a dream seer ability, you know he’s probably in her head.”

      He balls his hands into fists, gritting his teeth so hard his jaw pops. “You’re forgetting one small problem with your plan.”

      “There’s more than just one small problem with it,” I point out. “But it might be our only option.”

      He blows out a heavy exhale. “Okay, let's say that somehow we manage to open a portal and get him to us without the god of darkness getting in here too. And he’s actually able to use his ability to get inside Sky’s mind. It still doesn’t mean he’s going to be able to talk her out of her trance before darkness completely consumes her.” He roughly yanks his fingers through his hair. “I’m not sure anyone we’ll be able to talk her out of letting her guilt go.”

      “I don’t think he’s going to be able to just talk her out of feeling guilty. I mean, he can try, but…” I hesitate to continue, knowing he’s going to get even more upset when I tell him the rest of my idea. But then I glance at Sky, surrounded by a funnel of wispy darkness, and realize time is too pressing for me to be worrying about Foster’s feelings. “I was thinking he could use his ability to, well, you know, temporarily block darkness from her mind and body.”

      “You want him to tether his soul to her’s…” He gives me the dirtiest look ever. “Are you out of your damn mind?”

      “It might be our only option. And it doesn’t have to be permanent. In fact, it’s not even a long-term solution since soul tethering eventually fades. And when it does, more than likely darkness will consume Sky again. At least until she deals with her guilt over Brody. But this will give us some time to help her get over her guilt or at least find another solution to get darkness out of her permanently.”

      He remains silent, his muscles wound up in knots, his hands clenched into fists.

      “Look, I know this isn’t an ideal solution,” I say. “But it might be our only chance unless you have a better idea.” I know he doesn’t have one, though. I can sense it through the link and through his reluctant silence. “And you need to make a decision fast before we run out of time,” I add, giving a pressing glance in Sky’s direction.

      He remains silent for so long I start to wonder if maybe he’s not going to ever answer, and I’m going to have to step in and make the decision.

      But then he releases a trapped breath. “If we do this… If we let him tether her soul to his, what’re we supposed to do afterward? Like you said, it’s not a long-term solution.”

      I really don’t have a damn clue and it’s kind of weird to be the one making the decisions. Usually Foster is the one doing it, mostly because he’s usually the most responsible of us. But I guess it’s time for me to step up. I just hope I don’t fuck it up like I do with a lot of other things.

      “We’ll have to figure that out later,” I decide to be vague on purpose since I don’t really have an answer to his question. “But doing this will buy us some time.”

      “And what happens if she’s tethered to him forever?” he bites out, lightning blazing above us. “You know that happens sometimes. Not a lot… But sometimes.”

      “Would you rather her soul end up tethered to him forever? Or for her to end up becoming a prisoner to darkness forever?” I shift my position as the water flooding the floor rises higher and soaks through my jeans. “And honestly, you need to think of the bigger picture. She’s the power source to the elemental enchanter god, which means that if darkness gets ahold of her, then the god of darkness may be able to control her power, which means we’re all fucked.”

      He starts breathing heavily.

      I feel bad for him. I really do. While I’ve always kind of had a choice whether or not to be with someone, he never has. In fact, for most of his life he believed he was the only elemental enchanter left. Then Sky came along, a girl he wanted before he even knew what she was, and he finally thought he didn’t have to be alone. But if we do what I’m suggesting, that might change everything. Although, things were already kind of messed up because of the altered link. But the link should be able to be fixed if we can get Sky to Hunter. However, this soul-tethering thing could end up being permanent if her soul decides to latch onto his. It all really depends on how connected she feels with who I refer to as the weirdest of my brothers. If it weren’t for the altered link, I’d say she’d be fine, but with the weirdness going on between Sky and my brothers…

      I guess I can see why Foster is hesitating, but still, like I said, there’s a bigger picture to this.

      “You want me to try to get ahold of mom?” I ask when he remains silent for a dangerous amount of time. “Maybe she can help us make a decision. It might take some time to track her down, but I can try.”

      He shakes his head from side to side. “It’ll take too long…” He takes a deep breath, then another before pushing to his feet. “Let’s do it, but we need to make sure we’re prepared in case the god of darkness tries to get through the portal. In fact, we might end up having a battle on our hands.”

      He’s right. Trying to pull someone through a portal without them knowing is super dangerous as it is. And we’re going to have to do it through a portal that the god of darkness might try to slip through.

      “Maybe it’d be better if we went to him instead of trying to bring him here,” I suggest as I rise to my feet and wring out the front of my soaked shirt.

      He gapes at me. “You want us to leave the safety of this world and go to who the hell knows where, since we have no damn clue where he is, and just hope everything will turn out okay?”

      “If we go to him, we can be more sneaky about it since we’ll be the ones controlling the portal. But if we open a portal that leads to here and try to suck him through it, it means all sorts of other creatures could get sucked through with him, including the god of darkness,” I say. “Plus, this world has been making my powers weak, and if it affects him the same way, he might not be able to help her as easily here as he would someplace else.”

      He mulls over what I said with a frown. “I get what you’re saying, but leaving the safety of this world is risky.”

      “Neither solution is ideal,” I point out. “But we have to do one of them before…” I glance at Sky.

      I can barely see her through the cloud of wisps twirling around her, but if I look close enough, I can make out her eyes. The normally lightning blue color has changed into a shadowy grey, showing how far into the darkness she’s gone. I hope that’s not a permanent thing because I really love her eyes. But I guess that’s not important right now.

      Foster gives me a dirty look with his brows arched. “Are you seriously checking her out right now?”

      “No.” Well, I was checking out her eyes, but I’m not going to tell him that. “So which one are we doing?” I ask, shoving thoughts of Sky’s eyes aside.

      He glances from Sky, then back to me and blows out an exhausted breath. “I guess let’s take her to him.”

      Unsure whether to be relieved or worried about his decision, I still nod. “All right, let’s do this then.”

      “Where do you think he is?” Foster asks as he raises his hands and starts to channel his power, lightning sparking across his skin.

      I do the same, my skin dewing with raindrops. “Well, he’s supposed to be with Max, Hunter, and Holden, but you never really know with him,” I reply with a shrug, pretending to be calmer than I am.

      Out of all our brothers, Foster and I have had the least amount of practice with creating a random portal that doesn’t have a set location. Plus, my powers have been a bit unstable in this world, so there’s a chance we might mess this up. But I try not to think about that and focus on letting my power emerge and combine with Foster’s.

      Swirls of multicolored light begin circling between us.

      “Hopefully he’s some place safe,” Foster mutters worriedly.

      “Hopefully, but I wouldn’t count on it.” Sucking in a breath, I stick out my hand. “Are you ready for this?”

      “No.” But he places his hand against mine anyway and utters, “Make us a portal that takes us to Porter.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Foster

          

        

      

    

    
      I know we don’t have a lot of options right now, but getting Porter’s help with this is one of the last things I wanted to do. It’s not like I don’t like my brother, but ever since the incident where he tried to travel through a secured magical signal without practicing first, he hasn’t been the same. The attempt to remove his spirit from his body altered his body, soul, and mind and he actually died for a moment because of it. When he came back to life… Well, he was never the same. And not just because his personality had changed. No, in order for him to come back, he had to become another creature. A creature that can sometimes be dangerous if he loses control of his desires.

      I try not to focus on this, though, as Easton and I struggle to create a portal in the middle of the living room of the cabin. We’re a little shaky when it comes to creating portals without a precise location, and it doesn’t help that Sky’s powers are causing chaos to blow all over the room. But somehow we manage to get a fairly strong portal circling in front of us as we combine our powers.

      Once a circular rainbow tinted-light portal is steadily formed, I withdraw my hand from Easton’s.

      “I hope it leads to the right place,” I utter one of my worries aloud.

      “I’m sure it will,” East says, pushing to his feet.

      I’m not sure if he believes his words, since East is usually the optimistic one in these types of situations. I used to believe that’s how he was, but over the last handful of days, I’ve felt his sadness occasionally flickering down the link, and it makes me question if perhaps my twin brother puts on a façade. I haven’t had time to bring it up to him, though, but eventually I’m going to. Even if he is attracted to Sky and annoying me right now, he’s still my brother and I care about him.

      “I’m assuming you want to carry her through the portal,” East says to me, that sadness briefly seeping through the link.

      Nodding, I move to pick Sky up, but pause when a revelation smacks me across the face.

      I step back and yank my fingers through my hair. “Fuck, how are we supposed to get her through the portal? We can’t touch her without darkness slipping into us too.”

      He frowns but then his eyes light up. “Maybe we could put her on a blanket and pull it through.”

      “How are we supposed to get her onto the blanket, though?” I point out, throwing a panicked glance over my shoulder at the portal.

      The longer it stays open, the more likely the god of darkness can get through. We do have some time since right now we’re controlling the entrance. But the moment we step inside, all bets are off. I still think we were right to do it this way, though, instead of bringing Porter to us. Not only would that allow all sorts of creatures to be sucked through the portal with him, but it’s dangerous to suck someone through a portal without them knowing. We could always try to track Porter down and bring him to us, but that takes time. Plus, like East said, this world has been screwing with his powers and could do the same thing to Porter.

      East glances at Sky and any of his calmness dissipates. “Shit, why didn’t we think about this before we opened the portal?"

      “Because we were panicking,” I tell him, pacing in front of Sky. “We need to stay calm so we can think straight.”

      “I am calm,” he lies, his hand lowering to his side. “You’re the one that’s freaking out.”

      I don’t point out that I can tell he isn’t calm, that his anxiety is flowing down the link in sharp, zappy waves.

      “We need to figure out a way to move her without touching her.” I scan the room as if there’s some sort of solution hidden somewhere.

      All I see, though, is snow drifting from the cloudy ceiling, lightning zapping against the icy floor, a fire crackling in the corner of the room, and the wind is swirling fragments of the elements through the air.

      I frown at the sight. As much as I love this world, mostly because it kind of felt like it was created by Sky and me, it might be a good thing we’re leaving because I’m pretty certain this place is about to get swept away by the elements…

      An idea suddenly occurs to me, a risky one so I don’t immediately say it aloud. I’ve never been much of a risk taker, and my instincts tell me to figure out another, much safer, plan. But after a handful of seconds tick by and nothing else comes to me, I realize Easton was right when he said that riskiness might be our only option, as much as it goes against all of my instincts, especially the ones I have toward Sky.

      “You remember that one time we created that wall of ice that moved like a wave?” I say, turning to East.

      His brows briefly knit but then rise to his hairline as what I’m suggesting clicks.

      Then he snaps his fingers. “You know what? That might work.”

      I’m more apprehensive about it, though.

      “It’s risky. We’ll have to walk behind the wave and use our powers the entire way through the portal. And if we end up losing track of her or our powers, and the ice melts for even a second…” I gulp audibly.

      “Yeah, I can see your point…” He stares at the portal, deliberating. “We can do it, though,” he says, looking back at me with determination. “We’re strong enough—I know we are. Plus, we both care about Sky enough that we’ll make sure we won’t fuck this up.”

      Hearing him admit he cares about her makes my jaw tick. But I shove the irritation aside, knowing I have more important things to worry about right now than my jealousy issues.

      I take a few breaths, trying to collect myself. “Let’s do it then.” I lift both my hands in front of me and he steps forward and lines his palms with mine.

      I take another breath, then channel my power of ice while he works to unleash his power of water. As the elements leave our body and collide, they form a movable, flexible wave of ice that glistens against the flashes of the lightning and glow of the fire.

      Once we feel like we have a steady connection with the wave, we crouch down and shift it underneath Sky’s feet. She remains frozen, crouched down on the wave of ice as it slightly sways against the wind.

      “You ready for this?” I ask East as I prepare to guide the wave through the rainbowy portal.

      He nods, a bit of nervousness evident in his expression, an unnatural look for him, but he quickly collects himself. “Yep, let's do this.”

      Taking a deep breath, I sidestep and he moves in sync with me, along with the wave Sky is on. We continue to move together, stepping into the portal and rainbow light, and warmth surrounds us.

      “My powers already feel stronger,” East says as we enter the portal. “That world was definitely messing with them.”

      He seems relieved that we’re leaving, but I don’t share his feelings. I liked being in that world, although I understand that we needed to leave. I just hope that one day we can go back, but since we opened the portal there by accident, I’m not sure we’ll be able to.

      But on a positive note, East having more control over his powers alleviates some of my worry about us getting safely through this portal. And his powers seem to grow even more as we continue moving deeper into the rainbow light, step by step, carefully guiding the wave and Sky with us.

      The farther we get in without any mishaps, the more I start to believe that everything is going to work out perfectly, that we’re going to make it through the portal without any hiccups. I should’ve known better, though. Should’ve remembered that nothing ever works out perfectly.

      I get a reminder of that about halfway into the portal when tendrils of smoky darkness start to creep through the walls of the portal and mix with the rainbow-tinted light.

      “Is that darkness from Sky?” East says, scanning the portal. “Or is it…” He trails off as a tall figure emerges through the wall of the portal just a little ways behind us.

      Usually creatures can only enter from the entrance and exit of a portal unless they’re extremely powerful. Which means…

      My stomach drops as I realize who the figure could be. And my suspicions are confirmed as it turns toward us and the rainbow light casts across its shadowy face and evil eyes.

      “The god of darkness,” I utter, momentarily frozen in shock.

      His wispy hair moves like snakes, smoke rises from his skin, and his charred lips curl into a smirk. “You, little elemental enchanter, have something that belongs to me.” His cloudy eyes zero in on Sky.

      “Fost,” Easton hisses. “We need to move now.”

      I snap out of my trance and focus on guiding the wave forward, away from the god of darkness and toward the exit of the portal.

      “You think you can outrun me!” the god of darkness shouts, his voice reverberating against the walls and making the rainbow light dim. “How foolish you are. Do you not understand what I am? What I can do? How powerful I am?”

      “We’ve managed to get away from you before, so maybe you should be the one worrying about us.” Easton throws him a taunting smirk at him, even though I can tell he’s scared shitless.

      “Did you, though?” he questions, wisps of darkness reaching through the rainbow light toward us. “Because it looks like my element of darkness has taken over the elemental enchanter power source. And once I slip inside her, her and her power will be mine forever.”

      Anger bursts through me and my power of lightning briefly slips out, bolts of blue energy zapping from my skin, making the ice beneath Sky start to melt.

      “Get a hold of yourself!” Easton yells, snapping me back to reality.

      I drag my attention off the god of darkness and focus on getting Sky out of here. Deep down, though, I know this might not end well. That even if we reach the end of the portal without the god of darkness getting ahold of Sky, he could exit the portal with us if we don’t get it sealed quickly enough.

      That doesn’t mean I’m not going to try. I’m going to try with everything I have in me.

      Shoving everything else out of my mind, I center all of my focus onto moving the wave, trying to put some distance between the god of darkness and us. Strangely, he appears to be struggling to keep up with us, the distance between us growing instead of shrinking.

      “He’s weak for some reason,” Easton mumbles as he casts a glance behind us. “I wonder why.”

      I concentrate on the wave carrying Sky. “I don’t care why just as long as he stays weak long enough for us to get out of here and get the portal sealed.”

      “I want us to get out of here too, but I’d like to know why he’s so weak right now…” He trails off, his eyes widening in the direction behind us.

      Fearing the worst, I glance over my shoulder and spot a tendril of darkness snaking toward us. My instinct is to smack it away, but if I move my hands away from East’s the wave could melt, and Sky being in her unconscious state, will more than likely fall through the bottom of the portal.

      So instead, I lift my foot and give a lame ass attempt at kicking it, but fail. I look to Easton for help, but he just quickens his pace. I do the same, but the tendril chases after us, slithering and reaching for Sky. The tip of it brushes against her head and fear lashes through me. If it gets a hold of her, he could pull her back to him.

      Taking a deep breath, I prepare to do something that will forever change me. “I’m going to grab Sky and make a run for it,” I tell East.

      “Don’t you fucking dare,” he bites out, shaking his head. “If you do, darkness will get you too.”

      “Maybe, but with how short of a distance we have left, I should be able to get her out of here before it takes me over completely.”

      “Fost,” he warns. “Don’t be a fucking idiot. We can get her out of here. Just keep moving.”

      Ignoring him, I start to pull my hands away from his, but then horror lashes through me as the tendril slips into the strands of Sky’s hair.

      “No!” I shout, starting to pull my hands away from East so I can grab her.

      But then the tendril lets out a hiss and withers back, as if it’s been burned.

      The god of darkness releases a bellowing scream. “Give me my queen or else you’ll be punished! She’s mine! She belongs to me!”

      “For some reason, I don’t think he can touch her,” East mumbles, glancing at me with his head angled to the side.

      I think he might be right. And while I’m not sure why, I don’t have time to mull it over.

      I pick up my pace, more than eager to get the hell out of this portal. East matches my long strides, seeming just as eager. We keep moving until we near the end of the portal. Before we exit, I flick one final glance over my shoulder at the god of darkness. He’s looming in the distance, watching us, his cloudy eyes storming with fury.

      “I will get my queen back,” he promises, smoke curling from his flesh. “She belongs to me. Always has. I’ll find you again and this time I won’t be alone.” With one parting look at Sky, he dives out of the side of the portal, taking his tendrils of darkness with him.

      His words confuse the hell out of me along with his decision to bail.

      “What the hell?” I mutter with a shake of my head.

      Easton shakes his head from side to side. “I have no damn idea.”

      My thoughts drift back to that day at the school when darkness tried to attack Sky, and we ended up opening the portal to Enchantment. I’d been so relieved that we managed to escape that I hadn’t thought too much about how easy it was for us to get away.

      Sure, darkness had been swarming my car, but when a tendril had slipped through the vents and tried to grab Sky, I’d simply been able to swat it away. With how powerful the god of darkness is supposed to be, it seems like he should’ve been able to get a hold of Sky that day if he really wanted to. Not to mention he probably could’ve a few times before that, seeing as how no one had a clue what Sky was until a couple of weeks ago.

      “I think you’re right,” I tell East as we stop in front of the circular exit of the portal. “For some reason, he can’t touch her.”

      “Why, though?” Easton questions. “I mean, darkness is all over her right now, so why can’t the god of darkness touch her? It doesn’t make any sense.”

      “The darkness on her right now is created by her power of darkness,” I point out. “It’s not his power.”

      “Yeah, I guess that’s true.” A pucker forms at his brow as he assesses Sky. “We need to find out what’s keeping him from being able to touch her. It might help us find a long-term solution to getting darkness completely out of her.”

      I nod in agreement. “I know.”

      But it makes me a bit unsettled that we’re pretty much clueless as to why the god of darkness can’t touch her. Not that it’s a bad thing, but if we know more about it, we could maybe use that to our advantage.

      Pressing my lips together, I start to move out of the exit, gradually inching the wave of ice with me.

      “Why do you think he called Sky his queen?” East asks as he matches my steps.

      “I have no idea. The god of darkness isn’t even a king, so why the hell would he think Sky is his queen?”

      “Maybe he’s going crazy,” East suggests. “Elemental protectors of darkness are known for that.”

      “I know, but…” I waver, replaying over what the god of darkness said. “He spoke as if Sky was his queen before.”

      East’s brows draw together. “Now that you mention it, he kind of did, didn’t he?”

      I nod, worry stirring through me. “He also seemed so possessive of her. And I get it. She’s the power source of the elemental enchanter god. But why is he so fixated on her when there’s four other power sources out there?”

      “Maybe he already has them.” He frowns. “Maybe she’s the final piece he needs to do whatever it is he plans on doing with all that power.”

      Dread creeps through me, but I quickly stifle it, knowing it’s going to interfere with the wave.

      “He said he’d find us again and he’d have help when he did,” Easton mutters worriedly. “Who the hell do you think he has helping him?”

      “Maybe the hunters—they were the ones who helped him take over the school.” I pause. “I wouldn’t be surprised, though, if he has some elemental protectors of darkness helping him.” As my thoughts get distracted, the wave becomes wobbly. “We should probably discuss this later. Right now, we need to get her out of here.”

      He nods and then we move the wave forward, moving with it as we exit the portal.

      Through all of the chaos, I’d almost forgotten that a). We have no idea where we’re going to end up and b). We’re not sure if this is really were Porter is, that it all depends on how good of a portal we created.

      That’s the thing with portals. One small error and you could end up walking straight into some random place, like say, the Underworld. I know since Easton and I ended up once accidentally opened a portal to the Underworld and let some grim reapers into the house through it. Thankfully, my parents helped us get the reapers back into the portal. But my parents aren’t here right now, which means if we messed this up, we’re going to have to fix it on our own. It worries me a bit, and I hold my breath as we step out of the last of the warm, rainbow light, and into…

      I stumble as my feet land onto a solid, dirt ground. I quickly regain my balance and hurriedly peer around. Tall, leafy trees, crystalized vibrant flowers blooming everywhere, and a glittery blue sky…

      “Wait… Are we in the fey world?” I ask, shock whipping through me.

      Shit, this is bad. Really, really bad.

      While the fey world can be a tranquil place, the fey themselves are often tricky, manipulative creatures. The kind of creatures we definitely don’t want finding out what Sky is.

      I think we may have messed up big time.
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      I almost grab Sky, spin around, and jump back through the portal, but it’s already closed, so I’m left stuck where I am, trying to figure out what to do next.

      “Well crap, we are in the fey world,” Easton mumbles as he glances around at the trees covered with pale purple sunlight.

      “Why would Porter be here?” I ask, then realize we’re still holding Sky up with the wave. “Here. Let’s set her down.”

      We carefully lower the wave to the ground then slowly dim our powers until the ice melts.

      Blowing out a breath, I wipe my sweaty palms on the sides of my jeans then turn in a circle, trying to figure out if Porter is really here, or if we messed up with the portal.

      As far as I know, Porter doesn’t often visit the fey world. But I don’t spend a ton of time with him either, partly because he’s secretive and partly because he gets into trouble frequently, and danger and being an elemental enchanter don’t mix.

      “He comes here sometimes.” Easton rolls up the sleeves of his shirt and shakes the water off his hands. “Porter, I mean.”

      I give him a questioning glance. “How do you know that?”

      He shrugs, avoiding my gaze, pretending to be fixated with the vines swaying from the tree branches. “Because I’ve come here a couple of times with him.”

      Okay, that’s news to me.

      “When?” I wonder. “And how did I not know about this?”

      He shrugs again. “Just because we’re twins doesn’t mean we know everything about each other.”

      “I know, but coming to the fey world… Usually creatures only come here to get into trouble.” Sure, East occasionally gets into trouble, but nothing too major.

      At least that’s what I’ve always thought.

      “There’s more to it than that,” he mumbles, shifting his weight and scratching at his brow, a strange flurry of emotions whisking down the link, some laced with pain and others laced with worry.

      What’s going on with him? What isn’t he telling me?

      I’m about to ask, not that I think he’ll tell me, but the snapping of branches snags my attention.

      My power instantly snaps out, bolts of lightning humming across my skin as I position myself in front of Sky. East draws his power out too, rain dewing his skin as he moves up beside Sky and stares out at the trees in front of us.

      “What if it’s the fey?” I hiss underneath my breath.

      “We could be okay, although maybe not. It all really depends on whether or not their friends with Porter,” he replies, reminding me that I don’t know my brothers as well as I thought.

      “I didn’t realize he had friends here,” I mumble, my gaze skimming the trees.

      East gives a tense shrug without looking at me, his gaze fixed in the direction we heard the noise. When branches snap again, I prepare to have another problem on our hands as three figures emerge from the trees.

      “What are they?” I whisper to East.

      He shakes his head, squinting against the sunlight. “I’m not sure.”

      I let my power charge. But as the figures get closer, I can make out their faces. Relief suddenly washes over me.

      Max, Holden, and Porter.

      Easton frees a breath, his arms lowering to his sides. “Man, you’re paranoia is starting to rub off on me.” He glances at me, amusement tugging at his lips, reverting back to his normal, joking self.

      For right now, I’ll let him be, but make a mental note to ask him why the hell he’s been hanging out in the fey world with Porter and why he’s never mentioned it to me before. And also why he’s carrying this sadness inside him.

      I cup my hands around my mouth and call out to my brothers, “Where’s Hunter?”

      “He’s at the hotel,” Holden hollers back, plucking a leaf out of his hair as he hikes through the grass toward East and I. “He was preoccupied with an idea he had for fixing the altered link when we felt you guys enter this world.”

      “You act as if he can’t just use his powers to fix it,” I say, my brows dipping. “But he hasn’t even tried yet, right? So how does he even know if he can?”

      Holden hesitates, taking a few more steps before he says, “He did try, back when the link was first altered and Porter, Max, and him drove Sky home. He was struggling and…” He wavers his head from side to side. “He just wants to make sure he has enough power to do it before he tries it again.”

      “But he can do it, right?” I ask, worry stewing through me.

      What if he can’t? What if my brothers are connected to Sky forever?

      Fuuuck.

      “He’ll do it,” Holden promises. “Just give him some time to make sure he does it correctly, okay? If you rush him, he could mess it up.”

      As much as it hurts me to do so, I know he’s right, so I nod.

      The wind kicks up and blows crisped autumn leaves around us as silence sets in. That’s the thing about the fey world. At any given point in the year, all the seasons are visible, the leaves constantly flourishing and withering. While the sun may be shining right now, a rain or snowstorm could blow at any moment.

      “Why are you guys even in the fey world?" I ask in an attempt to distract myself from all the problems filling up my head.

      “Well, we were here to talk to someone about why Hunter is struggling to heal the link. It wasn’t supposed to take this long, though, but Camille—the faerie that’s supposed to help Hunter—wasn’t here when we showed up so it’s taken a bit longer than we hoped,” Max explains as a couple of snowflakes fall from the now cloudy sky. “But I think I should be asking you the same question since as far as I know, you guys are supposed to be in Enchantment, protecting Sky…” He slams to an abrupt halt as his gaze lands on Sky crouched behind us, wisps of darkness coiling from her like the branches above our heads. “What the hell happened?” He hurries toward us, his boots scuffing against the dirt.

      Holden spots Sky then, and he rushes toward us too, closing the space between us in the snap of a lightning bolt. Porter, however, assesses the situation with his head tilted to the side and keeps his steps lazy and slow. But that’s Porter for you, hardly ever acting like he gives a shit. Honestly, if I didn’t know his story, I’d think he was a creepy fucker who liked seeing other creatures in pain.

      “She found out about Brody,” I inform Max as guilt crushes my chest.

      Frowning, he nudges me out of the way and crouches down in front of Sky, reaching to touch her.

      “Don’t touch her,” I warn, knocking his hand out of the way. “If you touch her, you might get consumed by darkness too.”

      “Right.” Max frowns, scratching at his head.

      Holden’s forehead creases as he glances from Sky to me and then to Easton. “If that’s the case, then how did you guys get her here? And why the hell did you leave Enchantment? The last I heard it was too dangerous for her to portal travel unless you figured out a way to open a secured portal.”

      “No, we haven’t. But we had to risk it so we could get her some help. If we didn’t, darkness could’ve possessed her forever. It still could if we don’t get it out of her soon,” I explain, my fingers curling into fists as I prepare to explain why we came here, what we need Porter to do.

      I’m not happy about it, but the more I think about it, the more I realize this might be our only choice. There are so many things that could go wrong, though, and I know I could be about to lose Sky, not because she’ll die, but because her soul will end up connected to Porter’s if this works.

      But with the link being altered and my brothers being so connected to her powers and emotions already, did I ever really have her? Can you ever really have someone?

      Fuck, I’m getting stuck in my own head. I hate this. Hate that I’m back to feeling like I’m destined to a life of eternal lonely misery.

      Agonizing pain presses against my chest as I realize that what’s about to happen could catapult me back into a life of being alone.

      I don’t know if I can do it again. Fuck, I don’t think I can.

      “How is her being here going to help her?” Holden asks, yanking me from my panic. He crosses his arms and glances at East and me. “And you guys still haven’t explained how you got her here.”

      “They brought her here because they’re hoping I can help her,” Porter answers before I can. He steps toward us, his lavender gaze locked on Sky, his eyes filled with curiosity that makes my blood boil.

      I don’t want to be this possessive of Sky, but I can’t seem to turn it off. I may not know Porter as well as my other brothers, but I know him well enough to understand that look on his face. That he wants to give in to his hunger and devour Sky.

      Max glances up at me with his brows drawn together. “Wait… You’re not seriously thinking about letting Porter travel into Sky’s mind and tether his soul to her’s?” When neither East nor I make an effort to respond, he shakes his head and pushes to his feet. “Do you know how dangerous that could end up being, for a shit ton of different reasons?”

      “Of course I realize that,” I snap. “But it’s the only option I can think of besides allowing her power of darkness to consume her.”

      Max shakes his head again, glancing at Sky. “There’s too many flaws in this plan. I mean, for starters, she’d have to for sure have a dream seer ability, and we’re not positive she does.” He looks at me again. “And second, Porter would have to be able to navigate through the dream realm and get to her before darkness completely gets ahold of her, and who the hell knows how long that could take.”

      “You’re wrong about that,” Porter interrupts, that annoyingly curious glint still evident in his eyes. “I can and have navigated through the dream realm before, and this isn’t going to be a problem.”

      “Okay, maybe that part’s not a problem, but there’s still a shit ton of others.” Max fixes his firm gaze on Porter. “One of the biggest is you not being able to control yourself around Sky, which would be fine if one of us was there to intervene, but you’ll be alone with her.”

      Porter dismisses him with a flick of his wrist. “I can handle a little soul tethering without losing control.”

      “To do a soul tethering you have to feed,” Max stresses, his gaze relentlessly boring into Porter’s.

      That’s one of the things I like about Max. He’s stern when he needs to be and can usually get my brothers to listen to him, Porter included. Although it’s not always the case. Like right now, something Porter reveals when he rolls his eyes.

      “I can handle this,” he insists. “It’s not that big of a deal.”

      Max stares him down hard. “One word. Abigail.”

      “Who’s Abigail?” I ask, glancing at Porter in confusion.

      Holden and Easton look as perplexed as I feel.

      “That won’t happen this time,” Porter utters, looking more unsure of himself now.

      Max’s brow arches. “Can you be one hundred percent sure? Because if you can’t, Sky could end up like her.”

      “Who the hell is Abigail?” I ask again.

      “I messed up with Abigail,” Porter tells Max, ignoring me. “I wasn’t being careful enough and I got cocky. I won’t make the same mistake this time. I promise.”

      Max steps toward him and lowers his voice. “How can we be so sure that you won’t? You know as well as we do that your hunger can sometimes take control of you.”

      Porter carries his gaze. “Abigail didn’t matter to my family and yeah, I’ll fucking admit that I wasn’t as careful as I should’ve been.” For a snap of an instant, remorse flashes in his eyes. Considering Porter rarely feels anything but hunger, it’s a startling look. “But Sky… she matters and I won’t mess this up.” He gives a short pause, collecting himself, then calmly says, “I can do this.”

      Max and him exchange a silent, intense look.

      “For the love of all hell, will one of you please explain who the hell Abigail is?” Easton breaks the silent tension, throwing his hands in the air in frustration.

      “I agree with East,” I say. “One of you needs to explain what you’re talking about before I flip out.”

      Max and Porter stare at each other for a beat longer, and then Max gives a slight nod of his head and steps back from Porter

      “If you say you’ve got this then I believe you.” He gestures at Sky. “Go ahead. Get it done. But do it carefully.”

      I step forward, preparing to block Porter from Sky. Not that I don’t want him to help her, but I need to find out what happened with Abigail before he delves into Sky’s mind.

      But Holden captures me by the arm and pulls me back.

      “If Max trusts Porter, then we should too,” he utters, pulling me beside him. “You know Max can read him better than anyone else can.”

      He’s right. Max can delve into the thoughts of others when he needs to, but still…

      I wiggle my arm from Holden’s grip. “They can at least explain who the heck Abigail is first.”

      Holden shakes his head. “As much as I’d like to know too, it might be better if we wait to find out. Not when he’s about to enter Sky’s mind. We need a calm environment around her if we want this to be able to work properly.”

      Glancing at Sky, I realize he’s right. But that doesn’t make it any easier to watch Porter lie down beside her, shut his eyes, and drift off to sleep as he slips into her mind, his body fading as his spirit enters her thoughts.

      I feel sick to my stomach and my body heats up as my powers threaten to emerge. But I turn them off, knowing Holden is right and that I need to keep calm while Porter is in Sky’s mind.

      Releasing a loud exhale, Max steps back and rolls up his sleeves. “Now that Porter’s good, I suggest we try to contact mom and dad and let them know what’s going on.” He glances at East and Holden. “You two want to work on that?”

      “Sure,” Holden says but East appears a bit reluctant, his gaze straying to Sky in a way that makes my jaw tick.

      “I guess so.” East tears his gaze off of Sky and steps toward Holden.

      Max turns to me. “How about you and I start working on some charms to put up around Sky to protect her why she’s here? And we should probably put some up around you to protect you too.”

      “Yeah, that’s a good idea,” I tell him distractedly, my attention half on Sky. “I’m not a huge fan of Sky and I being in the fey world, especially since one of their kind know what we are.” The faerie that my mom had to lock up in her bedroom.

      “Not all of the fey are untrustworthy,” Max points out. “But yeah, some of them are so I think we need to do some pretty powerful binding charms that are woven between all of us.”

      I resist a frown, but fail. Charming us together means deepening the link, and considering how deep the link is between all of us and Sky now…

      “It’s just a temporary thing,” Max adds when he notes my frown.

      “Whatever. It probably doesn’t even matter at this point.” I sigh, massaging my temples with my fingertips.

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”  Max asks as he stretches out his fingers in preparation to do the charm.

      I let my hands fall to my sides and shrug. “It means the link has already been messing with Sky’s emotions and all of yours’. And now Porter’s going to be tethering his soul to her’s…” I shrug again, feeling utterly miserable at the moment, which kind of makes me feel selfish when I really think about it. I mean, here Sky is trapped in darkness and guilt and I’m sulking because I have to link her to my brothers more, something that’s going to protect her. I’m a selfish bastard. I really am. “It’s just that she’s getting so tied to us at this point that I’m not sure if things will ever return back to normal. Although, I’m not sure anything was normal when it came to Sky but still… There was a point where all of you guys weren’t so tied to her and vice versa.”

      Sunlight flickers across Max’s face as the clouds above us part. “Hunter can fix the altered link, Fost. And the soul tethering and temporary charms will eventually fade. None of this will be permanent.”

      “I’m not just talking about the magic part of it,” I mutter, scuffing the tip of my boot against the dirt

      Max’s brows knit. “Then what’re you talking about?”

      I glance at East, who’s talking to Holden just a ways away from us, then I look back at Max, muttering, “I’m talking about Sky and East and some of the stuff they’ve been feeling…” As my powers start to spark underneath my flesh, I trail off, trying to get control over my emotions again.

      Max glances down at the lightning blue glow illuminating from underneath my flesh. “East and Sky are probably only feeling that way because the link has been messing with their heads.”

      “East felt that way before the link was altered,” I tell him. “Remember the faucet incident? And there were a couple of times where you hit on her too, even after we found out what she is, but before the link was altered.”

      “I know and I’m sorry about that.” He scratches at his tattooed wrist. “None of us would ever act on our feelings though, not just because we can’t, but because we wouldn’t want to hurt you. You know that, right?”

      “Yeah, I guess so.” And for the most part, I believe my words.

      But a tiny drop of doubt remains inside me.

      While I understand that a relationship could never work with any of my brothers and Sky, it doesn’t mean she can’t develop feelings toward any of them. And deep down, I can’t blame every emotion she’s felt toward Easton on the link. Over the last couple of weeks, she’s grown almost as close to him as she has with me. So where does that leave us?

      I’m not sure.

      I’m not really sure about anything anymore.

      Well, that’s not true. I know I want to be with Sky. But what if she doesn’t want to be with me?
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      I can’t think clearly as darkness plagues almost every inch of my mind, filling up the crevasses and whispering haunting, disturbing words to me. I want to give into it, surrender and let it take away my pain and guilt, but something is keeping me connected to my old life, an invisible link that won’t let me fully succumb to the evilness.

      I can hear Foster and Easton’s voices from nearby, hushed whispers I can’t make sense of as darkness eats away at me, its laughter filling up my head.

      “You will be my queen,” he promises. “You will wear my crown and help me rule every single creature that exists. I want you, Sky. You belong to me. Always have.”

      No! I want to shout, but my lips are fastened shut.

      I’m a puppet. A puppet being controlled by darkness. It’s all I can see, think about, feel…

      No, there’s something else inside me. Emotions that don’t belong to me.

      Foster and Easton… They’re worried. Not just about me but about something they’re about to do…

      “Sky,” Easton whispers in my ear. “We’re going to save you, but I need you to hold on for a little bit longer. You can’t let it take you over, okay? If it does, we’ll lose you.”

      “Please forgive us for what we’re about to do,” Foster whispers from the other side of me.

      I want to ask what they’re about to do, but my lips won’t come unglued. So instead, I remain frozen in time, helpless and putting all of my trust in them. I hate the feeling, hate not having control over this.

      Only a handful of minutes ago, I would’ve totally trusted them, but after finding out about Brody… That I killed him… and that they hid it from me…

      Coldness spills through my body, liquid ice glazing my veins.

      Darkness… It owns me—

      “Hold on!” Foster shouts and bone searing heat rushes through me.

      I’m being melted from the inside. I have to be.

      I want to scream. I want to claw off my flesh and tear out my veins so I can no longer feel the physical and mental pain. I want to blast out my powers and take out everything around me, but my hands refuse to move and my powers refuse to ignite. All I can do is sit there and let myself burn. At least that’s what I’m convinced is happening. But then as rapidly as the pain materialized, coldness whisks through me.

      “Thought you could get rid of me?” Darkness whispers in my ear. “Well, here’s a little secret. Nothing can get rid of me. I’m inside you. I own you. Your power will be mine. And when it is, you’ll be beside me wearing a crown spun of darkness and wickedness”

      No, I won’t! I want to shout, but my lips still refuse to part.

      Darkness swirls around me, dancing shadows that grow closer with each breath I take. The coldness grows, numbing my body, consuming me and begging me to give in.

      Maybe I can do it…

      It might not be that hard…

      To be evil…

      I wouldn’t have to think about the terrible thing I did…

      About the blood staining my hands…

      I wouldn’t have to think about anything because I wouldn’t care about anything…

      But then what would I become? The god of darkness’s queen? While I may not know much about this new magical life I was thrown into only weeks ago, I know enough about darkness to understand that would be a terrible thing. That he craves evil and probably has blood on his hands, blood belonging to the other gods and goddesses.

      Fight it, Sky! Fight it with everything you have in you!

      Darkness laughs at me. “You think you can win against me? I thought you would’ve learned by now that you’ll never win—”

      “Oh honey, what have you done to yourself?” The voice that comes out of nowhere carries familiarity and strangely, a drop of amusement.

      I blink several times and the darkness scatters, scurrying away and hovering near the trees…

      Wait, trees? Where am I?

      “Sky,” darkness whispers from outside my head now. “Don’t… You… Dare…” The voice fades into a hushed whisper.

      I exhale a deafening breath as I regain control of my body and mind. Relief begins to wash over me until I note my surroundings.

      I’m no longer in the cabin but sitting on a muddy ground in the middle of a dark, damp forest. A fog haunts the trees and silvery moonlight filters across the willow branches canopying above me.

      “Where the hell am I?” I whisper, peering around at the unfamiliar place.

      A figure emerges from the trees, the moonlight hitting their back and making their face a shadow. I should be afraid. I’m in a dark, foggy forest, with no idea how I got here, and some person or creature is looming in the distance. The scene is straight out of a horror movie except I can sense I don’t need to be afraid, that whoever is out there won’t hurt me. That they want to help me. Well, that and feed off of me…

      Wait… If I can feel what they’re feeling then they have to be one of the Porterson brothers.

      “Your confusion is amusing,” they remark, their boots thudding against the ground as they make their way closer to me.

      Wait… I know that voice...

      “Porter?” A drop of nervous energy drips through me.

      Porter is the oldest of the Porterson brothers, Out of all of them, he is by far the one that makes me feel the most on edge, has from the moment I met him. But it’s not the only feeling he has instilled in me. There’s been a couple of times where I’ve felt… Well, almost like I wanted to surrender to him, which is really freakin’ odd, but everything about my life with the Porterson’s has been odd, so, yeah…

      Some of Porter’s brothers have given me little hints of warnings that he’s different, making me question exactly who—or what—Porter is. I’ve also felt some strange things occasionally flowing down the link that I’m almost positive belong to Porter. Hunger. Desire. The need to feed and devour something. It gets so intense sometimes that I find myself wanting to bite someone, which again is weird and makes me think of the dream I had where Hunter bit me.

      Vampire…

      “You don’t need to be afraid of me,” he promises, his features becoming more prominent the closer he gets.

      “I’m not,” I lie, moving to get up.

      But my legs wobble from exhaustion so I end up plopping right back down on the ground.

      The corners of Porter’s lips quirk upward. “If this is going to work, you’re going to have to be honest with me.”

      My brows pull together. “If what is going to work?”

      He stops inches away from me and squats down, pale moonlight reflecting in his lavender eyes, the pupils glistening like ice. Or maybe they are ice since that’s his elemental power.

      “Me getting you out of here,” he says with a wink.

      Strands of my hair fall into my eyes as I tip my head to the side. “But where are we even… The last thing I can remember is being in a cabin in Enchantment with Foster and Easton and no one could get to us and vice versa? So how did I end up here in this creepy forest with you?”

      “Well, from what I understand you’ve been out of it for a bit.” He reaches out and taps his fingers against my temple. “Stuck in your own mind, which coincidentally enough is where we are right now.”

      I blink, unsure I heard him correctly. “My mind? How can you be in my… Oh…” It clicks. “I’m dreaming, aren’t I?” I ask and he nods. “But then how are you here?” I eye him over. “Or are you just a dream?”

      Instead of answering me, he gathers my hand in his and lines my palm against his chest. A chest that feels very solid and very real. Well, except for the fact that his heart isn’t beating.

      “Do I feel real?” he asks, his intense gaze making my pulse quicken.

      I give a shaky nod. “But why can’t I feel your heart beating?”

      A smile spreads across his face, but I detect the slightest bit of sadness in the link.

      “My heart never beats, even in real life,” he says with an indifferent shrug. When I open my mouth to ask why, he places a finger to my lips. “What’s wrong with me isn’t important right now. What is, is getting you out of this dream and getting darkness out of you.”

      I want to ask him so many questions, but get distracted by something he said. “Wait… Darkness is in me…”

      Images flash through my mind, bright and painfully potent, ones of me realizing my kiss killed Brody. “Oh my God… I’m a murderer… I remember now…”

      As panic and guilt blaze through me, the wisps of darkness hovering near the trees start to slither toward me.

      Porter flicks a glance over his shoulder at the wisps, then looks back at me, cups my face between his hands, and looks me straight in the eye. “You’re not a murderer. You didn’t try to kill anyone. It just happened and I might add, because of a stupid decision Brody made. And you need to understand that our world doesn’t work like the human world. Stuff like what happened to Brody happens all the time, and if you get hung up on it, you’re going to end up destroying yourself. And for what? Because some fucking asshole thought it was okay to force himself on you?” He shifts his weight. “I know who Brody was and if your kiss hadn’t stopped him, he wouldn’t have stopped.”

      His words seep through my chilled skin and the darkness falters and scurries back as my attention becomes tethered to Porter’s words.

      “How do you know that for sure?” I whisper, searching his eyes.

      He mulls over something, a hint of worry zipping through the link.

      “I’m sure you’ve caught on that I’m a bit…” He nibbles on his bottom lip. “Different.”

      I give a hesitant nod. “Yeah, but no one’s told me why.”

      “That’s because I’m not a fan of creatures knowing too much about me.” He pauses, studying me with his head cocked to the side. “However, I think, considering what we have to do to get you out of here, I may need to explain a few things about me.” He withdraws his hands from my face and sits down onto the ground in front of me with his knees bent in front of him. “I’m not going to get into all the details of how it happened because we don’t have time for that, but what you should know about me is that technically I’m not alive.”

      Well, that explains the no heartbeat thing. That doesn’t make what he said any less confusing, though.

      A smile quirks at his lips. “Max is right. You’re adorable when you’re confused.”

      My heart flutters in my chest, but I tell it to shut the hell up, because seriously, it’s not supposed to do that. Not to mention do it while I’m in the middle of some creepy ass forest that I’m assuming is a dream and darkness is teasing me in the distance.

      But when my heart does that fluttery thing again, I internally sigh. I don’t understand what’s going on with me. Why I feel drawn to the Portersons and why guilt consumes me when I feel something toward one of them.

      “Compliments make you uncomfortable, don’t they?” he muses, the moonlight highlighting the twinkle in his eyes.

      I scratch at my wrist. “I don’t know… I mean, I’m not used to them, so…” I shrug, feeling uncomfortable with the topic.

      “Hmmm… You might want to change that.”

      “Why?”

      “Because you might be getting a lot of compliments in the future.”

      “Again, why?”

      “Because.”

      I frown. “You’re being very vague.”

      “I know, but I don’t think you’re ready to hear the answer to your question. And I don’t think Foster is ready for you to hear it either.” He shrugs. “My brother is living in the Land of Denial and unfortunately, my other brothers are letting him.” Sadness momentarily masks his face, but he hastily erases the look, putting on a neutral expression. “But anyway, we’re getting off track.”

      Beyond confused, I mentally rewind to what he said before.

      Him not having a heartbeat… Him not being alive…

      “How are you technically not alive?” I scan him over, his long legs, his lean, tattooed arms, his lavender eyes that seem to sparkle with a hint of hunger all the time. “Because you look alive.”

      “In our world nothing is what it appears to be, honey. And the undead usually don’t look the part.” He rests his arm on top of his knee. “In fact, some of the undead are the most beautiful creatures you’ll ever set eyes on.”

      I wonder if he’s referring to himself. Not that I’d ever admit this aloud, but Porter is one of the most gorgeous guys I’ve ever seen.

      Of course, as Porter struggles not to smile, I become embarrassingly aware that my thoughts may have strayed down the link. Again. Every freakin’ time.

      Thankfully, he lets me off the hook and doesn’t remark about it.

      “The undead are also some of the most dangerous creatures,” he adds, observing my reaction closely.

      I swallow hard, not wanting to say it, but feeling like I have to. “Are you dangerous?”

      A ghost of a smile plays at his lips. “What do you think?”

      I assess his feelings absorbing into me through the link. Hunger. Desire. Excitement. All of those things are pulsating through him right now and it’s crazy how potently I can feel them. But there’s also hints of agony, sadness, and worry.

      “I think you aren’t, at least to me,” I utter, wrapping my arms around myself.

      He presses his lips together, the link abruptly purring.

      Purring like a cat.

      What the shit?

      “Nunc potui gravissime vorabit vos,” he murmurs as he reaches out and grazes his thumb along my bottom lip.

      I stiffen as a series of emotions scatter through me; guilt, want, fear, need, worry. It’s almost too much to process.

      What’s happening to me?

      With a sigh, he pulls his hand away.

      “You’re right. I’m not dangerous to you,” he says and the link suddenly goes silent. “And me being undead is actually what’s going to help me get you out of here and away from darkness. However, it’s only going to be a temporary solution. In order to rid your body completely of darkness, another measure will have to be taken once we get out of here.” He exhales loudly, a movement I find odd seeing as how he’s supposed to be dead. “Depending on which route we decide to go, it could end up being very drastic.”

      I swallow hard. “Just how drastic?”

      He gives a half-shrug. “It could be as simple as taking you to a healing doctor.” He gives a short pause as he slants forward. “I’m going to be very real with you right now, but sometimes I think it’s best to be blunt instead of keeping stuff from someone. It’s what makes shit like this happen.” He gestures at the forest and the wisps of darkness dancing in the distance.

      Despite my fear of what he’s about to tell me, I give a nod. “I agree with you. No more secrets. I want to know the truth.”

      He seems both pleased and worried by my answer as he reaches out and wraps his fingers around my wrist, lining his fingertips to my pulse. What he’s doing is beyond me but it has me feeling all jittery and off balance, like I’m stumbling through a dance I don’t know the steps to, but he knows them perfectly.

      “You’re tougher than you look,” he remarks, the corners of his lips quirking. When I narrow my eyes at him, he grins. But all of his humor fizzles as he sighs. “While I wish there was an easier way to permanently erase the darkness currently taking over your body and mind, the only way I can think of right now is to make you the same as me.” He pauses, giving me time for his words to sink in.

      “You mean I’ll have to become… undead...” I gulp down a shaky breath. “Does that mean I’d have to die?” I ask.

      He gives a wavering nod. “Sort of.”

      Blood roars in my eardrums and my heart pounds against my chest. I can barely breathe. Think. Exist. Darkness begins to creep toward me again, feeding off my panic.

      “Honey, relax. I never said it was a for sure thing.” Porter’s voice is calm and steady but the link is rickety at best. “Just that it might have to happen if we can’t figure out another way. But we’ll worry about that after we get you out of here. And I’m sure when I inform my brothers of my idea, they’re going to do everything in their power to find another way.”

      I study him. He looks so calm yet worry is flowing through me. Worry that doesn’t belong to me. So what isn’t he telling me?

      “I feel like you’re not telling me everything,” I say, watching his reaction closely.

      He lifts a shoulder, giving a nonchalant shrug. “I’m not, but only because now isn’t the time to get into all of the details.”

      I press my free hand to my chest as his words sink in and my heart begins to ache. This can’t be real. This place, what’s happening… “This is a dream—it has to be. You’re not really here and neither am I.” I pinch my arm and wince. “Ow.”

      The edges of his lips tug upward as he brushes his fingers across the spot on my arm I just pinched. “There’s no need to hurt yourself. You and I are in a dream, but your dream seer ability makes it so you and I are pretty much real. And so is this conversation.”

      Lovely. That means everything he said is true.

      “How did you guys find out for sure I have a dream seer ability?” I wonder, lowering my hand from my chest.

      “We didn’t. We just assumed. And now that I’m in here, we know for sure you do, so at least that’s one less thing we have to solve about you, you mysterious, albeit gorgeous creature.” The corners of his lips tease upward in amusement.

      His words and attention is making me feel all squirrely inside. Not necessarily in a bad way, but in a very confusing way.

      “How are you in here, anyway?” I ask. “I mean, how did you get into my dreams?”

      He shrugs. “The same way you get into your own dreams.”

      “You fall asleep?” I ask and he nods. “Okay, but that doesn’t explain how you actually got into my dream.”

      “I got here the same way darkness did,” he explains. When I stare at him in puzzlement, a crease forms between his brows. “Has Foster not explained this to you?” When I shake my head, he sighs then sits up straighter. “Back before the gods and goddesses died, they used to be able to peer into our dreams whenever they wanted. That’s because when we close our eyes to go to sleep, the magic in our blood connects our minds to Dreamland, a world created by the gods and goddesses.”

      “But if all of our minds are going to one place then why isn’t everyone running into each other when they go to sleep?” I ask, totally confused. But that’s becoming the story of my life anymore.

      “Because the magic in the land creates a realm between everyone’s dreams. You however, have the gift of letting creatures through your realm and into your dreams, and since you haven’t learned how to control your ability yet, it means any creature that can find their way to your realm can get into your dreams. Now, most probably won’t be able to touch you.” He strokes his finger along my forearm, causing a shiver to roll through me, which elicits a pleased smile from him. “But because I’m pretty much undead, your ability doesn’t register with me as a real living, breathing, heart beating creature. It doesn’t see me as real so it doesn’t protect you from me.” As hunger consumes his eyes, my heart slams against my chest. “Which also means that until you can learn to get better control over your ability, all the big, bad monsters can sneak inside your head.”

      When he puts it that way… “Are you a monster?”

      He smiles amusedly. “Close, but not quite.”

      “Okay, well you kind of made it sound like you were one. Well, that or a ghost.” I assess him closely. “Is that what you are?” I ask, but then shake my head. “That wouldn’t make sense, since you can touch me. Well, unless what I learned about ghosts isn’t accurate.”

      An amused smile takes over his face. “I’m not a ghost, honey, so guess again.”

      Awesome. Why do I get the feeling he’s toying with me? And enjoying it?

      I rack my brain for my knowledge on undead creatures. A lot of the information that I learned has come from reading books written by humans so I’m unsure how accurate my knowledge is.

      “Are you a zombie?” I try again.

      He chuckles, his eyes crinkling around the corners. “That seriously your second guess?”

      My skin warms in embarrassment. Luckily, it’s too dark for him to be able to see. But then I feel hunger and desire swimming through the link, and I question if maybe he has night vision and can see my flushing cheeks. Well, either that or he can sense my embarrassment through the link.

      But that doesn’t explain why he feels hungry about me being embarrassed.

      “I’m not a zombie.” He presses back a grin. “And, as much as I’d love to sit here and feel you blush while you thought about Gods knows what, we need to get you out of here.”

      “Yeah, I’m more than ready to get out of here.” I wait for him to divulge what he is, but all he does is take my hand, get to his feet, and pull me up with him.

      Then he threads his fingers through mine. “In order to get you out of here without you having to return to your current darkness possessed body, I’m going to have to tether your soul to mine.”

      “I…” I blink. “What?”

      “It’s not as bad as it sounds.” He steps closer to me and I have to tip my head back to meet his eyes. “However, like I said before, when we get out of here, we’ll have to find a more permanent solution.”

      “Which might mean I have to become… Whatever you are, right?” I wish he'd just tell me so I know what I’m in store for. “You know, it might be easier if you just told me what you are right now. That way I can prepare myself.”

      He shakes his head. “It’ll be easier for you to handle if my brothers are around when you find out. In fact, I’m pretty sure if I told you right now, you’d flee into the trees and then I’d have to track you down again.”

      “How did you track me down?” I ask, trying not to focus on what he said because he’s making it sound as if I should be afraid of him. And part of me is, yet another part of me, a much darker twisted part, feels curiously drawn to the Porterson brother with lavender eyes.

      He places his free hand against my chest. “I felt you through the link.”

      My heart rate picks up, slamming against his palm.

      He rubs his lips together, the link purring again. “You’re going to have to be able to deal with Brody’s death too, because even after we get darkness out of you, the guilt is going to eat away at you if you can’t figure out a way to forgive yourself. And sometimes guilt can be more dangerous than darkness.”

      “You act as if you’re speaking from experience.”

      “Maybe I am.”

      We stare at each other as the wind picks up and darkness swarms from the trees like shadowy arms.

      “We need to go,” he murmurs as he peers around at the wisps of darkness. “I think darkness has almost taken over your body, and if we don’t get it out soon, it’s going to take over your mind and I won’t be able to help you.” He wiggles his hand from mine but only to slip his arm around my waist. “I’m going to tether my soul to yours now, okay?”

      Oh my God, this is really happening.

      But what is even about to happen?

      I nervously bite at my bottom lip. “How does soul tethering work exactly?”

      He rubs his lips together, his eyes flooding with hungry desire again. “You’re going to feel more connected to me.”

      I swallow hard, my heart thudding deafeningly in my chest. “Will it hurt?”

      He sinks his teeth into his bottom lip so forcefully I swear he probably draws blood. “No… It’s going to feel fucking good, honey.” He slowly tugs me toward him, his gaze searing into mine. “Hold perfectly still, and whatever you do, don’t pull away from me.”

      I take another gulp, struggling to breathe evenly. Whatever’s about to happen has the link bursting with excitement and has me wanting to flee for the trees, just like he implied. Somehow, though, I manage to keep my feet planted to the ground as he dips his head, as if he’s going to kiss me. Panic seizes me, not only because of the guilt I’m starting to feel, but because kissing me could very well kill him.

      Just like it did Brody.

      My pulse skyrockets and he holds tighter onto my waist.

      “Relax,” he whispers, his eyes darkening to a deep violet. “I said I’m not going to hurt you.”

      “I’m not worried about that,” I breathe out shakily, gripping onto the bottom of his shirt. “I’m worried you’re going to kiss me and it’s going to kill you.”

      With a slight smirk, he dips his lips toward my ear. “I’m technically already dead, so your kiss can’t kill me. Don’t worry, though, I’m not going to kiss you… It’ll be much better than that.” He sniffs my hair and my already puzzled mind cracks with even more confusion.

      He gives me zero time to ask questions, though, as he lowers his head and presses his lips to my throat. My insides quiver as the strangest sensations coil through me. Fear. Lust. Confusion. Want. Panic. Longing. Fear. Fear. Fear—

      His teeth sink into my neck, piercing through my flesh and entering my veins. Suddenly, I realize what kind of undead creature Porter probably is.

      “You’re a vampire,” I breathe out.

      A vampire, just like how I saw Hunter in my dream.

      His teeth briefly leave my neck as he chuckles, his entire body shaking. “Nope. Although, if I was, I’d recommend you run away right now.”

      “So vampires are bad?” I ask breathlessly.

      “Pure vampires are,” he replies, brushing his lips across my neck with a groan. “Lucky for you, I’m not one.”

      My breath falters from my lips. I feel as if I’m going mad from all the unknown things hovering between us. “What are you? Please just tell me.”

      His hand presses against the small of my back, urging my body forward. Then he guides my head back until I’m staring up at the star kissed sky and leaving more of my neck exposed to him.

      “I already told you that right now isn’t the best time to explain that.” He lets out a husky groan.

      I clutch onto his shoulders as my knees start to buckle, trying to figure out how in the hell this is my life now. “Considering you just bit my neck, I think you owe me an explanation.”

      “Mmm…” He sniffs my neck, brushing his nose along my skin. “Maybe I do.” He grazes his teeth against my neck again, then pulls back slightly. “What I am… I guess you can say my kind are sort of like vampires, but instead of drinking blood, we feed off power and souls.”

      My fingernails dig into his shoulders. “What?”

      He tenses, his fingers stiffening on my back. “You need to calm down… I’m already having a hard time not devouring you as it is.”

      My audible gulp echoes across the night. “I’m trying to but with what you’re saying…that you feed off power and souls… What sort of creature feeds off power and souls?”

      I’m trying not to panic. I really am.  But the more I think about all the possibilities of what he could be, the more worked up I get.

      “I’ll answer your questions later,” he murmurs, but I can feel his lie through the link. He gives me no time to react, though, his lips returning to my neck. “I’m sorry,” he whispers then his teeth pierce into my neck again, this time all the way to my vein.

      Sparks of lightning crackle across my skin as warmth and coldness simultaneously sweep through my veins. He must've bitten some hidden pressure point on my body that is releasing my power. Either that or he has some sort of ability to unleash my powers. Whatever the heck he’s doing causes lightning to hum across my flesh. My power of wind pours out of me next, causing a breeze to circle around us—in us. A whimper escapes my lips as the sensation becomes too much and I struggle to breathe evenly. His hold on me tightens, his teeth sinking in deeper, as if he’s desperate to dig out all of my powers. And somehow he does, ice glazing across my flesh and wrapping me in coldness. But then fire surfaces, blazing over the chill and sending heat scorching through me.

      Porter groans as rain pours down on us. A shudder rolls through me as he pulls me closer and devours more power from my neck. All of the five elements collide, bursting through my body at once and I cry out in…

      Pleasure?

      Pain?

      Fear?

      I’m honestly not sure. All I know is that it’s too much. I feel like I’m going to combust from the wonderful, out of control sensations exploding through me.

      “Hang on,” Porter breathes into my ear.

      “Please,” I plead, although I’m not even sure what I’m begging for.

      He groans, clutching onto me, his fingers digging into my flesh. “Just stay with me for a little bit longer, okay?”

      I grasp onto him tighter, trying to do what he said, but the sensations become too much. Dizziness swirls around me. A slam of a heartbeat later, darkness takes me over again.
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      When it comes to sexual experiences, I’m absolutely clueless, which is probably pretty obvious seeing as how a kiss from me could kill anyone other than an elemental enchanter. But Nina loved telling me about her sex life, even if I didn’t necessarily want to hear about it, and I’ve heard enough of her stories to know that occasionally after she had sex, especially when she didn’t know the guy very well, there was an awkward moment where she wasn’t sure what to say or do afterward. She also told me about a couple of times where she walked out of a room after hooking up with some guy at a party and the people nearby gave her these knowing looks, like they knew what just happened. And while Nina is pretty confident, she said it made her feel kind of uncomfortable.

      But anyway, my point is, when I wake up after passing out from Porter feeding off my powers, I wonder if maybe I’m experiencing that uncomfortable feeling Nina talked about. Not that Porter and I had sex or anything, but some of the stuff I felt when he fed off my power…

      I shudder as the lingering sensations coil through my body

      But yeah, anyway…

      Blinking a few times, I take in my surroundings, trying to push past my discomfort and figure out where I am.

      From what I can tell, I’m lying on an unfamiliar wooden floor, and Max, Porter, Easton, and Foster are standing around me. As I realize this, I grow even more uncomfortable.

      What if they’re all aware of what Porter just did to me and how it made me feel? Not that I think it’s the same as having sex, but I did moan a few times… And now that I think about it, I may have even begged for more right before I passed out…

      Oh my god! I want to crawl into a hole and hide!

      “Are you okay?” Foster’s voice yanks me from my mortification. He crouches down in front of me, his lightning blue gaze inspecting me over and leaving trails of heat along my skin.

      “Yeah, I think so.” I rub the heels of my hands against my eyes. “Wait, am I awake?” Part of me hopes that I’m not, that this is all a dream. That what happened with Porter was just a dream. And while we’re at it, I wish that finding out I killed Brody was just a dream too.

      Foster nods, observing me closely as I lower my hands from my eyes. “You’re awake.” He reaches for me but then pulls back. “How do you feel?”

      My mind immediately snaps to Porter, but my eyes stay focused on Foster. “A little bit lightheaded.” And completely and utterly mortified. “But other than that, I think I feel okay.” I lift my arms up then breathe in relief. “Darkness isn’t in me anymore.”

      Smashing his lips together, Foster nods, then takes my hand and pulls me up so I’m sitting. The room spins like a cracked out merry-go-round, but a couple of blinks forces the dizziness from my head.

      “How long was I out?” I peer around at the stone fireplace where a fire is crackling then at the windowless, branch-like walls. “And why does it look like we’re inside a big ass tree?”

      That gets a couple of the Portersons to chuckle.

      “We’re in a room in a hotel located in the Fey world.” Foster sweeps a strand of my hair out of my eyes. “And it looks like we’re in a big ass tree because we are.” His hand falls to his side. “Most faeries live in trees.”

      “But I don’t understand how. I mean, I thought we had to stay in Enchantment?” Again, confusion is my middle name.

      “When darkness took you over, we had to make a choice,” Foster explains. “We could either let it completely consume you, which is something that can happen with elemental enchanters if they unleash their power of darkness. Or, we could risk taking you out of Enchantment so Porter could temporarily get darkness out of you. But it’s not a permanent solution.”

      I mull over what he said. “So when we went through the portal to the fey world, everything was fine? The god of darkness didn’t try to get me?”

      Foster exchanges a look with Easton then returns his attention to me.

      “He did show up when we were going through the portal,” Foster says in a quiet tone. “And he tried to get you, but for some reason, he couldn’t.” His throat muscles work as he swallows hard. “When one of his tendrils of darkness tried to touch you, it was like you burnt it and it withered away.”

      I shake my head in confusion. “But that doesn’t make sense. At the school, he almost got a hold of me.”

      “Almost,” Foster stresses. “But if you think about it, none of his tendrils, which are his power, were able to touch you. And it was weird that I was able to simply smack them away when they got close. He’s a god—that shouldn’t have been able to happen. I think I was just too distracted with everything else going on that I didn’t think about it as much as I probably should’ve.”

      In typical Foster form, he’s probably blaming himself.

      “This isn’t your fault,” I try to assure him. “None of this is.”

      He doesn’t answer, but I can tell through the link that he doesn’t agree with me. I make a mental note to talk to him privately so I can convince him otherwise. Sure, he didn’t tell me about the kiss with Brody, but other than that everything that happened was because of me.

      “Is it because I’m a power source?” I ask. “Is that why the god of darkness can’t touch me?”

      “We honestly have no idea. It could be, but since we know very little about power sources, it’s hard to say for sure.” Foster places a hand against my cheek, his palm warm against my skin. “It might take some time, but I promise we’ll find out more. My parents and some of the more trustworthy creatures working for the agency are looking into it and hopefully they’ll find out something soon.”

      I nod, but worry ravels through me. There’s so much we still need to find out about me, so much unknown things. “What do we do until we find out more? Are we going to go back to Enchantment?”

      “I want to say yes because I like it there—plus it’s safe—but it was sort of a freak accident we ended up there at all, so I’m not even sure we could even get back to it even if we tried. Eventually, though, we probably should attempt to since it’s our world and when we’re there, the world grows.”

      “I completely agree.” Although, I don’t actually want to be trapped in the world again.

      It sometimes made me feel claustrophobic and I constantly worried I’d never get to leave, that I’d spend the rest of my life there. Not that it’d be an awful place to permanently live, but I want to travel and have adventures like I’d planned with Nina and Gage, and then with Foster after I found out I was an elemental enchanter and probably couldn’t do stuff like that with my friends.

      But now that I’m a power source is any of that possible anymore? Even if we manage to stop the god of darkness from getting ahold of me, what happens to me after that? Foster mentioned that I might be able to rebuild the shrinking world of Elemental, but what does that require? That I stay there like I did in Enchantment?

      “You need to relax,” Foster says. “Whatever has you worried, just tell me and I’ll try to fix it.”

      “It’s nothing,” I reply with a dismissive shrug. “I was just thinking about where my life is going to go now that I know I’m a power source. Am I going to be able to travel? And what about my mom? No one knows where she is and if it stays that way eventually, I want to go look for her.”

      He tucks a strand of my hair behind my ear. “No matter what happens, I promise we’ll find your mom.”

      “That’s a really big promise to make,” I point out. “Especially when no one even knows where the hell she is.”

      His hand falls to his side. “That’s actually not true.”

      I perk up a bit. “Did someone find something out about her?”

      He shakes his head. “No, but Scott and Marla might know where she is, since she gave you to them. My mom’s been working on getting information from them, but so far they’ve been withholding unless they get paid. And while my parents have a lot of money, the price they’re asking for is extremely out of our price range.”

      I grimace. “This is just like them. They’re so money hungry. They even sold me once just so that they could afford drinks for the night. Then again, they also let the elemental god of darkness and the hunters pay them to leave my life and leave me vulnerable so…” I stop talking.

      Why the hell am I babbling about this right now?

      Foster’s eyes widen in horror, his lips parting, but East speaks first.

      “What the fuck do you mean they sold you for drinks?” His voice trembles with rage and his hands are balled at his sides.

      “It wasn’t like anything sexual,” I quickly add. “I just had to clean this guy’s house in short shorts and Marla and Scott pocketed the money, which I know is fucked up, but that’s just how they were. I’m honestly glad they’re not my real parents because they’re straight up selfish assholes.” I shrug, trying to play it cool, but deep down, every time I think about all the times Marla and Scott sold me out for cash, the final time putting me in a lot of danger, it hurts like a bitch. What makes it a bit easier to deal with is knowing I have a real mother out there, but for all I know she could be just as bad as Scott and Marla.

      Foster swallows hard while Max looks at me sympathetically and East shakes his head with irritation. I don’t look at Porter, too afraid I’ll feel that connection to him, but I can sense that he pities me.

      With another shake of his head, East nudges Foster out of the way then crouches down in front of me. He starts to reach for me but then pulls back. “Sky, I want you to listen to me.” It’s weird hearing him use my real name, but I nod and he lets out an unsteady exhale. “Never, ever is it okay for anyone to sell you for anything and if it ever happens again, you kick the asshole who did it out of your life, okay?”

      “Well, it’s not like Marla and Scott are going to be in my life anymore,” I remind him. “They…” I trail off as he places a finger to my lips, shushing me.

      “Just promise me, okay? That no matter who it is or what the reason is, you’ll never let anyone exchange you for something.” His intense eyes dew with water as he waits for me to respond.

      Honestly, he looks as if he’s crying, but I’m fairly certain the water is from his powers. At least I think so. But then agony blazes down the link and I have to wonder if perhaps he is struggling not to cry.

      He blinks, his eyes drying. Then his brow arches. “Well?”

      “Yeah, I promise I won’t let anyone do that to me anymore,” I assure him, searching his eyes for an answer to what the hell I just felt, but the link has lulled into a content state.

      “Good.” He offers me one of his infamous lazy smiles then moves to stand up, but not before he pinches my thigh.

      I flinch then narrow my eyes at him. “What the heck was that for?”

      “Payback for that tickling shit you pulled back at the cabin.” A devious smirk plays at his lips. “But we’re not even close to being even yet, lightning eyes.”

      I carry his gaze. “Game on, raindrop.”

      His forehead creases. “Raindrop?”

      I smirk. “Yep, it’s my new nickname for you.”

      He shakes his head. “No way…” He holds up his hands. “You know what? Call me whatever you want. I can handle it.”

      I grin. “Sure you can, raindrop.”

      His lip twitches, his eyes glinting wickedly. “Keep it up.”

      “Oh, I’m going to,” I assure him.

      The room grows quiet as we smile at each other like two idiots and that’s when I realize that I’m actually smiling. I honestly didn’t think it could happen.

      “Well, at least she’s smiling,” Porter says, breaking the silence.

      “Of course she is,” East says, winking at me. “She’s looking at me.”

      I roll my eyes. “You’re such a cocky shit.”

      Max snorts a laugh and my gaze shifts to him.

      “And as for you.” I point a finger at him. “The last time I saw you, you put me to sleep with your little mind power pushing-thoughts-into mind ability thing or whatever you call it.”

      “Yeah, I’m sorry about that.” He stuffs his hands into his pockets, strands of his dark hair falling into his vibrant green eyes. “You were asking so many questions and I didn’t know what to tell you, but it was wrong of me to do that to you.”

      “That’s the second time you’ve done it,” I say. “Please don’t do it again… It makes me uncomfortable.”

      He nods. “I won’t. And again, I’m sorry I did it at all.” The corners of his lips pull into an innocent smile. “Please forgive me.”

      I shake my head, wrestling back a smile. “What is with you Portersons and trying to charmingly smile your way out of everything?”

      “I think she might be on to us,” Porter snickers and I almost look at him, but I’m still a bit hesitant to do so, worried about what I’ll feel.

      So instead I look at Foster who’s assessing me with his brows dipped.

      “What’s wrong?” I ask self-consciously.

      He shakes his head, erasing the look. “I was just thinking about something.”

      I wait for him to explain what, but he remains silent, staring at me in a way that makes my skin hum with heat and my powers spark, lulling underneath my skin, and sending a gentle breeze through the air. The vines dangling from the branch-like ceiling begin to sway, reminding me of where we are.

      “How long do we have to stay here?” I wonder, glancing back at Foster.

      He silently stares at me for a moment longer. “Probably until we can figure out our next step. We need to warn you about the faeries, though. They can be tricky, sneaky creatures so you’re going to need to be careful around them. We did put up a couple of temporary protection charms on all of us and on the link, so we should be safe for now.”

      I shiver at the for now part.

      Then it really hits me, where we are, what’s going on, the bigger picture of it all.

      “The fey world… Faeries…” I shake my head as I attempt to grasp what he said. “How is this my life now?”

      “I know it’s a lot to take in,” Foster tells me, brushing his knuckles across my cheek.

      A low, reverberating growl has him pulling back with a sigh. Then he throws a glare in Porter’s direction. My gaze strays to him too.

      Unlike the last time I looked at him, his face is now visible thanks to the twinkling lights glowing from the vines above us. Looking at him in the light, I’m reminded of how gorgeous he is. All of the Porterson brothers are, but Porter has more of a, I guess prettier quality to him is the best way to put it; with short blond hair, full pierced lips; and lavender eyes. He’s also tall and lean, and his skin is heavily inked with tattoos similar to the ones on Max’s arms.

      As our gazes weld, I regret looking at him at all, as the feelings I felt when he drank my power from me resurface, some of them wonderful but some of them terrifying.

      I want to crawl out of my skin and slip inside him…

      What the actual effing hell? Where did that thought come from?

      “Calm down,” Foster snaps at Porter, his tone conveying a warning.

      A smirk rises on Porter’s lips as he glances at Foster. “Are you telling me what to do, little brother? That’s… “ he rubs his jawline. “Amusing.”

      “You promised,” Foster reminds him with a pressing gaze.

      Porter’s smirk fizzles. “I know. And I’m doing my best, but between the link and this…” He bites at his bottom lip as his gaze skates to me. “This is more complicated than I thought it was going to be.”

      My stomach flutters, sending shivers across my body and a flurry of snowflakes drift from the ceiling, ice glazing across the vines and turning them into icicles.

      “Complicated is an understatement,” Easton mutters, glancing up at the winter wonderland that has now taken over the ceiling.

      I’m not sure what just happened with my powers, but I have a feeling I should be embarrassed about it.

      Easton loudly clears his throat. “I think everyone might need a time out.” He takes my hand and effortlessly lifts me to my feet. “How are you doing with all of this? I know it has to be a lot to take in.”

      While Easton may usually push my buttons, but I’m grateful for the subject change he’s giving me.

      “I think so. Honestly, I’m not even positive what happened. I mean, I know that Porter had to… Because I…” And just like that, any amount of contentment I felt evaporates.

      A lump wells in my throat as guilt presses down on my chest. Blood on my hands. I have blood on my hands. Darkness starts to fill my veins, but an invisible force sweeps through and erases it.

      My heart thunders in my chest as I cast a quick glance at Porter.

      What exactly did he do to me when he tethered my soul to his?

      His lips on my neck…

      Sucking…

      Drinking…

      Hunger…

      It felt so good…

      Porter’s intense gaze sears into mine and he bites down on his bottom lip hard.  “Good Gods, I can’t take this,” he mumbles, then reels around and strides out of the room.

      Silence stretches between Max, Foster, Easton, and me. And awkward silence that I don’t fully understand.

      “Sorry,” I mutter to no one in particular.

      “Don’t be. It’s not your fault,” Easton says. He’s still holding my hand and he skims his finger along the inside of my wrist in a soothing gesture. “We should’ve told you from the beginning about Brody. Maybe if we had, things wouldn’t have gone down the way that they did.”

      “I thought I was doing the right thing by keeping it from you,” Foster mutters, looking at me with remorse in his eyes. “I’m sorry. I feel like this is all of my fault.”

      “It’s not your fault. No matter when or how you told me about Brody… I still would’ve reacted the same way…” I almost lose it again as guilt claws under my flesh. But that invisible force pulls me back—pulls me away from the darkness. Whether it’s the link doing it or whatever Porter did to me, who the hell knows. Honestly, at this point I feel like I don’t have a clue about anything going on.

      Poor, clueless, Sky. I’ve been called that before. A lot actually.

      “I’m still not sure what’s going on with Porter… “ I shift my weight, pulling my hand from East’s, but only so I can wrap my arms around myself. “What exactly did he do to me?”

      A frown etches onto Foster’s face. “He didn’t explain it to you?”

      “He told me that he was going to tether my soul to his, and that it was the only way for me to return to my body without darkness possessing me forever. But he didn’t explain how darkness was able to possess me so badly, or how him drinking my power would keep darkness from possessing me. And I’m not even sure how he did it… What he is… He wouldn’t tell me much about anything.” I pause, waiting for one of them to give me an explanation, but they all appear hesitant.

      Damn them and their secrecy.

      Foster rubs his hand across his jawline, uneasiness masking his expression. “When Porter’s kind feed off someone’s powers, it temporarily tethers their soul to theirs, which means that right now your soul is connected to Porter’s and vice versa.” He lets out a quiet sigh. “As for the draining your power part of it, which is what happened when Porter fed off you, that’s how he got darkness temporarily out of you—by sucking it out of your body. But if we don’t find a more permanent solution, he’s going to have to keep tethering your soul to his, because once an elemental enchanter unleashes their power of darkness, it won’t leave their bodies. At least not without some magical help. But I’d rather not have Porter continually feeding off you,” he mutters the last part.

      I feel the slightest bit less confused, but let me stress the slightest bit part. “Does that mean I don’t have any power right now?” I glance up at the icicles melting above me—icicles I created only moments ago. “Never mind. Obviously I do.”

      “You still have a little bit of power,” Foster explains. “But it’s probably pretty weak, so you’re going to need to be careful until the tethering fades. Hopefully by then, we’ll have a more permanent solution for all of this.” I’m about to mention that Porter said a more permanent solution was that I become like him, but then Foster sighs and rubs his hand across his forehead. “I don’t think I can do this.”

      Max places a hand on his shoulder. “Go. We’ll explain the rest to Sky.”

      Foster throws me an apologetic glance, his expression a portrait of misery. Then he walks out of the room, heading in the same direction as Porter did.

      I suspiciously eye Max and East over. “What’s going on?”

      Easton glances at Max with his brow raised. “Do you want to do the honors or should I?”

      Max shrugs. “I’m fine with doing it, but she knows you better than me so it might be easier for her to hear it from you.”

      East rolls his eyes. “Fine, I’ll be the bearer of bad news since you guys are all too chicken shit.”

      “I’m not afraid of doing it,” Max stresses. “And if you want me to do it, just say so.”

      East shakes his head. “I’ve got this. I was just pointing out that clearly I’m less chicken shit than the rest of you.” His lips quirk. “Something you should all remember from now on.”

      Max lets out a quiet sigh then looks at me. “I’m sorry, Sky. I really am.”

      My brows dip. “For what?”

      He simply offers me an apologetic look then exits the room the same way his brothers did.

      Speaking of his brothers…

      “So where’s Holden and Hunter?” I ask East. Mostly I’m wondering where Hunter is, since he’s the one who can fix the altered link.

      “They’re both here in this world. They’re just working on a few things,” he replies vaguely then tugs me with him as he strolls toward a branchy wall woven with vines. “Let’s take a walk.”

      “Into a wall?” I joke as he heads straight for the wall.

      Amusement glitters in his silver eyes. “Oh, lightning eyes, how you disappoint me.” He raises his hand to the wall and the branches spread apart, revealing an exit to the outside. Then he flashes me a cocky smirk. “You should know by now that nothing is what it seems.”

      “Sorry I don’t understand the concept of faerie tree houses,” I quip. “To be fair, though, human science classes don’t cover the magical movability of trees.”

      Chuckling, he ducks out of the doorway and hops out onto a thick tree branch covered with green moss, blooming violet flowers, and crisp autumn leaves. Halfway across the branch, ice glazes across the bark. The contrast of seasons is a startling sight to behold and I can’t figure out how they can all coexist in the same area.

      “It’s called magic,” East says as if he can read my thoughts. He wiggles his hand from mine, spins around, and reaches toward me, placing his hands onto my waist. “The seasons coexist in this world, mostly because faeries get their power from the seasons.” With a grin, he picks me up and sets me down onto the branch beside him, startling me so badly my fingernails dig into his shoulders.

      “I could’ve gotten out here by myself.”  I pry my fingernails out of his flesh. It has to hurt yet he doesn’t show any signs of being in pain.

      “Yeah, but that way was much more fun.” He winks at me then whirls and starts across the branch.

      I peer down below me at the long drop to the ground. I’ve never been a fan of heights, but I don’t want to appear weak either, so sucking in a breath, I put one foot in front of the other and follow him.

      My legs are shaky at best, and I nearly fall a couple of times.

      “Where are we going exactly?” I grab onto some vines above me to keep my balance.

      “I already told you—for a walk.” He turns around and eyeballs me over. “You’re not afraid of heights, are you?” He taunts with a smirk.

      “No,” I lie, gripping onto the vines tighter as the wind picks up and makes the branch I’m standing on sway.

      “You’re not, huh?” The wicked glint in his eyes makes me tense.

      “Whatever you’re about to do, don’t,” I warn. “Or I swear, I’ll—”

      “You’ll what?” he questions with amusement. “Clutch onto that vine tighter?”

      I narrow my eyes at him. “I’ll kick your pretty boy, raindrop ass.”

      He grins. “How many times have I told you not to tease me with that sort of stuff?”

      A comeback bites at my tongue. “One day I’m going to—” I screech as the branch jolts and sends me flying forward.

      I close my eyes and brace myself for the fall, wondering if it’ll kill me or if I’ll just break a few bones. But instead of hitting the ground, I slam straight into Easton.

      He lets out a grunt as my body collides with his. Then his arms enclose around my waist. I clutch onto the bottom of his shirt, my heart slamming against my chest.

      “Relax.” He smoothes his hand up and down my back. “I’ve got you.”

      I let out a shaky exhale then slant back to meet his gaze, which is filled with amusement.

      “If that was your attempt at kicking my ass, I have to say I’m a bit disappointed,” he says with an amused grin.

      Rolling my eyes, I let go of his shirt and move to step back. But the branch sways again and I immediately clutch onto him, squeezing my eyes shut.

      “Okay, you win this one,” I whisper in defeat. “I’m afraid of heights.”

      Surprisingly he doesn’t laugh at me, although hilarity rings in his tone as he says, “Are you? Huh? I wouldn’t have guessed with the way you’re clutching onto me like you’re afraid you’re going to fall.”

      I shake my head, my grip constricting on his shirt. “Will you please just help me get off this branch? If you do…” I take a preparing breath before whispering, “I’ll owe you.”

      His chest shakes as he chuckles. “You act like that’s painful to say.”

      “It feels like owing you a favor might lead to me having to do something humiliating,” I admit, wrapping my arms around his waist as that stupid branch moves again, this time more violently.

      His muscles ravel into knots and his hand on my back stiffens.

      “Are you okay?” I start to lean back, but he pushes on my back, pressing me closer.

      “I’m fine.” His voice is thick and fear is leaking down the link.

      What’s going on with him?

      “Let’s get you off this thing, okay?” Then he scoops me up in his arms and urges my legs around his waist.

      For a fleeting moment, I feel extremely uneasy about how much of our bodies are touching. But as the branch continues to dance in the wind, I shove the uneasiness aside and latch onto him.

      “Please don’t fall,” I whisper, burying my face into his shoulder.

      A soft laugh escapes him, his muscles unwinding a bit. Then he starts walking across the branch again. “I like this vulnerable side of you,” he teases. “I mean, think about it. Right now, I could totally take you on and win.”

      “Please don’t,” I beg. “Besides, even if you did win, when we get down from the branch, I’ll just take you on again and win.”

      “Actually, you wouldn’t.” He positions his arm underneath my ass as he shifts my weight in his arms. “You’re powers are still too weak from the soul tethering.”

      “Right.” It dawns on me just how vulnerable I am at the moment.

      “I won’t let anything happen to you,” he promises as if he can read my thoughts. “I know I tease you a lot, but I’d never let anyone do anything to you.”

      “Liar,” I say. “Admit it. Deep down, you’d love to watch some powerful elemental protector kick my ass in a power battle.”

      “No way,” he insists. “Kicking your ass in a power battle is my job.”

      “Well, then you totally suck at your job,” I quip, smiling to myself.

      “Maybe, but personally, I think getting my ass kicked by you isn’t that bad.” He gives a short pause then amusement creeps into his tone. “In fact, it turns me on sometimes.”

      “Dude, I’m so going to kick your ass when we get down from this tree,” I threaten, glad he can’t see my face since I’m pretty certain my cheeks are flushed.

      “You say that like it’s a punishment, but it’s not.” He pinches the back of my thigh.

      I yelp, my legs tensing around him. I lean back to glare at him.

      He smirks at me. “I think I win this one.”

      My jaw ticks, but then I plaster on a cocky grin. “Don’t count your winnings just yet.” I reach down and pinch his nipple. Hard.

      Of course, as I get caught up in one of our challenges, I somehow forget that we’re standing on a branch way above the ground and that I’m totally relying on him to get me down safely. I’m painfully reminded of this, though, as he stumbles forward.

      “Shit,” he curses as he skitters around, struggling to get his balance.

      As his feet skid across a patch of ice on the bark, we end up twirling around and spinning toward the edge of the branch. At the very last second, though, he manages to swing us around and press us up against a vertical branch sprouting from the branch below.

      “Holy crap,” he breathes out with wide eyes. “You just about killed us.”

      “I’m so sorry,” I say, feeling awful. “I didn’t think before I pinched and I…” All of my guilt evaporates as he grins.

      “I’m just fucking with you, lightning eyes,” he says as he struggles not to laugh. “Even if we fell, the wind would catch us.”

      “What?”

      “It’s how things work around here. Nature is part of the faerie magic and it protects the fey. And since our magic is part of nature, it protects us too.”

      “Oh.” I crinkle my nose. “Why didn’t you tell me this before you carried me down the branch?”

      He presses back a grin. “Call it payback for making my own power rain on me earlier. And technically, I think that means I win this one.”

      “We weren’t even challenging each other,” I argue, but he just grins smugly at me.

      Instead of getting pissed off, I smile sweetly at him then pinch his nipple again, this time much harder.

      “Ah,” he cries out with laughter tickling his throat. “You better watch it or I just might pinch you back.”

      I continue pinching him until he’s laughing so hard his legs nearly give out on him. He removes one of his arms from around me and braces it against the branch I’m leaning against, most of his weight pressing against me.

      “All right, you win,” he finally surrenders breathlessly.

      Smiling to myself, I remove my hand from his nipple.

      “You’re ruthless,” he breathes out, working to catch his breath with his head resting beside mine.

      A grin spreads across my face. “You should remember that the next time you try to take me on.”

      He chuckles before pushing back and looking me in the eye. He doesn’t say anything, just stares at me with a pucker between his brows. The longer he stares, the more drawn I feel toward him, an invisible force tugging me toward him, a force I’m not sure is created by the link, but by something inside me.

      I wonder what it’d be like to kiss him…

      Confusion sets in along with panic as I realize the urge to kiss him isn’t connected to anything other than my own feelings.

      What the hell is wrong with me? I can’t want to kiss East. Not when I want to kiss Foster and have been kissing him. And if I tried to kiss East, it’d probably kill him!

      Easton abruptly clears his throat then slants back, looking away from me and muttering, “Let’s get you down off this branch, okay?”

      I nod, mortified.? Did he know I was thinking about kissing him just barely? God, he should be afraid of me. And with how quickly he gets us off the branch, I have to wonder if he is.

      It’s times like this where I really miss Nina and Gage. They were always good at helping me work through my guy problems, although there were never really many problems. Still, it was nice to have someone to talk to. But even if I could talk to them now, I could never fully be honest with them.

      Alone.

      I feel so alone sometimes.

      “You’re not alone,” Easton says as he hops off the branch and onto the ground.

      With a quiet sigh, he sets me down and steps back, sweeping strands of his hair out of his eyes.

      A breath eases from my lips. “Thanks for saying that, but I kind of am.” I fold my arms around myself and stare at the mossy ground. “I’m really starting to get tired of this altered link and you guys being able to feel all the stuff that I do. It’s becoming beyond embarrassing.”

      “Maybe for you.” His tone turns light. “But personally, I find it amusing.”

      A smile tugs at my lips, but I bite it back and narrow my eyes at him. “Well, just so you know, I sometimes feel what you’re feeling too.” When his expression plummets, I grin. “It’s not so funny when the roles are reversed, is it?”

      His eyes briefly widen, but then he goes right back to his joking self, a grin taking over his face. “Nah, it doesn’t bother me.” He backs away from me with his hands stuffed inside his pockets. “Nothing ever does. And if you could really feel what I was feeling, you’d know that.”

      I follow after him. “Everyone feels stuff, East.” As if responding to my statement, the link fleetingly falters with both confusion and excitement. “Like right now, I can tell you’re confused about something. And excited. Although, I don’t know what the last feeling is about, other than maybe you like being in the fey world.”

      He slows to a stop, biting at his bottom lip and assessing me with a crinkle at his brow. His confusion grows and mixes with the excitement the longer he assesses me. But beneath the sensations, a hint of worry stews inside him.

      “Maybe I’m excited to be here because I know I might get lucky tonight with some hot fey.” A malicious smirk rises on his lips. “The fey are kinky as hell and make awesome fuck buddies. Seriously, some of the shit they’re into…” He bites down on his bottom lip. “It gets me excited just thinking about it.”

      I smash my lips together, a bit hurt, even though I have no right to be. And I’m not quite sure why I feel this way.

      He leans in, his malicious smirk amplifying. “Is that embarrassment I feel?’ He searches my eyes. “And a hint of hurt? Are you jealous, lightning eyes?”

      Back when I first met East, he was a jerk to me, but he stopped being one as soon as he found out what I am. He’s been pretty nice to me up until this point and while I think I may have upset him by telling him I can feel what he’s feeling, it pisses me off that he’s being a dick about it.

      “Glad to see you can still act like you did when I first met you. Maybe you should drag me back to the tree house and lock me in the attic. It can be just like old times.” I dodge around him and hurry away, unsure of where I’m going, but don’t care at the moment.

      I make it about ten steps before he jogs after me.

      “Sky, wait a sec.” He calls out, but I accelerate my pace.

      But he moves quicker and snags a hold of the back of my shirt.

      “Let go of me,” I growl out, spinning around to face him and snatching my shirt from his grasp.

      His lips start to turn up into a smirk, but then he sighs. “Look, I’m sorry.” He tensely massages the back of his neck, looking everywhere but at me. “I didn’t mean to be a jerk, but some of the stuff you were saying was making me feel… uncomfortable.”

      “Why? All I said is that I could feel what you were feeling,” I say, watching as he squirms. “Why is that bad, especially when you said you could feel what I was feeling too?”

      “I know, but…” He scratches at the back of his neck. “Look, I’m not a huge fan of feelings, okay?”

      “Me neither. Mostly because feeling something intensely used to mean I’d end up accidentally setting off my powers. And since I didn’t know how to control them, there were a couple of times some really bad stuff happened.”

      “Like what?” he asks curiously.

      I contemplate how much I want to confide in him. Do I feel as comfortable with him as I do with Foster? Not completely, but I do trust him, even if he was a jerk to me only moments ago. But I think I understand why.

      “You remember the day you guys came to move me out of my house and a huge storm had blown through the town?”

      He nods. “Yeah, that was from you, right?”

      “It was. And it happened because I kind of tried to hit on Foster the day before and he rejected me, and that’s what happens when I’m upset. Or, well, it used to happen. I’ve gotten a better lately with all the practicing we’ve been doing. Well, at least I’ve gotten better at controlling my powers. I still have zero control over my emotions, which is annoying.” I give a shrug like it isn’t a big deal. And it isn’t now, but back then it was.

      He observes me with his silvery eyes. “Does Foster know about this?”

      I shrug. “He knows his rejection hurt me that day, but I don’t know if he knows that I unleashed a storm because of it… Why?”

      “I was just wondering.” His gaze burrows into me, a move that seems out of character for the usual joking Porterson brother. But then his entire mood abruptly shifts in the snap of a finger as he relaxes. “Come on, let’s finish our walk. There’s some stuff I need to tell you.”

      I nod and we start through the trees, the air between us growing silent. I would wonder if he’s still upset with me, but I can sense his calmness through the link.

      The farther we hike, the more relaxed I become. That is until I spot a strange looking creature fluttering above us. The paper thin, glittery wings make me wonder if it’s a faerie, but it has a tail and furry skin…

      “It’s a falopixie,” Easton says when he notices the direction of my gaze.

      I blink at him. “What?”

      He chuckles, laces his fingers through mine, and pulls me to a stop. Then, hooking his finger underneath my chin, he angles my head upward toward the questionable creature. “It’s part faerie, hence the wings. The tail is from its lion blood. And the rest of it is because it has pixie in it.”

      “So pixies are hairy?”

      “Some are.”

      “Oh.” I inch closer to him as the falopixie circles above our head. “What do they do?”

      “Not much other than flap around and sometimes bite the flesh of pretty girls. Their favorite ones to bite usually have blue eyes.”

      Fear lashes through me.

      “What…” My eyes narrow as I spot the teasing glint in his eyes. “That’s not funny.”

      “It kind of was.” He tucks a strand of my hair behind my ear. “Don’t worry. Even if they preferred pretty blue-eyed girls, you’d be safe.”

      Ouch. That remark stings a bit. Not that it should matter whether East thinks I’m pretty or not. Although, he has told me before that I am, so…

      Guys are so confusing sometimes.

      “I didn’t mean it like that,” he adds amusedly. “I meant because the charm we put on you makes your eyes look silver to everyone else besides you and us.”

      I play it cool. “It doesn’t matter to me. I mean, I’m glad no one can see my real eye color, so that matters, but the part about you not thinking I’m pretty doesn’t matter to me. At all.” And now I’m rambling. Awesome. And around East of all creatures.

      He examines me with an amused smile on his face. “You do realize that me and probably almost every other creature that’s ever seen you thinks you’re gorgeous. I’ve told you this before, lightning eyes.”

      “It doesn’t matter if anyone thinks I’m gorgeous,” I tell him, feeling self-conscious about the compliment.

      “I don’t really care if it matters to you or not. I just wanted to state the fact. Again.” He tugs me closer to him. “Saying your gorgeous is like saying the human world’s sky is blue. It’s just a fact. Just like your prettiness is.”

      I give him a tolerant look despite the fluttering of my heart. “Do those lines often work for you?”

      “It’s not a line, lightning eyes,” he insists, appearing genuine. “You’re gorgeous and I’ve thought so since the day I walked into your house and saw you and Foster glaring at each other.”

      I grow extremely uncomfortable at how warm his words are making me feel. “Can we talk about something else besides my prettiness?”

      “Only if you admit your pretty.”

      “Nah, I’d rather not.”

      He gives a nonchalant shrug. “Then I guess you’re going to have to stand here and listen to me sprout cheesy lines about how your eyes are as bright as the stars and how your lips look so delectably delicious that I seriously want to bite them.” He bites his lip as his gaze drags up and down my body, zeroing in on my legs. “And those goddamn long, sexy legs…” He gives an exaggerated moan. “I seriously want to lick them as I spread them open. And then I’ll lick your—”

      “Stop!” I shout, my cheeks as hot as the damn sun.

      He laughs, totally getting off on my embarrassment. “What’s wrong? Can’t handle a little sexy talk?”

      Apparently not. Not that I’m going to divulge that to him.

      I squirm. “Can we please just talk about something other than my body parts?”

      “I will if you say it.”

      “Fine,” I grit out. “I’m gorgeous. There. Are you happy?”

      He grins at me. “I actually am.”

      I blow out an exasperated sigh. “Now can we please focus on you telling me more about what’s going on with this whole soul tethering thing?”

      His smile goes poof. “Yeah, I guess I probably should.” His gaze glides upward to the falopixie, then he tightens his hold on my hand and tows me deeper into the trees.

      Only when we’re completely alone does he come to a stop and let go of my hand. Then he reclines against the trunk of a large tree, the branches blooming with white and pink flowers that lace the air with a sugary scent.

      “I think this is far enough away.” He sits down onto the ground then pats the spot of dirt beside him.

      I walk over and sit down, crisscrossing my legs. “Far enough away from the falopixie, I’m guessing.”

      “That and my brothers.”

      “Why do you need to be far away from your brothers?”

      He bends his legs and rests his arm on his knee. “So they’ll be less likely to hear what I’m about to tell you.”

      I’m so confused. “Why can’t they know?”

      He nibbles on his lip. “Because I think I’m going to tell you everything and some of them are not going to be happy with me when I do, but considering what happened when you found out about Brody, I think you should know more about what’s going on.”

      Pain pierces my heart at the reminder that I’m a murderer and his gaze snaps in my direction.

      Frowning, he scoots toward me. “Stop blaming yourself for his death. He’s not worth the pain.”

      “I know that. And I really am trying not to feel guilty about it, but it’s complicated.” I draw my knees to my chest, lower my head, and take a few breaths. “I know he was a bad creature, but the idea that I killed someone…” Breathe, Sky. Just breathe. “It makes me feel too much inside, which makes my mind want to find a way to erase it. And I think the way that it found to do that was by making my power of darkness manifest.”

      “I understand that feelings can be a real bitch. Trust me, I do. And I’m probably being a total hypocrite when I say this, but I’m going to say it anyway.” He smooths his hand over the back of my head. “You’ve got to find a way to deal with this and move past it because no matter what we do, magic can’t permanently fix our emotions. It can mask them. In fact, it’s really good at doing that. But it’s not a permanent fix unless you want to constantly be doped up on magic, which can lead to addiction.”

      I lift my head to meet his gaze. “Creatures can get addicted to magic?”

      He nods. “Just like humans can get addicted to drugs. And the side effects of a magic addiction aren’t pretty. Trust me.”

      “You sound like you’re speaking from experience?” I study him, the way he frowns, the sadness haunting his silver eyes.

      His throat muscles work as he swallows hard. “That’s because I am.”

      “You were addicted to magic?” I can’t conceal my shock.

      “Once upon a time, I was.” He forces a fake smile. “It’s okay, though. I’m fine now.”

      The doubt residing in the link reveals his lie. He gives me zero time to press for more details, though, pushing on.

      “But anyway, we’re here to talk about you, not about the messed up choices I’ve made. I just want to make sure that you’ll deal with the guilt. In fact, I want you to make a blood promise that you will.”

      Huh? “What the heck’s a blood promise?”

      He sticks his hand out in front of him with his palm facing upward. “It’s basically what it sounds like. We cut our hands open, press our palms together, and make a promise.”

      “That sounds very close to something humans do.”

      He smiles. “I should also probably explain that some of our powers would mix in with our blood and magically bind the promise. So if you break it, your powers might burn you to death.”

      My eyes widen. “What the heck? Why would you want to do that—”

      He busts up laughing and I swat his arm.

      “You and your damn jokes are starting to get on my nerves.” But I’m having a hard time not smiling.

      And he completely notices too, winking at me.

      “Secretly, I know you like it, but I’ll let you lie for now.” He disregards my dirty look, taking my hand in his. “Don’t worry. Breaking a blood promise won’t make your powers burn you to death. However, if you do break it, it’ll temporarily restrain my powers.”

      “Maybe we shouldn’t do it then.” I start to pull away from him.

      He snatches hold of my hand. “Nah, I think we should totally do it. It’ll give you a bit of motivation.”

      “But aren’t you afraid I’ll fail?” I question. “Or what if I get so annoyed with you that I fail on purpose just so you’ll temporarily lose your powers.”

      “I don’t think any of that’s gonna happen,” he replies confidently.

      “I’m not so sure I share your confidence.”

      “That’s okay. I’ll be confident for the both of us.”

      I glance down at our hands as he lines our palms together. “Are you sure you want to do this?”

      He gives a steady nod. “Yep.”

      I release a nervous exhale. God, I hope I don’t mess this up. “Okay, lets do it then.”

      I wait for him to pull out a knife so we can cut open our palms, but instead he shuts his eyes. Figuring I’m not fully understanding how a blood promise is made, I close my eyes too.

      “What do we do now?” I ask as he shifts our hands in front of us with our palms pressed together.

      “I want you to focus on unleashing a bit of your power of ice,” he utters. “I know your powers are weak right now, but I only need you to let out a drop of it.”

      I’m puzzled, but still do what he asks, channeling the chill lingering inside me.

      “Good,” he whispers. “Now let it carefully slip into me.”

      Smashing my lips together, I allow the chill to glaze across my skin, down my arms, and to my fingertips—

      He shudders as ice kisses his fingers. “Good…” he whispers, sounding strained.

      I crack open my eyes to make sure he’s okay. His eyes are shut, his teeth are sunken into his bottom lip, and his chest is rising and crashing as he takes ragged breaths. Water droplets dew his skin, revealing he’s unleashed some of his power.

      “Are you okay?” I whisper, worried I’m hurting him.

      He nods, biting his lip harder. “I’m perfect…” He all but moans, leaving me to wonder what’s going on with him.

      I’m about to ask when something stabs at my palm. I glance down and discover that a sharp icicle has formed between our hands and has cut open my flesh. I start to pull back, but he grasps onto my hand.

      “Don’t let go just yet,” he whispers.

      Swallowing hard, I press my palm closer to his and hold perfectly still. I keep my eyes open, watching in wonder as the droplets of water on his flesh morph into ice, making his entire body shimmer against the sunlight spilling through the branches above us.

      He’s so gorgeous, I think, then realize my mistake as his lips quirk.

      Thankfully, he doesn’t comment and focuses on making the blood promise, his lips moving as he whispers something under his breath. Whatever he says, the ice reacts to it, swirling around on his skin and making a path over to my arm. The contact makes the pain in my palm increase and blood trickles from the wound created by the sharp icicle.

      East’s eyelids flutter open. “I’m going to need you to repeat what I say now, okay?”

      I nod, mesmerized by how icy his pupils are. “Okay.”

      Rubbing his lips together, he laces his fingers through mine. “Promitto opus de iniquitate.”

      Crap, I’ve never been good at speaking other languages. Still, I do my best to repeat what he said.

      “Good,” he says after I’ve finished. “There’s more. And make sure to repeat it exactly how I say it, okay?”

      I nod. “Okay.”

      He takes a deep breath. “Dum faciunt, non portant.”

      “Dum faciunt, non portant.”

      “Oriente mihi partem dolorum.”

      My breath falters from my lips. “Oriente mihi partem dolorum.”

      He hesitates briefly before uttering,  “Quin et ipse portabit iniquitatem mihi aeternaliter.”

      I steady my voice as my palm burns. “Quin et ipse portabit iniquitatem mihi aeternaliter.”

      Blinding hot pain scorches through me and I squeeze my eyes shut, sucking in a breath through my nose. The pain lasts only for an instant, then everything goes quiet. At least on the outside. Deep inside me, though, something feels different. Lighter.

      I open my eyes again to find East looking at me intensely. The cause behind his intensity remains a mystery since strangely the link is very quiet at the moment.

      “What did we say?” I ask in a shaky tone.

      He shrugs, his gaze never wavering from mine. “Just your standard blood promise incantation.”

      I frown, sensing he’s keeping something from me. “I hope I said all the words right. I’ve never been that great at speaking other languages. I actually failed French my junior year.”

      “You did fine,” he assures me. “Besides, French is hard.” Giving my hand a squeeze, he pulls away.

      I glance down at my palm, surprised to find a raindrop-shaped ice chunk embedded into the flesh. “Is this permanent?”

      He gives a reluctant nod, rubbing his palm with his fingertip. “Sorry, I probably should’ve mentioned that.”

      “It’s fine.” I skim my finger along the ice patch. “It feels weird, though, like I grew an icicle inside my flesh.”

      “Blood promises always leave marks on the skin, but since we used your power of ice and my power of rain to do it, our mark ended up as an ice patch in the shape of a raindrop,” he explains. “If we’d used another one of your powers to do the promise, the mark would’ve looked totally different. But I thought your power of ice was probably the safest way to do it. And it made it so I could split our palms open.”

      I trace my thumb along the ice mark. “Do you have one too?”

      Nodding, he sticks out his hands. His mark looks similar to mine except for the ice has a more silvery glint to it.

      “Your’s is prettier,” I say.

      He shakes his head. “No way. Look at how shimmery yours is.”

      “Yeah, but yours has more color to it.” I tap my finger against the patch and the noise reverberates through my body and rattles my brain against my skull. “Okay, don’t do that.”

      “I wasn’t planning on it.” He glances down at his palm again, a small smile touching his lips.

      With the link remaining silent, I can’t get a vibe on him at all.

      I trace my finger across my icy palm. “Have you ever done a blood promise with anyone before?”

      “Nope. You got to pop my cherry with that.” A devious smile pulls at his lips. “And I guess I got to pop yours too.”

      I roll my eyes, somehow managing to keep my embarrassment under control.

      He laughs softly, taking my hand in his again and lining our icy marks together. “Do you feel any better about this Brody thing?” He grows serious so quickly I nearly get whiplash from the subject change.

      I nod. “I do. Why, though? I thought the promise was to motivate me to get over my guilt?”

      He shrugs. “It is.”

      Again, I have a feeling he’s keeping something from me. “East, what exactly did we say when we made that promise?”

      “Honestly, I’m not even sure. I’m not that great at speaking other languages either.” He winks at me.

      I frown, aware he’s being vague on purpose.

      Just what the hell did we promise to each other?

      “Stop frowning. This promise is a good thing,” he assures me then takes a deep breath, his mood shifting again. “However, what I need to tell you now is going to be a bit hard to hear.”

      “You mean about the soul tethering?”

      He gives a hesitant nod. “So Porter hardly explained anything about it to you before he did it?”

      I nod. “Other than while he was doing it he was going to feed off my powers. But he didn’t explain how he could do that. Or well, he didn’t explain what he is, other than he’s kind of undead.”

      His eyes flash with surprise and the ice covering his pupils melts into liquid and drips out of his eyes. “He told you he was undead?”

      “Yeah… Did you not know that he was?” Crap, was I not supposed to say anything about it?

      “No, I knew but… He rarely tells anyone. In fact, it took him three years after it happened before he even told me and Foster.”

      “Well, I think he sort of felt like he had to since when he appeared in my dream, I relentlessly bombarded him with questions about what he is.”

      “That makes sense, I guess.” But his forehead is creased in puzzlement.

      Which makes my own forehead crease. “You think that’s not the reason why?”

      “I don’t know.” He wavers, chewing on his bottom lip. “I have a theory, but I’m not sure if I should tell you yet.”

      I lift my brows. “I thought the main reason you brought me out here was to tell me the truth.”

      “True.” He wavers again then sits up straighter. “I’m gonna tell you my theory, but first I want to explain the details of soul tethering so we can get that out of the way.”

      I nod, hoping I can handle what he’s about to say. But his sudden nervousness does nothing for my own nerves.

      “Soul tethering, while temporary, is still a pretty big deal,” he starts. “Not only is your soul tethered to Porter’s right now, but his is tethered to yours, which means your souls are connected.” He pauses, observing me. “When you were close to him back in the tree house, did you feel anything strange when you looked at him?”

      I bite on my lip. “Kind of.”

      “I’m guessing it was an intense connection of desire, need, and hunger?”

      “Yeah, but how did you know that?” I feel too exposed at the moment.

      “Because I know how soul tethering works,” he tries to tease but then sighs. “Well, and also because your emotions slipped down the link.” He scratches at the back of his neck. “But anyway, until this soul tethering thing fades, you’re going to have some of the same urges as Porter. It won’t be as intense or anything, but they’ll be there.”

      “Wait… You mean I’m going to want to feed off power?” I ask and he gives a reluctant nod. My eyes widen in horror. “But I’m not going to have to, right?”

      He doesn’t respond immediately, but I’m pretty certain his silence is enough of an answer.

      “Holy shit,” I breathe out. “I don’t think… I can’t…” I struggle for words.

      East takes a hold of my hand. “Don’t worry. My brothers and I will do everything we can to find another way around this And if we find one quickly enough, you’ll never have to feed off of anyone’s powers.”

      I swallow the lump wedged in my throat. “Porter mentioned there was another solution to keeping darkness out of me forever, but I’m not sure I like it either.”

      His brows furrow. “What’s the solution?”

      “To become like him. And while I’m not even sure what he is, I know he feeds off power and is undead so…” I trail off, noting how pale East looks. “What’s wrong?”

      He shakes his head. “It’s nothing.”

      “No, it’s something,” I insist, aware of how squirmy he’s gotten. “What is Porter? Because considering I may have to become like him, I think I deserve to know.”

      His Adam’s apple bobs as he swallows hard. “You’re right. You deserve to know.” He scoots closer to me and takes both my hands in his, holding onto me. “Porter is part incubus, which is a type of demon. An undead demon, but most demons are. I’m not sure if you know much about incubuses, but they feed off of sexual desires. But since Porter is also an elemental protector, he has to feed off of power too.”

      My mind struggles to process what he said. “I don’t… How… Why did he become one of them?”

      Sadness takes over his face. “Porter has always been kind of a risk taker, but he took things too far when he tried to travel through a secured magical connection without practicing. He ended up permanently separating his spirit from his body, which means his body was going to die. Since his essence was stuck in his body, it meant when he died, his spirit and soul couldn’t connect to the elemental protectors’ afterlife, so he was going to end up in the underworld with all the rest of the wandering souls that have died. When the banshee showed up to collect his soul and take it to the underworld, Porter managed to strike a deal. She agreed to return his soul and spirit to his body and in return Porter would become a certain type of demon, one that can collect souls for her, also known as an incubus, hence the reason that he can soul-tether. He only does it occasionally when the banshee calls on him to collect a soul, or when Max needs help tracking down an outlaw with a corrupt sou. But Porter constantly struggles with his incubus powers, especially the hunger part of it. And I’m not talking about a hunger for food.”

      Incubus? Feeding off of sexual desires and powers? Collecting souls for a banshee?

      “Does that mean he’s going to give my soul to the banshee?” I ask, horrified.

      He swiftly shakes his head. “Porter may be weird and sometimes make some stupid decisions, but he cares about you. Plus, my brothers and I would never let him do anything that would hurt you.”

      His words would reassure me if there wasn’t another huge problem.

      “But he said I might have to become like him?” I whisper. “I don’t want to be a… I think succubus is the female term for his kind, right?”

      East nods then reaches out and cups my face between his hands. “We’ll find another way,” he promises. “You won’t have to become like him. I promise.”

      “You keep making promises to me,” I say, feeling heavy as reality settles onto me.

      “I know. And while I joke around a lot, I don’t with my promises. Especially with this one because I in no way shape or form want you to have to deal with what Porter does on a daily basis.” He pauses, mulling over something. “Although, seeing that sexual side of you would be a total turn on.”

      I narrow my eyes at him. “Don’t start with me, dude.”

      He gives me an innocent look. “Start what?”

      “You know what,” I say, but he only grins. I lean away from his hands with a sigh. “So where does this leave me? I mean, what do we do next?”

      His smile broadens but then dissipates as his gaze snaps in the direction behind me.

      “Well, considering how repulsed you are by what I am, I’d suggest we start looking for another way to permanently get darkness out of you.” Porter’s voice sails over my shoulder.

      Drawn to him by an unseen force, I twist around. The instant our gazes collide, my mouth salivates with hunger. And not a hunger for food.

      He has demon blood inside him.

      He’s an incubus.

      Holy crap.

      “I’m not repulsed by you. I just don’t think I can handle becoming a demon.” My words are surprisingly truthful. “I can barely handle being an elemental enchanter and a power source… Although, I think I haven’t even tried to deal with the latter yet.”

      His gaze skims across me with doubt. “You’re not afraid of what I am?”

      I shake my head. “No, not really.”

      “Hmmm…” He rubs his scruffy jawline. “That’s probably either because of the link or the soul tethering.”

      Maybe he’s right, but I don’t know. While I find Porter unsettling sometimes, I’m not straight up terrified of him, even after learning what he is. And considering he saved me from darkness, how could I be?

      “I wouldn’t try to overanalyze it, honey.” Porter’s gaze bores into mine, binding me in some sort of trance that I’m pretty sure is being caused by the soul tethering. Although, I’m not positive. “How you feel about me isn’t really important. Not when we’ve got so much other shit on our plate to worry about. Although, we might have one less problem to worry about soon.”

      East stands up and moves beside me, standing so close his arm brushes against mine. “Did you guys figure out another solution to keep darkness out of her?”

      Porter shakes his head, his intense gaze lingering on me for a faltering moment before he looks at East. “Hunter found a way to fix the link.”

      “Wait… I thought he could just fix it,” I say at the same time East mutters, “Oh.”

      The atmosphere grows quiet except for the lull of the summer-scented breeze kissing the air around us and scattering leaves across the ground.

      “We need to hurry, though,” Porter adds, glancing at Easton with his brows furrowed. “Hunter’s been talking to Camille, this faerie who can read creatures and energies really well, and she’s informed him that the longer the link remains altered, the harder it’s going to be to fix it.”

      East bobs his head up and down, staring off into empty space as he traces the palm of his hand with his thumb. “We should probably hurry then.”

      Porter stares at his brother curiously. “Foster was pretty persistent that I stress the hurry part when I volunteered to come find you two.”

      East blinks, snapping out of his daze. “He’s probably right. We definitely need to hurry.” Without a glance in our direction, he stomps off into the trees.

      Porter watches him a second before turning to me with a grin. “You ready to get this link fixed and stop feeling all of our emotional baggage?”

      Well, when he puts it that way…

      I nod and we start through the trees, trailing after East, who doesn’t so much as even glance back at us. Clearly he’s upset, but about what? The link getting fixed? Why, though, when he’s already made it pretty clear he’s not too thrilled about me being able to sense what he’s feeling.

      “He’s worried you won’t want to be around him as much once the link is fixed,” Porter unexpectedly mutters under his breath.

      My forehead furrows as I glance at him. “East?” I ask and he nods. “Oh.” I stare at the back of East. “Well, that won’t happen. I like spending time with him.” As a series of worries whisk through me, not all of them belonging to me, I look at Porter again and add, “In a completely platonic way.”

      He’s all sorts of wicked amusement. “Is that so?”

      “Yes.”  My voice lacks a bit of confidence, though.

      He examines me with a sparkle in his eyes. “So you’re saying that you’ve never felt anything toward East besides your standard feelings of friendship?”

      “Yes,” I repeat, but a hint of doubt laces my voice.

      He slows down his pace, his gaze welded with mine. “So you don’t crave even a taste of his power? Not even a drop?”

      “Um…” Now that he’s mentioned it, my mouth begins to water with the idea of pressing my lips against East’s neck and devouring him. In fact, I can practically smell the scent of rain pulsating from East. “What are you doing?” I whisper to Porter.

      He wets his lips with his tongue. “Testing the soul tethering to make sure it hasn’t weakened from that little blood promise East made with you.”

      “How did you know about that?” I ask, confused.

      Without removing his gaze from mine, he sketches his fingertips along the icy patch marking the palm of my hand. “Because of this.”

      “Oh yeah.” I swallow an uneven breath. “I didn’t realize a blood promise could weaken a soul tethering.”

      “There’s a small chance it could. East didn’t know that, though.” He assesses me with his head slanted to the side. “But since you’re hungry for him, I’m guessing the soul tethering is fine.”

      “I’m not hungry for him,” I lie, my throat feeling very dry at the moment.

      “You are,” he states. “And while that might be a bit frightening, it’s a good thing.”

      “I…” I smash my lips together, my gaze drifting to East again. When I find that he’s looking at me, the hunger inside my chest amplifies.

      East’s lips sink downward. Then he starts backtracking toward us. “What’s wrong?”

      Shaking my head, I step back. “Nothing.”

      He freezes, throwing a questioning look at Porter. “You wanna explain why she’s suddenly freaking out?”

      Porter shrugs, a move that contradicts the intensity in his eyes. “I was just checking to see if that blood promise you did with her interfered with the soul tethering.”

      East scratches his arm, appearing a bit twitchy. “I didn’t realize that could interfere with it.”

      “Not always, but what you promised could.” He stares at Easton in an unnerving way, making East grow even more fidgety.

      “How come I get the feeling there’s more to the promise than you told me?” I say to East, desperately trying to ignore the hunger flooding my body, begging me to feed off him.

      This is almost as bad as having darkness inside me.

      Okay, no, I take that back.

      East flicks a glance in my direction, worry written all over his face. His lips part, “I—” His gaze snaps to our right where Foster is standing near a thick oak tree that’s shedding purple and silver leaves to the ground.

      His eyes are sizzling with lightning and his muscles are rippling with tension that electrifies the air.

      Clearly, he’s upset about something, so I’m surprised when he calmly says, “I came out here to see what was taking you guys so long.” He momentarily stares at East before his gaze drags to me. “Are you ready to get this link fixed?”

      I nod, knowing I should be ready, that I’ve wanted it to be fixed since it was altered, but the move feels like a lie.

      “Okay.” Foster steps toward with his hand extended.

      I place my hand in his and when our palms align, he goes rigid. His finger sketches along the icy patch and then he shakes his head, throwing a harsh look at East. East doesn’t respond, taking off through the trees in a hurry.

      “You should go easy on him,” Porter tells Foster as he moves up beside me. “He was only trying to make it easier on her.”

      “I’m sure he was,” Foster mumbles sarcastically.

      He pulls me with him as he starts toward the tree house. With a sigh, Porter trails after us with his hands stuffed inside the pockets of his jeans.

      No one speaks as we make the short walk back, but I can tell it’s upset Foster, which makes me question if East left out some of the details about a blood promise. I want to be upset with him about that, but ever since we made the promise there’s been a lack of guilt crushing at my chest, so it’s difficult to get worked up about it.

      “So I’m about to meet a faerie?” I say in an attempt to shatter the maddening silence between us.

      Foster nods, glancing at me. “It’s the only way Hunter is going to be able to fix the link.”

      I wet my dry lips with my tongue. “Is she going to be like that faerie that was locked in your parent’s bedroom?"

      Foster gives my hand a squeeze. “Camille is nice and Hunter assures us she’s completely trustworthy.” But a bit of skepticism rings in his tone and nervousness creeps up inside me as we arrive at the bottom of the tree where the tree house is.

      What’s strange is that I can’t spot the actual tree house structure. Where is it? Inside the tree?

      I expect us to have to climb up the tree, but Foster walks up to the trunk and opens up a thick, wooden door hidden behind vines.

      “Why didn’t East take this way when we left the tree?” I wonder as we step inside the hollowed out trunk.

      Foster shrugs, but his fingers stiffen in mine. When I give him a questioning look, though, he puts on a smile.

      “I’m fine,” he assures me as he guides me deeper into the tree trunk, the air growing heavy and damp. “I’m just ready to get this link fixed.”

      I nod in agreement, but again, I question if I’m telling the truth. But my feelings make no sense to me. Ever since the link was altered I’ve wanted it to be fixed. Now I feel so hesitant, as if something deep inside me is sending out a warning. But warning for what?

      I try to make sense of my emotions as we inch further into the tree trunk, but end up feeling even more confused. The deeper we get into the tree the darker it gets, roots sprouting from the dirt in the walls and moisture builds in the air.

      I’m just about to ask Foster where we’re going when we enter a wide space lit up by glowing lanterns hanging from branches on the walls. Dry leaves and rose petals cover the ground and a flowery chandelier hangs from the leafy ceiling.

      “Wow, it’s really pretty in here,” I remark as I peer around. “The space seems so much bigger than what it appears to be on the outside.”

      “All the trees in this world are laced with magic,” Foster explains. “It’s part of the reason why so many fey live in them.”

      “Why haven’t I seen any fey around?” I ask. “I mean, I saw a falopixie, but that’s it.”

      “My brothers rented a room at a hotel that’s pretty far out from the main city in the fey,” Foster explains as we reach a large, wide, winding staircase. Vines weave around the banister that curls upward with the stairs, leading to an arched doorway. “And it’s good that they did. It’ll keep us pretty hidden while we’re here.”

      “She should at least visit the city once while we’re here,” Porter remarks, standing so close behind me that his breath dusts across the back of my neck. “It’d be a waste for her not to see it.”

      “It’s too dangerous,” Foster tells him as he starts up the stairway. “And honestly, I don’t plan on us staying here for that long.”

      “Your fear is making you miss out on a lot of things, little brother,” Porter replies, his fingers curling around my waist. “You really need to stop being afraid so much and start embracing things. And let Sky embrace things too.”

      I should shove his hand off—I know I should—but that soul tethering connection begs me not to.

      Foster throws a dirty look at Porter. “I don’t force Sky to do anything.”

      “Is that so?” Porter questions, his voice carrying speculation. “Maybe you should ask Sky then if she wants to visit the city while she’s here.”

      Foster glares at him but his expression softens when his eyes slide to me. “Do you want to visit the city? It could be dangerous, but if we were really careful, maybe we could.”

      While I’m afraid, the idea of visiting a city of fey does sound interesting. Plus… “We did make a promise to travel and see places,” I remind him. “And with the god of darkness not being able to touch me right now, I’d be safe.”

      “It’s not just him that you have to worry about,” he mumbles but then shakes his head. “You know what? If you want to visit the city then I’ll take you.”

      I smile. “Awesome.”

      He smiles then turns around and continues up the stairway.

      The stairs creak under our weight as we make our way upward, filling up the silence that has settled amongst us. The longer I walk in silence with Porter’s hand on my waist, the more I feel a pulsating need rising inside me, the same hunger I felt with East. It grows so strong that I almost lean forward and press my lips to Foster’s neck. I may very well have but when Porter threads his fingers through mine and the hunger stills.

      While it’s strange to be holding both their hands with all the tension flowing between everyone, I don’t let go, craving the connection with both of them.

      God, I’m so messed up in the head. Hopefully when the link is fixed, my mind will go back to normal. Well, as normal as it was before links, tetherings, and blood promises started messing with it.

      When we reach the top of the stairway, we enter the bedroom I was in earlier. Holden, Hunter, Max, and East are there, along with a tall, willow looking creature with startling blue eyes, flowing lavender hair, and she’s wearing a silver silk dress. Beautiful is the word that pops into my mind when I see her. In fact, her beautifulness is so otherworldly that my mind has a hard time grasping the sight.

      But I get distracted as worry instantly cascades over me. Worry that doesn’t belong to me.

      I glance around at the Porterson brothers, taking them all in together, all of them an abundance of nerves except for maybe Hunter, who’s standing the closest to me, right beside Camille. Tall and lean, he’s dressed in a long-sleeved, grey shirt with the sleeves rolled up, black pants, thick boots, and his intense golden eyes are assessing me as closely as mine are him.

      “You look different,” he remarks, intrigue sparkling in his eyes. “More alive. It’s an… appealing look for you.”

      “Don’t start,” Holden warns before I can say anything.

      Not that I had anything to say. But my thoughts do wander to the dream I had about Hunter being a vampire. Porter told me vampires are creatures to be feared, though, so I know there’s no way Hunter could be one.

      Hunter rolls his eyes and Holden sighs, shifting his position in the chair he’s sitting in.

      I’m surprised I have such an easy time telling them apart, since their identical twins and I haven’t been around them that much. While their features are almost exactly the same, Holden has a scar above his brow and more worry reflects from his eyes, but I think that’s because he reveals his emotions more than Hunter does. They also dress differently, Holden having a more casual style, right now sporting a long-sleeved blue shirt, jeans, and Converse sneakers

      “We should probably get this done,” Max says, interrupting the silence that’s taken over the room.

      My attention drifts to him and East. They’re standing side by side back by the farthest wall. They’re both wearing all black with chains dangling from their jeans and leather bands cover their wrists. They look so alike except for Max is a bit older and has dark hair and East has blond. They’re both wearing tense expressions, though.

      Foster must sense the concern filling the room too because he asks, “What’s going on?”

      No one speaks right away and hardly anyone will meet my gaze. Well, except for Hunter, who’s staring at me with his head slanted to the side, his gaze intense.

      “It’s nothing.” Hunter decides to be the spokesperson for everyone. “We’re just a little bit…” He wavers his head from side to side. “Apprehensive about fixing the link. Not that we don’t want to do it, but from what Camille has told me, it’s going to be complicated and take a lot of not just my power, but everyone’s.”

      Foster stares him down hard. “I’m sure that’s the only reason—because using a lot of power always makes you guys apprehensive.”

      No one says anything to that and I start to realize that while I may be feeling worried about the link being fixed, it’s probably for the better since they’re all starting to get really edgy.

      “Now, now, boys,” Camille interrupts with a slight smile on her glittery lips. “Lets not get into a fight over this poor girl.” Her gaze strays to me, her head tilted to the side. “Although, poor girl is an inaccurate name for you…” She steps toward me, her eyes swirling with light. “I’m sensing so many strange powers flowing off of you.” She lifts her hand in the air and circles it in front of my face. “It’s… intense.” As she moves closer to me, Foster inches toward me. She pauses, appearing amused. “While I understand your protectiveness toward her, elemental enchanter, if you want me to fix the link, you’re going to have to let me get close enough to read her.”

      Foster glares daggers at Hunter. “You told her what I am?”

      “I’m an energy reader,” Camille says. “No one has to tell me anything—I could read it all over you the moment you walked into the room.”

      Crap, does that mean she can read what I am too?

      Foster must be having the same thoughts because he protectively moves inches to me.

      “Fost, chill,” Hunter says. “Camille and I made a blood promise that binds her to secrecy, and if she tells anyone anything that she knows about us, she’ll die.”

      At the mention of a blood promise, my gaze wanders in East’s direction. He’s looking at me but hastily glances away.

      Internally sighing, I turn back to Camille, whose gaze is dissecting me with curiosity and a drop of puzzlement.

      “Do you mind if I take your hand?” she asks me. “I’m having a bit of a hard time reading you.”

      I give a nervous glance at Foster. “Um…”

      He presses his lips together and trades a look with Hunter, who gives a nod.

      “If you don’t trust her, at least trust me,” Hunter says to Foster.

      Blowing out a breath, Foster turns to me. “Go ahead.”

      Nerves bubble inside me as I stick out my hand and Camille takes ahold of it.

      Oh my God, I’m touching a faerie. And I can feel a trickle of magic humming off of her and slipping into me…

      So weird…

      But as quickly as the sensation arises, she jerks back. Frowning, she twists to face Hunter.

      “I need to talk to you for a moment.” She peers around at all of us, then gathers the bottom of her dress in her hand and hurries past us and toward the door, calling over her shoulder, “Alone.”

      Hunter’s brows knit, but then he shrugs and follows after her.

      No one says anything right away after they leave the room, but the Porterson brothers do trade a few perplexed looks with each other.

      “I wonder what that was about,” Foster mumbles with a frown.

      Shrugging, Porter strolls past us and back to a bar in the corner. “Who the hell knows, but personally I’m getting bored of this drama.” He collects a glass and a bottle filled with sparkling silver liquid from off a shelf then pours himself a drink

      I wonder what he’s drinking. If everyone wasn’t freaking out, including me, I’d probably ask. But I’m too distracted by the memory of the worry in Camille’s eyes as she looked at me.

      What did she see in me? Is there something wrong with me?

      Max rolls his eyes at Porter. “Yeah, because you never cause drama.”

      Porter’s lips quirk as he twists the cap back on the bottle. “What’re you trying to say?”

      “That you’re a drama queen,” Max quips with a half smile.

      East snorts a laugh. Even Holden, who rarely smiles, cracks a grin.

      But Foster doesn’t even so much as crack a smile. “I don’t like that she knows what I am and it more than likely means that she’s aware of what Sky is.”

      “If Hunter says we can trust her then we should. Or at least trust him.” Porter takes a long sip of the drink, briefly glancing at me from over the rim and causing that hunger to rise inside me for a fleeting instance. “Plus, the link’s not going to let Hunter do anything to put Sky in harm’s way.” Licking his lips, he sets the empty glass down on the counter.

      “True.” The tension starts to unwind from Foster’s muscles, but returns as Hunter enters the room.

      All of the brothers glance at him expectantly, but he simply stands in the doorway, staring at me with an unreadable look on his face. Through the link, I can sense he’s troubled by something.

      “What is it?” I dare ask him.

      His gaze dances between Foster and I before ultimately landing on me.

      “Camille read something… Interesting on you.” He scratches at his neck, his gaze skimming across his brothers who appear as confused as I feel. Then he returns his attention to me, releasing an uneven breath, but doesn’t say anything else.

      “What did she read on her?” Foster finally asks impatiently. “And where the hell did Camille go? I thought she was going to help you fix the link?”

      “I sent her away,” Hunter says, reclining against the door with his arms crossed and his gaze fixed on me.

      I try not to squirm, but holy hell, he’s making it difficult.

      Why is he looking at me like that? Like I’ve confused the hell out of him?

      “Why the hell would you do that?” Foster shakes his head at Hunter with annoyance.

      Hunter’s gaze flits from him to me again. That’s when I sense it, a heavy amount of dread, an impending warning.

      Something bad is about to happen.

      “It was pretty pointless for Camille to be here right now,” Hunter says with a shrug.

      Why?

      Max steps to the middle of the room, looking at Hunter with concern. “What about the link? From what you guys talked about earlier, you made it sound like Camille was going to have to help us fix the link.”

      Hunter casts another glance in my direction then sinks his teeth into his bottom lip. “I guess there’s no way to say this without someone freaking out, although I don’t think everyone is going to.” His gaze briefly sneaks in the direction of Porter and East then he stares down at the floor with a crinkle between his brows. “When Camille first tried to read Sky, all she could see was what she thought was darkness. But when she touched her, she realized there was a block on Sky that’s protecting her from her powers. While she could read some bits and pieces about Sky, she couldn’t read everything. But she did see enough that she could tell the altered link is what is protecting Sky from the god of darkness being able to touch her.”

      Silence consumes the room but my head is crammed with so much noise—so much worry. And not just my worry.

      “So what’re you saying?” Foster’s flat tone suggests he knows exactly what Hunter is saying and he just doesn’t want to accept it.

      Hunter glances up, his expression blank—controlled. “I’m saying that somehow when the link was altered, it transformed into this massive protection spell that’s interwoven between all of us and Sky. That apparently all of our powers and emotions being so connected offers a level of protection for Sky that no other spell can offer.” He releases an exhale, slipping his hands into the back pockets of his jeans. “So yeah, basically as long as the altered link exists, it’ll be really complicated for Sky to be harmed, not just by the god of darkness, but by a lot of creatures.” He glances at me and bites down on his lip harder. “So if we want to make sure Sky is extremely protected, we need to leave the link as it is for now.”

      The room grows quiet, but the noise inside my head gets louder, buzzing and gnawing at my brain. It’s a combination of my own panic rushing through me along with theirs. It’s so overwhelming that I start to feel sick and I wrap  my arm around my stomach.

      “It doesn’t have to be forever,” Hunter says, glancing at his brothers, his gaze lingering on Foster. “As soon as we find all the power sources, we can start rebuilding Elemental and getting rid of darkness, and hopefully everything can go back to normal.”

      Foster laughs hollowly. “You say that like normal will just be there waiting for all of us after this, but who the hell knows what’s going to happen while we try to track down all the other power sources.” He shakes his head, his jaw clenching. “Things could change—they already have.” He reels around and storms toward the stairway.

      I want to follow him, but my feet won’t budge. It’s like I’m being pulled in various directions, and no matter what direction I take, I’ll end up at a Porterson brother.

      “Sky,” Max says in a cautious tone. “Can you tell us how you feel about all of this? Because at the end of the day, it’s not just about how my brothers and I feel about keeping the link. You’re a part of this… You have to deal with all of this too. In fact, it affects you more than it does the rest of us.”

      I stare at the doorway that Foster went through, part of me longing to run out of it and down the stairway. When I reached the bottom, I’d bolt into the trees and keep running until my legs gave out. But that’d be a cowardly move. And besides, the last time I took off after hearing some bad news, a human guy tried to kiss me and he nearly died.

      Sucking in a breath, I turn and face Max. “If keeping the link altered protects me, then I guess we should probably leave the link altered for now… As long as everyone else is okay with it.”

      Max’s green-eyed gaze carries mine. “Are you sure? Because we can fix the link now and then find a place to hide you. Maybe we can put you back into Enchantment, if you and Foster can get another portal opened up to it.” He lowers his voice. “I know the altered link’s been a lot to deal with—that all of us are a lot to deal with—so we’ll understand if you want to fix it.”

      I’m grateful he’s giving me an option, but deep down, I know there’s really only one answer. And besides, even if the link is fixed, my life isn’t going to return to normal, not with the god of darkness chasing me, not with my soul being tethered to Porter, not with the blood promise I made with East alleviating some of the guilt I feel about Brody. At least, I’m fairly sure that’s what’s happened, even if East won’t admit it.

      “We don’t need to fix it.” I try to sound confident, but my tone is a bit wobbly. “I’d rather deal with the… weirdness of the link and be protected then fix it, go back into hiding, and hope that the god of darkness doesn’t find me. And besides, I know it’s not just about me. It’s about being able to find the rest of the power sources so we can fix Elemental.”

      A trace of a smile touches Max’s pierced lips. “You’re very brave. And don’t let anyone tell you differently.” He tucks a strand of my hair behind my ear. But hastily pulls away, clears his throat, and glances at East. “Are you okay with the link staying altered?”

      East shrugs, glancing at me with a hint of amusement. “I guess so. I mean, I was looking forward to a break from lightning eyes’ emotional drama, but I guess I can deal with it for a bit longer.”

      I roll my eyes at him but his grin just broadens.

      Max turns to Porter with his brow arched. “What about you?”

      Porter shrugs, pouring himself another drink. “The altered link doesn’t affect me as much so why should I care if it stays the same?”

      “Keep telling yourself that,” Max mutters, then shakes his head and turns to Hunter, his brow cocking.

      Hunter shrugs, pushing away from the door. “If it needs to stay then it needs to stay.”

      Max stares him down. “Are you sure? Because with…” He wavers. “Are you sure?”

      Hunter briefly hesitates then shrugs. “I can control my shit.”

      Max holds his gaze for a bit longer, making me question what the hell is going on. If it was Foster and East looking at each other like that, I may have asked, but I’m not as comfortable with Max and Hunter as I am with East and Foster.

      Max gives a nod then he glances at Holden. The two of them trade a long look and I swear their reading each other’s minds, which I guess considering what Max can do, maybe he is.

      “We should leave it,” Holden utters, his gaze straying to me then back to Max. “It’s too risky to fix it.”

      Max nods again then the room grows quiet again, their gazes drifting to the doorway.

      “I’ll go talk to Foster,” East says, hurrying across the room. He gives a quick glance in my direction, winking at me before walking out.

      He may be pretending everything is okay, but he leaves a trail of concern dripping down the link.

      The room grows silent again.

      “Is Foster going to be okay?” I ask to no one in particular.

      Max nods, but skepticism flashes across his face. “Yeah, he’s tough.”

      “I know,” I agree.

      But I also know how he feels right now, like he’s about to crumble.

      I’m about to go check on him, but Hunter suddenly mumbles, “There’s one more thing I need to mention that Camille told me.”

      Max glances at him with a frown. “Why do I get the feeling you’re about to tell us something really bad?”

      “It’s not bad… It’s just… weird…” The way his eyes roam in my direction makes me grow fidgety.

      More bad news—I can sense it.

      “When Camille read you,” Hunter says, looking directly at me. “She saw something that was very old living inside you.”

      “So what does that mean?” I ask, chewing on my thumbnail.

      He shrugs. “Honestly, I have no idea. It could just be the elemental enchanter god’s energy inside you.”

      “But that energy was only put in me eighteen years ago,” I point out. “That’s not very old.”

      “When it was put in you wasn’t very long ago,” Hunter explains. “But the energy itself is very, very old.”

      “True.” Still, I feel like there’s more to it then what he’s saying.

      Apparently Max thinks so too because he says, “You’re withholding something. I can tell.”

      Hunter blows out an exasperated sigh and dramatically plops down into a chair. “Well, I didn’t want to bring this up because I know it’s going to stress everyone out more, but clearly you guys aren’t just going to except my easy answer.” He sinks back into the chair. “While it could very well be the power source, I couldn’t help but think about how Foster and East mention that when the god of darkness showed up in that portal, he said something about Sky belonging to him… That she always has. And that she would be his queen again, like she had been his queen before.”

      “But I haven’t,” I assure him. “I didn’t even know this world existed until a few weeks ago.”

      “According to your mind, you haven’t,” Hunter says to me, absentmindedly twisting a ring that’s on his finger. “But as you’ve probably caught on already, almost anything is possible in this world, including memories being erased and altered. In fact, if someone was powerful enough, they could plant the idea of an entirely fake life into a creature’s mind and they’d believed that life existed, even if it didn’t.”

      A pucker forms at Max’s brows. “Are you seriously trying to say that you think Sky’s been around for a while, but someone wiped her mind clean and made her believe she’s been around for only seventeen years.”

      “You of all creatures should know the power of mind controlling abilities,” Hunter says.

      Max gives a silent, distracted nod. “Yeah, you’re right.” He mulls it over with a worried look on his face, making my worry deepen.

      “I’m not… There’s no way my life could be fake,” I try to protest.

      Hunter eyes me over with a strange, curious look on his face. “Honestly, this is just a theory I have and I have no proof to what I’m saying. I was just merely making a point that while we can say the power source is what caused Camille to sense an oldness from you, there’s a ton of other options.”

      Max grows quiet, trading a worried look with his brothers. Even Porter looks a bit concerned, which makes me even more worried.

      “No.” I shake my head, panic flaring through me. “There’s no way the life I thought I lived is fake.” Although, would it really bother me if it was?

      No, probably not. But that doesn’t mean I like the idea of my mind being tampered with, or that I may have been the god of darkness’s queen at some point in time.

      Max takes my hand and gives it a squeeze. “Relax. More than likely it’s just the power source, but we’ll have my parents look into it just to make sure.” He laces his fingers through mine. “If the god of darkness was a king at sometime, they’ll be able to find out.”

      I nod, hoping Hunter is wrong, that I was never the god of darkness’s queen. I’m hoping that everything will be okay, but I have a feeling this is just the start to a very long, complicated, and emotional breaking journey.
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      I don’t have to search very far to find Foster. He’s sitting on a log right in front of the tree house, staring up at the lightning blazing across the sky.

      “Is that the world doing that or you?” I keep my tone light as I take a seat beside him on the log.

      He lifts a shoulder. “Does it really matter?”

      “It does if you don’t want the fey to find out what you are,” I say, stretching out my legs in front of me.

      He grinds his teeth, then looks away from the sky, the lightning fizzling.

      Silence stretches between us, but I wait for him to speak first because that’s the way it needs to be right now. Yeah, we’ve both been through some tough shit and we’re all dealing with this whole altered link thing, but it’s affecting him more than us—I know that.

      “This isn’t fair,” he mutters, kicking at the dirt.

      “Life never really is,” I mumble. Pain clenches at my chest as memories of the past creep up on me, but I hastily shove it away. “Look, as much as this sucks right now, at least you know Sky is protected. And like Max said, it won’t be like this forever… Eventually, after we find all the power sources and fix the world and all that hero shit, things can return to normal.”

      He rests his arms on his knees and lowers his head. “You know as well as I do that nothing is going to return to normal. The altered link is already affecting all of you.”

      “A little,” I admit. “But I think you’re making it a bigger deal than it is.”

      He lifts his head and narrows his eyes at me. “Maybe you should stick out your palm and say those words to me again.”

      I curl my fingers inward to hide the icy mark on the palm of my hand. “The only reason I made the blood promise with Sky was to try to help her deal with Brody’s death.”

      “By bearing some of the pain for her,” he stresses. “You’ve never been so selfless before, so what else am I supposed to think other than maybe you do like her more than you’re letting on. And that blood promise is permanent.” He sits up straighter, his glare deepening. “And does she even know what you did? Or did you just feed her some bullshit like you normally do?”

      “I gave her a vague idea of what was going on.” I close my hand, feeling the chill of the mark against the inside of my fingers. “She doesn’t know I’m taking on some of her guilt, though. If I told her that, she would’ve never made the promise.”

      He glares at me. “You like her.”

      I lift a shoulder. “As a friend, sure.”

      “No, you fucking like her—I can tell. And I know that means something since you’ve never really liked anyone, at least enough to make a damn blood promise with them.”

      I roll my eyes. “You’re looking too deep into this, man. I’m not that deep of a guy—you know that.”

      “No, I know you pretend not to be,” he says, “But deep down, there’s more going on with you then you let on. And usually I’m okay with letting you be. I figure if you want to talk about it, you will. But it’s pretty damn clear you have feelings for Sky and the fact that you won’t admit it is annoying.”

      His accusation makes the muscles in my jaw pulsate. He’s getting too close to the truth and it’s annoying. No, what’s annoying is all of these emotions trying to emerge inside me.

      “You know what’s annoying?” I say. “The fact that you’re more focused on my feelings instead of Porter’s. He’s the one who has his soul tethered to Sky’s.”

      “His connection to her is because of magic,” he snaps. “You felt something for Sky before this link was altered.”

      His accusations are irritating the shit out of me and making me feel too exposed.

      I rise to my feet. “You know what? I came out here to check and make sure you’re okay, but clearly you just want a punching bag. And a tree will work just fine for that.” I move to leave, but he jumps to his feet and blocks my path.

      “No, you don’t get to leave,” he snaps and so does a bolt of lightning across the sky. “Not until I hear you admit that you like her.”

      I should try to calm him down. Clearly, he’s losing control over his powers, which can be dangerous, but he’s got me too pissed off to care.

      “Why does it even fucking matter?” I ask as rain begins to pour down from the sky and flood the ground. “Whether I like her or not, it’s never going to go anywhere, so what’s the fucking point of making me say it?”

      His hands clench into fists as he says in a low, shaky voice, “Because it’s driving me crazy that no one will admit anything. You’re all being a bunch of damn liars.”

      I shake my head in annoyance. “We’re lying to protect you.”

      “Well stop,” he bites out. “And just say the damn truth.”

      I throw my hands in the air. “Fine. I like her.” As soon as the words leave my lips, panic zips through my body. “There are you happy now?”

      He looks utterly miserable as he shakes his head. “No, not really.”

      My shoulders slump as his miserableness slips through the link. “Well, neither am I so at least we’re on the same page.” I rub my hand across my forehead. “Look, I know this is hard for you, but you really need to stop stressing out about it because at the end of all of this, no matter how any of us feel, the fact of the matter is Sky and you belong together.”

      As he takes in my words, the rain slows down to a drizzle. I peer up at the clear sky, then back at him, relieved to see that some of the anger has vacated his expression. Figuring I’ve gotten through to him, I start to relax too.

      But then he looks at me with a defeated look on his face. “That’s the thing, though. All of this—the altered link, us being able to make a portal into Enchantment—her being a power source… it’s all new territory for everyone. And no one really knows how Sky works since she’s the power source on top of being an elemental enchanter, so who’s to say that she can’t just be with an elemental enchanter.”

      “Her kiss killed Brody,” I remind him. “And wounded that human guy at the party.”

      “Yeah, but they weren’t linked to her, were they?” he says with a raise of his brows. “And if you really think about it, your guy’s feelings toward her have already kind of crossed a line. Sure, neither of you have actually kissed her, but you’ve felt stuff toward her that should’ve made her powers have an effect on you, yet they haven’t.”

      As his words sink in, I shift my weight. What if he’s right?

      But then I shake my head. “It doesn’t matter. None of us are going to test out your little weird, and probably incorrect theory, not only because it’d be dangerous, but because we wouldn’t want to hurt you.”

      “You can’t always control how you feel about someone,” he says in a defeated tone. “Trust me, I know. I had feelings for Sky before I thought I could be with her.”

      I’m not sure I agree with his logic, since I’ve always been damn good at controlling my emotions.

      “You can pretend all you want, but eventually you’re going to have to deal with what you’re feeling,” he adds as if he can read me. “And I’m going to have to too.”

      Quietness stretches between us as I realize he’s right, but that doesn’t make it any easier to deal with. If anything, it makes it harder. While I’ve known I’ve been developing feelings toward Sky, in the back of my mind I always thought it could never go anywhere. But now with the spark of a possibility that it could…

      Pain sears at my chest as images of the past emerge and try to tear me apart from the inside.

      No… I can’t deal with this… I can’t…

      Hands all over me…

      Touching me…

      Laughter…

      “I’m going to ruin you,” she whispers in my ear.

      “Are you okay?” Foster asks, staring at me with concern.

      I shove the images away, bury them deep inside me. “I’m fine… I’m just thinking about stuff.” I pause, pulling my shit together and say very calmly, “We should probably go check on Sky and see if she’s okay. I’m sure she’s having a hard time dealing with this.” I can feel that she is, but don’t say that aloud, not wanting to remind him of the altered link and how it’s not going to be fixed yet.

      He nods and backs toward the entrance to the tree house.

      “We’re okay, though, right?” I ask as I follow him.

      He nods, giving me the same fake smile I give everyone. I’ll admit, seeing it hurts like a bitch. All of this does. It makes me crave a taste of numbing magic, but I can’t ever go back to doing that, to being who I was while I was a magic addict.

      Still, as I step back into the treehouse with intensely confusing emotions pressing against my chest, I have to wonder if maybe it’d be easier for everyone if I temporarily numbed my emotions, at least until the link is fixed.

      No, I can’t go back to that, to being an addict.

      But deep inside my mind, a hunger starts to emerge and I have to wonder if maybe I should just give in and feed it.
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      After Hunter informs me that an old power is inside me, the guys clear out of the room, telling me that they’re giving me some space. But I have an inkling they want to discuss some things they don’t want me to hear. Their secrecy should annoy me a bit, but honestly I’m too drained right now to care.

      After everyone leaves, I lie down on the bed and stare up at the ceiling, contemplating everything that’s happened. How the god of darkness can’t touch me right now because I’m linked to the Porterson brothers and how they all seem to be on edge about it. Well, except for Porter and Hunter, who look intently curious about something whenever they glance at me. While I’m starting to understand why Porter looks at me that way, I worry about the cause behind Hunter’s intense looks. I don’t think it’s anything to worry about, though, since I’ve never felt anything malicious flowing down the link from him or any of the other Porterson brothers. Honestly, all I’ve felt down the link over the last several minutes is worry and a drop of anger. I’m not sure who’s angry—maybe all of them—but it has me tossing and turning as I try to take a quick powernap.

      I want to go to sleep, not only my powers can recharge, but so I’ll stop stressing out about everything for a bit. I also want to take a break from the hunger humming under my skin. Although, that did dim down a notch when Porter walked out of the room.

      Knock. Knock. Knock.

      “Sky, can I come in?” Foster says through the shut door.

      I push up on my elbows. “Yeah.”

      The door creaks open and Foster walks in, tugging his fingers through his hair as he peers around the room and then at me. He looks nervous and the link is flowing with anxiety.

      “Are you okay?” I ask as he slowly crosses the room toward me.

      He nods, pausing at the side of the bed before climbing onto it and lying down beside me. “You don’t need to worry about me. I’m fine.” He rolls onto his side, facing me, and his eyes skim across my face. “It’s you I’m worried about. All of this… It’s a lot to take in.”

      “I’ll be fine,” I assure him, chewing on my bottom lip. “But you seemed upset when you left the room earlier and I’m worried about you.”

      “I was just struggling to process all of this.” He traces my cheekbone with his fingertip. “I’m fine now, though. I understand why the link needs to stay the way that it is.”

      I shake my head. “No, you’re not fine. I can tell.

      A exhale eases from his lips. “No, but I’ll be eventually. It might take some time, though, but I’ll get there. ”

      I nod as if I understand, but I’m uncertain if I fully do. “Maybe if you talk about it, I can help make you feel better,” I say through a yawn.

      A small, sad, heartbreaking smile touches his lips. “You do make me feel better just by being here.”

      If that line had come from Easton, I would’ve teased him about being a player, but it sounds more genuine coming from Foster.

      “Are you tired?” he asks when I yawn again.

      I shake my head, but my eyelids lower, contradicting my words. “No, I’m totally awake. I promise… We should… talk… more.”

      He smooths my hair out of my face. “You should get some rest. Your powers will recharge more quickly if you do.”

      I shake my head from side to side as my eyes shut. “I want to talk to you more… I’m worried about you. You seem upset… And I felt anger through the link…”

      “I’ll be fine,” he assures me as he slips his hand underneath my neck. “Sleep. I’ll be here when you wake up and we can talk some more.”

      As he kisses my forehead, I cuddle closer to him. “Maybe just a quick nap…” Sleepiness starts to overtake and I start rambling about my worries. “Fost… I don’t want to have to… become… like Porter…”

      I feel him tense, then he whispers, “I promise you won’t ever have to.”

      Nodding, I give in to my exhaustion, drifting off to sleep…

      “Hello, my queen,” Darkness voice immediately fills my head. “I may not be able to see you when you’re awake, but we’ll always have your dreams.”

      Dammit, for some reason I thought since he couldn’t touch me while I was awake that he wouldn’t be able to communicate with me when I was asleep.

      “Leave me alone!” I shout, trying to make my eyelids lift open, attempting to force myself to wake up back up.

      His laughter fills my head as darkness takes over my vision. “You never used to talk to me like that. Living with the humans has turned you into an ungrateful brat.”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I whisper shakily, my heart pounding in my chest. “I don’t… I don’t know you.”

      “You don’t?” he whispers in my ear.

      The veil of darkness lifts from my vision, revealing a world full of towering, grimy buildings surrounded by a wasteland of ash and covered by a polluted sky.

      “What is this place?” I whisper.

      Deep down, though, I feel as though I know the answer.

      “Don’t you remember?” darkness purrs in my ear. “This used to be your home before you helped me destroy it.”

      “This is Elemental,” I whisper, shaking my head as tears burn in my eyes. “But I didn’t do this.”

      “Yes, you did, my little power source. You are the cause of it. You are the power that ruins lands—that destroys everything you touch,” he whispers. “You’ve done it once and you’ll do it again. Together, we’ll destroy all the worlds.”

      “I didn’t do this,” I whisper in horror. “I couldn’t… I wouldn’t… I’m only seventeen years old. I don’t know you. I’ve never been your queen.”

      But deep inside my mind, a shadow of a memory flashes through the darkness, of me wearing a dress spun of wisps of darkness and a crown of shadows is perched on my head. Standing beside me is a man made of smoke and charred ash—the god of darkness.

      But if I’ve never seen him before then how do I know what he looks like? Unless Hunter’s theory was right and my memories were erased.

      Pain and guilt press down on my shoulders, and this time I have no one to help me block it out. And if the god of darkness is right and I did somehow destroy Elemental, maybe that’s what I deserve.
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      “Where are you going?” Max asks me as I slip on my jacket.

      After Porter, Max, Holden, and I left Sky in the room, we headed downstairs to chat more about what was going on. They wanted to know all of the details of what Camille told me about Sky, and I pretended to tell them everything, but I kept one small thing from them. Well, it might not be small, depending on how much truth there is to it.

      “Out,” I reply to Max as I reach for the door handle.

      “You’re going out right now?” Holden gapes at me. “With everything going on?”

      I shrug as I open the door. “It’s not like it’s going to do anyone good to sit in this hotel room. Answers aren’t going to come to us. We need to go looking for them.”

      He lifts his brows in skepticism, but I ignore him and walk out the door.

      Rain is drizzling from the sky as I hike through the trees toward Camille’s tree house located a few miles away. At first, I take my time, but as my thirst starts to increase, my throat becoming very dry, I quicken my pace to a jog, puddles splashing up and soaking the bottom of my jeans.

      By the time I arrive at Camille’s place, I’m soaked.

      “That was quick,” Camille remarks as she opens the door and lets me in.

      I drag my fingers through my wet hair as I step inside the living room lit up by glowing violet flowers dangling from the branches growing from the ceiling.

      “I’m hungry,” I say, turning to her. “And I’m kind of worried what you said was right.”

      She closes the door, gathers her dress, and makes her way over to me. “There’s only one way to find out.” She leans over, collects a teacup from off an end table, and hands it to me.

      I take the cup and breathe in the scent of the blood inside it, my mouth salivating. “How did you get this anyway?”

      She sinks down into a chair and stares at the flames crackling in the fireplace. “I keep some on hand when I know you’re going to be visiting.”

      “Oh.” Cupping the cup in my hand, I sit down across from her.

      Then I lower my face to the cup, not drinking, but breathing in the scent of what my body is craving.

      She watches me curiously. “You’re hesitating.”

      “I’m worried,” I admit. “That what you said about the link is going to be true.”

      “More than likely it is.” She crosses her legs and rests her arms on the armrests, watching me. “I’m rarely wrong about my readings.”

      “Rarely, but not always,” I say.

      She shrugs with a trace of an amused smile on her lips.

      “Why do I get the feeling you’re enjoying this?” I ask, resting back in the chair.

      She shrugs again. “Maybe I am.”

      I eye her over suspiciously. I like Camille and everything, but she’s a faerie, which means it’s in her nature to be tricky and manipulative. “Why, though?”

      She gives another indifferent shrug. “I’ve been around a long time, Hunter, and not much entertains me anymore. But this thing with your brothers and this girl… I find it very entertaining.”

      “I’m glad our problems are so amusing to you.”

      “Me too.” She gestures for me to hurry up. “Now come on. Stop stalling and drink up. The suspense is driving me crazy.”

      Rolling my eyes, I lift the cup to my lips. “Well, here goes nothing.” I gulp down a mouthful of blood, at first feeling the hunger quiet inside me. But then a wave of pain sears at my throat and I spit the blood out all over the floor.

      Camille glances at the blood then at me. “That was messy.”

      I wipe the blood from my lips as I cough. “Fuck, this is bad.”

      Her lips quirk. “Perhaps, but at least my reading was correct.”

      I narrow my eyes at her but then sigh, slumping back in the sofa and staring at the blood I spit all over the floor, proof that Camille’s reading was correct. That the longer my brothers and I stay connected to Sky, the more it’s going to affect us to the point where all of our abilities and cravings will have to be connected to Sky, including my blood thirst, which means if I want to feed my thirst, I’ll have to drink Sky’s blood. Which is going to go over really well considering I haven’t even told most of my brothers about the vampire blood pumping through my veins.

      “We’re so in trouble,” I mutter, shaking my head.

      Camille doesn’t respond, but her silence is enough to let me know she agrees with me. And since she can read almost everything about a creature…

      Yeah, my brothers and I are definitely in trouble.
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