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      My life has turned into the world's worst game of "look, but don't touch."

      I might be immortal, but at this rate, I'm gonna die never having had sex with Blake.

      Nope. I'm basically Sisyphus with his big friggin’ boulder—striving but never achieving his release.

      Poor bastard.

      Maybe I should just face my reality and accept the fact that Ren's concerns for my shriveled bits have been perfectly validated.

      Then again, this time I blame his sorry ass.

      "I get what you're saying, Ren, but I don't understand why he can't stay here with you," I mutter, pinching the bridge of my nose.

      Where did my snarky edge go? In days past, I would have told him where to shove it and moved on with my day.

      Ren is ridiculous.

      "I can't be cooped up with Gollum for a week while you go off gallivanting across the continental United States," he practically squeaks, annunciating the last few words with perfect punctuation. It's almost as if he truly believes he's the one who's being put out here.

      Gods, what I wouldn't give to put out. I mean, er...

      I take a sip of my campfire mocha, letting my gaze flit to the street outside the window of our booth. Ruby Moon Coffee Shop used to hold an energy of power for me. If for no other reason than the notion there was a potion of magic beans inside that could perk my inundated brain up. Now, it's mixed with so many odd emotions—agitation, sympathy, the inklings of love, and yes, even lust.

      The booth Ren and I are sitting in is the only one I'll ever sit at now...thanks to Blake.

      Sighing to myself return my attention to Renaldo.

      He eyes me incredulously. "I have a reputation to uphold, and he's cramping my style, Diana."

      "Why? Because he does your old job better than you did?" I scoff, arching an eyebrow.

      Ever since I promoted Renaldo to manager of Inner Sanctum Books and Gifts, Kyros has stepped up to fill Ren's old shoes—and in essence, his old role when I was the Oracle at Delphi. It's been a couple of days and already I have a better level of clientele coming in for readings.

      I haven't had to do a single true-love match, or help an old lady find their pet, or talk to their dead husband because Kyros turns them all away and directs them to a psychic in Atlanta.

      It's been blissful.

      Granted, I'd never tell either of them that.

      "People already think he's the 'cute old grandpa' working for us. Good gawd, don't you have any dignity, woman?" Ren's head bobs from side to side, clearly triggered, as he spits, "You just like him because he's punctual."

      I nod, spying the clock on the wall behind the coffee bar. It's already gone 10 a.m. and here we sit at the coffee shop. Kyros is manning the shop solo and I'm quite sure he's been there since well before eight. "Yes, I really do."

      His face crumples.

      I tap the side of my cup, trying to be the voice of reason. "Look, Ren... Blake and I won't be gone all that long. Besides, it's not the kind of trip that Kyros does best with. He's better off here with you, making sure things are running smoothly for when we get back. This is recon in Windhaven, nothing more."

      "But a week?" he whines, his shoulders drooping. He looks like a child who's been told he can't get a toy at the store.

      "Oh, behave. At least you only have to deal with him at work. Aiden will be doing the heavy lifting here. Not you." I throw him a knowing look.

      Aiden, for whatever reason, has graciously offered to keep tabs on Kyros for us while we're gone. That means eating, sleeping, and making sure he stays out of trouble. Had it not been for Kyros's ability to teleport himself, he even offered to wake up well before his normal time of noon, just to make sure Kyros would be to work on time.

      Basically, Aiden is the Kyros-keeper of all the time not spent at Inner Sanctum.

      Aiden was obviously dropped on his head as a baby. Either that or all the tech he uses has scrambled his brain.

      Could go either way.

      "Are you kidding me? Kyros is the same mental age as Blake's man-child. The two of them deserve one another," Ren says, swiping away my comment with the stroke of his hand. Then, he presses his fingertips to his chest in a splayed fashion. "I, on the other hand, will go completely mental. Can you imagine? My wine intake will increase exponentially."

      I roll my eyes. He's so dramatic. "Darling, you're already mental. It's part of your charm." He huffs and a smirk slides across my lips. "What are you really afraid of? Kyros rubbing off on you?"

      The thought makes me chuckle to myself.

      An image of Ren dressed in baggy jeans (to let the breeze in) and some sort of novelty t-shirt declaring his masculinity flashes into my mind.

      I stifle the giggles bursting at the seams.

      Ren's eyes widen. "That is not funny, Diana Hawthorne."

      The giggles erupt between my fingers. "Oh, if you could see what I see, it's totally funny."

      "You're not taking this seriously." His eyebrows flatten, and he crosses his arms over his chest.

      "Of course, I’m not. Ren, Blake, and I need to do this alone and you could use the help here. Besides, I thought you'd be jumping for joy at this. Haven't you been waiting with bated breath for Blake and I to have some alone time?" I say, pressing home the point circling around in my brain, with the hopes it might make him flinch. I stare into the depth of his eyes until he squirms in the booth.

      As much as I want this trip to unearth information about my next mission from Apollo, the only thing on my mind is easing the aching in my body with each day that passes. The sensation is worsening the more I let my guard down with Blake. But neither one of us is trying to rush the bus here. For one reason or another, we've been either too scared or too busy to get...busy.

      However, I swear, sometimes I can sense his own desire pulsing through him and it's totally distracting. Sometimes, though, it's like we share a connection deeper than I'm even aware and it's worming its way out through our abstinence.

      In the final quiet times of the day, when I open my connection to him, I feel a low pulse radiating between us and I wish I could revel in it.

      Ren holds up a hand between us. "Diana bloody Hawthorne, don't you dare use that against me. You know damn well I've been waiting nearly a decade for you to bump uglies with someone. As much as I'd die to live vicariously through you, with all your new sex, new love bliss...and believe me, I would because that man is H. O. T. hawt,”—he fans the side of his face—“my concerns are far bigger than that."

      "Since when?" I snicker.

      Conflicted feelings roll through Renaldo's aura as he fights the truths in his previous statement.

      "Oh, for the love. Just deal with it, would you?" I mutter, taking another sip of my drink.

      "But—”

      "Kyros is staying here. End of discussion," I say, fusing my dominance into the words. As fun as it is to banter with Ren, there does come a point when I need to step up and be the one in charge. Ren's shoulders slump and I take it as a sign he's going to accept his new, albeit temporary reality. "Besides," I continue, easing back my tone, "with the exception of me being gone, it's not like your daily routines will be all that different. You still work together every day in the exact same way."

      Ren eyes me, taking a slow, deliberate sip from his radioactively green iced bubble something-or-other. "While that might be true, I get a blissful reprieve when I bitch to you about going insane. Who am I going to confide in now, Diana? Are you going to pick up your non-existent cellphone every time I ring you?" His expression deadpans. "It's not like I have a direct mental connection to you."

      My eyes roll to the ceiling and it becomes super apparent Max needs to repaint soon. I return a fixed stare at Ren. "Is this what it's really about? Kyros's mental connection with me? You're jealous?"

      Ren scoffs. "Psh—no."

      I take another swig of my mocha, slowly arching an eyebrow. "Mhmm."

      "It's not. I just..." he sighs. "Well, you traumatized me last time you went gallivanting with your hottie. You came back with that monstrosity. What do you want me to say?"

      "Oh, please." I lean back in the booth, eyeing my cup, and wishing it had something stronger mixed in.

      "At the very least, can you do something about Kyros and his…”—he shudders—“attire? I mean, if I have to spend one more day working beside the old man, the least he can do is wear something that doesn't have a lame saying across his chest. He's like a walking meme that's well past its prime."

      My eyebrows scrunch as I try to place the definition of the word he just tossed out. When I come up empty, I ask, "What is a meme again?"

      Ren throws his hands up in exasperation.

      "What? I'm not up with all the newfangled techie talk," I huff, still racking my brain.

      For as psychic as I am, I wish I could recall some of the more mundane things like this on a whim. It would make things way easier at times.

      "Forget it. Christ, it's like I'm dealing with a ninety-year-old gramma in a twenty-something's body," he says, thrusting his hand out and suggesting me. "No wonder your bits don't know the next step."

      "Hey," I fire back.

      Except, he's kinda not wrong.

      Gods know I don't understand a word about this new era of modern technology, despite looking like I should.

      The sex stuff, though... I think I can remember the moves there.

      He continues, "No matter which way you look at it, shit just ain't gonna make sense." He takes another swig of his toxic-looking drink and his gaze drifts out across the quiet street.

      Ren is right about the other thing, too. Kyros could dress a bit better. Even I have to cringe at his choices at times, but I don't have the heart to tell him he needs to pivot.

      "Fine, what do you propose we do? I'm not going to be here to dress him every day. He needs advice on how to dress appropriately, and I'm not the one to do that either," I say, hoping he has a game-plan if he's bringing it up. Besides, appropriate isn't always my go-to, either. But for Kyros, a bit of up-leveling wouldn't go amiss. Unfortunately, a part of me doubts any amount of window dressing will change all that. He seems to enjoy the shirts he wears so much and who am I to tell someone they shouldn't dress the way they like?

      Ren leans forward, his eyes glinting with intention and even a hint of excitement.

      Recognition dawns and I chuckle under my breath.

      Ah...of course. This is what he's really been waiting for. My permission.

      "Oh, no... I've seen that look before," I begin, tapping the handle on my mug with my middle finger as I wait for it.

      "Well, see, I'm so glad you asked," Ren says, as a slow, bordering on evil grin spreads across his features. "He obviously needs a new wardrobe. Of course, I'll do the heavy lifting here, like always, but if you can front him the cash and give your approval on the new attire—because let's face it, I can't do everything—then I suppose I can make this work."

      I narrow my gaze. "I'm so glad you're willing to take one for the team."

      "It's gonna be hard, but I'll do my best." He beams back at me.

      "I'm sure," I mutter into my cup.

      "Well, now that all of that's cleared up, we need to go over your plans to seduce that sexy man of yours," Ren says, steepling his fingertips against his chin and grinning like a mad scientist. "I have a few ideas..."
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      "Are you certain this is how we do it?" Kyros asks, turning to face Ren.

      "One-hundred and fifty percent. Yes," Renaldo says, stepping back and appraising his handiwork.

      For the past three and a half hours, the two of them have been going back and forth trying to decide what kind of style and color best suits Kyros. He's an anomaly and one that Ren is hellbent on figuring out.

      "Why aren't you doing this at a store instead of in my living room again?" Blake asks, crossing his arms over his broad chest. My eyes feast on the muscles of his biceps as they peek out from beneath his black t-shirt sleeves. His legs are stretched out in front of him, showcasing his strong thighs in his tight jeans, as he leans against the arm of the couch with his ankles crossed.

      Good goddess above, what I wouldn't give to sneak out of here and go on another date with him. I don't care where—my place, the mall, his bedroom... Instead, we've been in research and recon mode about the vision I got the last time we were graced a few moments alone.

      Apollo and his missions are severely putting the kibosh on any chance of sexy-time and it's starting to make me sympathize with Ren all these years. It's killing me to have no idea when we'll finally get the chance to be together, body and soul.

      Renaldo shoots Blake a look of annoyance. "We are here, Mr. Tightpants, because I need more than just my opinion to go off of. I know I'm the visionary, but that's beside the point. After all, Kyros here is representing Diana. She needs to put her two cents worth in. Not that she knows much about fashion, but you know what I mean. And since I couldn't seem to wrangle either of you to join us at said mall, I had to bring the fashion show to you. Didn't I?" He thrusts out a hip and jostles his head from side to side.

      I suppress a chuckle behind my fingertips. Ren gets more flamboyant the more flustered he gets.

      Blake, on the other hand, runs a hand over his face. "I'm gonna die here. I know I am."

      "What did I miss?" Aiden asks, entering the sparsely decorated living room Renaldo has taken over as his fashion-show headquarters.

      In Aiden's hands is the world's biggest bowl of popcorn. He takes a seat next to me, offering up the bowl.

      I shake my head and smirk. "No, thanks."

      He shrugs, swishing his hair to the side to get his bangs out of his eyes. "It has jalapeño powder on it.”

      As if that might entice me to rethink my decision.

      "Unequivocally, no thanks," I say, sticking out my tongue.

      Ren claps his hands out in front of him. "Guys, back to the task at hand, would you please? You're not taking this seriously."

      "Sorry, what is it now?" I ask, shaking my head and trying to refocus.

      He holds up two different blazers, taking turns shoving them under Kyros's chin. "Which color? Blue or purple?"

      Kyros has tried on various shirts and pants, each with a slightly similar style, but all in a bold color. Evidently, Kyros's energy demands boldness. Or so we've been told. Numerous times.

      "I quite like the orange one," Kyros says, nodding his head in approval. He jabs a gnarly finger at the heap.

      Ren rushes forward, yanking it from the maybe pile, and tossing it in the discard pile. "That one's out, then. No one trusts you to choose your own clothing. That's why we're here in the first place."

      "Fair point," Aiden says, bobbing his shaggy brown head of hair up and down. Then he shoves another handful of popcorn in his mouth.

      At least someone's enjoying this.

      "Diana, help a guy out, would you? What color?" Ren asks, dropping his hands to his side and giving me a hard stare.

      I inhale deeply, shaking my head. It really doesn't matter what I say. He's already chosen the purple one, for whatever reason. At this point, he really just wants some validation.

      The only question is, do I mess with him? Or try to end this quickly, so we can all go on with our day? It's a tough choice.

      "Go with the black. You can never go wrong with black. It's classic," Blake says, clearly reading things incorrectly.

      I can feel his agitation building in his aura, but he doesn't know how else to deal with Renaldo and his whimsy.

      I'll have to have a word with him later to see if I can help make more sense out of Ren. Then again, it's kind of funny to watch the two interact as is.

      Ren's face falls, his ego deflating rapidly. If he doesn't get some sort of joy soon, he'll go on another excursion and make it more painful next time for the rest of us.

      Validation it is.

      "I like the purple," I say, plastering on the most sincere smile I can muster, and hoping like hell he doesn't pick up on the fact that I already knew what he was going for.

      Then again, I swear, sometimes the man forgets I'm psychic in the first place. Which is mildly hilarious, all things considered.

      As expected, he brightens.

      "Yes. That's what I was thinking. It brought out the flecks in his eyes. Right?" Ren says, either not caring that I plucked that from his mind or not caring because everything circles back to him and what he wants anyway.

      "Purple?" Blake scoffs, pressing his index finger to his left eyebrow, evidently to keep it from twitching.

      "Despite your rugged handsomeness, fairly decent wardrobe, and great ass, you know absolutely nothing in terms of true fashion," Ren says, swiping a hand in the air, dismissing Blake and his obvious lack of understanding. "It's a wonder you dress as well as you do." He bends forward, grabbing the purple suit jacket and holding it up to Kyros's torso. "Yes, you're definitely a purple. Now, we just need to figure out its complementary colors. I'm thinking hot pink and turquoise."

      "Hot pink?" Blake sputters, covering up a cough.

      Ren rolls his eyes. "It's Diana's signature color, is it not?" He turns to me, pleading with his eyes. "Diana, seriously, do something about that man."

      I stare at Renaldo blankly, knowing no matter what I say, it would end up in one or the other irritated with me. Best to feign ignorance here.

      Kyros arches around Ren, quirking an eyebrow at me. I shrug ever so slightly in response, hoping Ren doesn't notice. If there's one thing I've learned over the years, it's to just go with the flow and hope for the best wherever Renaldo is concerned. One way or another, he'll get what he wants anyway. He has the manifestation gifts of a god, that one.

      Truth be told, I’d approve of anything Ren chooses over Kyros's idea of attire, anyway. He could do it blindfolded and Kyros would wind up being the best-dressed one of all of us. And on the upside, at least it won't look like he mugged a forty-year-old divorcee with a propensity for playing Dungeons and Doorknobs, or whatever it's called, well past his prime. The dorky t-shirts hitting the discard pile will be a welcome change.

      "Yup. Uh-huh. Whatever. Sounds good. So, are we done here?" Blake asks, blinking his eyes as if he's trying to chase away the siren call to run...far, far away. Either that or blinking away the notion of strangling Ren for the hours of his day wasted. The jury is out.

      Ren sighs. "Fine. We can be done." His head dances above his shoulders in tune with his attitude. "At least now we know his base color. No thanks to any of you."

      "Hey," I mutter, holding my hands up to the ceiling.

      Ren's lips pull down, and he brushes it off. "Oh, well, you know what I mean."

      "And on that note, I believe the two of you are officially on your own," I say, standing up and brushing off my legs. My muscles groan from being immobile for the better part of the past few hours and the only thing I can think about is how much I'd love to take a nice hot bubble bath as far from this scene as possible. A little wine, some candles, and soft music...

      Perhaps I could convince Blake to join me?

      My mind drifts off into an erotic fantasy realm, where I'm able to spend a few euphoric moments alone with him. Skin on skin. Entangled in sheets. Or soaped up in the tub...

      Gods, I bet he's sexy all lathered up. Soap trailing from those sexy pecs all the way down his stomach to his...

      "Diana," Ren says, snapping his fingers in front of my face. I blink back at him, bewildered. I have no idea what he was saying. "There she is. Good grief. And for the love, get that shitty grin off your face and focus for two more seconds."

      I shake my head, feeling the rush of blood creep into my cheeks.

      Aiden buries his face in his bowl, refusing to look up.

      "Sorry. What?" I ask, my gaze flitting to Blake. His eyebrows arch slowly to his hairline, but his dark eyes smolder into mine. "I, uh—”

      "Oh, forget it. You obviously have more important things on your mind," Ren says, quirking his left eyebrow and letting his gaze float over to Blake. "Go, I'll just use the company credit card and handle it myself."

      Ren's mind is suddenly a swirl of questions and the one that keeps rising to the surface is whether or not Blake and I have actually done the deed yet. He knows we hadn't, but now it's driving him crazy not to ask me outright. At least he seems to have a little more couth than that. Well, just.

      "I'll stay and help, if you want," Aiden offers, settling into my recently vacated spot with popcorn still in hand.

      Ren points at him with a huge grin on his face. "Finally, someone who appreciates what I'm doing here. Thank you, man child."

      "Oh, it's not that. I just find it hilarious to watch Kyros try on clothes.” Aiden huffs a laugh. "It's like he's trying to play grown-up."

      Ren makes a face. "Well, regardless..."

      "Hold up. Rewind a sec. Company credit card?" I say, Ren's words finally catching up in my lust-addled brain.

      "I need to officially update his wardrobe, don't I?" Ren says, perplexity clear across his tan features. "I'm not doing it from my pocket, woman. I mean, honestly Diana. Where have you been this whole afternoon? Don't answer that." He holds out a hand, pretending it's not eating at him to actually know every detail.

      I lower my eyebrows. "I thought you were done with the shopping now."

      "What planet are you on? We were just picking his color palate. Now comes the fun part," Ren says, staring at me like I grew a horn in the middle of my forehead.

      "Oh dear god," I mumble, staring at the floor.

      "So, what are you doing with all the stuff that's not a match?" Aiden asks, tipping his chin toward the mountain of colors resting in an armchair between the two of them.

      "It's going back," I say without giving Ren a chance to respond.

      His lips tug downward, as he eyes the clothing longingly. Then, he responds as if it kills him to say so. "Yes, the castaways will go back."

      "Excellent, glad that's settled..." Blake says, clapping his hands in front of his body. "Diana, wanna get outta here?" There's an edge of animalistic ferocity to his tone.

      Despite myself, my shoulders relax and I fight the shitty grin creeping onto my face. "I thought you'd never ask."
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      Blake exits the confines of the cramped living room, leading us toward the stairs in the center of the main entryway. My heart thuds loudly in my chest as I fantasize about heading up those stairs and letting him have his way with me in the serenity of his bedroom.

      After everything, I have yet to see where he sleeps when he's not with me.

      Instead, he bypasses the stairs, heading down the hallway leading toward his study and Aiden's "tech room." I fight back the disappointment as it washes over me. He opens the door to his once off-limits study on the left.

      The drawings representing the cave inside Mount Parnassus are still posted around the room, but instead of being a gigantic mystery—and a once irrational obsession for him—they now equate to the deeper connection our souls share together. A connection that transcends space and time, and even the power of a goddess playing with memories.

      As impressive as Mnemosyne is, she was nothing in comparison to our soul connection forged by our love, and with aid from Apollo. Somehow, Anastasios still remembered when I couldn't.

      "What are we—” I begin, following him into the room as he marches over to his desk, "doing?"

      "I thought we should go over our safety plan before we head north," Blake says, the fierce seriousness returning to his tone and demeanor. He drops his hands to the desk in front of him, his attention landing on a sea of papers scattered across the desktop. "We know Sentinel is at play in Windhaven—or at least, they will be thanks to the twins. Apollo pretty much told you that. So, we need to be cautious before we go rushing in."

      I scratch at my temple, trying to shift into the totally different mindset direction and energy. I step around to the edge of the desk, eyeing the paperwork as the remnants of desire fade to the background. There are notes, schematics, and goodness knows what else splayed out beneath his palms.

      "Yes, but Sentinel doesn't know we're even onto them yet with this particular case. This is meant to just be recon, so we know who we're looking for,” I say.

      Blake's eyebrows flatten and he stares at me. "Diana, they know you're psychic. Hell, they knew precisely how to take you down before we even knew who or what they were. Elira might have been a fluke, but who knows if they have more beings who have the power to mess with you? We have to assume they know you're Apollo's Oracle, too. It's the only thing that makes sense here. With all of this in mind, we need to assume they also know we'll be coming for them sooner rather than later."

      Internally, I cringe. He's totally right. We should be thinking strategy before we go rushing headlong. From his vantage point, it totally makes sense. But despite all of that, I'd rather focus on other things. It's been two millennia since I was with my soulmate. The last thing I want to do anymore is deny who we are and talk shop. Especially since all I really want to do is get him naked.

      Besides, over the years, I've learned to rely heavily on my gifts to warn me when things are about to go sideways. I'm not used to having someone watching my back anymore.

      It's equal parts hot—and annoying.

      "You're not wrong," I say, the words leaving a bitter taste in my mouth. "Especially since I kinda said something to that effect to one of them, anyway."

      Blake groans. "Well, then it's out there. We need a plan. I was hoping to do this before we got roped into the fashion show, but here we are."

      "Ren wouldn't let us live it down if we didn't participate," I say, shaking my head.

      I know full well the kind of hell my life would be for the next few weeks if we'd avoided him again. As it was, Renaldo made a special exception to put all of this on in Blake's living room, so we could be there. If we ignored all that effort, he would have been devastated.

      Blake sighs heavily and pinches the bridge of his nose. "Ren needs to start learning how to deal with disappointment."

      Despite his words being pointed at Renaldo, the double entendre isn't lost on me. I can feel it rolling off him, caressing against my skin, and settling between my legs. I don't know which one of us is more frustrated—him or me. But one thing's for sure, being hot and bothered doesn't overly suit either of us.

      "I don't know that we need to worry too much this time around. I mean, we're not going there to rock the boat. I don't even plan on talking to anyone just yet. We're only trying to—” I begin, softening my tone and reaching my hands out to call him closer.

      "Yeah, but we both know how simple turns complicated on a dime when it comes to us," Blake says, inhaling deeply through his nose. He steps forward, taking my hands in his. His warmth penetrates through my palms and I can't help but imagine the way they'd feel running across my bare skin.

      "True..." I say breathlessly, fighting the urge to reach out and unbuckle his belt. My traitorous mind fantasizes about how he might react if I tried to have my way with him here and now.

      "I don't like putting you in harm's way." His voice matches the same longing I feel, and he swallows hard, his eyes landing on my lips.

      "That's both very sweet and totally ridiculous. You're no longer my guard, you know. I'm the only one responsible for putting myself in any kind of danger," I say, running the back of my fingers across his cheek.

      His energy noticeably shifts as he closes his eyes and relaxes into my touch. "Old habits die hard, I guess."

      I chuckle softly. "Until a few weeks ago, you didn't even know being a guard to the Oracle was a thing."

      "I wasn't only that, Diana," he says, his eyes opening slightly. "I've had training in this life, too. The military mindset runs deep."

      I tip my head in acknowledgment. "Fair enough." Dropping my hand, I take another step forward, wrapping my arms around his torso and placing my head in the crook of his neck. "I guess I was channeling Ren with that, one. Sorry."

      "There's only one Renaldo," he says, huffing out a laugh.

      "Very true."

      Blake inhales deeply, tugging me in closer. "Have you ever fired a gun?"

      I pull back, staring at him hard, as I try to figure out if he's joking or not. "Are you serious?"

      His lips tug downward and he nods.

      "Well, not exactly..." I mutter, chewing on the side of my lip. Kinda like with most technology, I can't seem to resonate with anything that might make it easier for people to kill one another, despite the hunting advantages. I'll take the grocery store over shooting an animal myself, thank you very much.

      Besides, I once held a gun owned by William Wirt Winchester and it ended up thrusting me into a mind-splitting vision that left me with a migraine for a week. Needless to say, as much as his widow often got the short end of the crazy stick, she was spot on. There were definitely some pissed off ghosts attached to that man and his family's legacy. That alone was enough to throw me off from wanting anything to do with guns.

      And if I'm being honest, why would I need one when I have built-in future radar, and deliberately try to avoid most people, anyway?

      The edges along Blake's jaw quiver. "I want to show you how to work with them."

      I try hard not to roll my eyes but fail epically. "Don't you think you're overreacting a bit? It's not like having a gun will stop one of Sentinel's minions from using their powers on me. This fight is a little different—”

      "It's not like you have superhuman strength or can move objects with your mind," he says, pinning me with a stare. "What if you're ever in a position where they don't know who you are and you need to protect yourself. Or someone else? Ren—Aiden?"

      "Or you..." I whisper, realizing just how deep this goes. He's human, too, after all.

      "You don't have to worry about me."

      "I will always worry about you." Pulling him closer again, I press my cheek against his chest, listening to the sound of his heartbeat. "Okay, fine. Teach me how to point and shoot."

      Blake chuckles, his laugh reaching deep into his chest, making my head bob up and down. "There's more to it than that."

      "I'm sure."

      Silence settles around us like an embrace as we stand in the middle of the room, holding on to one another like it's all that matters.

      Suddenly, Blake's palms are absent from my back, as he takes a small step back. Warmth spreads from his touch as he places his hands on either side of my face, guiding my lips to his.

      My breath hitches as his tongue skates across my lower lip, then slips inside. Unleashed, I moan into his kiss, and reach around, grabbing fistfuls of his dark hair. The smell of him, combined with feeling his skin on mine is enough to drive me mad.

      I've never felt like this—never felt this kind of wanting before. Not even from his first incarnation, if I'm entirely truthful. There's something about this older, more experienced version of him that's enough to drive me wild if I let it.

      Gods, do I want to let it.

      My right hand drops from his hair, developing a mind of its own, as it slides down his torso and rubs against the growing bulge beneath his jeans. Somewhere in the middle of my core, power swirls with a heady kind of longing that takes my breath away and makes my body hum in anticipation.

      I've never wanted anyone as much as I want to claim this man as mine.

      A deep, guttural sound rumbles through his chest and I feel him harden further under my veiled touch. His lips press down feverishly, making my lips buzz, and head swim. It forces all logical thoughts to flee me entirely. I'm ready to give over everything I am to him, right here—right now.

      In a dizzying maneuver, he spins the two of us around so my butt is up against the heavy mahogany desk. Then, in an equally swift movement, he swipes everything off the desk and lifts me onto it.

      Without hesitation, I open my legs wide, accepting him in as I reach out for him, drawing his lips back to mine. He presses against the space between my open legs, torturing me with his heat and the throbbing of his body. It's clear he knows exactly what he's doing to me, but he doesn't have any desire to make the desperation rising in me subside slowly.

      I reach out, taking things into my own hands, literally, as I unbuckle his belt. His hands slide up under my shirt, his fingertips toying at the space where my bra covers my nipples—not quite touching them, but making me wish like hell he was.

      Breaking our kiss, I tip my head back, moaning into the feeling of his hands on me and knowing he's playing me expertly. I begin to focus, burning this moment, everything about the way he moves, and looks, and smells into my mind. This is a moment I'll carry with me until the end of time.

      He bends forward, planting kisses along my neck, as he dips his fingers in a little further, striking the sensitive skin. I gasp, dropping my hands from his belt and grabbing his ass. I need to feel his hardness again, as I rub myself up against him.

      Another rumble escapes the back of his throat and it puts me into an absolute frenzy.

      I need him. Now.

      I reach for the button of his jeans and rip at it.

      A strange sound interrupts my pleasure, pulling me back from the tide threatening to take me under. It's just enough to pull me back to my senses as a knock sound off for the second time.

      In the entryway behind me, someone clears their throat, then says, "Um, guys—I hate to interrupt, uh, things—but Aiden said I could find you in here."
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      I don't need to even turn around to know Detective Radovich is standing in the doorway. His energy permeates the space behind me like a wall of authority and anxiety.

      Blake groans, the sound practically a growl, as he closes his eyes and drops his head, burying it into the crook of my neck. "Goddamn it,” he mutters.

      I inhale deeply, blinking away the intensity of the past few minutes. It's not easy to let that kind of chemistry subside without a natural release, as is evident in the state of Blake's bulge still pressed against me and the throbbing between my legs.

      If there was one time—just one—where I could pick a power different from what I was gifted, it would be right now. I'd choose invisibility. Or maybe the ability to teleport. At least then I could blink us both out of here in an instant, so we could continue where we left off.

      After a few seconds, Blake takes a small step back, resting his hands against my thighs. His jeans are unbuttoned, his belt dangling loose… Not to mention his shirt as disheveled as his hair, but he doesn't make a move to fix any of it. Instead, he tilts his chin as he acknowledges Dan. "Something we can do for you, Detective?"

      Dan clears his throat again as I spin slowly around on the desk to face him.

      "You, uh—asked me to let you know if anything pinged up north," he says, rubbing his hand across the back of his neck, his face turning a shade of pink I don't think I've ever witnessed him wear.

      I fiddle with my shirt, realizing one of my buttons had come undone. Plastering on a smile, I hold my chin high and wait for more information that I'm sure is coming.

      Blake's dark eyebrows lower as he takes in the news. He doesn't say a word, but I can sense his frustration undulating through his energy.

      "What did you find?" I ask, sitting up straighter, and hoping to move this all along.

      "It might be nothing—” he begins.

      Blake huffs and his thoughts slam into me hard, despite the habit of giving him privacy in his mind.

      Excellent. Ever heard of a phone? Answering machines are great for 'maybe nothings.'

      I press a hand against the center of Blake's chest, smiling softly before turning back to Dan.

      "You wanted me to keep my ear to the ground in case anything happened in Windhaven," Dan says, tugging at the collar of his blue button-up shirt. "This wasn't in Windhaven itself—but it still seemed relevant."

      "What is it?" Blake grunts.

      Dan winces, but continues, "A couple of weeks back, there were some graves tipped over in a small town an hour south."

      "If it's not in Windhaven, why did you think it was necessary to bring it up?" I ask.

      Dan considers for a moment, his thoughts suddenly less sure than they were before. But something about the scene floats through his mind and I'm instantly transported to the graveyard from my earlier vision. The one where the zombie-like creatures chased two kids, making a mess of the cemetery itself.

      The name of the cemetery comes to me and I know he's onto something. It's all tied together.

      "Did this happen in Mistwood Point?" I blurt out, coming back to myself.

      Dan's dark blue eyes widen and he nods. "Yeah, that's exactly where it was."

      I slide off the desk. "It's begun."

      "What? Like, now?" Blake asks, his jaw firm and nostrils flaring.

      I nod. "Yes, everything is in motion. We need to get moving."

      "But, what about what we were just talking about? The plan? The gun training—?” Blake begins.

      "The lessons will have to wait. We need to make our move now," I say, patting him on the shoulder. "We'll be okay. If something truly terrible were going to happen, or if there was some reason I'd need to have gun training before we left, Apollo would have alerted me. Trust me. I've made it this far, haven't I?"

      Blake bows his head. Acceptance mixes with the planning side of him as his thoughts shift, rolling through all the things we need to do before we leave. Evidently, we hadn't finalized everything yet.

      I turn back to Dan. "Thank you. You did the right thing. I knew I was feeling the urge to go. This is exactly what we've been waiting for. "

      He presses his lips tight and tips his chin. "That's what I thought when I first saw it. It was just too coincidental from what you'd explained. Especially since the two suspects are from Windhaven Academy."

      "You coulda led with that, you know?" Blake says.

      "Yeah, probably," he says, diverting his eyes down the hallway. Wasn't expecting what I walked in on, I guess.

      His thoughts tumble at me and I can't help but bite back a smile. It was pretty awkward for us all.

      "Guys, you have gotta come see this. Ren's back from the fastest trip ever to the mall. I mean, that guy can move fast. He left here on a mission and..." Aiden says, stepping behind Dan in the doorway. He glances between all three of us and quirks an eyebrow before continuing, "Uh, at any rate—he thinks he's found Kyros's look. He requests your presence in the living room."

      Blake drops his chin to his chest.

      "What? Kyros is losing his unhinged grandpa look?" Dan asks, turning on his heel to head down the hallway. I get the distinct impression Aiden could have said they were gearing up to watch paint dry and Dan would have run to get first row seats. "Well, I gotta check this out."

      "Oh, yeah. You could say that," Aiden says, nodding. He flicks his head to the side, so his shaggy hair flows with the motion. Unfortunately, it all falls right back in front of his eyes. How that kid can see a damn thing most days is beyond me.

      "See ya in there?" Aiden asks, again eyeing Blake, then me.

      Blake raises a hand to him and nods. "Yeah, give us a sec."

      "Kay." With that, Aiden is gone.

      When both Dan and Aiden's footsteps fade into the distance, Blake exhales, his stance and gaze softening. He takes a brief moment to button up and adjust himself in his jeans. With a slow exhale, he looks up at me. "This has to be some sick, cosmic joke. Seriously, did we piss off Apollo more than we thought?"

      I chuckle, walking over to him. "I don't think this is Apollo. I think it's just—timing. When it's right, nothing will get in the way. I promise you."

      "Well, we're not all immortal around here. I, for one, am not getting any younger," he says, laughing darkly, and reaching for the side of my face. He brushes the back of his knuckles across my cheek, then opens his hand to rest his palm along my jaw. "Diana, you are the most incredibly sexy... and frustrating woman I have ever met."

      I move closer, wrapping my arms around his waist and placing my head on his shoulder. "You're pretty damn hot, yourself." I lift up on my tiptoes, brushing my lips against his. "Our time is coming. And it will rock your world."

      Without another word, I drop my hands from his back. My left palm slides down his arm, so I can take his right hand in mine. Squeezing it, I turn on my heel and walk out of the room.

      The moment I hit the hallway, a tight breath releases, and I roll my head from side to side, shaking off the tension through my arms. Blake doesn't realize just how sexy he is to me. If I could burst into flames, I would have spontaneously combusted long ago from all the heat he puts off.

      I run my hand through my hair, trying to straighten it out, then I tug at the bottom of my shirt. There's only so much a woman can do after an encounter like that. Pretty sure the raw animalistic energy was so thick in the air, the rest of the house should have been able to feel it. Psychic or not.

      Then again, they're all men. They're either clueless to energies around them, or they're horny bastards all the time. So, maybe it wouldn't even make a dent?

      I laugh under my breath at that last thought as Blake's hand slides into mine.

      "Wait for me, would ya," he says, the mischievous glint back in his deep brown eyes.

      "Always." I grin back, squeezing his hand.

      Together, we walk past the staircase and back to where we started. As we enter the living room, Dan is sitting in the armchair on the far side of the room, now that the pile of clothing is gone. Aiden is back on the couch, a fresh bowl of cereal in his hand. I swear, the kid doesn't stop eating.

      "Where are the other two?" I ask, entering the room and sitting down beside Aiden.

      "Oh, they went upstairs to, and I quote, ‘give you the full effect,’” he says, taking a big bite of Captain Crunch or something similar from his spoon.

      Blake lowers his eyebrows, then takes a seat on the armchair of the couch off to my right. "That doesn't sound good. We need to get going. Please tell me it won't take all day for them to come back."

      "I'm sure it will be fine. Better to get this over with before we leave, anyway," I say, shaking my head. "Who knows how long we'll be gone at this point."

      "Hopefully, long enough to find some time alone," Blake mutters under his breath.

      Biting my lip, I reach out and place my hand on his thigh. He shivers under my touch, running his hand over mine.

      Suddenly, Renaldo bursts into the room, his eyes wild and his arms splayed wide. "I have done it. I can now die a happy man."

      "Makes one of us," Blake says.

      I nudge him with my elbow and shoot him a grin. "Behave."

      A mischievous grin plays at his lips. “Never."

      His response sends goosebumps across my skin and I shudder away the imagery that single word conjures.

      "Eh-hem. If I may have your full attention, please?" Ren says, quirking an eyebrow at the two of us.

      I clear my throat, my gaze falling to my lap. “Right, sorry."

      Blake chuckles.

      "Get a room. Yeesh," Aiden says, taking another bite of cereal.

      "Right?" Dan says, nodding at Aiden.

      "Guys," I say, widening my eyes and nodding toward Renaldo. He'll lose his shit in a second, if we aren't careful. And if he doesn't I just might.

      "Thank you, Diana," Ren says, nodding at me. "As I said, I give you...my latest masterpiece." He bows low, throwing his arms back behind him. Slowly, he steps out of the doorway and walks over to Blake.

      We all turn, facing the door in anticipation.

      "Is that my cue, Mr. Garcia?" Kyros calls out from the hallway.

      Ren runs his hand over his face. "Yes, for the love. Yes."

      "Oh, okay. Excellent," Kyros says, hobbling into view.

      My mouth slacks open and despite myself, all I can do is stare.

      Kyros's wild white hair, which ordinarily looks like he stuck his finger in a light socket, is combed back into suave-looking peppered waves. He empties the aura of one of those debonair rich guys who has himself all put together. In this case, looks can definitely be deceiving.

      As promised, Kyros is dressed in a purple suit that offers a slight shimmer in the inner workings of the fabric. While his shirt beneath is black, likely to appease Blake, Ren's idea of having a pop of color is hard to miss in the bright pink tie around Kyros's neck. He's even wearing smart-looking black dress shoes and a watch likely cost a pretty penny.

      Kyros bites the side of his cheek and thrusts his hand into his trouser pockets.

      Too much? His thought rushes at me, clearly self-conscious.

      No, just right, I say, returning the message through our connection.

      And I mean it.

      He beams back.

      Ren rushes forward, fussing over the shape of the jacket. "Obviously, it hasn't been tailored yet."

      "But it looks—” Aiden begins, dropping his spoon in the cereal and sloshing milk all over.

      "Fuckin' awesome," Dan says, finishing everyone's thoughts.

      Both Kyros and Ren perk up immediately.

      "Yeah, now let's see if we can just keep Kyros from sticking his foot in his mouth," Blake says, standing up. Walking over to him, he pats Kyros on the shoulder. "Lookin' good old man. Lookin' good."

      He continues out the door, evidently done with the fashion show.

      I stand up as well. "I mean, wow. Now, this is a look I can get behind."

      You could light up the night sky with the wattage from both their smiles. Ren turns to Kyros, holding out his knuckles for a fist bump. Kyros stares at the extended hand, then pats it like he was patting the head of a cat.

      Gods help me.

      At least they're getting along.
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      "Do you need me to come with? Or—?” Dan begins, as we head out to Blake's black Range Rover with the last of his bags.

      As if choreographed, both Blake and I turn, and practically cry out in unison, "No."

      Clearing my throat and rubbing my thumb over my eyebrow, I say, "I mean, that won't be necessary, Dan. We're still heading in to learn more about the players, not stir stuff up. It's not a criminal matter and I doubt we'll even need to get the police involved."

      "Are you sure? I mean, the two kids from Windhaven are active suspects in the vandalism case and I've heard rumblings about other possible charges," he says, his blond eyebrows knitting together. "Something about graves being disturbed, too."

      I wave my hand dismissively. "Nah. The two of them were just in the wrong place at the wrong time."

      "Are you sure?" Dan asks, evidently not buying into my version of reality.

      You'd think he'd be used to me knowing things he doesn't by now, but I guess it's good that he can remain skeptical. It makes him a good cop.

      "Positive. But they are tied together somehow. I just need to get into the area to poke my nose around." Before the words are even fully out of my mouth, a plan forms and it has the air of being divinely guided, "However, I might be able to use them being under suspicion to my advantage."

      My vision with Apollo was pretty clear. I'm being called to protect the Gemini Twins. So far, what that means, or how that will work is still a mystery to me—at least until I can get into the vicinity. The one thing I know for sure, though, is they're important, and they need to be kept out of Sentinel's reach.

      However, if the other two are a piece of this puzzle, we could lean on Blake's PI and military experience to make it seem like they're being investigated by something higher up. Part of the Supernatural FBI, maybe? It might be fun to do a little role play.

      A smirk slides across my lips."Dan, maybe you can help. Think you could make a few calls to the Windhaven PD and the Academy for us?" I say, the smile only getting wider.

      "Nothing good can come from a shit-eating grin like that," he says, shaking his head. "But yeah, just say the word and I can make some calls."

      "Good." I nod. "We're headed to Mistwood Point first. I wanna get a better reading on the situation at the cemetery. But in the meantime, I want you to get the word out that the supernatural FBI is going to be sending in a world-renowned psychic to get to the bottom of things. Contact the PD and Academy and make sure they're okay with us dropping in."

      "World-renowned, huh?" Dan says, smirking. "Got it." Without another word, he hops into his BMW.

      Blake closes the back door to his vehicle and walks over to me. "Ready to get this ball rolling?"

      "Oh, you have no idea," I say, closing my eyes dreamily. I'm relieved to finally be starting our mission. The past couple of weeks have been frustrating on so many levels. Now, hopefully, this means things are starting to move forward again.

      All the start and stop energy needs to fuck off. On more levels than one.

      "So, pitstop at your place, then onward?"

      "Yep."

      Blake tips his head, then steps around me, as he continues walking to the other side. He opens the passenger side door, waiting for me to take my seat.

      I run my palm across his arm as I move around him and sit down. Blake closes my door and makes his way to the driver's side and gets behind the wheel.

      Within a half-hour, we're ready to rock and roll. My bag is packed and the house is locked up.

      By my estimations, the trip to Mistwood Point will take us roughly fourteen hours. I'm dying to take a peek inside Blake's mind to see what he has planned for us. I'm not sure if he plans to drive all through the night, or if we'll stop at a hotel to rest. However, if we stop, there are plenty of opportunities to pick up the energy from before and see what happens—minus interruptions.

      I lean back, refusing to believe anything but good things are coming our way. However, every time I close my eyes, flashbacks of the terrifying energy from the vision with Apollo slams into me, and putting me on edge.

      As much as I've been happy telling everyone this trip is about recon, there's actually an insidiousness about Windhaven I can't put my finger on. It could be the sight of those zombies in the cemetery, or the creepy vibe from the underground tunnel. But it feels deeper than that. Like it stretches to the core of reality somehow.

      I shake my head at the ridiculousness of that thought.

      "So, I know you're not a huge fan of flying. Do you want to stop at the liquor store now? Or wait to see what they offer on board?" Blake asks, humor painting his tone.

      My head snaps to the left and my eyes widen. "Excuse me?"

      His face is alight and his lips are curved into a slight smirk until he sees my face. Then, his eyes narrow. "I thought you would have known? I asked Aiden to book us a flight to Connecticut. You said things have already started, so I figured the sooner we get there, the better."

      I run my hand over my face. So much for doing the right thing and staying out of his mind. I should have dug into his thoughts, so I wasn't sideswiped by this. I hadn't picked up on this plan at all. Between my thoughts about the vision, my utter sexual frustration, and Kyros's makeover, I've been more than a little distracted. Obviously.

      "No, I didn't realize," I mutter. But it makes sense. I guess.

      He reaches out, grabbing hold of my hand. The warmth almost settles the flips happening in my stomach. Gods, I hate flying.

      "At least the flight will only be a couple of hours. Nothing like those international flights," he says, giving my hand a squeeze.

      I swallow hard, nodding.

      Despite the truth behind his words, trepidation grips hold of me.

      We better not be flying in a puddle jumper, or I'm walking.
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      "See? I told you it wouldn't be that bad," Blake says, tossing our luggage in the trunk of our rental vehicle—a black Lexus 350rx. It's not nearly as roomy as his Range Rover, but it'll do the trick.

      "Easy for you to say. You don't mind flying," I mutter, stretching my fingers backward, as I try to get them to loosen up after white-knuckling it the whole way.

      "That's true," he says, closing the trunk and reaching a hand out for me.

      I sigh, accepting his offering and stepping into his embrace. I plant my head on his shoulder, inhaling deeply as I try to calm my nerves.

      I should have taken Blake up on the offer to stop at the liquor store, but I didn't. However, because it was such a short flight, there was no booze on board. Plus, the plane was barely a step up from puddle jumper. Flying in such a small plane was enough to send my anxiety through the roof.

      On the upside, at least I'm not hungover or waking up without any clothes. Well, the last part wouldn't be so bad now, come to think of it.

      "All right, where to first?" Blake asks, resting his chin on the top of my head.

      "The cemetery, I guess. I need to follow the trail and see where it leads," I say, refusing to open my eyes or even make a move. There's something about his embrace that always makes me feel like I'm home. Safe.

      Thankfully, Blake doesn't try to rush us, either. He just stands there, allowing me to take my time.

      After a couple of minutes, I lift my head, brushing my lips against his. "I don't know how you always do that."

      His dark brows crinkle, but he doesn't voice the question lingering in his eyes.

      "You always know what I need," I say, brushing my thumb across his lower lip. "Come on. Let's see what we can dig up. Figuratively speaking, that is." I chuckle under my breath, walking around the dark SUV and taking my seat in the passenger side.

      Blake gets in, starts up the vehicle, then punches some magical digits into the dashboard monitor. It springs to life, announcing what route he's meant to take in order to traverse between the car rental place and Mistwood Cemetery.

      I lean back in the seat and close my eyes, letting the plane ride fade into the background of my mind.

      "Everything okay?" Blake asks, reaching for my hand.

      I open my left eye and turn slightly to face him. "Eh, I guess."

      "What's up?"

      "Besides the flight of doom?" I say, looking at him from under my eyebrows.

      "Yes, besides that." He huffs out a laugh.

      I bite my lip, as I try to decide whether or not I should worry him about this Windhaven thing. As it is, he's already sensing the danger involved. Granted, he thinks it's coming from Sentinel...

      But that's not what I'm worried about. At least, not yet.

      No, it's more about what those twins are capable of. And the insidious vibe that underlies everything.

      When I try to connect with the energy of the two of them, something is off. It's like nothing I've felt before.

      "I guess I'm not sure what to make of these twins," I say, tiptoeing to the edge of truthfulness.

      Blake's lips press tight, and he tips his head to the side. "Well, I'm sure you'll get a better read on them once we have more contact. That's pretty much why we're here, right?"

      "True," I say, shifting my gaze to the bare trees as they pass by.

      For the rest of the ride, we fall into comfortable silence—each of us lost in our own thoughts. As we get closer, I feel the pull of residual power. Whatever happened in Mistwood Point, it's left an energetic residue behind.

      Blake pulls into the cemetery and it looks almost exactly the same as it was in my vision. There's a light dusting of snow on the ground that billows around softly in the intermittent gusts of wind. I zip up my jacket, hoping it will be warm enough to wander around.

      We drive around the main loop of the cemetery and Blake stops just outside the columbarium.

      "We have arrived," Blake says, putting the vehicle in park. The GPS echoes the sentiment before he shuts the vehicle off.

      I scan the area, trying to get a feel for the energy. The magical remnants are more potent here and it's obvious it's the epicenter of it all. Whoever caused the zombies to rise, they have a shit-ton of power, that's for sure, but it's untamed and unrefined. Which means unpredictable.

      But the one thing I do know—it wasn't the two kids from Windhaven I saw in my vision. They were just as surprised and scared as anyone else would have been.

      "Let's go have a look around," I say, opening my door and stepping into the frigid air. Shuddering, I pull the collar of my jacket up a bit. I'm not used to this type of weather.

      Blake, on the other hand, looks like he's in his element. It's his Minnesota roots showing, I have no doubt.

      "Where do you want to start?"

      I tip my chin toward the columbarium. "Let's walk around the building. The zombies came from back there."

      Blake holds out his left hand, suggesting I lead the way.

      Together, we walk through the snow, around to the back side of the small building. There's been a fresh dusting of snow since the skirmish, so to the naked eyes, nothing is out of the ordinary—except for maybe us.

      Kneeling down, I press my hand against the columbarium and close my eyes.

      Instantly, I'm pulled back into the vision. I see the couple from before—the redheaded girl and her dark-haired boyfriend. A dense, heady energy swirls around the cemetery, but neither of them seems to notice.

      I follow the two of them, not hearing what they're saying, but instead, taking in the scene as I search for clues. There's someone else in the cemetery with them—someone with power and intention, but I can't seem to get a lock on them. They do a good job melting into the shadows.

      Curious, I turn back to the couple. I'm hit with the knowledge of what the man is—but the woman is a bit more of a mystery. Like her destiny is in flux.

      Yet, one thing is abundantly clear—they're being hunted. By whoever was in the cemetery, and by something far more powerful.

      I shudder, pulling back from the vision.

      "Interesting," I whisper.

      "What is it? What did you see?" Blake asks, helping me stand back up.

      "That couple—they're the center of something big. I'm kinda surprised they aren't the ones we're meant to protect," I say, brushing off my knees.

      "What do you mean?"

      "The guy is an Angel of Death—or at least, he's gonna be when he kicks the bucket." I look over at Blake, quirking an eyebrow.

      His brown eyes widen. "That's a thing?"

      I nod. "I'm not sure what the deal is with the girl, though. She's hella powerful—but her abilities are hard to suss out. On one hand, she has some strong necromancer vibes. But I get the impression there's more to it than that. Like she has a bigger destiny."

      "Should we have brought Demetri with us?" Blake asks, voicing the same thing I was thinking. Demetri would be able to sense what her powers really are, thanks to his new gift.

      "Maybe." I shrug. "If push comes to shove, we can always call him in. I'd hate to make him travel this far if I can figure things out on my own. Let's see what we can uncover first. Besides, this isn't about them. We're here for the Gemini Twins."

      "Fair enough," Blake says, relief washing through his aura.

      As much as Demetri is a part of the team, there's still some unresolved tension between the two of them. It's small-—but it's still there.

      "There's more. I'm pretty sure the two of them are being hunted by—" My words are cut off as three teenagers race past the right side of the columbarium. All three are clad in nothing more than their underwear and are completely clueless to us witnessing whatever this is.

      Two guys—a freckled redhead and one with olive skin and dark hair—take the lead.

      "Do we have to go all the way back there?" A girl with incredibly pale skin and black hair says as she falls behind the two boys.

      Both of them laugh but keep running.

      "What the hell?" Blake says, snorting. "Should we do something?"

      I snicker under my breath. "No, it's just a dare. Race around the cemetery in their underwear just to say they could. It's harmless."

      Blake's eyebrows skirt his hairline. "Kids are weird."

      "You aren't wrong," I chuckle as I turn back the way we came. "I think I've got enough for now. Let's head up to Windhaven. There's an energy here and I want to see if I can pinpoint who it's coming from. I have a hunch..."

      We walk around the backside of the columbarium and I nearly bowl over a woman going the opposite direction. I hadn't even felt her presence. It was like she was completely shrouded.

      "Sorry, I—” My mouth drops open as I stare into the hazel eyes of an old friend I haven't seen for centuries. "Hecate? Is that you?"
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      Good gods, what is it with me running into old friends lately?

      Hecate takes a step back, her hazel eyes wide with surprise until recognition settles in. “Amara?” Her discerning gaze flits from me to Blake and back again. 

      Blake doesn’t say a word, just lets the moment unfold.

      Ever the observer.

      How he can watch someone totally new call me Amara and not miss a beat is pretty damn amazing.

      Without correcting her, I splay my arms out wide. “What are you doing here? Last I knew, you were in Egypt.”

      Hecate’s lips curve upward and she shakes her head. “Yeah, well, things change, I guess. That was a looong time ago. Speaking of which,” she leans in and whispers beside my ear, “I go by Andrea now.” 

      As backs up, she glances over her shoulder, homing in on the teens running through the snow in their underwear. A bemused expression flits across her face and she shakes her head. 

      However, when she turns back to us, her thoughts tumble at me like a giant ball of yarn. They’re full of confusion, concern, and doused in a little bit of—hope?

      My eyebrows tug downward, and I can’t help myself. “What’s going on? What’s wrong?”

      Again she looks over her shoulder but then her awareness settles on Blake.

      “Don’t worry about him. He’s with me,” I say, reaching out for Blake and taking his hand.

      Blake remains stoic but tips his chin. He’s a bit disoriented, but he’s following my lead. Gods, I love that about him. He can be both the leader and the led. 

      Hecate’s eyebrow quirks and I don’t need to be a mind-reader to know what she’s thinking.

      Since when do I take men as my own?

      “It’s a long story,” I say, brushing off her confusion surrounding my love life. It’s not what’s important right now. Yet, for some reason, I’m drawn to her. This meeting is certainly less coincidence and more providence. Changing my mind, I blurt out, “You know, I’d love to tell you about it if you have time.”

      I know full well how much time she has since she’s as immortal as I am. However, she’s just as subject to the time constraints of our own making. Who knows what her life looks like now.

      “This isn’t the best place to talk, Amara. Especially after…” her voice trails off and she eyes the kids again. “Can you give me just a sec and we can go to my place? I only live a few blocks from here.” She raises her hand, pointing to the road behind us.

      I nod. “Sure, of course.”

      “Thanks,” she says, reaching out and placing a hand on my upper arm. “I’ll be right back.”

      Without another word, she walks off, following a footstep-worn pathway to what looks like the older part of the cemetery.

      Blake turns to me. “So, do you wanna fill me in? Or?” His voice trails off.

      I take a deep breath and squint as I watch Hecate move beyond view. “I’m not sure why, but I feel like I’m meant to talk with her.”

      “Well, that part I got. But… Hecate?” Blake says, floating his gaze out to where she disappeared. “You don’t mean—?”

      “You caught that, huh? Yeah, she’s the one and only,” I say, smirking softly. It must be hella weird for Blake. First learning about me—us. Then all the additional crazy that’s followed along after that revelation.

      “I don’t know why I’m even surprised anymore,” he says, rubbing his fingertips over the space beneath his lip.

      “Because you’re still a baby,” I say, smiling. I step into his space, brushing my lips across his cheek.

      “How can you say something like that and it actually sounds sexy?” he huffs, inhaling and exhaling loudly through his nose.

      I chuckle. “Got a thing for the extreme MILF fantasy, huh?”

      His brown eyes are wide and ablaze as he locks his gaze with mine.

      I can’t help but laugh. “Down, Tiger. You’ll satiate it soon enough.”

      Blake’s eyes twinkle as he crosses his arms. “You think so?”

      “Oh, you can bet your life on it,” I say, winking at him. I doubt I pull it off in the sexy way I intend, but he shivers, just the same.

      The wind picks up and intense energy rises, tugging at the small hairs on the back of my neck. Despite myself, my gaze is drawn from Blake, back toward the place where Hecate disappeared, but nothing seems out of place. 

      “So, the plan is to go with her? Are you sure that’s wise, considering?” Blake asks concern painted across his features when I turn back to him. 

      “I trust her implicitly, but something is definitely up. Call it a hunch, but it isn’t a coincidence she’s here.”

      “What do you think it is?” 

      I chew on my lower lip and let my gaze soften as I think. “You know, I’m not sure. She’s warding her magic and she was never like that before. Back when I knew her, Hecate was very open about who she was and what she could do.”

      “Thanks for waiting, Amara. I just needed to…deposit something,” Hecate says when she reaches us. 

      Again, I startle slightly and it puts me on edge. Whatever magic she’s been experimenting with over the years, it’s allowed her to stay pretty damn well warded—even from me.

      “No problem,” I say, blinking wildly.

      She laughs. “Man, I gotta tell ya, domesticated Amara is way different.”

      I run my index fingertip over my right eye. “It’s actually Diana now.”

      “So, we’ve both leveled up, I see,” she says, the creases of her eyes crinkling with humor.

      “I guess you could say that,” I say, turning to shoot Blake a grin. “So, where’s this place of yours? Did you drive or can we offer you a ride?” 

      “I walked, but let’s take your vehicle back. You don’t want to leave it here. It might not be safe,” she says, sweeping her gaze across the cemetery. It’s like she’s keeping an eye out for something and I have a good guess on what.

      “Sure,” I say, walking around the columbarium and toward the vehicle. 

      In less than five minutes, we pull up to a small, suburban home. It’s a little too suburban if I’m honest. It’s nothing like what I’d expect from my old friend, that’s for sure. The yellow siding and white trim make it look more like a dollhouse than something she’d be living in. 

      “Wow,” I mutter under my breath as we all hop out of the Lexus. I plant my hand on my hips as I take it all in. 

      Hecate quirks an eyebrow and swats at me with the back of her hand. “Keep it to yourself. I suppose you have some sort of seaside mansion or something.” 

      “If seaside mansion, you mean granny cottage landlocked in the middle of Georgia, you totally nailed it,” Blake says, chuckling under his breath. 

      I shoot him a sideways glance and his damn dimple makes an appearance. 

      “Granny cottage, eh?” Hecate laughs. “Well, at least I could kinda see that suiting you.” 

      “Is this ‘Pick on Diana Day’? Did I miss the memo?” 

      Hecate chuckles again, reaching into her pocket and pulling out keys. “Come on. Let’s get inside. We can talk more openly in there.” 

      She takes the lead, walking up the snowy sidewalk. 

      Blake walks around the Lexus, extending his hand when he reaches me. I grab it but make a face at him. “Granny cottage?”

      “Both of your places look like granny cottages. Besides, you’ve even described them like that,” he says, his smile growing wider. 

      I hold my chin high. “At least they have character.” 

      He doesn’t say anything in return, but he shrugs his shoulder in agreement. 

      Hecate opens the door and steps inside, then pulls it open wider so we can enter. I step in first, with Blake right behind me. The interior looks exactly how I’d expect from the outside. There’s a small landing as you come in, with a staircase slightly off to the right in front of us, leading up to the second floor.

      A hallway follows the length of the stairs on the left-hand side, heading off to rooms in the back. On either side of the entryway, large archways mirror each other. To the right is the living room and to the left is a dining room table, which appears to be part of a dining room-kitchen combo. 

      “This is cute,” I say, realizing my disdain for this particular brand of cute probably made itself known. 

      “It was necessary.” Hecate’s expression falls and her eyes inadvertently flit to some pictures on the wall. Her thoughts are still guarded, but I take it as a subconscious sign I need to check them out.

      Without more thought, I follow her gaze and take in the images. They’re all of a little redhead girl. In one picture, she has pigtails and is playing with dolls in what I presume is her bedroom—since the idea of her is as hazy as Hecate. In another, the little girl is riding a bike. In yet another, she’s older, maybe eleven or twelve, sitting on the couch—the one I can see from here—and she’s making a silly face at the camera. 

      “Is she yours?” I ask, pointing to the pictures. 

      Hecate grunts. “Who else’s would she be?” 

      I shrug. “It could be for show? I mean, this whole house seems to be a bit of a—” My eye catches another photograph and I stop dead in my tracks. 

      “What is it?” Blake asks, suddenly by my side.

      The picture frame rests on the small hallway table just beneath the other photos on the wall. Stepping forward, I reach out and pick it up. The young redhead is no longer a young child or preteen, but at least eighteen, maybe older.  

      “Her name’s Autumn,” Hecate says, walking over to us. 

      “This is her. The one from my vision,” I exhale. 

      Blake takes the photo from me. “Are you sure?”

      “Positive.” I nod.

      “What are you talking about? What vision?” Hecate asks, her voice elevating an octave. “The Moirai haven’t—”

      The sheer panic on her face sets alarm bells off in my head. There’s definitely more going on here than I’ve been privy to up to this point. 

      I step forward, grabbing her by the arm and dragging her to the dining room table. “We need to talk. Now.” 

      I take the seat closest to the door and she walks around the table, pulling out the chair to my right. Blake walks up behind me, placing a warm hand on my shoulder before taking the seat to my left. 

      “Okay, let’s cut to the chase here, Hecate. What’s going on with your daughter? And what in the fuck do the Moirai have to do with all of this?” I spit, already tired of the veiled nature surrounding everything since I got here. 

      “That was a slip. I don’t know what—”

      “Bullshit. You have this house locked down like Fort Knox. It’s warded to the Nth degree and it’s camouflaged in the middle of suburban hell. This isn’t you. Add on top the fact that I can barely get a read on you—or her. I’m trying to piece together a vision—one that your daughter is in the center of—but things aren’t adding up. Now, I’m beginning to understand why. What did you do to her? And what does that have to do with the Twisted Sisters?” 

      “Twisted Sisters?” Blakes asks, confusion clear as his eyebrows knit together. 

      I swipe my hand between us. “The Moirai. Three sisters who control Fate.” 

      “Oh, is that all?” he mutters. 

      I raise an eyebrow and turn back to Hecate. “Come on, out with it.” 

      She shakes her head. “I can’t Diana. If I do, it could trigger the… Please, just let it go.” 

      “I can’t help her if I don’t know what’s going on,” I say, catching glimpses of the dark cavern space from my vision before. A large spellbook also rises into my awareness and an ominous pressure builds in the center of my body. 

      Whatever’s going on there, it runs deep. 

      Her face contorts but her lips press tight. 

      “Fine, have it your way,” I mutter, trying to will away the sensation. Instead, I decide to come at things from another angle. “So, what does she have to do with the Gemini Twins in Windhaven?”

      “The Gilbert Twins?” Hecate sputters, her hazel eyes flashing with fear and curiosity. “I—I don’t know what they have to do with her. They were her friends when she was younger. They go to the same school now, but she hasn’t really spoken to me much since she…” her voice trails off, and sorrow clouds her features. “Well, honestly, I don’t know now.”

      “Autumn and her boyfriend are being investigated for vandalizing the Mistwood Point Cemetery and for possibly raising zombies. Did you know that?” Blake interjects.

      “It wasn’t them,” Hecate says with clear conviction.

      I nod. “We know. That’s at least one thing I got loud and clear. But right now, all the evidence is pointing at your daughter and her boyfriend. Then, on top of it, I’m being tasked to protect the Gemini Twins, but I don’t know what that means and can’t seem to connect all the dots.”

      “The Gilberts are harmless. They have powers, sure, but they’re good people,” Hecate says, standing up and walking over to the breakfast bar. “I don’t know why your vision would connect the two of them.” 

      “I don’t know either.” I shrug. ”That’s what I’m here to find out.”

      “You said they were friends before?” Blake says. “Maybe they’ve rekindled their friendship?”

      “I don’t know. And even if they did, Autumn wouldn’t remember—” Hecate’s eyes shift between the two of us before dropping to the floor. “I’m trying to protect her.”

      I stand up, pushing my chair in. “Funnily enough, I gathered that.”

      Blake mimics me, standing up and pushing in his chair. 

      “Look, if that’s all you can give me, I understand. But you have to know, I’ll get to the bottom of it one way or the other. I always do.” 

      She nods her understanding. 

      “It was good to see you, Hec—Andrea,” I say, suddenly acutely aware of how much I sound like Kyros. 

      She steps forward, pulling me into her embrace. “It was good to see you, too. I just wish it was under different circumstances.”

      “Give me time. I’ll be back when it’s all over and we can laugh about it. Maybe I’ll even fill you in on Blake,” I say, stepping back and smirking at him. 

      He huffs a laugh, his dimple appearing and instantly driving me crazy.  

      “I’d like that.” She grins. 

      “All right, we better get going. It’s still a couple of hours to Windhaven.” 

      “Please, Diana. Whatever you do, you have to keep her safe,” Hecate pleads, placing her hands on my upper arms, as her fingertips dig in.

      My tongue skates across my lower lip. I hate making promises I’m not sure I can keep. Especially if the Moirai are involved. Because if they are, there’s not a whole helluva lot I can do. 

      “I’ll do my best,” I say, removing her hands from my arms and walking to the door.
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      “Thanks, Dan,” I say, pushing the red end button, then setting Blake’s cellphone down in the cup holder beside him.

      “What did he say?” Blake asks, his gaze never straying far from the road in front of us.

      I lean back in my seat, my head swirling with plans to get to the bottom of things. “We’re a go. The academy will give us full access and their cooperation. He’s still working with the local police to get them up to speed, but he doesn’t think they’ll be a problem.”

      Blake nods, and his fingertips dance across the steering wheel. I try not to read him too much, but his energy is full of anticipation and weariness. He’s not sure what he’s stepping into, but he knows there’s not much choice beyond going with the flow.

      I know how he feels.

      I extend my left hand over the chasm between us and he lowers his right, placing his palm over mine and squeezing it. The connection intensifies my deep desire to immerse myself in him and see what we can make of this new life. Ever since my memories returned, both Blake and I have fallen into a very easy, comfortable groove, but I know there’s so much more to what our relationship can—and should—be. At times, that disconnect is the most painful part of being together right now.

      We drive in silence for a little while, each of us lost in our thoughts. The sky is overcast, and with the snow drifting lazily across the road, it seems like we somehow managed to drive into a black and white movie. If only the rest of my life could be so cut and dry. 

      “Can you explain what Gemini Twins are?” Blake asks, breaking the silence.

      My eyebrows rise and I turn to him.

      He makes a face, tilting his head slightly. “I mean, I feel like I’m at a loss here, not being a part of the supernatural world before now. I remember bits and pieces from…well, before, before. But it’s like you speak in a different language and sometimes things get lost in translation.”

      My mouth opens slightly, but no words come out. For whatever reason, it didn’t occur to me to elaborate on one of the most crucial parts of this mission. No wonder he’s been on edge. I should have been more open about all of this. 

      “What do you want to know?” I ask.

      He huffs a laugh. “Everything?”

      I twist in my seat, pulling up my left leg so I can turn and face him more. It makes it easier to read his expression without digging around in his mind. “Well, for starters, they’re super rare. Supposedly, they’re the descendants of the original Gemini Twins, Castor and Pollux.”

      “They sound vaguely familiar,” Blake says, flicking on the blinker and turning left where the high-tech direction machine tells him to.

      “Well, their birth was unusual because they weren’t your typical twins. Castor was the human son of Tyndareus, the king of Sparta at the time. Pollux, on the other hand, was the son of Zeus,” I say, letting my eyebrows stray up my forehead and a smirk form on my lips.

      “Huh,” he says, taking that information in with stride, though I can sense the awe surrounding the idea of Zeus being a real being. “Was it like a threesome sort of thing?”

      I snicker, surprised that of all the things he could ask, he chose that. His words inadvertently rouse the sleeping lust-addled part of me and I squirm in my seat slightly. “No clue, I wasn’t there.”

      He shoots me a sideways glance, his dimple digging deep into his cheek. “You know what I mean.”

      “Honestly, I don’t know what went down or how they made that whole thing happen. I just know that for a while, the twins were pretty powerful. Pollux was immortal, after all, thanks to Zeus. And because they shared the womb, Castor developed a longer-than-average lifespan. But of course, Castor was ultimately still mortal. He started aging—” I frown, realizing my situation with Blake isn’t all that different from the two of them. At some point, this is a reality we’ll have to face just the same and I don’t think I’m prepared for any of that. 

      Blake must sense it, too, because his dimple vanishes and his lips tug downward. I squeeze his hand and take a deep breath, trying to push thoughts like that out of my mind.

      “That must have been tough on Pollux,” Blake says, his voice barely above a whisper. “Knowing he’d outlive his twin and be all alone.”

      “Yeah, from what I understand, it was.” I nod. “He ended up begging Zeus to grant Castor immortality as well, but it didn’t go as planned. At least, if the word on the street has anything to say about it. Then again, I take all of that with a grain of salt anyway. Look at me.”

      If the myths and legends were real, I should be long gone—stoned to death by the early Christians. 

      “That’s a fair point,” Blake says, shooting me a quick sideways glance. “Okay, so what’s the word on the street, then?”

      “That Zeus granted Pollux’s wish by turning them both into stars.” I raise a hand cutting him off before he even starts. “And no, not like Hollywood actors, either. Like, actual stars.”

      “That sounds a bit far-fetched,” Blake states, again flipping on the blinker and turning into the Windhaven Academy parking lot.

      “More far-fetched than learning you’re the reincarnated husband of a woman who never died?” I ask, unable to hide my smartassness. “More far-fetched than seeing the actual god Apollo in real life?” 

      Blake maneuvers through the parking lot, then pulls the Lexus into a spot labeled ‘visitor.’ “Yeah, okay. You got me there.” 

      I nod. “Right? There’s a lot of weird shit in this world when you think about it.” 

      “You’re telling me.” He grins. “So, what about the other Gemini Twins? How did they come about?” 

      My head tips to the side as I think. “You know, I’m not a hundred percent sure how they came about. Maybe Zeus gets involved? Maybe it’s just genetics? I mean, for as long as Castor and Pollux were alive I’m sure they had kids. You know?”

      “Fair enough.” Blake nods. 

      “Granted, there is also the question of can they have kids?”

      Blake’s dark eyebrow quirks. “Why is that a question?” 

      I chew on my lower lip before saying, “Well, those of us who are immortal,” —I lower my gaze, surprised by the suddenly overwhelming feeling of aloneness that I never really allowed myself to feel. Despite my very long life, I’ve never produced offspring—“children don’t come easy, I guess you could say.” 

      Blake’s eyes flicker, a sudden recognition lighting behind them. “So, you’ve never had…”

      I shake my head. Not in my two-thousand-plus years.

      His eyelashes flutter rapidly, and he squeezes my hand. 

      I can only imagine what this must be like for him. When a normal couple realizes each person had a life before them, jealousy can arise and fear can settle in. But when you realize the other person could have had thousands of partners for the thousands of years they were alive… Well, that must be brutal. 

      Instead of going there, he clears his throat, then tips his chin toward the massive building of stone and ivy. “So, what’s the plan?”

      Taking a deep breath, I let my gaze sweep out over the grounds. “Blend in, I guess. I need to locate the Gemini Twins so I can get a read on them in person. I need to understand the nature of their powers and why they’re at risk. Probably build some rapport, so we can get them to come back with us.”

      “What about the other two?” 

      “They can wait until tomorrow. Right now, I need to get the lay of the land,” I say, letting my awareness drift out over the landscape. The shift is a much-needed distraction from the heaviness now lingering in the space between Blake and me. 

      A few people are loitering around outside, but the majority of bodies are inside the building or making their way inside from what I presume is a lunch break. From what I can sense, the school is warded pretty well, but there’s some other magic going on inside the building that I can’t quite put my finger on. It feels like illusion magic, but until I get past the wards, I doubt I’ll be able to know for sure. 

      “Let’s go in and see what we can suss out,” I say, taking a deep breath and opening my passenger side door. 

      Blake follows after me, grabbing hold of my hand when he’s within reach. 

      As we walk up the large stone staircase leading to the main entrance, I’m inundated by the sheer amount of power and energy all kept in one place. I don’t think I’ve ever been in a location with this much supernatural power contained under one roof. How the creators of the school were able to build a location that can withstand the different energies—as well as support it—is impressive. 

      It’s no wonder it’s warded to the extreme, too. If Sentinel were able to infiltrate this place, there’s no telling what they’d do. They’d have their pick of impressionable youth to recruit, all of them with abilities and not enough worldly sense to know better. 

      When we reach the large doors, Blake grabs the handle, pulling one of them back, so I can enter first. I smile in his direction, saying thank you with a soft kiss as I pass by. He sighs and follows after me. 

      As soon as we cross the threshold of the school, I’m immediately struck with a wave of energy like nothing I’ve ever felt before. It’s like the building itself moves, shifting to mold around me and my personal needs.

      If I didn’t know better, I’d say the building was alive. 

      I stop walking in the middle of the main hallway. People rush past me on both sides, as I try to get a handle on the sensation. 

      “What is it? What’s wrong?” Blake asks, stopping beside me.

      I tilt my head to the side, trying to ground myself. “This place is—” 

      “May I help you?” a short, stout woman asks. Her hair is piled on top of her head in a granny bun and her dark-rimmed glasses are so wide they dominate the rest of her face. 

      I extend my hand. “Hi, I’m Diana Hawthorne.” 

      Before I can explain more, the woman purses her lips and nods tersely. “Ah yes, Ms. Hawthorne, I’ve been expecting you. I’m Ms. Cain, Windhaven Academy’s…representative.” 

      My eyebrow quirks up of its own accord. The way she said representative immediately reinforces the impression about the school being an entity all its own. 

      “Ms. Cain, I’m Blake Wilson. I’m with Diana,” Blake says, also extending his hand. 

      The woman eyes his hand and her graying eyebrows pinch together. “You have a touch of something… I can’t quite put my finger on it,” she says, shaking his hand. 

      “Nah. Just plain old human,” he says, giving her a sincere smile. 

      “Hmmm.” She narrows her eyes slightly, then turns to me. “I understand I’m meant to give you access to the student body, so you can do some sort of investigation. Is that right?”

      I nod. “Yes, we’re looking into some potential criminal resurrection charges, but we’d like to be discreet. I’d like to get a feel for the place and watch from a distance for today if that’s okay.” 

      Again, Ms. Cain’s lips purse tightly, as if she’d rather slide down a banister of razor blades than allow us to spy on her students. Her energy is one of a protective grandmother who’s seen far too much to let the wool be pulled over her eyes.

      I can’t tell if she’s psychic or if she has some similar variation of my power. Either way, she’s clearly agitated by my presence. 

      I cross my arms over my chest, smirking at her until she finally sighs. “Fine. I’ll show you to the main commons area. That’s the best location to get a good vantage point of the comings and goings for today. If you require access to any of the classrooms, I’ll need to know which, so I can give you a schedule.”

      “Why would she need a schedule?” Blake asks before I can spit the question out myself.

      “This is a magical school, Mr. Wilson. It’s for magical people with varying magical abilities. We ensure each student gets the education they need by tailoring their experience once within the classroom. If there’s a specific class or variation thereof, I’ll need to know which, so I can match it up. The schedule is key,” she says, giving him a pointed stare. 

      Blake expression back to me is one of utter bewilderment. “Did you catch all that.”

      “Yeah, that explains a lot, actually.”

      He shakes his head. “Glad it makes sense to someone.”

      I reach out, placing a hand on his arm. “I’ll explain more later.” 

      “Wonderful. Now, if you’ll follow me, I’ll show you to your best vantage point.” Ms. Cain turns on her heel, stalking off down the hallway. 

      The walkway is mostly clear of students, but there are a few lingering here and there, mostly in small clusters talking about various aspects of their classes. 

      The school itself welcomes us in, as it expands outward, inviting us deeper into its territory. As much as I’m pulled to the various powers and students within the building, I have to admit, Windhaven Academy itself is the most interesting part of this trip so far. 

      We make our way through a long, winding stone hallway to a large open space off to the left. 

      “This is our main commons area. I think you’ll find this to be the most suitable location for your surveillance,” Ms. Cain says, her right hand sweeping out in front of her as she suggests the entire room. 

      There are large cushy chairs and couches scattered around the space, with various size tables and other sitting situations for students who want to study or gather. There’s a large fireplace directly in front of us, lit by what I can only assume is magic, since the wood inside doesn’t seem to be deteriorating. 

      “Yes, this will do,” I say, sending my feelers out and getting a clear ‘green means go’ vibe. 

      “Excellent. Feel free to lounge around and see what you can see,” Ms. Cain says, her drawl slow and deliberate. “Come find me if you need any further assistance.” She eyes me from over those big-rimmed glasses of hers before stomping off in the opposite direction. 

      “Well, she’s lovely,” Blake chuckles. His gaze tracks Ms. Cain until she fades from view.

      “I put her on edge. Nothing new there,” I say, shrugging. “It’s my forte.” 

      I walk further into the room, plunking my butt in a chair smack dab in the middle of the space. It’s clear from the well-worn grooves in the cushions that this is an area students frequent throughout the day. My instincts are all screaming that this is as good a place as any to set up shop. Acting like I own the place, I raise my unlaced army boots and drop them on top of the solid wood coffee table directly in front of the chair. 

      Blake seats himself beside me, but despite taking a more reserved disposition, he stands out more than I do with his blue button-down shirt and leather jacket. He’s too put together and reeks of law enforcement or ex-military, as evidence of the kids giving him a wide berth because of it. 

      Glancing at him over my shoulder, I whisper, “I think we’re gonna need to separate for a little bit.”

      His eyebrows tug inward. 

      “I need to blend and you’re spooking them,” I say, answering the question lingering on his face. 

      “I’m spooking them? There’s irony for you,” he huffs. 

      I shoot him an apologetic look. “Can you go hang out with Ms. Cain? Get more info out of that administrator? She knows more than she lets on and she’s not about to fill me in.”

      “How do you—? Oh, right,” he says, catching himself. He shakes his head and stands up. “Can I kiss you, or will that cramp your vibe, too?”

      I flatten my expression. 

      He bends down, brushing his lips to mine. “Good luck.” 

      I open my mouth to say something, but my gaze flits past him to the brown-skinned boy who just slunk into the room.

      Colton’s here. 

      “Go, go,” I say, shooing Blake with my hands. 

      His eyes flit up, following my gaze. “Ah, see ya in a bit.” His left-hand brushes my shoulder and he walks out. 

      I take in the view, watching his swagger as he leaves the room. I swear, I will never get used to watching his backside as he leaves. I sigh to myself, trying to dissipate some of the feelings he arouses. 

      Shifting my attention to Colton, I extend my feelers out, watching him with my sixth sense, rather than my physical eyes. I close them altogether, pretending to be asleep, as I drop my head back in the chair.

      Colton’s taken a seat at one of the booths, rather than a table or soft seat. His head is down and hoodie up like he’s trying to blend into the background of the room or go completely unnoticed. 

      Earth energy rolls off of him, but it fluctuates, almost as if he can’t quite find a single stream of power to resonate with.

      I home in more, trying to get a grasp of his essence and who he is at his core. While he seems powerful, I can’t quite tell yet if he’s the immortal one. 

      Before I can get a full lock on him, a strange sensation rolls through the space—like a poltergeist trying to latch onto a human. It makes my skin crawl and the hairs on the back of my arms stand on end.

      My eyes pop open and I stare, surprised, at the second half of the Gemini Twins. Caitlyn slinks in, her movements deliberate and lethal. All around her, people peel off as if her energy repels them without their conscious awareness. 

      Her abilities are with fire—but her energy doesn’t feel anything like a fire elemental. Instead, she feels like death and destruction.

      Caitlyn takes a seat opposite her brother and Colton’s energy settles somewhat. Like she’s somehow the yin to his yang. But the more I stare at the two of them, the more something is off about them both. 

      Not only can I not pick up on which one is immortal, but something is not right with the sister. It takes a lot to give me the heebie-jeebies, but that girl—she can do just by being in the same room.

      I need to find out why.
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      I flop down on the bed, throwing my arms up over my head in the movement. As much as I’d like to consider myself impervious to the things that go bump in the night, there’s something about Caitlyn Gilbert that sets me on edge.

      For the most part, she seems like a normal girl with powers, but there’s something else—something wrong about her. 

      Blake closes the door to our hotel room, chuckling softly under his breath when he sees me. He wheels his suitcase in and places it next to mine. 

      “So, wanna tell me how things went back at the school? You were quiet on the way here,” he says, eyeing my every movement. 

      I run my hands over my face. “Ugh, I don’t know.”

      The bed groans as he drops down beside me. “I thought that might be the case. You were pretty far away by the time you saved me from Ms. Cain,” he says, rolling onto his side and facing me. 

      I shoot him a sideways glance, then roll over to face him, too. “Colton’s powerful, without a doubt. When I first saw him, I would have guessed he was the immortal one. He has a certain air about him. But then his sister walked in and…” My thoughts drift back to her and I shudder. 

      “That bad, huh?” 

      My lips scrunch to the side and I shrug. “Not bad, per se. There’s just something off about her. Her energy creeps me out and that doesn’t overly sit well with me. I want to find out more about her powers.”

      Blake reaches out, brushing a chunk of hair from my face and tucking it behind my ear. “That makes sense. Are you thinking of calling Demetri?” 

      Nodding, I say, “I already did.” 

      Blake’s face flickers with emotion and if it wasn’t his idea earlier to call Demetri, I’d say he was disappointed to hear it. 

      “So, he’s on his way?” he asks, tracing his fingertips along the edge of my eyebrow and down the contour of my face. 

      “Tomorrow. He has some stuff to do, evidently,” I murmur, closing my eyes to focus on his touch.

      Blake traces my face for a moment and silence expands between us. His touch is so soft, but it sets my skin on fire. 

      “Just to be clear… Are you telling me we have a whole night to ourselves?” Blake finally asks, his voice full of gravel. 

      My eyes pop open and I suck in a breath at the intensity of his stare. There’s an animalistic quality and ferociousness to it that makes my heart speed up and my core tighten. 

      A slow grin spreads across my lips. “I believe that’s an accurate assessment.”

      “Interesting.” His fingers trail from my face to my neck, sending shivers across my body.

      “Why, Mr. Wilson, whatever did you have in mind?” I ask, my lips quirking into a smile as I run my palm up the side of his torso. 

      Desire floods his features and he inches closer, tucking his left hand behind my head, and drawing me nearer. Without a single word, his mouth crushes down on mine, making my lips tingle and my head swirl.

      My hand drifts from his side, entwining in his dark hair, as I roll onto my back and pull him closer. He follows the movement, pressing his body against mine. His hips tip forward, pressing his growing bulge against my hipbone, teasing a soft moan from me. 

      Despite myself, the hold on my mental wards falters and his desperation and longing come flooding in, mingling with my own. All the missed time together, all the magnetic power between us fills the tiny hotel room and suddenly, the only thing I want—the only thing I need—is to feel his body inside mine. The drive is so intense, it consumes every cell of my being.

      It’s like the centuries we were kept apart has driven us both into a frenzy.

      His left-hand slips under my shirt, and his warm palm slides along my stomach as it works its way slowly north. The motion creates a wake of desperation that takes over every extremity of my body. If I were standing, I’d be dropping to my knees. 

      When his hand reaches my breast, he taunts me by brushing quickly across the surface of my bra with the backs of his fingertips. My body feels like it springs to life.

      It’s as if my entire existence, I’ve been nothing more than a wraith. Existing, but not living. 

      Every nerve is a live-wire with heightened sensation and it’s all I can do to not spontaneously combust.

      Needing to take control, I pull up my right knee and kick myself over so I can straddle him. In a movement so fluid and swift, I surprise myself, I remove my shirt and toss it to the ground. For a beat, I sit there, clad only in my black bra from the waist up. 

      Blake’s eyes survey me, mirroring back the same level of desperation. Without wasting another moment, I bend down, grabbing hold of his wrists and locking them above his head. 

      He groans, thrusting his hips upward as I slide my tongue across his lower lip. His lips part, granting me access to him, and I deepen our kiss, needing him in ways I’ve never needed anyone. I can tell he wants to let his hands roam free, but he’s also turned on by the idea of being constrained.

      Internally I smile, as plans take shape in my head for another time.

      When I can tell he can’t take much more, I slowly release my hands, dropping them down to the buttons on his shirt. Despite the mental wards, I feel his anticipation heighten. We lock eyes as I unbutton one button at a time, taking as long as I can manage. 

      “God, woman…you’re driving me fucking crazy,” he growls, his chest heaving. 

      I rip open his shirt, exposing his torso’s taut muscles. If I thought he had a great ass, it’s nothing compared to the rest of him.

      Gods, he’s gorgeous. 

      Smirking slightly, I bend down, placing strategic kisses, from his clavicle, over to his right pec. I nip gently when I reach his nipple. 

      He sucks in a quick breath, arching his back and reaching for me. 

      Blocking his hands, I extend my arms out, pinning his hands to either side of his head. 

      “Uh-uh,” I say, shaking my head. “My rules.” 

      His eyes widen, but his body stills. Hungry anticipation replaces his desire to be in control. However, his ability to restrain himself is waning quickly and I sense I’ll need to walk a fine line if I want to maintain my control of the situation. 

      Returning to my kisses, I release his wrists to slide my hand across his firm chest muscles. I trail my kisses from his pecs, to the center of his abs, slowly working my way downward. His breath hitches when I reach for the button of his jeans and yank it open. The zipper is the next to go. 

      I slip my left hand in-between his jeans and briefs, so I can rub it over his length. His eyes flutter closed and he tips his chin toward the ceiling. A moan escapes his beautiful lips as I wrap my hand around his girth, getting a better feel for him. 

      “Please,” he pleads, his voice as strained as his crotch. 

      Anyone else would assume he was begging for me to remove the fabric coming between us, but the rest of his request hits me loud and clear. 

      Please, let me touch you. 

      “Not yet,” I whisper, knowing we’d both be done for if I loosen my restraint. 

      Instead, I tug at his jeans, pulling them down his strong legs. They bunch at his ankles and I leave them there for a second because I can’t be bothered to take off his shoes.

      He kicks at his heels, taking care of them for me, though. With a final movement, I yank them off, tossing them to the floor. 

      “This isn’t fair, you know,” he says, taking a deep centering breath through his nose. His gaze locks with mine, and the look practically sets me on fire. 

      Settling back on top of his thighs, I quirk an eyebrow. “Who said life is fair?” 

      He opens his mouth to respond, but I slip my fingertips into the rim of his black boxer briefs, pulling them down, and releasing him from his confines. His erection takes my breath away and wetness builds between my legs in anticipation of him. It’s been years since I last had sex, but it’s been forever since I was with my soul mate.

      Unable to stand waiting much longer, I grab hold of the base of him with my right hand, gently running my fingertips up and over his full length. A bead of moisture glistens at his head and I bend down, slowly flicking my tongue across it. 

      Blake’s hands reach down, grabbing fistfuls of the blanket as the rest of him goes rigid. “Christ, woman.” 

      Grinning to myself, I lower again, taking him slowly into my mouth. He fills the space, forcing me to open wider as I take in more of his shaft. Tipping his hips upward, he thrusts himself to the back of my throat. I plant both hands around his base, pulling at him as I bob back up. 

      His body quivers with each pass as my tongue slides over and around, greedy to taste him—consume every ounce of him. 

      Suddenly, his self-control unhinges and before I can stop him, he flips me off of him. He yanks the sleeves of his shirt off, flinging it somewhere to the other end of the room. Then, he kicks off his underwear completely. 

      “My turn.” The wild look in his eyes tell me I’ve reached the end of his rope. He’s a desperate man now.

      I suck in a breath, ready for him to do whatever he wants with me. 

      He moves quickly, undoing my jeans. Without any hassle, he flips off my untied military boots and I shimmy out of my pants. He flings them to the floor to rest in the heap of discarded clothing. 

      His eyes blaze into mine as he makes his way back onto the bed like a predator hunting its prey. 

      “Off,” he commands, tipping his chin at my bra. Meanwhile, his hand move to my panties, pulling them down my legs and leaving my lower half as exposed as his. 

      I do as he asks, sitting up just enough to unclasp my bra and toss it aside. 

      He works his way upward, dragging his fingertips up the inside of my left leg until he lowers himself right beside me on the bed. Without even needing to be asked, I spread my legs for him, giving him access to whatever piece of me he desires. 

      For a moment, his fingertips trace the soft skin of my upper thigh, so close to the most intimate part of me that I can feel the heat rolling off his hand. The sensation is enough to drive me wild. I grab hold of his shaft, stroking it with my left hand. 

      He swats my hand away, a fierce expression taking over his features. “I said my turn.”  

      A surprising panic wells up inside me, knowing the tables have been fully turned. Perhaps making him keep his hands to himself was a bad idea… 

      Leaning in, he takes my left breast into his mouth as his fingers dip inside me. 

      “Oh, fuck,” I blurt out, unable to hold back the sensation building from the moment of contact. 

      He circles my clit with one of his fingertips, heightening the sensitivity and practically driving me out of my skin. His erection presses against my thigh, taunting me, as his fingertips move expertly inside and around me. He manipulates every piece of me like he’s the psychic one.

      Moving closer, he teases my nipple between his teeth and increases the speed and depth of his hand’s thrusts—building me higher and higher. 

      “No, no…slow down,” I groan, equal parts ready to ride the wave and wanting him to hold it back. 

      When he switches gears, thrusting deeper and harder, it becomes painfully clear I was played. He knew just how long to remain calm before turning the tables on me. His deeper memories of me surfacing in a way that plays to his advantage. This isn’t fair. 

      I try to squirm out of it, to reach for him, but he uses my play against me—pinning my arms above my head with his free hand and barely missing a beat. 

      Without warning, I shatter into a million pieces as my orgasm rips through me. 

      Then, before I can get my bearings, my head feels like it’s about to explode as I’m thrust somewhere in the not-too-distant future. 

      Blake and I are in a hospital, though I’m not certain why or where. Cat and Colton are with us, but their presence lingers further back, like they’re waiting for us to go in first. 

      However, as we enter the room we were meant to visit, we arrive just in time to witness the rise of one of the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse. And not just any Horseman.

      The Horseman of Death. 

      It’s been eons since I last felt his presence and terror grabs hold of me, rooting me to the spot. Before I can warn Blake to get out, the Horseman grabs him by the throat, lifting him clear off his feet. Then, I watch in slow-motion as the Horseman plunges his free hand through Blake’s chest, ripping out his beating heart. 

      I come back to the present moment, tears streaming down my face and a scream trapped in my throat. 

      “Diana, are you okay? What is it? What’s wrong?” Blake asks, searching my face for answers I can’t give him. 

      Clutching at my heart, I roll over and pin my eyes shut, shivering from my release and the horror of the vision.
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      There are very few things in this world that can mortify me, but the way things ended last night topped that short list. I wanted things with Blake to go so much better than that. He should have been as over the moon as I was.

      But no matter how much I wished I could get back into the mood or, hell, give Blake the same happy ending I had—at least before witnessing him die—I just couldn’t do it.

      Instead, I rolled over and cried myself to sleep in his arms, feeling like a complete and utter jackass because I couldn’t bring myself to tell him what I had seen .

      There weren’t any words for that kind of horror. 

      I still can’t bring myself to believe what I saw in my vision, either. Because if it’s real, it means death is coming for him—literally.

      I can’t let it happen. Not now, not ever. 

      The realization slammed into me like a freight train last night… One day in the not too distant future, for me at least, I will have to let him go. My life will extend far beyond his mortal years and for a time, I’ll be alone again while I wait for him to reincarnate.

      I’m in no way prepared for that inevitability.

      Screw Apollo and his dumbass rules. He should have made Blake as immortal as I am.  

      Standing inside the cramped hotel bathroom, I throw on my Pink Floyd t-shirt, hoping to channel a little rock-n-roll zen and rid myself of this Debbie Downer bullshit.

      My ripped-up jeans and combat boots should help me blend pretty damn well at the school. And even if I don’t, I have zero fucks left to give right now. Not that I had any in the first place, I guess. 

      Unfortunately, when I eye myself in the mirror, I can’t help but shudder. Dark, puffy bags rest under my eyes, a clear sign of a woman who cried too much the night before. Lovely. 

      Pressing my fingertips to my cheeks, I tug downward, trying to bring the blood flow back up. I shake my head and tie my hair back into a ponytail, hoping it will pull my face tight and draw attention away from my eyes.

      Without wanting to, my mind drifts back to the vision of Blake’s blood cascading from the Horseman of Death’s grasp and it pulls at my impulse to gag. I clutch at my t-shirt, breathing slowly through my nose. 

      Nothing could be worse than that. 

      Well, except having to end our first sexual encounter the way we had. Fuck, talk about a double whammy of shitty.

      Blake hadn’t said a word. He didn’t try to get me revved back up. He just…held me. He stroked my shoulder and kissed my hair and told me it would all be all right. 

      Ironic words coming from a dead man. 

      I rake my fingertips over my forehead, trying to shake it off. But damn, it’s hard. 

      “Let it go, Diana. You’ll stop the vision from coming true like you always do. So, stop freaking. Yeah, yeah…you fucked up your first great night with Blake, too. Big deal. There will be plenty more nights to make it right. Besides, we have kids to save and monsters to hunt,” I mutter to my reflection.

      She sticks her tongue out at me and flips me the bird. What a bitch.

      I swing open the door to the bathroom, thankful for the fact that Blake decided to head to the Windhaven PD to talk with the sheriff. He wasn’t even awkward at all. If anything, he was too normal. 

      I guess he could tell I needed some time to process. I should probably feel more guilty about how well he knows me, but right now all I can feel is relief. Besides, the last thing I needed this morning was a long, drawn-out conversation about why I couldn’t finish off our evening. 

      Gods, I suck so much. 

      I grab my grey leather jacket from the back of one of the small kitchenette chairs and shrug into it like it’s a cloak of invincibility.

      “Let’s go rattle some cages,” I whisper, shoving my hotel key in the front breast pocket as I walk out the door. 

      The cooler air hits me and I zip up my jacket, then shove my hands into my pockets. As much as I’d rather be driving to Windhaven Academy, the fact is, the walk will do me some good. I always feel better out in the fresh air, anyway. Consider me old-fashioned, I guess. 

      Getting to the school only takes me fifteen minutes, but it becomes painfully apparent the town wasn’t built for pedestrians. Once I leave the confines of the small downtown area, the sidewalk drops away and I’m left having to walk along the slushy shoulder of the highway. 

      There isn’t much to look at. A couple of small restaurants, a liquor store, a bar, and a county library are the main attractions. Houses also dot the area, but none are very big. They look more like off-campus housing than anything else. It’s pretty apparent the main focus is on the school and its immaculate grounds. 

      By the time I reach the academy, the enormous parking lot is full and students are in what I can only imagine is their first or second class of the day.

      Rather than go in through the main door, I meander around the school, making my way to the backside. The monstrous stone building is just as impressive walking around it as it is from the front. Gargoyles hang from various pedestals and large statues dot the landscape with outdoor seating carefully placed nearby each. Large, manicured bushes that are likely gorgeous come summer, are wrapped up and protected from the harsher elements. Enormous elm and oak trees are scattered throughout the yard, towering over the space and protecting the grounds. 

      Thanks to the snow, it’s easy to see the sets of tracks from the brave few who were willing to wander the grounds this time of year. Some make their way to the woods to the left, others continue around the building.

      As I make my way to the back, a large lake comes into view. Despite the chill in the air, the lake is only partially iced over. Sunlight sparkles off the waves in the center like sequins spread across the surface. 

      A sorrow lingers out here—something surrounding lost children. I shudder the sensation away, keeping my distance from the shore. The last thing I need right now is to get my heart wrapped up in that. Besides, whatever caused it is long gone.

      For a few minutes, I stand in the middle of the grounds facing the lake and staring into its mesmerizing water. Before I realize it, thoughts begin to filter into my mind. 

      I know they did it. Who else could it be?

      There’s only one necromancer in town. 

      I bet he’s really an ax murderer. No one even knows what his powers are. 

      I heard he can’t even afford to be here.

      Without even being inside, I intuitively know they’re talking about Hecate’s daughter and her boyfriend, Wade.

      My sigh billows out in the air as I resign myself to the fact that I should check in on the two of them. As much as I want to get to the bottom of the Gemini Twins, I did promise Hecate I’d keep an eye on her daughter. 

      After the night I had, the last thing I want is to be wigged out again by Caitlyn. I need a little more calm, even if it’s just for today. 

      Checking my watch, it says it’s nearly eleven in the morning. A plan forms to confront autumn and Wade in the cafeteria. That way, I can get a pulse on the school, too. Who knows what else I might discover?

      Turning on my heel, I face the academy, looking for another way in. A large set of stairs, much like the ones in the front, lead up to a stone patio and a set of glass doors. To the right, a wall of windows faces out, overlooking the lake. 

      Even from here, it’s obvious it’s the cafeteria. No psychic gifts required. 

      I walk up the stone steps and fling back the glass door with little fanfare. Not a single person looks in my direction and I take it as a sign that I blend in pretty damn well. Had Blake been with, I have no doubt we would have turned a few heads—and not in a good way. 

      The hallway to the cafeteria is wide, allowing for the herd of students to descend the space in search of food. But right now, only a trickle of them have made their way in. I stand in the doorway, letting my gaze travel the space in search of a good vantage point.

      Forcing my gifts to do my bidding, I search the near future for where Autumn and her boyfriend will sit. After a few seconds, it becomes apparent they’re going to choose a booth along the wall of windows. Interestingly enough, that’s where I’d sit, too. I take a seat in the middle of the cafeteria, pulling up a chair beside one of the enormous stone pillars. 

      Facing the direction of the booth they’ll take up space in, I prop my big combat boots up on the table and wait. More and more students trickle in until there’s barely a seat available. The booth they’ll end up in has already had three sets of students in it, but still no sign of the two of them. 

      All around me, the student body is in a frenzy about the rising of the zombies. The rumor mill is primed and running full steam ahead with its assumptions. I can only imagine the kind of pressure the two of them are under. 

      As if on cue, a tingling sensation takes over my right side, and turn to watch as both Autumn and Wade walk in. A hush settles over the crowd, as they shift their conversations or drop into whispers. 

      Though I sense the anxiety rolling off Autumn, neither one of them outwardly acts like anything is wrong. Instead, they simply get their trays and make their way to the booth by the window. 

      For a few minutes, they do nothing more than chat and pretend to eat. However, it becomes painfully clear Autumn is worried about going to prison. She’s feeling the pressure, for sure. 

      Just as I’m about to lean forward, she turns and looks right at me. 

      Never the kind of person to look away first, I hold my gaze on Autumn, waiting to see what kind of person she really is. To my surprise, she tips her chin in defiance and refuses to look away. 

      Good girl. 

      My mouth twitches into half-smile, but I keep my gaze locked in place. 

      Wade’s head swivels around as he surveys the room. Then, he whispers something to Autumn. She nods in my direction, so I cross my arms over my torso and wait. 

      When he also spies me, I know my time of surveillance is up and it’s pretty much time to make my move. Good, because I didn’t feel like dicking around anyway. 

      Uncrossing my ankles, I drop my legs and stand up. I adjust my Pink Floyd t-shirt and tug down the edge of my leather jacket, wondering if I should have worn my zombie unicorn t-shirt instead. The irony would be pretty epic. 

      Sensing some unsuspecting kid with a laptop will accidentally trip over the leg of my chair if I leave it out, I push it in. As funny as it would be to watch happen, I can’t in good conscience do it. From what I can sense, he’s a good kid and he can’t afford a new laptop.

      I make my way through the crowd of onlookers and eaters. People move out of my way as I stalk toward Autumn and Wade, almost as if they’re all anticipating the showdown that’s about to happen.

      There are a good many people here with a vested curiosity into what’s going on now. More than a couple of them wonder if I’m here to arrest Autumn and Wade. Then, of course, a few of the guys just think pervy thoughts about me being a blond they’d like to bang. Fucking kids and their hormones. 

      “Do you know her?” Wade asks as I approach. 

      Autumn shakes her head and whispers back. “I’ve never even seen her before. Have you?” 

      I keep my eye on the two of them, listening to the words they say through their thoughts before they even escape their lips. 

      When I reach their booth, I grab a chair from the table behind me and spin it around so I can straddle it and face the two of them.

      “Guess the jig is up, huh?” I say, crossing my arms over the back of the chair.

      “Excuse me?” Autumn says, her hazel eyes wide.

      She looks so much like Hecate, it’s uncanny. Only, the red hair is a different story—a gift from her dad, no doubt. 

      She’s terrified, and I don’t blame her. However, I wouldn’t even have to question her about the cemetery escapades. It’s evident she’s not the one raising the zombies, even if she is Hecate’s daughter. I don’t think she has a vindictive bone in her body. 

      Sighing heavily, I roll my eyes. “You know, guess I’ve been found out. Exposed. Discovered? Are any of these words ringing a bell?” I narrow my gaze and scrunch my face as I wait for her response. “Wow, what do they teach you guys in this place? They really should start with language.” 

      Both of them stare blankly at me for a beat. 

      “Who are you?” Wade asks, pushing his tray of half-eaten food aside.

      Thanks to the shitty end of my night, there’s truly nothing that I love more than fucking with kids when I know they can’t get hurt. I grin like the Grinch when he gets his awful idea.

      “You know, that is the existential question, isn’t it? I mean, who are any of us?” I open my arms out wide as I shrug. 

      Wade’s silver eyes flash with a hint of irritation, but by the time he looks at Autumn, all that’s left is confusion. 

      “Okay, so I can tell the two of you aren’t super-fast on the uptake, so I’ll do you a favor and see if you can play catch-up. My name’s Diana,” I say, raising my eyebrows as I wait for recognition to set in. I know they’ve been told I’m on my way. 

      The two continue to stare at me, taking all the fun out of my banter. It becomes painfully evident this conversation isn’t going to make me feel any better about last night.

      Sighing to myself, I reach over, grabbing one of the green peppers on Autumn’s plate. I pop it into my mouth, then extend the same hand to her. 

      When she reaches forward, clearly thinking I was going to shake her hand or some shit, I lock her palm between mine and pull her body toward me, making her shift forward in her seat. With my eyes closed, I search through her recent memories and conversations with Wade for any sign of danger.

      I did promise her mother I’d protect her, after all. 

      The vision hits me and there’s an air of panic that wells up. Hecate is right—Autumn is being hunted. But so is Wade. 

      “Um, excuse me,” Autumn says, yanking her hand back. 

      Opening my eyes, I sit up straighter in my chair, eyeing Wade more carefully.

      Autumn doesn’t know about the legacy he’s going to be stepping into.

      I soften my gaze, trying to sense the space behind his back and sure enough—he has the energetic makings of wings. He’s not an angel now—not yet—but he will be. 

      “Angel. How quaint,” I mutter shaking my head. 

      It’s ironic actually. She’s a necromancer—he’s an angel. The two should be mortal enemies, not lovers.  

      The blood drains from Wade’s face.

      “Ah…you’re the world-renowned psychic we’ve been hearing about. No offense, but aren’t you a little young?” Autumn asks. Hecate’s defiant nature consumes her features and I can’t help but smile to myself. Even if I hadn’t seen her mother recently, I would have known right away who this one belonged to. 

      Smirking at her, I wonder if she has any idea who her mother really is—or how old she is. For some reason, everyone around her is trying to protect her from the truth, but I can’t quite figure out why.

      “What’s age got to do with anything?” I ask. 

      “Well, a lot, actually. Look around you. This school is filled with people our age, all trying to learn how to master their abilities. How am I supposed to believe you can pick things up better than they can?” she says.

      That fierceness I know so well will help her make it through the craziness ahead of her and from what I’ve seen, there will be a lot. 

      “And you believe a school like this is the only way to hone those abilities, do you?” I lean forward, wishing I could help her more, but some of the trials coming her way will be incredibly powerful and transformational events. Literally reality-altering. Much of it is the kind of stuff I can’t meddle with. 

      “Well…” 

      Sorta. Her unspoken thought tumbles at me. 

      “Diana, if you are who you say you are, then you’ll have to give us something more to go on. No offense, but this is a college campus, and everyone here has it in for us at the moment. So, you’ll have to forgive us if we don’t take you at face value,” Wade says, trying to take hold of the matter.

      Inhaling slowly through my nose, my gaze drops to the table for a moment, while I try to find the right words. “I understand your hesitation, Mr. Hoffman. I do, but I’m not the one under investigation here.” I flick my gaze to Autumn. “She is. So, I guess what I’m trying to say is… I’m disinclined to acquiesce to your request.” 

      Gods, I love that line. 

      The thought pulls me up short when I realize how similar to Kyros that makes me. 

      Wade inhales sharply and his gaze snaps over to Autumn.  

      Wade’s mind leaps to fear—worried that I’ll tell Autumn what he is. For whatever reason, he thinks keeping her in the dark will protect her. However, I can only guess why. For some reason, the rest is clouded from my view. 

      “Fair enough. What do you want?” Autumn says. She turns to face me, her nostrils flaring and energy ready to defend her position.

      “Don’t be coy, Ms. Blackwood. You know why I’m here. I’ve been sent to assess your level of interaction with the local resurrections,” I say blankly. “So, do you have anything you’d like to confess? Anything on your mind and weighing on you?”

      “I didn’t do anything—” She blurts out. 

      Her words say one thing, but her mind says another. She’s hella worried about the zombies—or revenants.

      Whatever she wants to call them.

      But one thought, in particular, is enough to stop me in my tracks. She’s worried about Cat’s resurrection and the weird interaction she had with her recently in the woods.

      This is news to me. I didn’t realize Cat had died. Does that make her the mortal one? Or was her resurrection because she’s the immortal one?

      My eyes narrow. “So, there has been a resurrection, then? Who’s Cat?”

      Autumn gapes at me and I know I struck a nerve. The four of them are more intertwined than I originally thought. More than what Hecate was aware of, too. 

      I chuckle, shaking my head. 

      “What are you laughing at?” Autumn says, slamming her hands down on the table.

      I press my lips tight and pat the top of her hand. “There, there, little one. No need to get yourself worked up. You’ll give yourself premature wrinkles.” 

      “Ugh,” Autumn groans, a vein in her forehead popping out. 

      “See, here’s the thing, kids,” I begin, resting my forearms on the table and clasping my hands out in front of me. “There are only two ways revenants like the ones in this town can be called forth. The first one would take a magician capable of harnessing the higher vibrations of earth energies. We’re talking deep, powerful magic. Not only would that take an incredible skill level of biomancy, but it also requires the use of relics very few have even heard of. Or…the more likely scenario is a newbie necromancer was playing around with forces beyond her capabilities and level of awareness. And who, of course, didn’t know any better. Since all magicians with elemental magic get cataloged and there’s no one in this area with that level of power just yet, it sorta leaves you,” I say, shooting her a knowing look. I want to press her more about Cat, but I sense it needs to come out more naturally. “So, you can see our predicament. Now, let’s try this again. Who’s Cat?”

      “Cat has nothing to do with any of this. I haven’t done anything wrong. This wasn’t me—”

      Again, she doubts her words. It’s written across her face and tangled in her thoughts. 

      My right eyebrow arches, and I lean in close, hoping my words will hit home. “Autumn, you’re gifted—naturally so. I’ll give you that. Your powers have a greater capacity than you’ve even begun to test. It’s almost as if you’re afraid to. Why?”

      In an instant, I get impressions of Hecate trying to protect her from the Fate Sisters. Autumn would be so much further along had she been given the chance. I understand why her mother did what she did, I suppose, but Autumn’s powers have been wasted up until now. 

      She blinks back her surprise at me.

      I flick my tongue over my lower lip. She needs to sit with that one a bit. I turn to Wade, instead. “So, you’re also in the epicenter of all of this, Mr. Hoffman. What about you? Anything on your mind?”

      His face again drains of color and he shakes his head. “No, Autumn’s right. We have no idea what’s causing any of this. We just want it all to be over.”

      And yet, he’s full of worry. Worry for Autumn. Worry that he’ll be found out. Worry that one day he’ll have to take his father’s place…

      Goosebumps flash across my skin, making me shiver. 

      Silence expands between the three of us as I pay careful attention to Wade and his aura. There’s something deeper about him—something more insidious hiding beneath the surface. It’s like this whole town and the people in it are nothing without their secrets.  

      “I’m not entirely certain why you’re shrouding yourself with so much…mystery. But I’d be careful if I were you. It could be your undoing. I should know,” I offer, hoping he’ll at least reconsider and confide in Autumn.  

      “What on earth are you talking about?” Autumn asks. 

      “Nothing you need to worry your sweet little head about,” I say, smiling sweetly. “All right, let me be frank with you guys. You are both adorably oblivious to what’s happening. It was clear from the moment I walked in this epicenter of hormones and magic, but even more so now that I’ve had some time in your energy. The problem is, the real world likes tangible proof. It’s a bummer, I know. And so far, I can’t offer them anything yet. I don’t know who the real culprit is. For whatever reason, they’re seriously shrouded. Like there’s another energy blocking my way.”

      Autumn leans back in her seat, exhaling slowly.

      “What do you need from us?” she asks, tapping the edge of the table with her middle finger.

      “I need you to cooperate with whatever comes your way. I can’t protect the two of you if you’re not willing to work with me,” I say, hoping to impress upon the two of them how important it is to keep me in their court. “I need total honesty among everyone. But right now, you both have some secrets and, while it’s none of my business, I’m gettin’ the vibe they’re at the heart of the matter here. So, I’m going to give you a couple of days to communicate and clear the air. In the meantime, I’ll do more digging. See ya around, kiddos.”

      Both of them start reeling through the secrets they’ve been hiding from one another, wondering which one I was meaning. They lay everything out bare and exposed for me to read, and to be honest, it’s a wonder for small blessings. 

      I stand up, unable to hide the big grin on my face. “Needless to say, don’t go anywhere. We’re not done here, not by a long shot. Mkay?” 

      “I’m not going anywhere,” Autumn says, jutting out her chin.

      “That’s good. But I mean both of you.” I turn on my heel to walk away. However, I only make it a few steps before I get the impression Wade’s about to get a text that will change the trajectory of things. 

      However, that’s not all the text is good for…

      And here I was thinking this trip would be a waste. 

      “Oh, and by the way,” I say, turning back around, “you might wanna ignore that. It’s not good news.”

      Right on cue, Wade’s phone gets a text message, but I keep right on walking.
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      Exiting the cafeteria, I feel confident leaving Autumn and Wade to carry on with their current trajectory. Our paths will overlap, that much is clear, but for now, neither one of them is in any dire emergency.

      I get the impression all is going to work out for them—for now, anyway. I’m sure Hecate’s fears are valid, but I just don’t see any reason for me to get involved just yet. 

      However, those Gemini Twins leave a bad taste in my mouth. They’re fuzzy spots in my mind and I need to nail down who and what they are. There has to be a reason Sentinel is going to go after them, and I need to know why. 

      While they’re friends with Autumn, there’s a distance between them. I’d wager the angel has something to do with it. He has secrets he wants to be kept and as of right now, the four aren’t overly friendly toward each other.

      With lunch break in full swing, I sense most of the students still inside the school are either in the cafeteria or making their way there. Yet, I still haven’t pinpointed either one of the twins. 

      Did they leave campus for lunch?

      Walking further down the large hallway, I settle into one of the enormous window spaces. The stone sill makes for a perfect seat, so I cross my legs and close my eyes. Instantly, my abilities heighten and the world falls away. 

      The first thing that comes to me is the mesmerizing energetic bands that move throughout the academy. There’s some serious magic running the show here, and I can only imagine the powerful mages it requires to keep something like this going. Demetri would have given his left nut to do this kind of magic—at least before his gifts were stripped from him and he was given his new ability in place of it. 

      Lessons being taught, the rooms themselves, and even hallways are all tailored specifically to an individual. So, while one student might be in a beginner’s class for spellcraft, another student could be sitting in the same room, but get an advanced lesson on warding. 

      The level of illusion magic is fascinating. Part of me is jealous that newbies can learn more about their power in a place like this.

      When I was new, I had to stumble my way through, learning as I went. Often, racing to avoid persecution was a daily occurrence. 

      Different times.

      The deeper I dig into the heart of the academy, the more curious I get. Some rooms are off-limits, they appear in my mind’s eye like a big red x. Same with some sections of the library—some books are out of bounds to read, and there are more spirits roaming the halls than anyone here is aware. All of it lends itself to the vibe that is Windhaven Academy. 

      Without opening my eyes, I place my hand on one of the large stones to my right, listening to any insights they can provide. To my surprise, the walls don’t just whisper back, they turn into a cacophony of voices. The only problem is, there are too many, all trying to talk at once, like it’s the first time anyone has stopped to listen. I can’t seem to make one voice out over the next. 

      “Who are you?” someone says in close proximity.

      My eyes pop open and I’m face-to-face with a skinny guy with white-blond hair and piercing blue eyes. With his black leather jacket and bad boy vibe, he totally channels Billy Idol. Not that he’d have a clue who the guy is, I’m sure. 

      I quirk an eyebrow. “Can I help you, Dominic?” I say, plucking his name out of his head. 

      His eyes narrow. “Psychic, huh?” 

      “You could say that,” I say, my lips sliding into a slow grin. It’s been ages since I messed with another psychic. And a baby one at that. 

      “What are you doing here?” he asks, surprisingly suspicious. I mean, I could just be a new student, for all he knows. 

      I pull my hand back from the wall and jump down from the window sill. “What’s it to you?” 

      Dominic takes a slight step back as I get up into his space, even though he has a good six inches in height on me. 

      “I, uh—” he stammers, clearly not used to being the one caught off guard.

      “Hey, Dom,” Caitlyn says, bounding down the hallway. She stops and gives me the once over. “Sorry, I didn’t realize you were...” 

      I turn to her, giving her a gigantic grin. “No, totally okay. I’m Diana,” I say, extending my hand and preparing for the creepy-crawlies that are sure to come as we make contact. 

      Dominic nearly steps in between us, his initial reaction is interestingly to ward off my touch, but something stops him. He shoves his hands in his pockets as Cat grabs hold of my offering and gives it a good shake. 

      Instead of the case of the creeps, Cat’s energy is grounded, and oddly enough, very personable. However, she’s worried about her brother. He’s not doing well about something and needs a good 'pick-me-up.’ 

      Her mental words.

      She plans on meeting him outside and bringing him some lunch. 

      The location where she expects to find him drops into my brain like a beacon blinking in the virtual map of my mind. 

      Thanks, Cat.

      Now, I know where to find Colton—and hopefully, I can set up shop to keep an eye on them before she gets there. 

      “It’s nice to meet you, Caitlyn,” I say, still grinning as I pull my hand back. 

      “How did—” Cat begins, turning to Dominic with questioning eyes.

      “Psychic.” His gaze flits to me. 

      He can’t tell whether to be wary or accept my presence as an equal. Evidently, I give off enough authoritative energy, he doesn’t feel it’s his place to get involved. Or maybe he doesn’t care one way or the other. Could be either one of those things.

      The whites appear around Cat’s eyes and she takes a small step back. Oddly enough, there’s something she’s hiding—I can tell from her mannerisms, but for the life of me, I can’t figure out what. There’s too many other energies inside this building all inundating my gifts.

      I have more research to do on Gemini Twins and the way their abilities can manifest.

      “Well, it was nice to meet you both,” I say, waving quickly and vacating the hallway. The two of them watch me go, both of them partially dumbfounded, but I can’t bring myself to care. I have to figure out what in the hell is going on with these twins. 

      I turn the corner to the large hallway and hunt for another exit, one that will get me out to the grounds. Unfortunately, there aren’t many natural points of entry to the damn building, so I find myself having to tap into the magic of the academy to guide me out. 

      The building’s labyrinth shifts around, creating a small doorway out into the courtyard that’s housed between the two wings of the building. Gods, I could use this kind of magic at Inner Sanctum. I could easily give Ren and Kyros the slip that way. 

      Chuckling under my breath about the many uses, I make my way back into the cold elements. Again, I pull my jacket in tight and even throw my collar up to keep the cold from sliding down my back. 

      I walk through the snow-covered gardens, stepping lightly so I don’t disturb Colton. There’s so much more information that can be obtained when people are in their element and think they’re alone. 

      I find him in the middle of the courtyard, sitting on the stone wall that separates various levels of the garden. His face is turned away from me, but his hand is outstretched toward the snow-covered ground in front of him.

      Despite the ground being frozen, you’d never know it by watching him. With the wave of his hand, the earth rolls, following his palm’s motion. He works with it easily, like the earth is nothing more than putty in his hands. 

      Then, he stops messing with the ground. Instead, he trails his fingertips along with the dead stalks and branches, bringing each back to life as he does so. Leaves unfurl, flowers bud, and then bloom—all with the touch of his hand. 

      I have to admit, it’s mesmerizing to watch. 

      His connection to his element of earth is powerful. That much is certain. 

      But the way he works with the plants makes me lean in closer. 

      Do all earth elementals—Gemini Twins or otherwise—pull plants out of their hibernation? A question for Demetri when he gets here. 

      Closing my eyes, I try to tap into Colton’s brain in the hopes of picking out a few thoughts that might help me. Instead, his mind is solely focused on the energy he’s putting into the plants. 

      His sister comes into my periphery and I duck down a bit behind the dead bushes. 

      “There you are,” Cat says, handing over a hot drink and sandwich. “You’re not still pouting, are you?”  

      Colton accepts the food and drink, setting them both on the wall beside him. He shrugs in response. 

      “You knew he’d be coming here. I don’t know why you’re letting it get to you so much,” she says, taking the lid off her cup. Steam rolls out of it, evaporating into the cold air on contact. 

      “I’m fine,” he mumbles, but it’s evident he’s anything but. Whoever this is about, Colton’s not pleased. Unfortunately, rather than him thinking about the person, he grabs hold of the sandwich, unwraps the plastic, and takes a bite. 

      Cat takes a sip of her drink, letting the conversation drop. 

      The silence stretches between them, but I’m overcome with a feeling that somehow, they’re still communicating. Softening my gaze, I focus on the space between the two of them. Despite sitting a good six feet apart, a soft energetic exchange flows back and forth between them like the merging of two iridescent flames. 

      In all of my many years, I’ve never seen anything like it. It’s almost as if the two of them feed off each other’s energy, or they’re somehow able to heal each other in ways they’ve been depleted. 

      My head buzzes with all of this newfound information, and I’m suddenly called to leave. The niggling in the back of my mind spurs me on, calling me to do more research on the twins.

      The local library comes to mind and I nod to myself. 

      I’ll call Blake and have him meet me there. He’s probably got more information from the PD by now, too. It’ll be good to talk—and hopefully put the awkwardness of last night behind us. 

      I slip away, trying to keep the crunching of my feet to a muffled minimum. The last thing I need right now is for Cat and Colton to realize they’re being watched by me. It could spur then to do something rash.

      Rather than going back inside the building, I crouch low and follow the stone wall to the end of the u-shape. I turn left, ducking quickly around the corner as I do so. 

      However, I slam directly into a man walking my way and a high-pitched squeal nearly escapes my lips.
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      Demetri grabs hold of my upper arms, steadying me before I can lift my hands to karate chop him. 

      “Holy shit, how did you know where to find me?” I blurt out in a hushed flurry, genuinely surprised.

      I was so engrossed with the twins that I didn’t pick up on him arriving at all. I clutch at my chest, forcing my heart to settle back down, but not making much headway.

      “Diana, your powers are like a burning beacon in the center of this clusterfuck of hormones. I just followed the pull to you and hoped to avoid the rest,” he says, dropping my arms and looking around. “Where’s Tightpants? I figured the two of you would be joined at the hip, per usual.” 

      I make a face. “Oh, don’t you start.” 

      The thought of Demetri hanging around now makes my stomach clench. Not that I was looking forward to having a conversation with Blake about last night, but it’s not going to be easy to find time to talk now. Gods, I fucked things up royal.

      A satisfied grin crosses Demetri’s features and his gray eyes flash with amusement. He thinks he’s found a way to get on my nerves.

      Excellent.

      Pinching the bridge of my nose, I sigh heavily. “Blake is at the police station. He stands out here—and not in a good way.”

      “I can imagine. He has that cop vibe,” Demetri says, his gaze flitting around the space behind me, like he’s anticipating something. “Is that them back there?”

      I glance over my shoulder and back again. “Yeah, it’s them. Why? What do you sense?” 

      Demetri’s eyes narrow for a moment until the silence expands like a chasm. 

      I shuffle on the spot. “Come on, Dem. I’m freezing out here. What do you get off them?” 

      His eyebrows flick up and he shakes his head. “You know, there’s a lot to unpack there. The brother is incredibly gifted. He’s got a good grasp on his earth bending skills—but it seems like he’s dabbling in something else.” Again his eyes turn into slits and go distant. “Do Gemini Twins have the ability to alter their powers?” 

      “To be honest, I’m not sure. But it’s interesting you say that, because I was wondering the same thing,” I say, chewing on my lip. “What about the girl? What do you get off her?”

      He shrugs. “She seems pretty normal. Fire elemental. She’s tied to her brother big time. Their powers almost…”

      “Meld together,” I offer.

      “Yeah, kinda.” He nods. 

      “I get that from them, too. It’s like they can feed off each other’s powers somehow.” I grab Demetri by the arm and start walking, wanting to put some distance between us and the twins.

      Cat’s already seen me and if she notices me lurking around, she’s going to start asking questions. There’s a lot we don’t know about the two of them and I don’t want to scare them off before we can help them. 

      Demetri follows along, knowing my idiosyncrasies better than just about anyone. Well, other than Blake, of course, thanks to our past-life connection. Not even Demetri could come close to that. 

      When we reach the other end of the building, I keep going, heading toward the parking lot. 

      “So, wanna tell me why we’re making a fast getaway? Did you rob them or something?” Demetri finally asks when I slow down, casting my gaze around the lot in search of his rental car.

      “No, nothing like that. I just wanted to talk with you without the chance of them overhearing. Look, I’m getting some super weird vibes from Cat and I was hoping you’d have more for me than that. Are you sure you don’t sense anything…odd?”

      He shakes his head. “Nah. She seems totally normal—but she’s the weaker of the two.”

      “So, she’s the mortal one?” I ask. 

      “If I had to guess, yeah. But when they’re sitting together, it’s hard to tell fully where one begins and the other ends. I’d like to get them alone to get a better reading,” Demetri says. “I’m still kinda new to this gift. Sometimes it’s easier when they’re alone.”

      “I’m sure we’ll be able to arrange that. In the meantime, though, I need to do some recon on the family. Any chance you can give me a lift?” 

      “What are ya thinkin’?” 

      “I’d like to do some digging at the local library. It’s not super far from here. Just down the road a few blocks.” 

      Demetri snickers. “Library? You know there’s such a thing as the internet now. You can find out all dirt the library has on them and then some. Best part—it can all be done from the privacy of your own hotel room.” 

      “First of all, where’s the fun in that?” I say, scrunching my face. “Besides, do I look like I own a computer?” 

      “Right…forgot who I was talking to.” He chuckles under his breath. “But I bet Tightpants does.” 

      I slap him across the chest with the back of my hand. “It’s Blake. And where’s your damn car?”

      “Over there,” he says, pointing to a bright red Camaro parked in the spot labeled DEAN. Leave it to him to get a rental car that draws as much attention as possible, even if he wasn’t parked in the Dean’s spot. The car just screams midlife crisis.  

      I shake my head. “I should’ve guessed.”

      “No, you should have sensed,” he corrects. 

      “Come on.” I stomp off, ignoring the jab. While it’s true I’m ordinarily more adept with the psychic powers, it turns out when my brainpower is being used elsewhere—it hinders my gift’s ability to focus on mundane tasks. 

      We make our way to the vehicle, getting in just as Ms. Cain exits the building. Her chin is raised and her evil eye stares us down from the bottom half of her glasses. I wiggle my fingertips at her as Demetri reverses out and drives off. 

      She plants her fists on her hips.

      A few minutes later, we pull into the library’s parking lot. 

      As soon as Demetri puts the car into park, I extend my left hand. “Can I borrow your cellphone to call Blake?”

      “What for?” he grumbles. 

      I lower my eyebrows and press my lips tight. 

      “Fine, fine,” he says reaching into his inside coat pocket. “You know, you really need to enter the 21st century, woman. Get your own damn cellphone.”

      “So everyone in the universe can track me? No thank you.” I may be a dunce about a lot of techie things, but at least I know that. I huff a sigh and turn the phone back to him to unlock.

      He swipes upward and stares at the thing. Like magic, it moves on to the main screen. With a little hunting, I find the green phone button and punch in Blake’s phone number. 

      My heart hammers in my ears as I wait. 

      Gods, I should have tried to talk to him this morning before he left.

      I take a deep breath through my nose and exhale slowly, trying to chill the fuck out. 

      Demetri quirks a bushy eyebrow at me and I shoot him a side-eye to mind his own damn business.

      “Yeah?” Blake answers, an air of irritation lingering in his tone. 

      “Hey, it’s me,” I say, hoping it’s not me he’s so frustrated at—even though it would be justified. For the briefest of moments, I’m tempted to open my connection to him to find out, but his tone immediately changes. 

      “Hey… I didn’t realize it was you. Should have guessed, though. It’s not like Demetri ever calls me for shits and giggles. Everything okay?” he asks, his tone now laced with worry. 

      “Yeah, no—I’m fine. Obviously, Demetri’s here. I was just wondering if you’d meet us at the library. You know, the one just down the road from the hotel. We’re going to do some recon on the Gilbert family,” I say, skirting around any mention of last night.  

      “Can’t you just use—”

      “If you say anything about computers, I will literally hang up on you,” I interject with a snort.

      He laughs. “Fair enough. Yeah, I’m done at the PD and was checking out the cemetery here in town. The revenants—that’s what they’re calling the zombies—they’re a pretty big problem for the cops. Any leads on your end?” 

      To be honest, I wasn’t giving the zombies much thought. My focus has been on the twins and Hecate’s daughter. Yet, something tells me it will all make sense soon. 

      I bite my lower lip. “Only that it’s not Autumn or her boyfriend. A different player is messing around with the cadavers and trying to frame the two of them.” 

      “Hmmmm. Wonder what for?” 

      “I haven’t figured that out just yet. I’ve been a little preoccupied. Let’s talk more when you get here. Demetri can fill you in on what he’s picking up, too.”

      “All right. See you in a few minutes.” An awkward pause follows before he whispers, “Diana, I—” 

      “Later,” I say, lowering my voice. My insides coil and I hit the red end button before anything else can come of that.

      I hold out the phone for Demetri. 

      “Trouble in paradise?” he asks, taking it from me and sliding it back into his breast pocket. 

      “No,” I say a little too quickly. “I mean, nothing like that. We just… Gah—it’s none of your damn business.” I reach for the handle, open my door, and hop out of the vehicle. 

      The last person I want to confide in about any of this is Demetri. The potential for it to blow up in my face is far too apparent. 

      I march up the steps to the modest-sized brick building. Interestingly, the library gives off a similar vibe to the one at Windhaven Academy. They even have similar gargoyles hanging out near the roof. Plus, magic imbues the entire space—and I can’t help but wonder why. 

      Demetri follows on my heels, stopping beside me.

      “Do you feel that?” I ask, unsure how far his new abilities extend. There was a time when he’d be able to pick up on most of what I could sense, even if it was a little less obvious for him. 

      He shakes his head. “Should I be?” 

      I consider for a moment, then shrug. “It’s not a big deal. It’s just heavily fortified with magic. Seems odd for a small town library.” 

      “What do you think that’s all about?” 

      “Whatever.” I shrug. “Not my problem. Come on.”

      Leaving him where he stands, I fling open the door to the library and allow the energies of the space to wash over me, tugging me in different directions. It’s almost as if the various aspects of the building all want me to pay attention—to learn their secrets. 

      I close my eyes, trying to tune them all out. “Gods, it’s loud in here.” 

      “Can’t you shut it down and focus on one source?” Demetri asks, clearly concerned. 

      “I’m trying,” I say through gritted teeth. 

      The last time I was in a place this potent, I was in the Library of Alexandria. The magical energy in those texts had the power to alter the consciousness of every soul who read the books.

      It gave anyone—ordinary humans and supernaturals alike the power to tap into the fabric of reality. It’s why most of the books went missing—and why the rest of the library was ’destroyed.’ Those in the higher echelons would never let the average person tap into the power in those texts.

      “Can I help you, dears?” An old woman with white hair and a hunched back asks from behind the large desk placed directly in front of us. 

      “We’re looking for historical texts on Windhaven,” Demetri says, taking over for me. “Specifically ones on the founding families and such.”

      “Ah, yes. Lower level,” she points behind her to a dark stairwell on the other end of the entry.

      “Thanks,” Demetri says, grabbing hold of my arm and dragging me along. 

      By the time we reach the stairway, the energy of the books subsides. It’s almost as if my choice was made, so the other energies back off, allowing me to focus again. Demetri leads the way, flipping on a light when he reaches the bottom of the stairs. 

      The space isn’t huge by any stretch of the imagination, but it’s crowded in tight with shelves of books stacked from floor to ceiling. The smell of decaying paper and ink permeates the space, giving off a vibe of ancient history. 

      Demetri walks deeper into the space, eying the books stacked up in the middle of the table. “Didn’t you say the Gemini Twins were Gilberts?”

      “Yeah, why?” I ask, stepping up beside him. 

      He rotates a large book splayed open on the table and faces it toward me. A black and white picture is front and center with a heading that reads, “Founding Families: The Gilberts.”
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      Well, that’s damn convenient. Why would someone else be looking up the Gilbert family? 

      I lean in, studying the headline on the page. It’s clear this is about the one and only Gilbert family, too. 

      Coincidences and I are not on speaking terms, so it’s safe to say, this is deliberate as fuck. Either Apollo’s playing games with me, or he’s just making sure I know I’m on the right track. 

      Then again, maybe Sentinel has been here. 

      Goosebumps flash across my skin and I inhale sharply. I’d hope it’s not that one, but I can’t be too sure. At least, not yet. 

      Any way you look at it, this is a sign of some sort because the universe is rarely so lazy. 

      “Who do you think was reading up on the Gilbert family?” Demetri asks, casting a knowing look in my direction. “Do you think someone is on to them?”

      “One way to find out,” I say, taking a seat and placing my hands on the splayed pages. “See, this is why doing everyone online is shit.”

      The chair on the other side of the table screeches as Demetri takes up residence opposite me. 

      I close my eyes and settle myself into the pages. At first, the rush of voices from the library try to force their way in. There’s more than meets the eye to this place and they’re not good at keeping secrets. But that’s an adventure for a different day. Right now, I need to get a handle on the twins, so I know how to best help them.

      Almost as if time rewinds in my mind’s eye, I witness people flitting in and out of this small room. However, none of them touch the books on this table. It isn’t until Cat, Colton, and Autumn enter the space that things click into place. 

      Of course, it was them. It was always going to be. 

      When I open my eyes, Demetri and Blake are both in the seats opposite me at the table. Blake must have slipped in while I was in my trance. 

      My heart trips over itself and I start to say hello to Blake, but no sound comes out. Instead, I open and close my mouth like a dumbass goldfish. 

      Where’s Ren when I need him? He’d at least be able to nudge me in the right direction. Or make fun of me until we can all move on.

      Demetri’s discerning gaze flashes from me to Blake, then back again. His awkwardness radar must be going off. 

      “Hey. So, I uh—” Blake says, rubbing his hand across the back of his neck, “I came in the middle… Uh, I mean, I arrived while you were—” He shakes his head, opting to shut his mouth and drop his gaze to the table and let the double entendre fall away. 

      Demetri’s eyebrow flirt with his hairline and his back stiffens. “Do you guys need a minute?” 

      “No—” I blurt out a little too quickly, my head jerking from side to side. 

      “Yeah, we’re good,” Blake says, though his brows are knit together and his mouth quirks off to one side. 

      Demetri again eyes us both. “Suuuurrre.” 

      He moves to stand, but I hold out my hands and motion for him to return to his seat. “No, look—this is more important. Whatever Blake and I have going on, it isn’t dire.” 

      “No, not at all,” Blake says, trying to lighten his expression. However, there’s a hint of something in his eyes that puts me on edge. 

      Gods, I hope he doesn’t think I’m blowing him off. 

      “See?” I say, jabbing an index finger in Blake’s direction.

      Demetri crosses his arms over his chest. “Uh-huh.” 

      “This book—no one was actively looking into the Gilbert twins. Not really. The two of them were here, trying to help Autumn Blackwood remember who—or rather, what—she is. They just happened to stop on this page but I don’t think they ever really dug into it. It was more about her lineage and helping her connect to her family history.” 

      “Do you think it has to do with the stuff Hecate was talking about?” Blake asks, his PI senses clearly tingling. 

      “Hecate?” Demetri asks, his eyes wide. 

      I ignore his confusion and turn to Blake. “Yeah, maybe. They want her to remember who she is pretty desperately, but I’m not sure what they, themselves, even know. When Autumn got to this section, they changed the subject quickly enough though,” I say, dropping my gaze back to the book. 

      Blake stands up, walking around the table so he can have a look. The heat from his body radiates off of him, making me suck in a breath and shiver. Guilt crashes over me and it takes everything in me to just set that feeling aside for now. 

      “Christ, get a room,” Demetri mutters under his breath. He leans forward, planting an elbow on the table, then scratches his forehead.  

      Ignoring his jab, I settle into the pages, skimming through them quickly, along with Blake. 

      “There’s nothing here about Gemini Twins running in the family,” Blake says, his breath brushing against my cheek as he reads beside me. “Should there be?” 

      “I doubt it. This is all ancient news. It’s not about the recent lineage from what I can tell,” I say, flipping the page. “It’s more about how the Gilberts got to Windhaven.” 

      “You’d probably find something from this century if you searched the internet. But what do I know?” Demetri says, drumming the table’s edge with his fingertips. 

      “Are there websites that deal with all this magical stuff?” Blake asks, glancing up. 

      Demetri chuckles. “You’re adorable. He’s adorable, isn’t he?” 

      Blake’s face darkens and I shoot Demetri a look to back off. 

      He raises his hands to the ceiling. “Who do you think invented the internet, man?” Demetri says. “Of course you can find that stuff online. You just need to know where to look.”

      Blake looks skeptical. “Then why hasn’t Aiden ever—”

      “No offense,” Demetri starts, “but that man child of yours isn’t really plugged into the supernatural. He’s a one hundred percent homegrown human kid. He wouldn’t know where to look if it came off the screen and summoned him into the 8th Dimension.” 

      Blake turns to me. “English, please?” 

      “Unless you have supernatural abilities or are in some way magical, you wouldn’t even be able to access the data. It’s…” I turn to Demetri. “What’s the word again?” 

      “Encrypted?” he offers, shrugging. 

      “Yeah, yeah.” I nod and point at him. “Encrypted.” 

      “Well, regardless, what do we do now?” Blake says, moving on quickly. I’m fairly certain he’s reaching his limit of wild and weird already today. 

      “As much as I’d love to do some digging online,” I begin, laying the sarcasm on thick, “I think we’ll make more headway poking around the real world. Demetri, go to the Gilbert’s house. The twins should be in school for a while longer, so that should give you some time to check things out without them there. I want you to try and figure out what powers the twin’s parents have. Make note of anything unusual. If you get the chance to talk with them, go for it—but don’t expect much. Especially if you question them about the kids.” 

      “What are you two going to do?” he asks, tipping his chin in our direction. 

      “We’ll be on the other side of the pond. I want to check out Blackwood Manor. My vision might have been to protect the twins, but Autumn and her boyfriend were in it, too. I need to figure out what the connection is. We’ll poke around there and see what we can dig up.” 

      “All right,” Demetri says, standing up and rubbing his hands together. “Where am I headed?” 

      “Blake, can you text Demetri the address to the Gilbert’s?” 

      He nods, pulling his phone out of his jeans pocket. 

      While the guys work out the addresses, I take another glance at the book. Flipping to the front, I stop on a page about the Blackwoods. For some reason, I’m drawn to the image of a man and woman standing in front of Blackwood Manor, according to the caption. For some reason, I feel a deep pull to the woman in the photograph—Abigail Blackwood. 

      “Ready?” Blake asks, placing a hand on the small of my back. 

      I glance up and nod. 

      Together, we leave the small downstairs area and back up into the main part of the library. While I don’t feel like I’m much further along in my quest to understand the twins, I do feel like I’m being led, bread crumb by bread crumb, to something much bigger. 

      We pass by the old woman at the desk and she stands up with a handful of books in her arms. “Have a good day, everyone,” she says, hobbling off to whatever area of the library the books belong to. 

      “You, too,” Blake says, offering up a small wave. 

      Outside, the cool wind has taken a turn. The chill now has a bite and I shiver against it, zipping my coat up to my chin.

      Demetri walks over to his Camaro and opens the driver's side door. 

      “If anything goes sideways, call us. We’ll be there right away,” I say, walking past him as I make my way to the Lexus. 

      Demetri narrows his eyes. “I think I can handle the parents. It’s not like the kids are fugitives or something.” He drops into his seat and closes his door.

      Within seconds, he’s gone—driving from the library parking lot like he’s being chased by hellhounds. 

      Sighing to myself, I open the passenger door on the Lexus and get inside.

      “Ready?” Blake asks, turning the vehicle on and placing his hand on the shifter. 

      “Depends on what it is I’m ready for,” I say, without thinking through my words. I bite my lower lip, hoping he doesn’t take that as bait. 

      Instead, he tips his head slightly and puts the vehicle in reverse. 

      We leave the Grove County Library and set out on the main highway. Blackwood Manor, while not far, would have been a horrendous walk, so I’m thankful for the warmth of the Lexus. The drive alone is meant to take fifteen minutes, and from what I can tell, most of that is on the highway. 

      Within five minutes of driving, we’ve left all signs of civilization. Instead, all that remains are dead trees and snow snakes as the wind whips the dusting across the asphalt. 

      Blake handles the vehicle in relative silence, and I hold my breath in the hopes that it stays that way. The last thing I want to do right now is get into the inevitable conversation about last night. I need more mental preparation—and time—to deal with it. 

      However, I make the promise to myself that when today is all said and done, and we’re back at our hotel room, I’ll open up to him completely. He deserves that much. 

      There are a couple of times when I swear he was going to say something, but instead, he reached out to fiddle with a knob on the dashboard or press coordinates into the GPS. 

      “We’re almost there,” he finally says. “What’s the plan? Are we talking to anyone? Or—?”

      “I’m not sure. For now, I just want to see what’s what. Hecate was scared and that’s not her M.O.,” I say. “If anything, she was always the confident defier. You know?” 

      He nods as he flips his blinker on, and turns down what looks like a curvy dirt road. 

      “This should bring us to the manor. Assuming the address is right,” he says.  

      I lean forward, eyeing the scenery. “It has a spooky vibe. I don’t know about you, but I don’t feel welcome here. It’s like the energy wants to keep things sacred—safe. Like this is hallowed ground.”

      “Maybe it is? The Blackwoods were one of the founding families, right? Back in the day, families would have a family cemetery on-site,” Blake offers. “At least, it wasn’t unheard of.” 

      I flit my gaze out into the trees, feeling pulled out into their midst. It feels like something is out there, beckoning me to join it—but not in the “let’s skip rope and have a jolly good time” kinda way. I shiver away the sensation and sit up straighter. 

      When the trees give way and the dirt road transitions to a cobblestone drive, I’m about ready to turn this ship around. 

      “There is something on the property that’s not happy we’re here,” I say, taking in the entirety of the yard.

      “I don’t know. It has a certain kind of charm,” Blake says, driving into the circle loop in the front of the building. He parks the car beside the large central statue of a weeping angel. 

      I honestly don’t know what kind of charm it has, since I can’t seem to see beyond its energy. I wouldn’t stay here if someone paid me to do it. 

      “Let’s just nose around a bit and get out of here. I don’t like the vibe of the place,” I say, opening my door and stepping out.

      I have to admit, the manor is pretty impressive when you’re staring up into its full façade. There are at least two larger-than-life stories as the stone structure reaches high up into the sky. Most of the curtains are drawn on any of the front-facing windows, but the large exterior entryway is inviting enough with its enormous wooden door and stained glass surround. 

      I walk up to the door, pounding the side of my fist against the wood. Who knows how big this building actually is, but if the levels are any indicator, I’m willing to wager, it’s a damn big space. I’ve seen hotels smaller than this house. 

      Blake walks up beside me, his eyes darting around as he assesses his surroundings. 

      When no one answers, I pound again for good measure. Turning around, I gaze out over the large circle in the middle of the driveway with the statue. I hadn’t noticed before, but the weeping angel isn’t a woman—it’s a man. Instantly, it makes me think of Wade—the Angel of Death to be.

      My eyebrows tug in.

      “Doesn’t look like anyone’s home,” Blake says. “What do you want to do now?”

      “Other than break-in?” I say, a slow grin creeping across my face as I turn back to face him. 

      Blake chuckles. “As much fun as that might be, I have a feeling you want to be on Autumn’s good side. Breaking into her house…probably not the best way to go about that.” 

      “Psh. Ruin my fun,” I say, making a face. 

      “That doesn’t mean we can’t have a look around. Maybe you’ll pick up on something out there?” 

      “Since when did you become the sensible one?” I say, running my hand down his arm. 

      His left eyebrow quirks upward. “Wasn’t I always?” 

      I walk off, leaving him to guess my answer to that one. 

      Our footsteps crunch in the snow as we leave some pretty clear evidence behind that we were here. If anyone wanted to get super keyed up about keeping Autumn safe, our traipsing around would set alarm bells off for sure. 

      But in the meantime, I just want to get some answers about Autumn and what’s going on with the zombies. Plus, I have a sneaky suspicion that I can learn more about the Gilbert twins as well. 

      As expected, the house is far larger than it looks from face-on. It has a large U-shape, similar to the Windhaven Academy. When we reach the end of the building, the frozen pond and large backyard dominate the view. 

      “This is really pretty out here. I bet it’s amazing in the summer,” Blake says, clearly enamored with the grounds. 

      From what I understand, it’s mostly been the home of a bachelor. So, it makes sense that Blake would dig the vibe. He’s had his own bachelor pad thing going until recently. 

      “Yea, it’s got a nice view,” I say, still unable to shake the creepy crawlies. The sensation isn’t all that far off from what I was feeling when Cat was around that first time. To be honest, it makes me want to get the hell out. 

      My eyes drift over the building. 

      Is there some sort of deterrent magic they’re using to keep people away? 

      I step into the courtyard and close my eyes. Autumn’s been in and out of the courtyard recently. I sense her presence and curiosity as she learns more about her home and her abilities. She’s grown into her powers a bit and she’s learning what it means to be a necromancer.

      A presence arises and I wait for it to make itself fully known before I make a move. The ghost feels like a woman—and she’s far more benevolent than the rest of the energy of this space. 

      “You must be vigilant. Do not let your guard down.” A voice enters my mind, clear as day. She has an old-world lilt to her words and while I can’t see the ghost, I know she’s extremely close by.  

      “Be vigilant about what? What do we need protection from?” I probe, wanting to understand the message fully. 

      Is it a warning for me? Or is it a standard warning for any who enter this space—like a ghostly security system?

      But the presence is gone as quickly as she came. 

      Opening my eyes, I take another step forward and brush my hand across one of the hedges in the garden. 

      Instantly, my vision drops away and I’m seeing the space as if I’m floating above it. 

      In the very spot where I was standing, Colton kneels. His eyes are fixed to the middle of the house and I follow his gaze. Autumn walks across the large set of windows in only her bra and panties. 

      He’s a Peeping Tom? 

      Before I can see if anything else happens, I’m back in the present moment. I glance down, realizing the spot is devoid of snow, but a small patch of green grass remains. 

      “Hmmm… Blake, I think Colton might—” I turn around, expecting Blake to be standing there. Only he’s not. 

      I spin around in a circle.

      “Blake?” I call out, hoping he’s within earshot. I don’t need to alert the Blackwoods that we’re roaming their property without their permission. Especially not when it’s clear the grounds are haunted as fuck. 

      Holding my breath, silence is all that responds. 

      “Blake?” I practically squeak, as panic floods through my veins. 

      What if the vision with Blake were coming true? Not all visions come to pass in exactly the same way. Sometimes, they’re simply a warning. A precursor of things to come. 

      What if… 

      Without a second thought, I tear down the mental ward I put up to give him privacy and separate his thoughts from my own. 

      My expectation is that his thoughts and location will spring to me—the way they should. The way they do now.

      Only… I’m greeted by a deep chasm of emptiness. There are no thoughts, no location, nothing. 

      Wherever Blake is, he’s not on this plane of existence.
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      My heart lodges itself in my throat as I race from the courtyard and out into the open area of the backyard. Naked trees dot the space, but for the most part, the snow lays uninterrupted, making it easy to follow Blake’s footsteps. They lead toward the pond, so I race after them as quickly as I can, all while trying desperately to keep calm. But nothing about this feels right. 

      I should be able to sense him.

      Ever since I reclaimed my memories, I have been able to feel the soft hum of his soul. Even when I warded myself from his thoughts, I always felt his presence. 

      But now…

      “Blake? Blake answer me—” I call out, my voice cracking.

      The wind whips around me, making my hair spiral around my head and slash at my cheeks. I push it back with my hands, trying to keep my awareness open to my surroundings.  

      He can’t be gone. He can’t be…

      Terror grips hold of me and the vision from before threatens to take me down. 

      Was the Horseman here? Is that what I was sensing? Could we have altered something in time and he found us here? 

      What the fuck, Diana? Why didn’t you tell Blake to turn around and go back?

      I rush out toward the pond, stopping at the shore. His footsteps disappear a few feet from the edge. While there’s no ice on the surface of the water, there’s no way he would have jumped in. He’d have hypothermia within minutes.  

      Unless something forced him…

      “No, no, no,“ I breathe, clutching at my chest. I should have known something was wrong. I should have been warned.

      Goddammit, Apollo!

      My gaze flits to the final footsteps in the snow. While the trail might disappear, the fact that there isn’t a body—or any blood—takes a tiny bit of the edge off. There’s no sign of a struggle.

      He just vanished. 

      That means all signs point to a supernatural cause. He could still be all right. 

      But what if the Horseman took him? What if his use for him was changed?

      “Fuck.” I fight back the all-consuming dread, trying to get a handle on my emotions. They’re getting in the way of being able to see things clearly. “This can’t be happening,” I mutter, dropping down in the snow. I sit cross-legged and close my eyes. “Apollo, goddammit, what the fuck is going on here?” My voice echoes across the expanse of the pond in front of me. 

      Forcing my panic to the background, I open my abilities up wider. I allow them to spread out, searching time—forward and backward—as I try to pinpoint what happened to him or figure out where he is now. 

      For some reason, the only thing I see is him choosing to walk toward the water. I can’t tell why or if he was taken by someone—or something. It’s like he’s a complete blank spot again.

      What the hell happened to him? Why would he walk away from me and head toward the water in the first place? It doesn’t make any sense. 

      And actually…you know what else doesn’t make sense?

      People can’t just up and vanish. At least, not humans.

      A new thought hovers at the edges of my mind—a consideration I haven’t thought of yet. But just as it seems like it’s about to click into place, I hear movement in the distance off to my left. My trance vanishes and my eyes pop open just in time to catch the tail end of the movement, like fabric from a cloak ducking behind a tree. It’s there, then it’s gone—hidden in the thicket of trees. 

      Without a second thought, I’m on my feet and chasing after it. I don’t know who it is, or even if it’s going to lead me in the right direction. All I know is that I need to find Blake and I refuse to believe he’s gone for good. It’s a reality I simply cannot fathom.

      Still open wide to the energies surrounding me, I tap into the essence of the being in the woods. It reminds me of the malevolent energy from before and oddly enough, that gives me hope.

      If this creature has Blake, Hades himself would have to rise and take me down in order to stop me from going after it.

      I leave the open space of Blackwood Manor’s snow-covered yard and enter the brambles and trees of the woods surrounding the house. 

      “Hello?” I call out, trying to entice whatever is there to stop or turn and face me. When nothing happens, I continue, “Who are you? What are you doing here?” 

      The cold air makes my lungs hurt as I run deeper into the forest, but it’s easy enough to ignore. What pains me most is the big empty hole where my heart should be. 

      Goosebumps flash across the back of my neck and I spin on my heel. 

      “Shouldn’t be here,” a voice rings out beside my right ear. 

      I turn again quickly, only to find nothing is there. Then, over my left side, someone taps my shoulder. I rotate back the other direction and again, there’s nothing there. 

      Laughter echoes through the trees. 

      “Run…” a voice says. 

      “Yes, you should run,” another echoes the sentiment. 

      Clutching at both sides of my head, I close my eyes and stop moving. I’m no novice when it comes to ghosts, but shit is getting real. This is some next-level haunting. 

      In my mind’s eye, I sense souls—hundreds of souls—in and around this property. Some of them are in deep rest, as they should be, but some of them are just plain restless. 

      “What is this place?” I whisper to myself, trying to force the energies to back the fuck off. How the Blackwoods can live here without freaking out is beyond me. There’s no way I could function with this daily. 

      Far off to my right, a woman’s voice carries on the breeze. “This way…”

      “No, this way…” Another says, coming from the opposite direction. 

      They’re clearly trying to turn me around or scare the hell out of me. 

      I do my best to reinstate the mental wards to keep the ghosts at bay—but I can only close my mind down so far. I need to keep open enough to find Blake. 

      Gods, it’s hard to see past their oppressive energy. They’re incredibly strong. I can’t tell if it’s because they’ve been groomed that way, or because there are burial grounds nearby. The more I think about the nature of Hecate and what I know about Autumn, my bet is on the burial grounds. It’s the only explanation for this many entities wanting to come out and play.

      When the voices settle down a bit, I take a long deep breath in through my nose. Opening my eyes again, I hunt for signs of movement. Dead ahead, I catch the sweeping motion of fabric again and I dart after it. 

      Before I know it, I can no longer see the manor, and to be fair, I’m not even sure which direction it is. All I know is that I need to trudge through this cluster fuck of snow, tripping over fallen trees and dead branches in the hopes of finding him.

      Blake had damn well better be this way. 

      I keep my eyes trained on the place where I caught the movement and force myself to pick up speed. My feet are freezing, since I was not prepared for a nature hike in a foot of snow. Had someone, I don’t know, Apollo maybe, given me a heads up on this, I would have dressed differently. 

      Or hell, not come at all. 

      Fuck. 

      There’s obviously a reason, but it doesn’t mean I have to like it.

      “Blake? Blake, are you here?” I yell, starting to lose my cool completely. Not that there was much remaining. “Apollo, goddammit where are you? Help me out, man.” 

      I stop running, pressing my right hand against a large birch tree, as I try to catch my breath. Between my hammering heartbeat and frozen lungs, it’s a miracle I haven’t keeled over.

      Granted, it wouldn’t stick…

      Suddenly, my vision is taken over and I watch the cloaked figure move through the woods as if I’m trailing it from the sky like a bird. No matter how close I get, I can’t see its face. However, I notice for the first time that its movements aren’t fluid. Instead, it jerks back and forth and its feet drag behind it at odd angles, like it’s new to a body. Or brought back from the dead…

      Is it a revenant? 

      Before I can dig deeper into that possibility, it vanishes into a crack between dirt and trees. Then, my vision pulls back and I’m again rooted in the moment. 

      “What in the hell kind of help was that?” I say, yelling my words toward the sky. “Come on, Apollo. What the fuck?” 

      An intense pull, like a rope springing from the center of my torso, makes me swing hard to my left. I follow the tug, not that I had much of a choice, cutting through dead bushes that scrape and fray the ends of my jacket and slash at the back of my hands. 

      “No, not that way.”

      Great, the voices have returned. 

      “Stay out,” another says, the tone severe—like it would shank me with its words if it could. 

      Confusion and panic mix and I start questioning the reasoning for being in these woods at all.

      What if that’s what the creature wanted? What if this has nothing to do with Blake?

      What if he’s still back at the manor and I’ve been led away from him?

      What if…

      The horror of those thoughts makes me spin in circles. I have no idea which direction is which anymore. As psychic as I am, I’m a jumbled-up mess, thanks to my intense, crazy emotions. This was all so much easier when my own heart wasn’t involved. All I want is to find Blake—to know he’s safe and in my arms. 

      I promise I’ll never let him go. Never let a single moment pass by without showing him how much means to me. I won’t waste a single moment. 

      Tears stream down my face, freezing to my cheeks and burning the skin as they do. 

      What am I gonna do?

      This helpless feeling is utterly petrifying. I don’t know how humans can live with this kind of doubt. My heart feels like it’s going to cave in, causing a black hole to form in the center of my being. 

      I ball my fists at my side and scream at the top of my lungs. “Blake—” 

      A sob clings to my throat and I fight the urge to drop down to my knees. I will not let this break me. I will find him, dammit. 

      Apollo will help me. He’ll guide me to him. I know he will. 

      Blake’s my soulmate. He’s a part of me. 

      “Not anymore…” a voice whispers.
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      Like hell. 

      I spin around, searching for the source of the words. It doesn’t seem to matter where I focus, there’s an entity there, ready to poke fun or play. I don’t know if they’re just here to watch me squirm, or if the words came from someone with inside knowledge. 

      “Come out and tell me that to my face,” I say, discarding any mental wards left to protect my energy. I want to be able to see this ghost for myself. “Come on!” 

      “Diana, what in the hell are you doing?” A voice rings out in the distance, pulling me back to myself. 

      A few meters out, Demetri treks through the snow and makes his way toward me. 

      I blink rapidly, trying to make sure I’m not seeing things. “Demetri?”

      My mental wards go back up as I ground myself to reality and release the connection to the spirits in these woods. 

      Demetri’s concerned gaze is the first thing that snaps into focus when he gets close enough.

      “Why in the hell are you all the way out here?” he asks. 

      “Blake is—” my voice cracks and I stop talking, unable to form the words. 

      “He’s what? Where is he?” Demetri asks as he reaches me. 

      My head wobbles from side to side. “I don’t… I don’t know. He’s gone.” 

      Demetri grabs hold of my shoulders, forcing me to look directly into his gray eyes. “What do you mean gone?”

      My lips press into a thin line and I inhale sharply through my nose. 

      His eyes flit around the space behind me. “What happened?”

      “I don’t know. One minute he was with me... The next…” I run my right hand over my face. This can’t be happening. I have to be dreaming… It can’t be real. I glance up, suddenly suspicious. “What are you doing out here? Aren’t you supposed to be talking with the Gilberts?” 

      Demetri snorts. “The old woman was nice enough. But like you said, as soon as I started asking questions about the twins, she clammed right up. I don’t think the dad’s around, though. At least, that’s the impression I got.”

      “Okay, but why are you here?”

      He recoils, pulling his hands from my shoulders. “I caught a weird energetic signature back at the Gilbert’s home. It was like a person with powers was nearby, but the thing moved weirdly. Flitting in and out of reality. Since I got no joy from Mrs. Gilbert, I followed my curiosity. The next thing I knew, I heard you screaming at the top of your lungs. To be honest, I thought you were trying to use the woods to come find me.” 

      “No, I was trying to find Blake. Dem—he’s not here,” I say, unable to take in a thing he just said. 

      “What does that even mean?”

      “I mean—he’s gone. His soul is missing from this plane of existence.”

      His eyebrows knit together and he takes a confused step back. “But that can only happen if—”

      “Someone dies. I know,” I spit. “But he’s not dead. He can’t be.”

      “How do you know?” 

      “I’d know,” I fire back, unable to believe anything else. 

      He sighs and a big cloud of air billows out in front of him. “Then, what do you think happened? Did you pick up on anything?” 

      “I don’t know. I’m not getting anything other than a creature in a cloak. I’m wondering if it was one of those zombie-revenant things. But I can’t be sure.” 

      Demetri paces in front of me. “Did it seem like it was here one second and gone the next?” 

      “Sort of? I don’t really know. There are…a lot of spirits out here. They’re messing with my head,” I say, stepping away from him and leaning against a large oak tree. 

      He shakes his head. “Glad they don’t show up on my radar anymore.” 

      “Something supernatural took him. That’s my gut feeling, but I can’t be sure.” I swallow hard. “What do we do, Dem? I gotta find him.”

      “You really care about this guy, don’t you?” he whispers. 

      I glance up from under my eyebrows and he holds his hands up in surrender. 

      “Okay,” he begins, “Look, maybe what I was hunting for and what you were chasing is the same thing? I sensed it go off that way before you came up on my radar.” He raises his right hand, pointing to my left. 

      “That’s where I was headed, too,” I say. 

      He nods. “Then let’s head that way. Between the two of us, we’re bound to pick up on something. And if nothing else, we kick down doors and interrogate the Blackwoods and Gilberts. There’s no way a creature is roaming their woods and they don’t know about it.” 

      “Fine. But you lead the way. If I open up my gifts fully, there’s too much information to sift through. All the ghosts come to me and I can’t make sense of anything,” I say. 

      “Fair enough.” He drifts his gaze out to the woods, searching through the forest. “This way.” 

      Demetri stalks off, leaving me behind. I kick off the tree and chase after him, hoping that between the two of us, we can figure this mess out. 

      “Geez, wait for me, would you?” I call out as I straddle a downed tree just to keep up with him.

      “It’s moving fast. I don’t want to lose it,” he says over his shoulder. 

      Darkness is falling, as a warm pink glow bleeds across the white snow. The chill air is already starting to turn bitter. If we don’t make headway soon, I shudder to think what might happen to Blake—or us. 

      We need to speed this shit up. 

      “Not too far now,” Demetri says, ducking under a low-hanging branch from a sapling. “Hang on…” He bends down, his fingertips tracing footsteps in the snow. 

      “Are those yours?” I ask when I catch up. 

      He shakes his head. “No, but they’re fresh.” 

      “Blake?” I say, more for myself than anything else. I bend down, touching the footprint as well. When no vision comes from it, I glance up, following the trail. “Come on.” 

      I take the lead, desperate to know who’s on the other end of those footprints. “How fresh do you—” Before I have the ability to get any more words out, alarm bells go off in my head. It’s not a vision per se, but more of a knowing. I stop moving, turning around to face Demetri as I cry, “Look out!”

      Demetri comes to a halt, turning quickly to his right as a male revenant comes into view. It shuffles out from behind a cedar bush, making its way toward us at a surprising speed. No sound comes from its decaying mouth, despite it being open wide. 

      Skin falls off its frame in large chunks and just the look of him makes my stomach roll. With as much death as I’ve witnessed in my life, I will never get used to seeing the undead. They’re unnatural…

      And that’s saying something, all things considered.

      “Shit,” Demetri fires off, stepping to the side and out of the way as the thing reaches for him. Its boney fingers miss their mark and it teeters off balance because of it. 

      Without any hesitation, Demetri spins around, knocking its legs out from under it. The revenant drops to the ground, landing face-first in the snow. It doesn’t even have the reflexes to hold its hands out to buffer the blow. Instead, when it picks its head up, its nose is no longer attached to its face. 

      I stick out my tongue, totally grossed the fuck out. 

      Demetri doesn’t waste time. He races, forward, kicking the revenant square in the side of the head like it’s a football. As if nothing was actually keeping it attached to its body, the revenant’s head pops off with a sickening crack. Then, it rolls across the ground, picking up huge batches of snow in what’s left of its hair. Thankfully, with the head detached, the body goes motionless.

      However, goosebumps flash up the back of my neck, making me spin around. Behind me, another male revenant races our direction with a special kind of limp distinctive to the recently deceased. 

      This time, the revenant is hellbent on making me its target. Fresher than the last one, its skin is still mostly intact and firm against its frame. 

      “Christ, I’m too old for this shit,” I mumble. 

      While I might have been in Windhaven under the knowing revenants were running around town, actually seeing them is something quite different. I can’t say I’m a fan. And I sure as hell don’t want to waste any time with them while I’m desperate to find Blake. 

      Those gun training lessons Blake had offered before we left kinda seem like they would have come in handy right about now. 

      The revenant lunges for me, and I do my best to duck under its outstretched arms. Unfortunately, the thing grabs hold of my hair, clutching it tightly in its disgusting grasp. 

      I cry out, spinning around and reaching for my hair as I try to reclaim it from the creature. However, the more I tug, the tighter its grip. With its free arm, it reaches for the fabric of my jacket, pulling me into its unnaturally cold body. I’ve been with vampires who put off more heat. 

      My skin crawls at the thought of being a chew toy for this thing. While I can’t die, I certainly don’t want to heal from multiple zombie bites.

      I hold my arms out, keeping its gnashing teeth at bay as it uses its remaining body mass to keep me from getting away. 

      Demetri rushes over, wrapping his arm around the revenant’s neck and pulling backward. Unfortunately, this guy’s muscles and ligaments must still be mostly attached, because it doesn’t budge. In fact, it barely even notices the interaction. 

      Since the headlock is futile, Demetri lets go and steps back. Hopefully, to think up plan B. 

      Unfortunately, without the monkey on its back, the revenant falters forward, taking me down with it. I don’t even have time to cry out. Instead, I hit the freezing, snow-covered ground and the revenant is short to follow. It lands on top of me, not missing a beat. It continues to bite the air, snapping its teeth and trying hard to get a chunk of me to nibble on. His mouth is inches from my face when a glint of silver flashes in my periphery. 

      The creature gurgles and black goo spurts from its mouth, splattering across my face. I fight the urge to hurl, but the frenzy on top of me comes to an abrupt end. Without a second thought, I push the revenant off and it lands in a heap with a large pocket knife rammed into the top of its head. 

      I drop back down in the snow, leaning my head back and closing my eyes. My pulse hammers hard in my chest and I gulp at the cold air, thankful to be in one piece. 

      Then, without warning, I’m no longer laying in the snow. 

      Instead, I’m standing on the other side of a large fire pit. A man stands on the other side, clad in a cloak with its hood up. Like the cloaked figure in the woods, I can’t make out his face. About ten feet behind him, another cloaked figure stands with her hands out in prayer position. Her bright pink fingernails glint in the light of the fire. I can’t see her face, either, because her head is lowered as she chants. 

      I turn my focus to the words, trying to get clear on what these people are doing, but I don’t need any of that. The scene changes and I’m suddenly at the cemetery.

      A man stands beside a fresh grave, looking down at the site. He reaches out, moving the earth aside like it was the easiest thing in the world to do with the wave of his hand. 

      Then, after a short incantation, the casket lid pops open.

      The vision drops and I’m back to reality.

      Oh my god, I know who’s raising the revenants.
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      Demetri reaches out his hand and I take it so he can  he pull me upright.

      “Are you okay?” he asks, giving me a once over. “You hurt?”

      I brush off my backside, checking in with myself. My right elbow has certainly felt better and I’m probably missing a chunk of my hair. But other than that, I’m okay. 

      I wipe my had across my face, trying to clear away the black goo.

      “I’ll live,” I mutter, surveying the area, in case any more of those creatures come at us. Who knows how many are hiding in these woods. I turn back to Demetri. “Could you sense the revenants?” 

      He shakes his head. “Not even a little bit. They might be supernatural in nature, but the power doesn’t come from them.”

      “Yeah, well, I know who the man behind the curtain is now,” I say.

      Fire burns in my core, making me wish I’d never come to Windhaven. I can’t believe it’s him.

      “You do?” Demetri says, surprise evident in the shape of his round eyes. “Who?” 

      I take a long breath through my nose and spit out, “Colton Gilbert.” 

      Demetri’s jaw drops open and he takes a step back. “Are you certain?” 

      I nod. “I just got a vision. He’s raising the revenants and framing Autumn and her boyfriend. The only thing I don’t understand is why. Does he have a vendetta against the Blackwoods?” The question is more for me than for Demetri. 

      “Back at the library, it seemed like the two families were close. You’re right. Why would he do that?” 

      I shoot him a knowing look. “Well, that doesn’t mean much. You and I both know that things can change over the years. Just because one generation was close with one another… It doesn’t mean it stayed that way.” 

      “True.”

      “And if he’s willing to do this to Autumn—what else is he willing to do? Kidnap Blake, perhaps?” I say through clenched teeth. If he’s the one behind Blake’s disappearance, the kid is going down.

      “I think just about anything is fair game at this point,” Demetri agrees. “But how could he hide Blake’s soul from you? That seems a bit…” He winces, not taking the train of thought much further. 

      “Maybe he has help? Look, I don’t know. I just know that this is too much of a coincidence,” I fire back. “We need to find our way out of here before it gets too dark.”

      “I agree. The last thing I want is to get caught out here after dark. Especially with zombies roaming these woods,” Demetri says, shivering. “So, when we get out of here…then what?”

      “Then, I confront Colton. I need Blake back. The longer he’s missing—” I say, my words petering out to a whisper. I can’t bring myself to say the rest. I don’t know what’s happened to him and I’m afraid to even speculate at this point. All I know is I will get him back.

      With the sun setting, darkness is creeping across the expanse, making it hard to know which direction is which anymore. “Demetri—do you know which way is out?”

      “Mmmmm.” His lips press tight and he closes his eyes. After a few seconds, he spins slightly counterclockwise and points. “That way is the Gilbert’s house.” 

      “How do you know?”

      “Because I can sense all three of them inside,” he says nonchalantly. 

      I tip my head in acknowledgment. It’s good to have someone with his abilities on the team. I just wish Blake had supernatural abilities so Demetri could sense him, too. 

      “All right, then. We’re using you as a compass. Lead the way.” I hold my hand out in front of my body, suggesting he get moving. 

      He does as I ask, and steps out in front, guiding us out of the woods. I shut my mind and abilities down, locking myself in tight to avoid any more inundation from the spirits. Right now, I need to conserve my energy so I can read the fuck out of Colton and get the answers I need. 

      What I don’t get is why would Apollo care about this kid? Or protect him up until this point. If he’s the one raising the revenants and unleashing them on the town, why would he want me to keep him safe? I mean, sure, keep the kid away from Sentinel because who knows what kind of hell he could unleash with a power like his. 

      But protect him?

      Things aren’t adding up the way they usually do and my gifts aren’t connecting the dots for me the way I’d like.

      Granted, I’m not entirely on my game. 

      With Blake missing, it’s like my whole world is off-center. Things don’t make sense the way they do when he’s the one walking beside me. 

      I need that man by my side and I’ve never needed anyone.  

      To be honest, I don’t know if I like the feeling. 

      As we trudge through the snowdrifts and dense trees, I push away the thoughts that threaten to take me under. If Blake isn’t on this plane of existence—if I can’t sense him—where is he? What’s happening to him? Is he hurt? Could he be…

      I shake my head.

      “We’re nearly there,” Demetri says, raising his right arm and pointing. “You can almost make out the house. I think those are lights from the property.” 

      I follow the direction of his finger and squint in the distance. There’s just enough sunlight left that it’s hard to tell what I’m looking at. 

      “I’ll take your word for it,” I say, continuing forward. My feet were frozen ages ago and if I get out of this without frostbite, it’ll be a miracle. 

      The idea of Blake’s frozen body crops up into my mind and shudder the thought away. 

      After a couple of minutes, we break through the forest and step into the open field of what looks like the side yard leading up to the Gilbert’s. 

      Everything is lit up by two ultra-bright yard lights. One by the front door and another one near the detached garage in front of us. Two cars sit outside—one a Ford Escape, the other a compact car, but I have no idea what kind from here. I can’t say I overly care. 

      I take the lead, marching past them both as I make my way to the building with Demetri close behind. The whole front of the house is hidden under a large wrap-around porch. I’m a woman on a mission as I head up the wooden stairs and keep walking toward the good size front door. Before I can lift my hand to rap on the wood, it swings open. 

      “Can I help you?” a dark-skinned woman with soft brown eyes and slightly upturned lips asks. Her black hair, streaked with highlights of gray and white, is piled on the tip of her head in a detailed, braided bun. 

      I extend my hand. “Hi, my name is Diana Hawthorne. I need to speak with your kids.” 

      Mrs. Gilbert looks down at my outstretched hand and the charming smile fades from her face. “Would you mind explaining to me what it is you want to speak to them about?” She leans around me, quirking a skeptical eyebrow in Demetri’s direction. 

      I glance over my shoulder and catch the tail end of Demetri’s wave. 

      “Of course. I’ve been asked by the Windhaven Academy to investigate some suspicious activity. I’m just doing routine questioning with the kids who know Autumn Blackwood and her boyfriend Wade Hoffman,” I say, slapping on the most sincere smile I can muster.  

      It’s clear Mrs. Gilbert is the gatekeeper. If I can get her to believe I’m here to investigate Autumn and not the twins, I have a feeling she’ll be more willing to work with me. 

      “What suspicious activity is that?” she asks, crossing her arms over her body. 

      Demetri steps up behind me. “Criminal resurrection. There are zombies running around, ma’am.” 

      I shoot him a sideways glare and turn back to Mrs. Gilbert. “Yes, we’re here to find out what role Ms. Blackwood and her boyfriend may play in the revenants. But we’re also looking into a missing person…” 

      Mrs. Gilbert’s eyes widen with curiosity. While she might have at least heard about the revenants, Blake’s disappearance is news. “Let me go and grab them.” 

      Relief washes over me as she disappears into the house for a moment and returns with both Cat and Colton on her tail. 

      “What is this all about?” Cat asks. Her gaze locks with mine as she exits the small building. 

      Colton, on the other hand, doesn’t say much. He doesn’t even look up. It’s almost as if he’s trying to make himself as small as humanly possible. 

      I step forward getting slightly into his space. The movement forces him to glance upward and when he does, I jut out my hand. “I’m Diana.” 

      “Colton,” he mutters, shaking my hand quickly and letting it drop. 

      While the contact was short, it was enough for my gifts to enhance. 

      “Colton, I need to ask you and your sister a few questions,” I say, staying right where I am, even though I can tell my proximity makes him super uncomfortable. 

      “Is this about the revenants? Is that what I overheard?” Cat asks, her expression open and curious.

      I nod. “What do you know about them?” 

      She shrugs. “Not much. Just that people are thinking it’s our friend Autumn’s boyfriend.” 

      “Do you think it’s Mr. Hoffman?” I ask, turning my gaze to Colton. 

      Cat shrugs. “I mean, it did start happening after he came to town.” 

      The corner of Colton’s lips twitches upward on one side.

      He’s pleased with her answer. 

      Either she doesn’t know and she’s just repeating what everyone else is saying, or they’ve rehearsed this.

      I turn to face him. “And what do you think?”

      Colton thrusts his hands into his jeans pockets and shrugs. “I don’t know. Can’t say I’ve given it much thought.” 

      I narrow my eyes. So, he wants to play it that way.

      He’s intelligent, that’s for sure. But he uses his silence as a shield, allowing the outside world to judge him as they please—and that typically means underestimating him. 

      “From what I’m picking up, the majority of the school thinks it’s Autumn Blackwood. Do either of you—” 

      “It’s not Autumn,” Colton interrupts. “She wouldn’t do something like that.”

      “Hmmm,” I say, surprised. 

      “Yeah, I don’t think she would, either. She’s new to her powers, sure, but I don’t think she’d do—” 

      Colton elbows Cat. Mrs. Gilbert shoots an annoyed glance at them both and clucks her tongue in disapproval. 

      “Why is she new to her powers? I thought most supernaturals start working with their powers when they’re really young?” I say, trying to draw out more of their version of the story. 

      “Well, she did…but then she…” Cat’s expression closes down and I can tell she doesn’t want to share any of Autumn’s family secrets. 

      Clearly, there’s still a friendship tie here. 

      The pieces of the puzzle continue to click into place. 

      “Do either of you know about the disappearance of a man named Blake Wilson?” I ask, pushing for the information I most desperately want. Hopefully, the physical connection I had with Colton will give me the insights I need. 

      Colton glances up, confusion bleeding through his expression. “I don’t know any guy named Blake.” His words are barely above a whisper. 

      Despite how much I’d like to unleash hell on the kid, I kinda believe him. It’s evident in his whole aura this is news to him.

      Dammit. 

      I turn my gaze to Cat. Her face is open and she’s just as confused as her brother. 

      My tongue flits across my lower lip and I bite down to keep from saying something stupid. 

      As much as I hate to admit it, it doesn’t look like Blake’s disappearance was on them. At least not directly. 

      But what if his revenants were involved? Do they have autonomy?

      I open my mouth to corner Colton about them, the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. I spin around, peering into the darkness. 

      The night has almost consumed the view of everything beyond the circle of light cast by the floodlights. Yet, I catch a glimpse of a figure’s broad shoulders. 

      “Blake?” I squeak.
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      I rush past Demetri and practically leap off the steps. I don’t bother cluing anyone in on my mad dash. Instead, I focus on the spot in the darkness where I saw Blake. 

      Why would he be out here and not come to me?

      Why is it I still can’t sense him or his thoughts?

      Something is wrong. Seriously, totally, wrong. 

      With no flashlight or way to see in the dark, I run into the woods, hoping like hell my gifts will lead the way. But right now, the averages aren’t looking so good. 

      Gods, this is all my fault. Had I just come to Windhaven alone—or made us turn around when I had that damn vision… Blake would still be okay. He wouldn’t be happy, but he wouldn’t be erased from existence. Plus, I wouldn’t be derailing my whole investigation because I need to find him. 

      I stop running for a second, closing my eyes and tilting my head to listen closer. 

      A twig snaps to the right and I take off that direction, but without night vision goggles or something, I can already tell this is going to be futile. But I don’t care.

      I have to find him. 

      My feet still haven’t thawed out from our excursion in the woods earlier and every footstep is more painful than the last. However, I push past it all in the hopes that what I saw was real. 

      Because if it wasn’t… I don’t know what else to do. Not even Apollo is answering me. 

      “Diana, where are you going?” Demetri asks, following after me. 

      “Blake’s out here. I saw him,” I yell back, refusing to stop. “He went this way.” 

      Demetri flicks on a flashlight, probably from his cellphone. The light is minuscule and barely penetrates beyond a few feet in front of me. 

      “I don’t see anything, Diana,” Demetri calls back, closer now. 

      “He was here,” I say. I know he was. 

      I continue running, scanning the woods for signs of more movement. But Demetri is right—the wind has died down and I don’t hear anything besides the crunching of our footsteps and labored breath now. 

      Goddammit. 

      Feeling defeated, I slow down and eventually stop. I hang my head and pull in big gulps of cold air as my mind spins out of control. 

      Maybe I was seeing things? 

      In this haunted neighborhood, I can’t say it would surprise me. There’s something incredibly powerful and potent in these woods and if I had more time to dig into it without worrying about Blake, I know I’d be able to figure some shit out. Maybe even find out more behind the zombies and why Colton has them hanging out in the woods. 

      Who knows… Maybe this is why Sentinel wants the twins?

      Then again, maybe they have absolutely nothing to do with the woods. Maybe the ghosts are tied more to the Blackwoods. Gods, I’m so turned around. 

      Demetri steps up beside me, bending down and placing his hands on his knees. “Jesus Christ, I’m too old to run like that.” 

      Surprisingly, Cat and Colton are close on Demetri’s heels. Mrs. Gilbert, however, doesn’t seem to be with them. That woman has more to her than meets the eye and I suspect she knows more than she lets on.

      “What’s going on? Why did you take off running?” Cat asks. Concern is clear across her features when she gets close enough to see her face in the darkness. 

      I pinch the bridge of my nose and close my eyes. I feel like my world has been shaken and tipped upside down. Without this resolved, without Blake by my side, I’m totally off my game and unable to function. 

      “I need him back,” I say, swallowing hard. 

      I don’t care about the twins. To be blunt, I don’t give two fucks about Sentinel and why they want them. To hell with Apollo and this mission—especially if it means losing Blake in the midst of it. 

      I don’t even care about Autumn and her boyfriend.

      I just want Blake.

      Demetri turns to the twins. “Blake Wilson is her…partner.” He glances back in my direction, scrunching his face. He’s not sure what to call Blake at this point, but his translation is close enough. 

      “Where did he go?” Colton asks, looking up and eyeing me closely for the first time. 

      I wipe the back of my hand across my mouth and sigh. “We were at Blackwood Manor, investigating things and he went missing. Like, up and vanished while we were on the property. Do either of you know how something like that could be possible?”

      “There was a creature—a Vodník—that used to hunt around here. It lived under the pond,” Cat says. “Could it be something like that? Maybe there were more than just the one?”

      “A Vodník?” I repeat. I’m totally unfamiliar with this creature. But then again, it’s not like I moonlight as a monster hunter. I have enough problems as it is. 

      “It’s a creature who consumes souls,” Demetri says, nodding. “That’s a possibility.” 

      Panic streaks through me. Could a creature have captured Blake’s soul? 

      And if that’s the case, what happens to him? Does he die? Or is his soul trapped?

      If it’s trapped, does that mean he can’t reincarnate?

      “Oh my god,” I whisper, pressing my fingertips to my lips. Please don’t let it be the Vodník. 

      Without another word, I sit down in the middle of the snow and cross my legs. If his soul is trapped by this creature, I need to know. Now. 

      “What is she doing?” Cat asks, startled. 

      “She’s probably gonna use her gifts to see if the Vodník was involved,” Demetri says, answering for me. 

      “What are her gifts?” Colton asks. 

      “Shhhhhhh—” I spit, trying to silence them. I need to concentrate and I can’t do that with everyone around me chattering away. 

      They all clamp their mouths shut and I settle back in. The cold ground seeps all heat from my backside, making this one of the most uncomfortable vision inductions, but I push through it regardless. As soon as I’m past the veil, I should be able to tap into other realities and other layers of existence. 

      At first, letting go of this reality is difficult. There’s someone tying me to this plane now—even if he might not technically be on it. And just that simple change is enough to throw me off my game. 

      However, after a few minutes of practiced breathing, the outside world pushes away and my senses are heightened. I focus on the word Vodník since the creature itself has no meaning for me. 

      Images flip through my mind of a creature with a dark cloak and covered face. 

      Even in this place of non-physical form, I can sense my body’s responses kicking into high gear. This is just like what I was following in the woods. 

      Good god, could his soul be trapped by this creature? And if so, how do I get it back? Where is his body… I need more answers than this.

      All of a sudden, bright red flashing lights take over my vision and without any other message, I’m cast out of the spiritual realm and back into my body. 

      I suck in a quick breath and swallow hard. Clutching at my chest, I say, “It wasn’t the Vodník.” 

      I don’t know whether to be relieved or frustrated. 

      “What if you’re looking at this all wrong? Could he have just… I don’t know. Decided to leave?” Colton asks. “Were you guys having a fight or anything?”

      Cat shoots him a sideways glance and Demetri shifts his gaze over to me. 

      I hate the uncertainty Colton’s words stir up. Most of the time I’d know one hundred percent how Blake was feeling—or anyone for that matter. But because I’ve been trying to ward myself from his thoughts and give him privacy, I have no idea how he was really feeling about last night. 

      How upset was Blake after our somewhat failed attempt at sex? I hadn’t had the chance to talk with him about it or set things straight. Would that be enough to make him wander off?

      “No, he wouldn’t do that.” The words come out of my mouth without meaning to. Maybe it was my subconscious speaking, or maybe it was something more. 

      “How do you know?” Cat says, kicking at the snow in the ground and shoving her hands into her coat pockets.

      “I pick up on energies. And his—it’s not even on this plane of existence,” I say, biting back the emotions welling under the surface. “The Vodník creature had me worried for a minute there. But I’m getting clear messages that it wasn’t involved.”

      “Could he have been taken down by one of those revenants?” Demetri asks. When he sees the look on my face, he holds his hands up. “I’m just saying.” 

      “Look, Demetri, you know I’m no novice, okay. But neither is he. He’s well trained and if a revenant came at him, I have no doubt he’d know what to do. But this—this is some next-level shit. Besides, there isn’t a body,” I say, still unable to believe this day’s events. 

      How could something go so terribly wrong? 

      I swear, it’s like the universe is punishing us for being together.

      Or trying to be… 

      “You really care for this Blake guy, huh,” Cat asks. 

      “He’s my everything,” I whisper, holding back tears. 

      Colton opens his mouth, but Cat elbows him in the arm, and his mouth snaps shut. 

      However, his mind was clear about what he wanted to say and it comes at me like a slap across the face.

      Standing up, I get right into his space. I stare at Colton dead in his eyes and spit, “Wait a minute… There are two Cats?”
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      A lightbulb goes off in my head. This is why Cat seemed so different each time I ran into her.

      She’s two separate beings. 

      Colton shuffles back a step, surprise written all over his face. “How did—”

      Cat gasps, covering her mouth with her fingertips. She recovers quickly, though—shaking it off and straightening her shoulders. 

      “Wait a minute. Say that again?” Demetri says from just behind me. He shines his flashlight toward the ground, but the ambient glow helps us see each other better. 

      In an instant, I surge forward, getting up in Colton’s face. “Spill it. Now.” I’m a good six inches shorter than him, but he still shrinks back anyway. Then he swallows hard, dropping his gaze to the ground. 

      “Fine. If you don’t want to answer, she can,” I say, turning from Colton and getting into Cat’s personal space. “What in the actual fuck is going on out here? And what does it have to do with you?”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she says, playing coy. 

      I drop my hands to my side in exasperation. “You know what? Let’s all be open here, shall we? I know you’re Gemini Twins. I know you can bend earth”—I jab a finger at Colton, then at Cat—“and you fire. I know something isn’t right with either of you and it’s making me cranky. Add on top the fact that my…” I narrow my gaze, looking for the right word, “partner is missing, and you’ve got a pretty pissed-off woman. Now, either you explain to me what’s going on, or I’m gonna assume you’ve kidnapped Blake. And if I assume that, he’ll leash hell on both of you.” I lift my arm, swinging it around to point at Demetri. 

      Neither one of them know what kind of power he is, so I may as well play to that.

      Cat gives Demetri a once over. “He doesn’t look scary.”

      “Oh ho ho. That’s exactly what the last person said before he went berserk and ripped him to shreds,” I say, putting on the smuggest smile I can muster. “Come on Dem, do you think we should show them what a Level Ten Berserker can do?” 

      Gods, where I pull this shit from is beyond me. Even I’m amazed at the ease with which the lie flows and still sounds terrifying. Hell, I wouldn’t want to fuck around if what I was saying were true. 

      “Cat, I don’t want to mess with a Berserker…” Colton says, taking a few extra steps back for good measure.

      Clearly braver than her brother, Cat eyes the two of us for a moment, flitting her gaze between myself and Demetri. I have no idea what kind of façade Demetri is putting on, but I sure as hell hope it’s an intimidating one. I hold my confidence high, assuming he’s playing his damn part. 

      “Cat—” Colton repeats, his voice elevating. 

      “I didn’t do anything to this Blake guy,” she finally says, dropping her hands to her side, her shoulders drooping. 

      “But the other you did?” I probe, seeing where this is leading.

      She shrugs. “I don’t know. Maybe? She doesn’t have much power in this plane.” 

      I cross my arms. “Explain.” 

      “I don’t quite know what she is. It’s like she’s me—only not. The whole thing has been incredibly weird and I didn’t know what to do,” she whispers. 

      “What is she?” I ask, swapping my gaze between the twins. 

      Colton also shrugs. “We don’t know. But I can tell it’s still her. Cat, I mean.” 

      “How?” Demetri asks, stepping up beside me. 

      “She feels the same. Energy-wise, I mean. Only…” Colton’s gaze drops again to the ground and he shoves his hands into the pockets of his hoodie. 

      “Only what?” I ask, narrowing my gaze.  

      He sighs and looks at me from under his eyebrows. “Only, she’s not real. She doesn’t have form.” 

      “She’s a ghost?” 

      Colton shakes his head. “No, she can’t be a ghost. I wouldn’t be able to see her. I don’t have that ability.” 

      “Then what is she?” Demetri asks. 

      “We’ve been trying to work that out. We don’t know,” Colton says, screwing up his face as his lips tug to one side. 

      “All we know is she’s a bitch when she doesn’t get her way,” Cat says, huffing out a sardonic laugh. “And trust me, I don’t say that lightly.”

      I another take a step toward Cat. “Let me read you,” I say, extending my hands toward her. 

      Colton tips his chin toward me. “Maybe she’ll have answers. It’s not like we’ve been able to make much headway.” 

      “Diana is an extremely gifted psychic,” Demetri offers up his opinion, surprising as it is to hear. It’s not like he’s always been thrilled about that fact. 

      Cat’s expression turns skeptical. “If she’s so psychic, why can’t she find this Blake guy?” 

      I don’t know why I always have to explain this piece to people, but it seems I’m doomed to constantly repeat myself. 

      “Because I’m not a god. I’m able to pull some incredible insights in, but I’m still a person with human emotions. Sometimes, they cloud my judgment, and thus my visions.” I say, still holding my hands, palm-side up. 

      “But when it comes to other people’s problems, she’s got a damn near perfect record,” Demetri says. “You can trust her.”

      My heart beams. It wasn’t all that long ago that Demetri and I weren’t even on speaking terms, let alone friendly. The fact that his opinion has changed so drastically is testament to the fact that I don’t always see the entire picture clearly, but the shards I’m given will always lead me to the right place.  

      Cat nods, closing the gap between us. She places her hands over the top of mine and I close my eyes. 

      Without hesitation, I’m inundated by various aspects of Cat and Colton’s lives. The twins have definitely been entwined from the moment they were conceived. 

      Somehow, they share so much—their pains, their feelings, and even their powers to an extent. 

      On more than one occasion, I witness Colton lending his power to Cat, helping her to get over a cold, heal from a broken ankle, and even try to heal her after a car wreck, to no avail. 

      The scene shifts and I see her thrust from her body and on the verge of death. However, Colton hovers over her, using as much earth energy as possible to keep her soul tied to the earthly plane. 

      Her memories jumble, but I catch glimpses of Autumn Blackwood and the white-haired guy from the academy. They work over her, trying to call to her and bring her back. 

      Again the scene shifts and they’re all in some dark cavernesque room. Large candles are lit and a pentacle is drawn in the earth below their feet. Cat’s soul is lost—not really locked to the world of the living like a ghost would be, but definitely not crossed over. 

      Then, all of a sudden, her soul is forced back into its vessel. But a piece, just a tiny sliver really, breaks off in the experience. It’s as though the trauma was enough to force it to splinter. 

      I come back to myself, opening my eyes with my jaw slacked open. I’ve only ever heard whispers of their making—typically when an inexperienced necromancer moves powerful spirit magic. 

      “You died and Autumn Blackwood brought you back. Only, she didn’t get all the pieces,” I say, my voice barely above a whisper. “She created a Fetch.” 

      “What in the hell is a Fetch?” Demetri interjects.  

      “Depends. Some say it’s a doppelgänger spirit. Others say a Fetch is part of each of us—born at the same time, with the same wants and desires of its host. Only, it doesn’t have form. But the one thing that stays the same is that a Fetch is always looking for a way to replace its double.” I shoot Caitlyn a knowing look. 

      She gasps, clasping her hands over her mouth. 

      “What?” Colton says, blinking rapidly. “That makes no sense. She’s still Cat.”

      “Of course it would seem like that. The Fetch is a part of her,” I agree. “In most senses, she is her.”

      Demetri coughs, then wipes his nose with the back of his hand. He tugs his coat collar closer, then asks, “So, if the Fetch was born when they were, was the thing always around? Or?”

      “We didn’t notice it until lately. It was after—” Colton’s words peter out.

      “Cat’s resurrection,” I finish. 

      They both nod. 

      “Is that how this Fetch thing gets out?” Demetri asks. The light around the space dims as he places his phone under his arm so he can rub his hands together. All of this standing still is getting to him.

      I nod. “I think so. That’s the impression I got, anyway.”

      Demetri’s eyebrows crease. “What does it want?” 

      Cat winces and Colton’s face screws up. 

      I turn to Demetri. “She wants to be real—alive.”

      “That’s not all she wants,” Cat whispers. 

      We all turn to her. 

      Cat flits her gaze to each of us before she says. “She doesn’t want to die.” 

      “But she’s not even alive. How can she die?” Demetri asks, his forehead wrinkling.

      “Because you’re the mortal one,” I say, taking a step away from the group to think. 

      “How did you…?” Cat’s question lingers in the space between us. 

      Well, that’s confirmed now. 

      Of course…the Fetch wants to live on forever. But she can’t do that if, or should I say, when Cat dies. She’s still bound to her. 

      “How does she plan to circumvent death? There are very few who are capable of that,” I say turning back to the group. 

      “We don’t know her plan,” Cat says, shaking her head. “Only that she has one.” 

      “But we do know where she’s been trying to go. The problem is, we don’t know where the entrance is. She’s never shared the location with us,” Colton says. 

      My eyebrows weave together and I stare at the two of them. 

      “Blackwood Manor was built on the top of catacombs. Their family is deeply tied to Hades’ blood. Warren and Abigail Blackwood did what they could to protect the remains of any supernaturals who died by entrusting them to their catacombs,” Cat says. She drops her gaze, blinking with her thoughts for a few seconds. “But there’s more. She wants something from inside—the Blackwood’s grimoire is said to be kept there.”

      “There’s just one problem. It’s guarded by powerful magic. Only their descendants and those touched by death can enter,” Colton says. “She’s been trying to find a way in so she can steal the book. But she doesn’t have form, so she’s been using—”

      “The revenants,” I say, finishing her sentence. 

      They both nod. 

      “But they lack the strength to make it through the first gate. So, she’s been trying to get us to help her. She’s not willing to risk either one of us getting trapped inside, though,” Cat says. 

      “So, she’s moved on to kidnapping the living,” I say as things click into place. “We need to find the entrance to the catacombs right now.” 

      If this Fetch has taken over Blake’s body, there’s no telling what will happen to his soul. He needs my help and he needs it hours go. 

      Demetri rubs at the spot just below his lip. “I think I might know how to find it.”
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      One by one, we each turn toward Demetri. 

      He rubs the back of his hand across his nose. “See, things are starting to make a helluva lot more sense now.”

      “Okay…” I say, crossing my arms over my chest and tucking my hands under my armpits.

      “Like I was telling you, Diana,”—He jabs a finger my direction—“I was following a weird energy signature. The power wasn’t like anything I’d encountered before. I could sense the entity, but it didn’t feel right. I was trailing it when I found you in the woods.”

      “Ah, so you think you were trailing the Fetch,” I say, following his train of thought. 

      He nods. “And I think we must have been damn close to that entrance.” 

      “What makes you say that?” Colton asks, shuffling between feet. 

      Demetri glances over his shoulder at him, but returns his gaze to me. “The energy stopped for a bit—like it wasn’t moving. And when I ran into you, you were disoriented as fuck. I know how sensitive you are to stuff like that.”

      “Yeah,” I exhale. “ Understatement of the year. I was being inundated by the spirits in those woods.” 

      Demetri tips his chin. “See, that’s what makes me think we were close.” 

      “I suppose that makes sense,” I mutter, rubbing my index finger across my right eyebrow.

      Cat shivers, then summons fire in the palms of her hands. 

      Colton edges closer and rubs his hands over the flames. 

      “Is this something that can wait until tomorrow when it’s light? Or—?” she asks. 

      I shoot her a look of annoyance. “I’m not waiting until tomorrow. If the Fetch has Blake, I need to find a way to get him back now.” 

      “How do you propose to do that? Have you ever dealt with a Fetch before?” Demetri asks.

      I throw my hands up in the air. “Hell if I know, Demetri. But I can’t just stand around in this frigid forest forever—and neither can Blake.” I circle my finger around at the group. “And apparently, neither can any of you.” 

      “I just meant—”

      I hold out a hand, cutting him off. “I don’t care. I just need to make this right. Lead me to the Fetch or whatever the hell is in those woods. I’ll figure out the rest when I get there.”

      Thankfully, Demetri shuts his mouth and nods. 

      “What do you want us to do?” Colton asks. 

      “Go home. Get warm. But don’t even think about making a run for it. We aren’t finished here,” I say, giving them the stink eye.

      I don’t even need to tap into my abilities to know they won’t go anywhere. They’re too invested and curious about what’s going to happen next. Besides, Colton is still working his plans with the revenants and I need to figure out how involved everyone else is in this scheme. 

      Lucky for them, they have no clue I’m on to him. But first things first, I need to get a handle on this Fetch situation. I can’t have it derailing my other mission anymore. And with Blake MIA, it would do that.

      “Come on Colton. Mom will want to know we’re okay,” Cat says, waving her brother to follow.

      Worry lines mar his forehead, but he turns and trails after her. 

      “Do you think it’s wise to let them go?” Demetri asks, leaning in so only I can hear him. 

      I glance his direction. “I don’t have much of a choice. I can’t be a babysitter right now. Besides, Colton will have his reckoning. Of that I have no doubt.” 

      Plans are already forming for how I can get him to confess all on his own. I just need a few more key details to click into place and I’ll be ready to drop the first domino.

      “All right, let’s get this show on the road. My feet are already frozen and the longer Blake’s gone, the more unhinged I feel.” I point into the woods. “We came from there, right?” 

      Demetri nods. “Yeah, it’s that way.” 

      Without another word, he steps around me and takes the lead. He points his phone downward, so it illuminates the snow a few feet in front of us. 

      I keep my ears trained on the space around us and my eyes dart back and forth, half expecting to see another revenant pop out of the darkness.

      For the longest time, we trudge through the snow in silence. My thoughts are wrapped around possible ways to get Blake back, all of them less likely than the one before. It’s seeming more and more like another favor needs to be called in to Apollo. But even he hasn’t been answering my calls as of late. 

      Gods, I hate owing him, too. 

      But I’ll do whatever it takes to get Blake safely back to his body—and on this plane of existence. 

      Then, I swear, I will never put that man in harm’s way again. Not if I can help it. 

      “I have to admit, I’m surprised how quickly Blake has made himself so important in your world,” Demetri says.

      My shoulders sag. “There are no words for the depth of it, Demetri. He’s my husband—well, the soul of him, anyway. There’s a connection between us I just can’t put into words.” 

      “You’re literal soul mates. What’s so hard about that?” 

      “Fair enough. But it’s still new, and weird, and sometimes awkward. We aren’t the same people we were. Not me—and definitely not him. But none of that matters. I’d throw myself on the fire for him,” I say, my words barely squeaking out at the end. 

      “That would be ugly, considering you’d walk out of it a burnt mess. Do you think you’d look like one of those zombies with your flesh all dangling off and bones sticking out?” he asks, smirking at me. 

      I slap him upside the arm with the back of my hand. “Gross. Shut it.” 

      He chuckles. 

      I shudder to think about what that would look like. Goodness knows there were a few close calls, thanks to the more brutal years of the Christian Inquisition. 

      Our conversation fades back into silence as we walk on for another ten minutes or so. Then Demetri stops abruptly, holding up his hand, so I stop as well. 

      He leans in close, whispering, “Whatever it is I was following, it’s in there somewhere.” His right hand raises and he points to a dark slit between the sloping hillside, rocks, and a tree.

      Had he not pointed directly at it, I never would have thought anything of it. It just looked like a place on the hill where the tree’s roots arched down the side of the earth.

      “Are you sure it’s the Fetch?” I ask. 

      He shrugs. “Hell, no. I just know the energy signature is weird. It sorta feels like Cat’s energy, but it could be a dancing hobgoblin for all I fuckin’ know.” He runs his hand over his face. “Christ, I need a beer.” 

      “Well, one way to find out,” I say, pulling my shoulders back and summoning my determination. If Blake’s in there, it’s time to get his soul back. 

      Demetri’s arm extends like a gate and he stops me from moving forward. “Wait, wait. We need a plan. What if it’s not him?”

      “Then we run.” 

      “And what if it is him?” 

      “Then we figure out if the Fetch took him over—which is likely if this is the entrance to the catacombs.” My gaze tracks a couple of ghosts who walk out of the woods and into the crack. “Which, it is,” I mutter, my heartbeat kicking up a notch. 

      Normally, if Blake were close, I’d feel a pull, a thrumming in the center of my torso drawing me to him. Right now, I feel…empty. 

      “And what if we can’t fix him?” Demetri asks, his eyes widening as he stares into the crevasse. 

      “Then…we run,” I say, clenching my jaw.

      Demetri takes a deep breath and drops his chin to his chest. “How do I get myself into these messes?” 

      “Just lucky, I guess. Now, shut off the flashlight and follow me.”

      “But…”

      “Stop being a baby. Let’s go,” I say, stepping around him and speed-walking toward the entrance.

      The closer I get, the more sure I am this is the entrance to the catacombs. A magical ward is in place, hiding it from the casual observer’s view. It isn’t until you know it’s there that it becomes evident. However, there must be a second spell because the closer we get, the more I feel an intense desire to turn around. It’s the feeling you get when walking forward will mean certain death. 

      Whether it’s a spell to make you feel that way, or if it’s a promise, I can’t quite tell yet. 

      Demetri shudders beside me. “Something doesn’t feel right.”

      “Yeah, it’s got some heavy duty warding. More powerful than I’ve ever felt, that’s for sure,” I whisper.

      And that’s saying something. I’ve been around a long time and dealt with a lot of magic. But this…it’s like coming upon the entrance to Hades itself. 

      I slip inside, feeling along the wall of rock as I do so. Instantly, I’m inundated with moments in time, going back centuries. Times when this place was used to put the dead to rest. They flit through my mind quickly, each in random batches. Different clothes and hairstyles meld into one another. Eventually, they slow down. 

      As strong as this place is, it’s missing a proper keeper of the gate. The magic is deteriorating—which is why the souls are so restless around here. 

      I tuck that revelation away for now. It’s not my mission, but it’s certainly of concern. 

      I also get a glimpse of bodies, people and revenants alike, all trying to come into this space to gain access to its secrets. Some long ago, some in the not too distant past. 

      However, I’m overcome by the feeling that those who manage to gain entrance without the proper protocols, whatever those are...they don’t make it back out. 

      My heart pounds in my chest like it’s about to beat its way out of my ribcage and tap-dance on the floor. 

      A loud clattering from the darkness beyond nearly makes me have an out of body experience. 

      “What the hell is that?” Demetri hisses in my ear. 

      Without answering him, I continue through the short tunnel to find out. Inside is a slightly wider cavern space, but only just, and it’s illuminated by a single flashlight lying face up on the floor. The opening was most definitely handcrafted, because the stones are in place with mortar. At the other end is an enormous wooden door with ornate black iron details covering much of what I can see. It exudes an intense, sickening power and the only thing I want to do is head the opposite direction. 

      The silhouette of a man stands in front of the door as he yanks on the handle, trying to pry it open. I can’t see his face, but I’d know that ass anywhere. 

      “Blake,” I cry out before I can think better of it. 

      Blake turns around and while I’ve never been more relieved in all my life to have found him—something is soooo not right about the expression he wears. 

      He barely registers me and as I push my abilities out, I can’t sense his aura at all. Despite his body standing upright and looking at me, he’s not the one running the show. 

      “Get out of his body,” I demand. 

      His lips twitch into a lopsided grin. It makes his dimple pop out, only there’s nothing sexy about it now. If anything, the movement makes me want to wrap my hands around his throat and force whatever is taking over Blake to get the fuck out. 

      I start to lunge forward, but Demetri grabs hold of my upper arms, keeping me in place. 

      “Don’t—we don’t know what it’s capable of,” Demetri warns. 

      A dark, horrifying laugh bubbles up from Blake’s throat. “How about we find out?”
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      I push my abilities out, trying to sense what the Fetch is going to do next. But despite being in Blake’s body, everything about him is a total void. Not only do I not feel him, but I can’t sense her, either. 

      Not good. 

      “You’ve been lurking around the Academy,” the Fetch says, beginning to circle toward us. 

      “Maybe. What’s it to you?” I hold my ground, playing out different scenarios of what might happen with the Fetch, but none of them are great.

      It’s trying to get access to the catacombs, but if what I learned about them are true—Blake himself can’t enter. If he does, I could lose him forever to the purgatory hellscape beyond those doors meant for trespassers. 

      Without knowing whether or not Blake is still with us, I don’t know whether I should put the Fetch down or push her out. Neither of which I have any idea how to do. 

      I suppose this is the sort of thing Blake was worried about when he wanted to teach me how to use a gun. 

      A jolt of fear zings through my core, making me suck in a breath. I could never shoot Blake—trained or not. It’s just not in me. 

      “Don’t let it corner us,” Demetri warns, as the Fetch continues toward us from the right. 

      Blake’s eyes flit to Demetri, as if it’s the first time the Fetch took any notice of him. 

      “That’s close enough,” I say, holding out a hand and using the most authoritarian voice I can muster. Unfortunately, it quivers at the end, ruining the effect. 

      Blake’s lips curve upward. “Are you frightened? Because you should be.” The Fetch runs Blake’s hands down his torso suggestively. “This body is agile. Full of vigor. I can only imagine what it’s capable of when I learn all of its secrets.” His hand continues downward until his hands rest over his man bits. A wicked grin flashes across his face.  

      That’s enough to make me snap. “Get out,” I snarl. 

      The creature tsks and the creepy smirk emerges again. Despite it being Blake’s face, everything about the smile is all wrong. Like it’s nothing more than a skin suit worn by another. 

      I suppose that’s not far from the truth.

      “Blake, if you can hear me…” I say, hoping like hell he can hear me. “Give me a sign you’re still in there. I need to know you’re with me.”

      “This isn’t a seance,” the Fetch snickers, chuckling softly under her breath. “Well, then again, I suppose it kinda is.” 

      “What is it you want?” Demetri asks. His fear is just as palpable as my own as it swirls in and out of his aura. 

      We’re both out of our depth here and at any moment, the creature could tip the scales in a way we’d never see coming. I need to find a way to fix this—and now. 

      I take a step forward. 

      “Diana, what are you doing?” Demetri hisses, reaching out for me. 

      I shake out of his grasp. “It’s okay, I got this.”

      “Like fuck,” he says, shaking his head. “We should go. We should get some sort of…” 

      Backup is the thought that pops into his mind. 

      But before he can spit it out, light explodes into the catacomb’s entrance space. I turn around to witness a flame burning in the center of Blake’s palm. 

      The expression on his face is just as bewildered as my own. “Huh, I didn’t think that would work,” the Fetch says, excitement spilling into Blake’s features. “That’s never worked.” 

      Adrenaline floods my veins and I take a quick step back. “How?” 

      Blake isn’t magical—he isn’t supernatural at all. At least, not in the traditional sense. This shouldn’t be possible. 

      The Fetch shrugs. “Who cares? It sure makes my job so much easier.” 

      I swallow hard. “And what job is that?”

      Without another word, the Fetch winds up, flinging the fireball my direction. It grows exponentially in size as it spins through the air, barreling toward my head. I duck and roll out of the way just as it reaches me. Demetri runs the opposite direction, getting out of the vicinity as it hits the stone wall behind me and fizzles out. Before I can get up, the Fetch has conjured another one and is aiming at me again. 

      “Blake—Blake, you have to fight her,” I yell, rolling on the dirt floor just as the next fireball hits the spot I recently vacated. My heart takes a giant leap into my throat.

      Gods, I don’t want to go up in flames. What a terrible way to not die. 

      “Hey, big, dumb, and ugly…” Demetri calls from the opening. When Blake’s gaze flits to him, he kicks up a cloud of dirt and debris. 

      The Fetch covers up Blake’s eyes with his arms to avoid getting a face full of sand. When it drops his arms, a growl erupts from Blake’s throat. His fists clench and he squares off with Demetri. 

      The temperature in the space rises and that can only mean one thing… She’s about unleash a helluva lot more than just a fireball. 

      “Run!” I scream. 

      The Fetch turns to me, evidently not amused. It redirects, winding up again and throwing a stream of fire my way. It cascades from both of Blake’s hands, launching down as if a waterfall and nightmares had a baby. 

      The heat blisters my skin and singes a piece of my hair, but I manage to roll out of the way in time to miss the majority of it.

      “This way, you big, dumb puppet,” Demetri yells, his hands placed on either side of his mouth. 

      The Fetch turns and growls. Then, it rears up, throwing a fireball far bigger than the ones it threw my direction. Rather than running, Demetri drops to his belly, landing hard in the sand. Thankfully, the fire rolls straight past him and out the other end of the tunnel. 

      “Fuck,” he mutters, keeping his eyes trained on the Fetch. 

      I don’t waste another second. While the Fetch is distracted by Demetri, I claw my way to my feet and race forward. Before it has time to notice my advance, I snake my arm around Blake’s neck and jump onto his back. The Fetch thrashes about, grabbing at my forearm as she tries to pull me off. 

      Heat sears my skin and I nearly let go twice, but I close my eyes and hold on tighter. Fire again explodes from Blake’s hands, flying in random directions as she tries anything to get me to release. 

      But without any other options, my only hope is to remove the Fetch’s source of oxygen. If nothing else, Blake’s body will pass out and we should be able to contain him. 

      At least, that’s my working theory. But I can’t say it’s a perfect plan. 

      The Fetch gives up on the fireballs for a minute. Instead, she spins around, trying to get me to release my hold on Blake’s neck, but I can tell his body is about to lose consciousness. He swaggers to the side, shuffling like a man who’s had too much booze. 

      Suddenly, we’re moving backward as he stumbles off center. My back slams into the wall. The impact shoots stars across my vision as pain erupts through my shoulder and down my right side. 

      I cry out in pain, and nearly lose my grip.

      It shuffles sideways, dragging me across the wall and scraping me over the stones along with it. I swing my legs around Blake’s middle and try to maintain pressure, but my grip slips. 

      Then, without warning, Blake is standing off to the side, not more than ten feet away. Not the body I’m latched onto, but Blake. 

      My Blake.

      My eyes pop open and a rush of energy surges through me. 

      He’s shouting something, but for the life of me, I still can’t hear him. 

      However, the fact I can see him is a good sign. It means the Fetch is losing her hold on him. And it means he’s still here. 

      Relief washes over me and I hang on, gripping tighter and refusing to let go. No matter what she does, I will get her out.

      Blake’s body tips forward and he drops down to his knees. Bits and pieces of his words start to filter in, like they’re coming through a speaker with wires that require repair. 

      “Keep… she… almost…” 

      Demetri stands up, leaning against the wall with his left hand as he catches his breath. 

      “Let go,” I say, through gritted teeth. “Let go…” 

      Always at the worst time possible, I’m ripped from my body as a vision slices through reality. 

      The Fetch won’t linger—she’s losing the connection to Blake’s body and she has no plans to stay where she could be damaged. However, her reign, taking over bodies, hasn’t yet come to an end. She’ll do it again—only this time, she has a fate coming for her worse than anything I can dish out. I smile internally knowing karma is going to be a bitch. 

      Our bodies hit the dirt as Blake loses consciousness and I return to the present moment. Somehow, even during all of that, I managed to hang on. 

      The Fetch doesn’t waste time, though. It exits Blake’s body, either because it lost control, or it’s too scared to stay any longer. It doesn’t even give us a second glance. Instead, it races past Demetri in a burst of energy and air, and out into the night. 

      I drop my left arm from Blake’s neck, and lie flat on the floor, letting the relief settle around me.

      Blake is no longer standing beside his body. I can’t see his spirit at all. Instead, the soft thrum of his soul has returned and is located right where it should be. 

      He’s home.

      I close my eyes, reveling in the sensation. I had no idea how much his energy has become a part of my own and missing it means missing an essential piece of myself. 

      I never want to feel like that again.

      I don’t need to know what’s in his mind as long as I know he’s here and he’s safe. As long as I can feel him through whatever kind of connection this is. 

      My eyes flitter closed and I suck in a deep breath, letting the magnitude of the last few minutes pass over me. We fought a Fetch and won. 

      However, I can’t shake this horrifying feeling that there are pieces I’m still missing.
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      Demetri half-crawls, half-scrambles over to us. His grey hair is wild and his eyes are equally crazy. “Holy shit—and I thought dealing with Mrs. Kaminski was rough. Remind me never to battle a fire elemental again, okay? I’m too old for this shit.” 

      I blow out a puff of air as I try to bring my heart rate back into a normal zone. I wasn’t expecting fire, either, and to be honest, I’m not even sure how something like that could have happened. 

      Either the Fetch is stronger than she thinks, or Blake is more than meets the eye. Maybe both. Regardless of which, I agree with Demetri. No more fighting fire elementals. 

      After a few minutes, I finally have the strength to sit up. Blake’s eyes are still closed, but his chest rises and falls. For that, I couldn’t be more grateful.

      “What are we going to do with him?” Demetri asks, tipping his chin toward Blake. 

      I run my hand over Blake’s forehead, then down to his jaw. “Well, we can’t stay here. The energy in this place is enough to make me run for the hills. Can you help me get him out of here?”

      Demetri snickers. “What am I? The Incredible Hulk?” My look of annoyance makes him snap his mouth shut. After a beat he says, “I mean, yeah. Pretty sure between the two of us we can carry him out.” 

      “Good. Then, let’s get a move on. Between the ghosts and the Fetch desperately wanting into the catacombs, this is the last place I want to be. Besides, Blake needs to rest somewhere warm.”

      “Don’t we all?” Demetri scoffs. 

      “As much as I love you, Demetri, where you rest isn’t really my concern.” 

      “Ouch,” he says, jabbing a fake knife into his heart. 

      Ignoring him, I scoot myself forward and stand up. “Help me get him up, would ya?” I say, brushing off my backside. 

      Demetri stands, not bothering to dust himself off. “I’ll take his torso, you grab his legs,” he says as he walks around behind Blake’s head. Then, he squats down and slides his hands underneath Blake’s armpits before lifting him off the ground. 

      I walk around to his legs, grabbing hold and hoisting him into the air. “Gods, this is going to be awkward.” 

      “Hey man, at least he’s clothed. Could definitely be worse,” Demetri chuckles. 

      My eyes widen.

      Demetri nods toward the door, suggesting we get moving. “There’s been more than one party gone wrong and it always ends with at least one guy buck ass naked, having to be dragged to a friend’s car or a bed or something.” 

      “Your life has clearly been more interesting than mine,” I mutter, stumbling backward as we make our way back out into the woods. 

      “That’s kinda sad, ain’t it? Two thousand years and you haven’t even lived a little?” 

      Two thousand, three-hundred and eighty-six. But who’s counting?

      I smile half-heartedly and nod. 

      I’ve had an interesting life at times, but looking back, I’m not sure you really could call it living. 

      “Where do you want to head with him?” Dem asks when we’ve finally cleared the catacombs.

      “Let’s get him to Blackwood Manor. It’s getting late and our vehicle is still parked in the driveway. If Autumn or her dad haven’t come home yet to see it, it will be a miracle.”

      Demetri nods. “Sounds good. It’s closer, too, I think.” 

      “Can you sense her? Autumn, I mean…”

      “No, but there’s a low level energy coming from that house. Like it has its own power. It’s that way.” He tips his chin toward the my left shoulder. 

      “Okay, you keep us on course and I’ll just try not to trip all over myself,” I mutter, adjusting Blake’s feet in my hands. 

      We trudge through the snow for a while, each of us making an effort to stay upright. Blake’s body is more than awkward to carry, and it’s worse when you can’t see clearly. The full moon has risen, helping us traverse the space without the need for a flashlight, but there are still a few times I tripped over logs hidden by the snow. 

      Each of us take turns shuffling Blake’s body, trying to get a better grip on him. So far, he hasn’t even moved, and it’s beginning to worry me. I’ll feel so much better when he’s back to normal. 

      I stuff down the worry and wish for him to be back and focus on the remaining steps back to the house. When we reach the edge of Blackwood Manor, I’m surprised to find the house dark. 

      Looking up at the enormous building, Demetri must read my mind. “She’s probably with the boyfriend. Didn’t you say he lives in town?”

      “Yeah,” I say, relieved. He’s probably right. 

      When we reach the Lexus, I open the passenger door, and Demetri helps me maneuver Blake into position. I bend across his body, latching the seatbelt. I linger there, staring at his face as his head hangs down and slightly to the side. With a quick inhalation, I brush my lips against his and exit the vehicle. I close his door, then lean against it. 

      “He’ll be okay,” Demetri say. 

      “You don’t know that.” 

      “No, but neither do you. If you’re gonna tell yourself a story, may as well make it the ending you want, right?” he says, shoving his hands in his pockets.

      “Certain amount of sense to that,” I say, tipping my head in acknowledgment. “Get in. I’ll drop you off at your car. Then you can follow me back to the hotel. I’ll need your help getting Blake inside.” 

      “I hope they still have rooms,” Demetri mutters, walking around me and hopping in the backseat.

      I get behind the wheel, but realize Blake had the keys. After rooting around his pockets, all I find is some weird looking black card. 

      “You just wanted to cop a feel, didn’t ya?” Demetri chuckles, his gaze straying out to the weeping angel in the middle of the driveway loop. 

      “That didn’t even cross my mind,” I say, disgruntled. “I think the keys are missing.” 

      “Woman, that black thing was a wireless transmitter. You don’t need a damn key. Just push the ignition button.” He chuckles, shaking his head. 

      “How was I supposed to know that?” I spit back, leaning to the side to find the ignition button. 

      “Aren’t you supposed to be psychic or something?” he retorts.

      “Technology eludes me, okay. I hate it.” I find the button, lit up green for effect, and push it. Surprisingly, the vehicle flares to life. 

      “See?” Dem says, his eyebrows rising high. 

      “Stupid newfangled technology. Why can’t things just stay simple? Key, entry. That’s how it should work.” 

      “Yeah, well, the rest of the planet doesn’t have have powers. They gotta keep up pretenses somehow.” 

      I adjust the mirrors, then fumble with the controls for the seat. 

      “Christ, do you need me to drive?” Demetri asks, leaning forward between the two seats. 

      “No, I got this.” The vehicle lurches forward as I shift into gear. “Holy…this thing has more get up and go than my Prius.” 

      “Pretty much any car has more get up and go than that thing,” he laughs. 

      I narrow my eyes at him in the rear view mirror. He just shakes his head. 

      It only takes us a few minutes to get to the Gilbert’s driveway. Thankfully, Demetri didn’t drive all the way we did. He dumped his vehicle off to the side of the driveway, out of sight from the main house. 

      “Follow me. I’ll get us to the hotel,” I say, rolling down my window when he gets out. 

      “Are you sure you can manage without a navigator?” he says, his eyes sparkling with humor. It was either a jab at my tech skills—or my psychic abilities. 

      I lower my eyebrows and his hands shoot up, splayed wide.

      “Meet you there,” I mutter, rolling up the window. 

      When he’s in his flashy red Camaro, I turn the Lexus around and head back the way we came.

      I have to admit, this vehicle is nice. I could get used to something like this if the Prius ever kicks the bucket. 

      “Did you beat it? Is it gone?” Blake asks, his voice rough. 

      Relief floods through me and I reach out for him. “Shhh,” I whisper, running my hand alongside his face. “Don’t worry about any of that right now. Just rest.” 

      “But it wants to—”

      “Blake, I know what it wants and trust me, things will be fine. I’ve seen it. Now, rest,” I say, turning onto the main highway leading back to town. 

      Once there’s enough distance between us and Blackwood Manor, my shoulders unclench.

      If I don’t need to be anywhere near those catacombs again, I’m one-hundred percent sure I’ll be a happy camper. How Autumn and her family can stand living there is beyond me. 

      Blake tries to push himself up in his seat, but slumps back. “Why am I so tired?”

      “Your body went through a lot.” And did things it normally wouldn’t. 

      I keep the last thought to myself. No need to worry him about the that, or get his mind spinning into a frenzy. It’s another question for a different day.

      “Did you find anything at the house? Before I…” his voice drifts off and I glance over at him. His forehead is creases and his eyes drift closed.

      I reach out, grabbing his left hand in mine. “Relax, close your eyes. There will be plenty of time to discuss it all tomorrow. For now, you need to rest. Get centered in your body again. That’s what’s important. Everything else can wait until later.” 

      “But—”

      “No buts,” I say, shaking my head. 

      Thankfully, he bites back whatever retort he had planned. I feel his energy flickering, needing more time to recharge. I can so relate. Before my memories were unlocked, I got some doozy visions that left me drained for days. It wasn’t fun.

      I can’t tell if he means to, or if sleep claims him, but his eyes close and after a few minutes, his head lolls to the side. 

      By the time we get to the hotel room, he’s full-on snoring. When I’m parked, I try to wake him, but he’s completely out and it’s pointless to wake him just to walk a few feet anyway.

      Demetri and I resume our positions and carry him from the car. The act awards us a couple of curious glances from onlookers.

      At least the trek to our room with Blake is nowhere near as treacherous as it was in the woods. Plus, my feet are finally starting to thaw out, which is a relief. 

      When we reach the door to our room, I fumble around for the keycard in my coat pocket, holding Blake’s feet underneath one arm. The latch clicks back and I pull the handle, kicking the door open far enough to get inside. 

      We make our way to the bed and Demetri half-drops, half-shimmies Blake into position.

      “Thanks. I appreciate your help,” I say when Blake is resting safely.

      “No problem. I’m just glad things didn’t go sideways back there. Things definitely could have been worse.” 

      I nod, making my way to the door. “I agree.”

      “Well, I’m gonna go see if they have a room up in this place,” Demetri says.

      “They do.” There are at least three open rooms. I open the door for him. “Demetri, I need you do to me a favor.” 

      “What is it?” he asks, twisting back to me. 

      “In the morning, I need you to locate the closest Biomancer and bring them here. We’re going to need some backup very soon.” 

      His eyebrows knit together, but it’s clear in his eyes he understands why. He tips his head. “All right.”

      “Night, Dem. See you tomorrow.”

      “Night, Diana,” he says, making his way down the hallway. Halfway he stops, then turns around. “He’ll be okay. I have a good feeling.” 

      I smile at him, hoping like hell he’s right. 

      I guess now, we wait.
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      I prop my head on my right arm, watching Blake softly breathe in and out. His dark eyelashes brush against his cheeks and a certain softness has taken over the lines of his face. His features are almost boyish when the walls of the waking world have crumbled away. 

      Gods, I wish I could keep him safe from all of the horrors outside. The unwelcome thought of how close I came to losing him continues to bubble up in the back of my mind, making my insides twist. 

      With the pad from my middle fingertip, I trace his right eyebrow. He inhales through his nose but settles back into sleep. 

      It’s been nearly twelve hours since Demetri helped me get him back to the hotel. Twelve long hours, waiting for him to wake up. If it wasn’t for the soft hum of his dreams floating through his subconsciousness, I would be far more worried than I am right now. 

      He’s here and with me.

      But still… I just want him to open his eyes. 

      I want to see his soul buried in those brown irises of his. 

      I need to tell him how sorry I am. 

      Dropping my arm on the pillow above his hair, I place my head on my shoulder and close my eyes. 

      A few hours ago, I sent Demetri on a mission to find a Biomancer and bring him or her back here. Hopefully, the endeavor doesn’t take too long. We’re going to need one soon in order to help us put an end to this revenant scourge. Everything is coming to a head and I’m feeling the urge to be ready.

      Had it not been for the vision last night, I’d also be hellbent on finding a way to end that Fetch. But there’s a sense of calm in knowing she is going to get what’s coming to her—no effort on my part required. 

      At least Apollo gave me that much. 

      Suddenly, Blake stirs, and my eyes pop open. I sit up, resting my left hand on his bare chest. My fingertips worm their way through his peppered chest hair.  

      “Blake?” I whisper, my eyes trained on his. 

      His dark lashes flutter open and he blinks a couple of times, letting his eyes find their focus. After a moment, his gaze meets mine and he smiles, relaxing a little into the bed. 

      “Hey,” he says, his voice gruff. Relief flushes through his aura as I run my hand along the side of his face. 

      “I’m so sorry, Blake. I thought I’d lost you,” I swallow hard, holding back a sob. “I couldn’t even—”

      He lifts his hand to my face, placing his palm along my jawline. “But you found me, just like I knew you would.” 

      My eyebrows tip up in the middle and unshed tears cloud my vision. “I’ll always find you.” 

      His dark eyes sparkle and my heart clenches. Feeling his presence, his soul, and our connection—it’s the one thing I cling to in this crazy, messed-up world. 

      Through falling tears, I bend forward, brushing my lips against his. I can’t imagine a world without him. Not now, not ever. 

      He lifts himself up to a seated position, the blankets dropping to his waist in the motion. His warm hand slides behind my head and he pulls me closer to him, deepening the kiss. 

      I soak into him—his smell, his touch, his kiss. 

      I promise, for as long as I live, I will never take him for granted. 

      Without consciously making the decision, I fling my leg over him, straddling his body. I need to be closer to him. I need to feel his presence, his warmth, and his energy against me. 

      He flits his tongue across my lower lip, requesting entrance, and eliciting a moan. 

      Gods, he does that so well.  

      He drops his hands from my face, reaching around, grabbing my ass, and shifting me closer to him. His growing bulge beneath the blanket separating us throbs and desire erupts, tightening my core. Suddenly, the only thing I need in this entire existence is him. 

      No more barriers. No more interruptions. No more waiting. 

      I want him to know it’s him I need. Body and soul.

      I trail my hands over his bare shoulders, causing him to shiver. 

      He inhales sharply, pulling back from our kiss and placing his forehead to mine as if he’s fighting for some kind of control. I take the break to bend in, planting kisses along his jawline. His stubble tickles my already tingling lips. 

      Grabbing hold of my waist, he tilts his hips slightly, causing another wave of hunger to crash over me. I lean back, crossing my arms over my torso and lifting my t-shirt off. It falls unceremoniously into a heap on the floor. 

      For the briefest of moments, hunger floods his features. His brown eyes darken as his hands travel from my back to my front, blazing a trail across my skin until his fingertips dip beneath the underwire of my bra. 

      “Off,” he practically growls. 

      I do as he orders, unhooking my bra and flinging it on the discard pile. My anticipation heightens and I hold my breath, waiting to see what he’ll do next. 

      To my surprise, he holds still, barely moving. Barely breathing. Instead, his gaze holds steady, searching my eyes—pleading with me. His fingertips tickle the curve of my breasts as he strokes softly. 

      “I’m sorry about last time. You deserve answers. I just didn’t know how to—” I begin, but Blake presses an index finger to my lips. 

      He shakes his head. “Right now, you’re mine and that’s all that matters.”

      Before I can respond, his palms cup my breasts, and his lips crush against mine. He rolls his thumb and middle finger against my nipples, bringing them to attention. Wetness pools between my legs and I become acutely aware of how many layers separate me from his body. Too many.

      I need him inside me. Now. 

      I reach down, unbuttoning my jeans as he continues his fervent kiss, his tongue exploring my mouth. His need is as strong as my own and the energy in the room heightens with impatience and a desire like nothing I’ve ever felt before. After all this time, nothing will stand in our way. 

      I kneel up and he dips his hands into my jeans, sliding them from my hips. I break our kiss only for a moment—just long enough to kick the jeans to the floor. While I’m at it, I tug off my panties, too, and suddenly I’m kneeling above him completely bare and exposed. 

      He throws off the blanket, revealing his erection as it strains behind his briefs. But rather than tugging them off as I’d hoped, I let out a surprised gasp as he flips me onto my back and spreads my legs wide before him. 

      A slow grin spreads across his face and he dips down, kissing my right knee, then the inside of my left thigh. He works his way upward, driving my senses into an absolute frenzy. 

      Without meaning to, the wards I put up between our minds falters, and I’m inundated by the power of his own desire—his need to bury himself inside me. It’s almost primal, and it shows in the way he prowls forward. 

      His tongue grazes the inside of my right thigh and I drop my head back over the foot of the bed. 

      Gods this man is going to be the end of me. 

      He inches upward slowly, torturing me with the promise of what’s to come in every hot kiss. Then, clearly done being patient, his mouth is on my most sensitive place, his tongue dipping inside me in ways I didn’t even know could be done. Heat explodes in my core and I arch my back, reaching down, and clutching at the blanket on either side of me. 

      As his mouth continues its magic, one of his hands reaches upward, grabbing for me and pinching my nipples. The sensation makes me cry out, and I nearly lose touch with myself. 

      It’s been so long—so very long since this kind of passion burned inside me. It’s like I’m awakening from the world’s longest slumber and it’s almost too much for me to bear. 

      His tongue circles my clit, and I buck, grabbing fistfuls of his hair, pulling him closer, wanting him deeper. But there’s only so far a tongue can go and he knows it. He dips two fingers inside me, his tongue still dancing around. 

      “Gods, enough,” I gasp, reaching for his shoulders. “Enough.” 

      Surprise paints his face as he glances up. 

      I twist from his grasp, rolling out of the way. He tries to follow after me, evidently not reading the situation properly. I push him back onto the bed. Moving quickly, I tug off his briefs, freeing him from the constraints they offer. 

      His erection stands at attention and it’s all I can do not to stare. From his disheveled hair, down his broad shoulders, firm pecs, and abs… He’s breathtaking. Made only more beautiful by the man I’ve come to know inside. 

      A curious expression rises on his face as he watches me. I can tell he wants to know what I’m thinking. 

      “You are incredibly sexy,” I say, trailing my fingertips up the inside of his thighs.

      His cock throbs, ready and waiting for some action. I want him inside me so badly, but I’m suddenly torn between satiating the need and prolonging the inevitable. 

      He shakes his head. “Don’t even think about it. Come here.” He reaches out for me, his eyes pleading with me to listen to reason. 

      Everything inside me screams to finally consummate this relationship, to become whole again after being half a person for so long. 

      The energy in the room heightens like we’re dabbling with some kind of sex magic and completely unaware of how much we’re wielding.

      I’m totally okay with it. At this point, I’ll take more of what this feels like and then some. 

      I do as he asks, climbing on top of him and flattening his shaft between his body and mine. Slowly, I press my heat against him, rubbing back and forth. 

      “God, you’re so wet,” he murmurs, his eyes drifting closed. His arms go rigid and he grips the blanket as I did earlier. 

      I bend forward, whispering in his ear, “That’s because you’re sexy as fuck.” 

      He chuckles. “I have never been happier to be back in my body.” 

      “That definitely makes two of us,” I say, circling my hips. 

      He groans, his bulge throbbing against me, just as slick as I am. Feeling his arousal is enough to drive me insane and I reach down, to feel him in my hands. I pump up and down, running my free hand over his tip. He bucks his hips and then clearly, he’s had enough. 

      Twisting us over, he reaches for my hands, throwing them over my head. His lips lower to my mine, his kiss desperate and needy. Then, he moves down to my jaw, my clavicle, and my breasts as he switches from side to side, bringing sparks to my upper body. 

      Without the need to be gentle, he nudges his right knee upward widening my legs as it loops around his hip. He does it again with my left knee until both legs are up and over his hips and he kneels between my legs. 

      With my wrists still held in his left hand, he lowers his right to his cock, circling it around my entrance, playing with me the way I was just playing with him. But he doesn’t hold out as long as I do. Everything in his energy is crumbling and I can feel his need begin to outweigh his logical brain. 

      I barely have enough time to prepare. He slides the tip in—a deep growl rumbling from his chest as he bends forward, taking a nipple in his mouth. 

      Slowly at first, as if savoring the moment, he plunges into my depths. Then he picks up speed, thrusting harder and faster, losing control of himself—and I’m totally okay with it. 

      I cry out his name, desperate to feel him inside me. Desperate to finally give way to this energy between us. To finally claim him as my own.

      My grasp of reality slips with every thrust, like all that I was is falling away and I’m being reborn. 

      I’ve had sex before—I’ve even had great sex before—but this…there’s an energy that permeates every move, imbuing it with something I can’t even describe. This is some next-level, soul-shattering shit. 

      He tips his hips, thrusting upward as he tries to get deeper. Then, suddenly my hands are free as he reaches down, hooking his arms under my knees and placing my ankles up and over his shoulders. 

      I cry out in total ecstasy as he plunges all the way in, filling me to completeness. Reaching out, I wrap my hands behind his back, clutching his shoulder as he moves. The strong muscles of his back work beneath my palms and it’s all I can do to hold on for dear life. 

      The energy of the room shifts and everything it feels like it’s falling away. But this time, Blake falls with me. There’s no room, no bed—just our entangled bodies, working in tandem together to bring about the same happy ending. 

      A vibration begins to throb in the middle of my chest, like the beginnings of an orgasm, but in the totally wrong location. Blake thrusts inside me, and I hear him speak, though none of his words make it to my conscious mind. 

      Instead, the vibration in my chest bursts outward.

      Despite my eyes being closed, I sense it fully—it’s like the tentacles of an octopus made of light. It reaches for Blake, latching on to the center of his torso as he bends forward, dropping my knees so he can kiss me. 

      His tongue slips inside my mouth and his lips burn against mine as the energy takes hold. 

      The light bleeds from me, into his torso, and similar energy extends from his chest, making its way to me. The two forms of light braid together until they create a bonded light so bright it burns my unopened eyes. 

      He thrusts again and the energy explodes between us, sending a shockwave through the room as our simultaneous orgasms rip through us. I cry out his name, gasping for air, but not wanting to let this go. Not wanting to come down from this high.

      Blake shudders, and I feel his torso and lower half tense as he empties into me, finally getting his release. 

      Every extremity hums, blistering with ecstasy. 

      As the energy dissipates and I come back to myself, I no longer feel like I’ve left reality, but I definitely feel different. 

      Blake bends forward, pushing my crazy hair from my cheeks. Holding his hands to either side of my face, he stares at me for the longest time. 

      Bliss, joy, and…reverence permeate his energy. 

      But it’s more than that. 

      I feel his emotions, his bliss as if it were my own. 

      I can also feel the physical sensations throbbing through his body. They mix with my own, making me want to go again. 

      I don’t know what this means, but I sure hope it lasts. 

      Gods, I could bed this man for eternity. 

      My eyes drift closed and revel in the euphoria swirling between us.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            22

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          

        

    

    







            DOMINOES

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      As his breath gradually slows, Blake’s chest hairs tickle the side of my face with each rise and fall. He relaxes more, crooking his left arm, and placing his hand behind his head. 

      “That was…something else,” he says. 

      Bliss and contentment bleed through the growing bond between us. My core throbs and my heart somehow feels like it’s expanded in size. Needless to say, this connection is like nothing I’ve ever experienced before, and it’s deepening. 

      I lift my head from his chest slightly, sneaking in a glance at his gorgeous face, and wondering if he feels it, too. 

      His eyes track my movement. “What is it?” he asks. 

      “Do you…” I pause, unsure what it is I’m even asking. “Do you feel different?” 

      He drops his arm, shifting upright a bit. “I thought it was just me blissing out over here. But now that you mention it…” 

      I sit up, letting the blanket drop from my body. “It’s like I can…”

      “Feel you,” he finishes, his brown eyes searching mine. 

      My jaw slacks open. “Yeah, exactly.” 

      “What do you think it means?” Blake asks, his gaze snagging on my naked torso. 

      Desire floods the connection, igniting an ache inside of me. 

      “Down, tiger.” I grin, running my palm over his chest muscles. Mmmm and what a delicious chest it is…

      The blanket tents across his lap. “That’s not helping,” he whispers. 

      It takes everything in me to pull my hand back. This craving is so intense.

      He’s not wrong. This is going to be incredibly distracting. 

      “I wonder how long it will last. I mean, is it a first-time thing? Or…” I say, voicing my thoughts out loud. 

      He chuckles. “I’m new to this whole supernatural sex thing. Your guess is definitely going to be better than mine.” 

      I huff out a laugh. “Fair enough.” 

      “But for what it’s worth, I’m kind of digging it,” he says, bending in. His continued arousal is still evident as he presses his lips to mine. 

      I moan into his kiss, wishing I could give in to it. But Demetri is due back soon and the last thing we need is to get derailed mid-session. 

      Besides, I plan to take my time for round two. 

      Inhaling sharply, I break our kiss and slip off the bed. 

      A growl rumbles through his chest, sending thrills racing through me. I reach for my panties, putting them on as quickly as I can before I lose my nerve. 

      “You have no idea how much I wish we could continue…but we need to be ready. I’m feeling the pressure to make a move soon and I plan to take my time with you,” I say, laying the seduction on thick as I run my hands slowly over my breasts. 

      His eyes roll back into his head and he sinks into the pillow. “You’re killing me, woman.” 

      I giggle under my breath as I put on my bra and hunt for the rest of my clothing.  

      Despite clearly not wanting to, Blake tosses the blanket aside. His erection springs out, capturing my gaze, and another wave of heat passes between my thighs. 

      “Goddess fuck me sideways,” I mutter under my breath, diverting my gaze and tugging my shirt over my head.

      I swear, when this is all over, I’m locking myself in a room with Blake and we’re not leaving it until neither one of us can walk straight.

      “I wonder if that could be arranged,” Blake says, stepping into his briefs and walking toward me. 

      He wraps his arms around my waist, grabbing hold of my hips and pressing my backside to his front. My eyelids flutter closed and I escape into the delicious feeling of his hardness pressed against me. 

      “Mmmm… I could get used to this feeling each other’s pleasure thing,” Blake says. “I wonder if it will work if we were in separate locations.” 

      I spin around, quirking an eyebrow. 

      “Oh, the ways I could mess with you…” an evil laugh escapes those beautiful lips of his. But rather than being any kind of frightening, it only makes the wave of eagerness intensify. 

      “You know, it would go both ways,” I say. “Comebacks and all that.” 

      “So what you’re saying is there’s be lots of coming?” His dimple emerges as his hands roam the backs of my arms. Everything about him is making my knees weak. 

      “Yep, I walked right into that one.” 

      He nods. “That you did.”

      I inhale another big breath, pushing myself away from him. “Come on—er—” I shoot him a look from under my eyebrows. “I mean, let’s get serious here. We have some work to do and when it’s over, I’m all yours.” 

      His head tips back and he stares at the ceiling. “Adulting sucks,” he mutters, walking back to the other side of the bed. He bends down and steps into his jeans.

      “Don’t I know it,” I say, fanning myself. I tug on my jeans and take a seat on the bed. 

      Blake pulls his shirt on and I stare at his back muscles bulging as he does so. 

      This is crazy. We’re like love-sick teenagers hopped up on hormones. 

      I divert my gaze, choosing to stare at a flowers on the bedspread. “So, I have a question to ask you…” 

      “Yes, I can go multiple times in one night,” he answers, prowling across the bed on his hands and knees. 

      “Not what I meant.” I hold out why hand, stopping him before he can get any closer. “What was it like? Not being in control of your body?” 

      “I’m pretty sure I was in complete control until you—”

      I press my index finger to his lips and smirk at him. “Not right now. Before…when the Fetch…”

      “Ah,” he says, taking a seat beside me. “Well, it was weird. At first, I didn’t know what had happened. Then I saw my body walk away without me.” 

      I shudder. “That must have been so weird.” 

      “To put it mildly, yeah. But I knew if I could just stick around with it, you’d find a way to fix things.”

      I bite my lower lip. “You put too much faith in me.” 

      He reaches out, placing a crooked index finger under my chin and lifting. When our gaze meets, he says, “You need more faith in yourself.” 

      “Yeah, well…when I couldn’t even feel you at all, that pretty much fucked up my world. I mean, for a hot minute, I thought you had…” My voice cracks. 

      “I didn’t know you couldn’t sense me.” 

      “It took some piecing together. It wasn’t until we caught up with the twins that things started falling into place,” I say. “I wish I would have known sooner about the Fetch.” 

      “Yeah, that was just plain weird. There were times when her thoughts and feelings would filter over to me. Like her hold on my body would slip and I’d get glimpses into her reality. Those twins are both desperate and desperate people do stupid things. Cat—or at least the Fetch part of her, she’ll do anything to be immortal. Colton…well, from what I can tell, he’s just willing to do anything and everything to prove he’s worthy.”

      “Worthy of what?” I ask. But before Blake can answer, my jaw slacks open. “Oh my god. Colton is in love with Autumn.”

      I don’t know how I could have missed it. It’s plain as day now that I’m aware of it. 

      Blake’s smile grows. “Yeah, I think he’s got it bad. The Fetch was annoyed by it because he was meant to be helping her find a way to be immortal. But he’s been consumed with Autumn.”

      Some psychic I am. I’ve been so blinded by my own love for Blake that I never even picked up on Colton’s love for Autumn. This whole thing could have been resolved so much sooner had I known.

      Then, as if right on cue, green lights flash in my mind.

      It’s go time. 

      The players are almost in place. We’re needed at back at Blackwood Manor. 
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      The stage has been set and, as always, my timing is impeccable. Autumn, Wade, Cat, Colton, and even that kid Dominic all stand around in Autumn’s driveway as we pull up. 

      Autumn leans toward her boyfriend, shaking her head as she does so. 

      Evidently, she doesn’t recognize the vehicle. 

      Boy, is she going to be in for a surprise.

      I grin to myself. 

      Thanks to the darkened windows, the kids can’t see us inside the vehicle, so when I pop open my door their expressions flit from confusion to apprehension in an instant.

      “Hey there, kiddos. Miss me?” I say, shifting my gaze between Autumn and Wade, trying to keep all eyes on them. My smile widens as I wait for their panic to ensue. 

      Gods, I love messing with kids. 

      Autumn looks over her shoulder at Wade, who shrugs in response. 

      Colton and Cat exchange confused looks, but neither of them says a word. Smart. 

      “Who’s—?” Dominic begins. He was about to ask who was with me, but he doesn’t need to. 

      Blake hops out of the Lexus, ready to play the part we discussed on the way here.  

      His expression is closed down as he walks up to the kids. He flits his gaze around all five of them before glancing back in my direction.

      It’s showtime. 

      I nod. 

      Without a word, he turns back to the kids, then saunters over to Autumn. “Autumn Blackwood, you’re under arrest for suspicion of criminal resurrection.”

      Autumn’s jaw slacks open and her mind spins out of control. Only one word gains purchase in her brain: arrest. 

      Perfect. That means the rest of them will be just as surprised.

      Blake walks around behind her, garnishing his cuffs and snapping them onto her wrists. His amusement comes in clear through our newfound link, despite his face being nothing but business.

      He’s enjoying this as much as I am.

      “Arrest? She didn’t do anything wrong,” Wade says, reaching out for her. 

      Blake shoulders him off, directing Autumn toward the Lexus. Her face is a contortion of panic and her thoughts tumble at me loud and clear. 

      I can’t go to prison. I can’t go to prison.

      As much as I’d like to hold onto my poker face, I’ve never been any good at poker. I’m pretty sure I have a shitty grin thanks to Colton’s growing guilt. He’s ready to burst. 

      Anger flares across Autumn’s features, but before she can ream me a new one, I wink at her. The last thing I need is for her to go rogue and knee Blake in the groin or something. I might feel it, too, and I’m not prepared for that sorta thing.

      “Wait—” Colton says, stepping forward and holding his hands out in front of him. He takes a deep breath and exhales it slowly, dropping his chin to his chest. “Wait.” 

      Blake stops moving, his right hand still attached to Autumn's left elbow. “Step aside, kid.” 

      Colton shakes his head, getting between Autumn and the vehicle. His eyes are wide and he shakes his head frantically. “No, you’ve gotta listen to me. It’s not her. You have the wrong person.” 

      “That’s ridiculous. All the evidence is pointing directly at Ms. Blackwood,” Blake says, maintaining his official persona.

      Autumn hangs her head, the hope in her eyes dwindling.

      “I have a hunch you should hear him out, Blake,” I say, crossing my arms. 

      “I’m listening,” Blake says, turning to the boy. 

      Colton runs his hand over his mouth, and his dark brown eyes lock with Autumn for a moment. He didn’t want her to find out this way, but he can’t let her take the fall for this. 

      He might be morally ambiguous, but at least he has some lines. 

      “What’s going on here?” Cat asks, her face full of concern as she steps up to Colton and reaches for his arm. 

      Colton swallows hard, glancing from her, back to Blake. “It was me. I was the one who was summoning them. All of them.” 

      Autumn is the epitome of surprise. 

      “What?” Wade growls. “All this time—it was you?” 

      Colton flicks his gaze to Wade but ignores him. Instead, he turns back to Blake. “It started out harmless—really. All I wanted to do was get rid of…” his lips tighten and he stares at the ground. “I thought if I made it look like he was bad news, Autumn would break up with him.”

      “It was you? The anonymous text? The video that went viral around the school? What in the hell, Colton?” Autumn spits, her face growing red with fury.

      “I know. I never meant for you to get involved, Autumn. It was just supposed to be him. If I had known…” he says, his voice drifting off. 

      “I can’t believe this,” Wade says, taking a step back and running his hands through his hair. “You were trying to ruin my life—my reputation and relationship. Make me leave Windhaven. Who the hell do you think you are?” 

      “You don’t deserve her,” Colton spits, his face contorting with anguish. “She deserves better—she deserves…”

      “You?” Wade laughs maniacally. “Come on man. You think this is better? Or that this is what she wants…or what would impress her?” Wade says, moving toward Colton with clenched fists. “You clearly have no idea who Autumn really is.”

      “Eh—that’s close enough, lover boy,” I say, holding a hand and putting him on notice. The wind kicks up, and my hair flutters in the breeze, ruining the effect of my hard stare from under my eyebrows.

      “But you heard him—” Wade says, through clenched teeth. 

      “I did. And so did everyone else here,” I say.

      Colton glares hardcore at Wade. “Whatever, man. You shouldn’t even be here. Dominic’s told me about you. Your kind shouldn’t even be anywhere near her.”

      Dominic’s eyes nearly fall out of his head and he raises his hands. “Hey now, don’t bring me into this.” 

      Wade takes a step back, as he rolls his eyes. “Again with the my kind bullshit.”

      “But it’s true,” Colton says, frowning as he faces Dominic. “You said he’s forbidden—that he shouldn’t be anywhere near her, and if he was outta the picture, I’d have a chance with Autumn.”

      “Yeah, but I didn’t mean this way,” Dominic says, shaking his head. 

      It takes everything I am not to cut Colton off before his next sentence. It’s all part of what needs to happen, even if I’d like to protect Autumn from the aftermath. I press my lips tight and wait for it.

      “But what about the kiss?” Colton chokes out. 

      Wade’s head whips toward Autumn. “Kiss?” 

      The anguish appearing on Wade’s face endears me to him. Poor kid, he’s got it bad. Hecate will be pleased to at least know her daughter is truly loved by this misguided angel.

      Autumn shakes her head. “It wasn’t—it’s not like that.” 

      Colton’s eyes narrow. “It’s exactly like that. We kissed, Autumn. You can’t erase that, even if you think you want to.” 

      “You kissed me, Colton,” she fires back. “I didn’t ask for it—and I certainly didn’t expect it.”

      “But…” Colton says, his eyebrows tipping up in the middle and his heartbreak his palpable. I actually kinda feel bad for the guy.

      He has a different future in store. One he’s never even considered. On that means coming with us.

      “Wait—what?” Cat says, clearly not aware of the drama unfolding. “When did this happen? How did I not know about it?”

      “Looks like Autumn’s been keeping secrets from everyone,” Wade mutters, backing away.

      Blake’s energy is increasingly uncomfortable with the drama, but he stands guard, holding onto Autumn until the right time. 

      Autumn tries to plead with Wade, her eyes relaying more information than the young man has any clue how to access. 

      When he doesn’t acknowledge her, Autumn turns her gaze to Cat. “It was nothing. I’d written it off as a momentary lapse of reason. It’s why I didn’t tell you, Wade. It was nothing.” 

      Wade’s face drains of all color, but he doesn’t say a word. If anything, he looks like he’s about to be sick. 

      “When? Where was I?” Cat demands. 

      “It was after your accident. We had just gotten you back,” Autumn says, reaching out for Wade. “I thought he was just relieved—and it was an accident. I didn’t think he really meant anything by it.” 

      “So, while my grandpa died, and his sister nearly did, he was making the moves on you?” Wade says, shaking his head and turning toward the house. “Unreal.”

      “It didn’t mean anything,” Autumn repeats. 

      Colton’s expression is a mangled mess of agony. “But I thought…” 

      “So, if I’m getting this right, Colton, you’re confessing to the summoning of the revenants?” Blake says, reaching for his handcuff keys. 

      Colton’s dark eyes dart to Blake. “Yes.”

      “Is this at both the Windhaven and Mistwood Point cemeteries?” Blake continues.

      “Yes.”

      “All right.” Blake unlocks the cuffs, releasing Autumn’s hands, then walks over to Colton. “Mr. Gilbert, you’re under arrest for criminal resurrection. You’ll need to come with us.” 

      Colton nods his head, turning around and bringing his arms behind his back, so Blake can put the cuffs on him. 

      “But—this doesn’t make any sense,” Autumn says, shaking her head. “Colton, you’re an elemental witch. You bend earth. How could you summon people? I thought—?”

      “As luck would have it, elemental witches who get their power from earth energies can reanimate bodies,” I say, eyeing my fingernails. Damn, I need a good manicure after the escapades here. “But Gemini Twins—see, their power grows exponentially when they feel threatened.” I turn my gaze to Cat and pop an eyebrow. 

      “You knew, didn’t you? My arrest was all just a ruse,” Autumn spits, shaking her head.

      I gotta hand it to her, she has more of her mom in her than she knows. 

      I shift my gaze to Autumn and smile as sweetly as possible. “I wouldn’t be world-renowned if I didn’t figure it out. Besides, I promised I’d take care of you, didn’t I?” 

      Autumn raises an eyebrow in response. Then, after a moment, she asks, “What’s going to happen to him?” 

      “That’ll be up to him,” I say, not willing to let those cats out of the bag just yet. 

      Blake steps around Colton, so he can open the back door to the SUV. “If he cooperates, we might be able to get his sentence lightened. So, I hope you’re ready. You’re gonna need to help us undo this mess, kid.”

      Colton nods, refusing to look up to any of us. 

      “The spellwork isn’t going to be any fun, that’s for sure,” I mutter, walking back to the vehicle. Honestly, I have zero idea how it will work, but I hope it’s a pain in his ass.

      Colton’s eyes widen as he glances at me, but he doesn’t say anything. Blake points to the seat and Colton promptly sits down. 

      As the back door clicks into place, Cat springs into action. “Hold on. I’m coming with you. I’m not letting him go alone.”

      Before any of us can stop her, she’s hopped into the backseat alongside her brother.

      I grin. 

      The first domino has fallen.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            23

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          

        

    

    







            WELCOME TO THE SHITSHOW

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      “What are you going to do with us?” Cat asks, her voice barely a whisper. 

      Fear and anxiety are a shared experience between the two of them and it’s spreading out through the cab of the Lexus. 

      I twist around in my seat. “First, we’re going to get rid of the revenants. We can’t have an army of undead roaming the streets. Then—” I roll my shoulders to my ears “—well, I’m not at liberty to talk about it.”

      Let’s see how they like that one. 

      Blake’s dimple emerges on the side of his cheek. Evidently, he’s amused.

      “I’m not real sure how to get the revenants under control. I mean, I would have done it by now, but they don’t want to listen,” Colton says, scrunching his face. 

      “Yeah, it’s a lot easier to animate them than to manage them, huh? Have we learned a lesson here?” I ask, shooting him a knowing look. 

      His eyebrows flick upward. “You can say that again.” 

      “I don’t get it. Why didn’t you tell me?” Cat asks, her face full of confusion and anguish. 

      “You had your own stuff to deal with,” he whispers. 

      His thoughts linger on the Fetch. 

      Between the two of them, they sure have made a mess of things. 

      “You won’t have to worry about the evil doppelgänger much longer,” I say, giving Colton a pointed stare. “She’s being taken care of.” 

      “How?” Cat asks, leaning forward. 

      “Let’s just say, she’s going to piss off the wrong angel.” I smirk at the thought. No punishment I could bring up will be as fitting as what’s about to unfold. 

      Blake shoots me a sideways glance, but I turn around, sinking back into my seat. 

      The rest of the drive is a quiet one, with each of us wrapped in our own thoughts. 

      The twins are both worried about what the future will hold. Neither one wants to go to prison, but they both think it’s inevitable.

      We’ll just let them keep right on thinking that. 

      Blake on the other hand…

      His mind keeps drifting back to earlier. 

      As much as I try, no amount of warding works on shutting Blake’s thoughts and feelings out. It continues to pulse through our new bond as intense waves of desire. It’s all I can do not to squirm in my seat. 

      I fan myself, closing my eyes and letting the wave ride. 

      Blake adjusts in his seat, getting turned on by the energy going back and forth through our connection. 

      I blow out a puff of air, extending my gaze across the landscape. Things are certainly different now that the sex kitten has been let out of the cage. 

      “The cemetery is right over there,” Colton says, leaning between the two front seats and pointing. 

      Blake clears his throat. “Thanks.” He flips on his turn signal, then turns right into the Windhaven Cemetery. Tipping his chin, he asks, “Is that Demetri? Who’s the woman with him?”

      Demetri leans against his blazing red Camaro, one hand resting on the hood. His stance suggests he’s trying to flirt with the new addition, but her body language is screaming, ‘I’m here for work.’

      “That must be the Biomancer,” I say.

      “Ah,” Blake nods, continuing up the drive toward them. 

      A few yards behind the two of them, a horde of zombies huddles together. There must be nearly a dozen, all shuffling around and bumping into one another. However, none of them seem to be making a run for it. Nor do they seem at all interested in Demetri or the woman. She must be good at what she does.

      As we pull up, Demetri doesn’t even glance our way, but the woman does. 

      She has deep, penetrating green eyes that could stab right through you. Her brown hair is cropped short and styled like an absolute rockstar. I’d kill to have my hair like hers if I could be bothered to keep up with the maintenance on it. 

      Her frame is a little on the thicker side, but with her vibe, it suits her. It’s like she’s prepared to take on a dragon or punch a cougar in the face. Plus, she clearly knows how to style for success with her frayed denim and a killer black leather jacket. She’s definitely a woman after my own heart. 

      “You like her, huh?” Blake asks, his gaze extending to the woman. 

      I smile. “I like her vibe, that’s for sure.” 

      “I could tell.” He glances in my direction and cocks an eyebrow.

      His words spark things inside me I’m not at all prepared for. I’m used to being the one who’s able to read a room or sense things that are unsaid.

      Knowing he can feel me in that way is kinda hot. And a little bit crazy. 

      Whatever happened back in that hotel room, the effects don’t seem to be wearing off. 

      Blake puts the Lexus in park and I hop out before he’s even shut the vehicle off. 

      Demetri looks up for the first time. His stance changes quickly, standing more upright and at attention. “Hey, this is Brenna. She’s the Biomancer I was telling you about,” he says. 

      I thrust out my hand. “Hi, Diana Hawthorne.” No time like the present to see if the woman is as awesome as she appears. 

      Brenna steps away from Demetri, extending her hand. “Brenna Taylor.”

      Straight away, I get flashes of a woman with zero fucks to give. She likes to live on the edge and if there’s no edge to walk, she’ll make one. 

      Evidently, she works best in a crisis.

      I can’t help but grin like a lunatic. 

      Oh yes, she’ll do. 

      “Christ Almighty, this is a shitshow, huh?” Brenna says, taking her hand back and planting both on her hips. She blows a puff of air upward, sweeping her dark brown hair out of her eyes. 

      “It actually looks like you have things under control,” I say, sweeping my gaze out to the revenants. 

      “Eh, yeah. I wasn’t talking about them. They’re brain-dead morons who are easy to control. I meant the spellwork. You can feel it, right? Whoever did this was an absolute nightmare,” she says, shaking her head. 

      Colton and Cat make their appearance, walking up behind me. I spin around, grabbing Colton by the shoulders and marching him toward Brenna. “Brenna, meet your nightmare.” 

      Her eyebrows shoot up into her hair. “Ah. Well, that explains a bit. You’re new to this, eh, kid?” 

      Colton nods, dropping his gaze to the ground.

      “Yeesh, come on kid, grow a pair. It happens, man. I could tell ya a few stories of my first times raising—”

      I cut her off. “Let’s not, okay. Colton needs to clean up this mess. Not hear about ways to make new ones.”

      She lifts a hand and closes one eye. “Sure, sure.” 

      “So, what do we have to do?” Colton asks. “How do I get them back in the ground?” 

      Brenna looks at Colton like he grew a third head. “What’re you talking about? They’re not going back in the ground.”

      “Then how do we stop this?” Cat asks. 

      Blake walks up behind me, placing a hand on my hip and tugging me closer to him. His warmth spreads through my body, making me want to soak further into it. 

      “Well, see, from what I hear, there are catacombs nearby. That’s actually gonna be our better bet. Zombies, once raised can only be put down a couple of ways. One—” she holds up a finger “—they need to be put out of their undead misery with a stab to the head, decapitation, or otherwise dismembered. Or two—” she raises a second finger “—they get summoned into a magical portal of catacombs meant for magical deaths and kept up by necromancer families who are capable of dealing with this crazy clusterfuck energy. Then, they can be summoned into their nice new resting place and settle back into their eternal slumber, or some shit. I don’t know, it’s just a guess.”

      “You don’t know if that will work?” I say, quirking an eyebrow.

      “Well, unless you want to help me sever the heads of this many zombies…”

      Cat sticks out her tongue. “Ewww, no thanks.” 

      I nod. “Yeah, I’ll pass, too. I had enough close encounters with them already, thanks.” 

      “It’s settled, then.” She smiles smugly, clearly having gotten to this assessment ages ago, and glad we caught up. 

      “If you were able to wrangle them, why did we need to be here? We could have met you back at Blackwood Manor?” Blake asks, still pressing into me. 

      Brenna sizes Blake up, her eyes pausing for a beat on the hand wrapped around my hip. “Because, Federal Agent Man, the newbie over here needs to consecrate the ground and shut down the crappy ass spell he erected that keeps pumping out new zombies.” 

      She places extra emphasis on the words erected and pumping. Either she’s got a few psychic abilities of her own, or she’s feeling the vibe rolling between Blake and me. 

      I hold my head high, ignoring it. “All right, get to work and show him the ropes.” 

      She smiles sweetly. “Ah, thanks. I’m so glad we have your permission. Come on, kid.” Brenna holds out her arm, reaching for Colton. 

      He steps forward tentatively. 

      “The longer you drag this out, the more of your seed you’re gonna have to spill on the ground,” she says, flicking her fingertips and motioning for him to come closer. 

      His eyes bug out of his head and she guffaws. 

      “I’m just messin’ with ya, kid,” Brenna says, slapping Colton on the back. “Come on. This should be quick.”

      The two of them march off, leaving the rest of us standing on the sidelines. 

      Impressions arise of the work they’ll need to do. He has to start at the location where the spell originated, recanting his intention. She has a number of herbs and ointments already prepared and ready at their disposal. 

      They walk off a few yards, making their way to a statue of an angel with her hands raised to the sky in prayer. 

      Brenna starts talking, pointing, and handing Colton things. I can’t hear their exchange, but it’s evident by the way Brenna dictates to him, she’s instructing him on how to set things right. 

      “Do we need to worry about them at all?” Cat asks, pointing toward the revenants. 

      I shrug. “They seem under control.” 

      I no sooner say the words when two of the revenants start pushing one another. One of them is nearly decomposed to skeletal form, while the other has more flesh than sense. Of course, they’re both males.

      Apparently, the fight mentality doesn’t end in death. 

      “Hey, knock it off,” Brenna yells, giving the two revenants the stink-eye. “Can’t you see I’m working here?”

      The skeletal one gives one last push to the other dude, then drops into a more static, swaying motion. 

      She nods her head tersely, evidently approving of their new direction. Turning back to Colton, she points to the ground and he kneels. 

      “How long do you think this part will take? I gotta piss,” Demetri says, shuffling a bit. 

      I roll my eyes. 

      “It’s probably gonna be a while,” Blake offers. 

      “Be right back,” Demetri says, walking off. 

      “Are there bathrooms around here?” Cat asks, arching her eyebrow. 

      “Yeah, they’re called trees,” Demetri calls out as he stomps toward the treeline. 

      She sticks her tongue out and shudders. “Guys.”

      A couple of minutes later, a stillness falls across the cemetery. It’s like a low-level frequency was turned off and it went unnoticed until it was missing. 

      Brenna gives two thumbs up to Colton and gathers up her things. 

      As they make their way back to us, relief is clear in the lines of Colton’s face and in his aura. This has been weighing on him and he’s glad to finally have some of it under control—even if his heart is still tied to Autumn. 

      “Well, that about covers it,” Brenna says, wiping her hands in front of her body.

      “What about Mistwood Point?” I ask.

      She crosses her arms. “What about it?”

      Colton winces, kicking the ground. “I sorta…kinda…”

      “Ah, shit. You fucked up this spell in two places?” Brenna says, catching on. “Well, we’ll have to go there, too. Awesome.”

      “But not before we get these revenants to rest, right?” Blake asks, stepping to my side. 

      “Sure, I guess. But if there are more at Mistwood, they’ll need the same treatment,” she says with a shrug. 

      “This is great and all, but how are we going to get the revenants to Blackwood manor? It’s a good ten miles from here,” Demetri says, scratching at his head. “And they’re not all gonna fit in my car.”

      “Hell if I know,” Brenna shrugs, opening the door to Demetri’s rental. “But I call shotgun.”
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      Without another word, Brenna drops into the passenger seat of Demetri’s rental. 

      I sigh heavily, then walk over and rap on her window with the back of my hand. 

      She glances over her shoulder, feigning surprise before rolling it down. “Yes?”

      “What do you mean you don’t know?” I ask, lowering my eyebrows. 

      Her expression flatlines and she blinks at me slowly for a moment. “Well, I can see you’re gonna be no fun.”

      “I’m the life of the party. Now, out with it,” I mutter. 

      “Look, they’ll bound to me now. Where I go, they’ll follow. All we gotta do is…go.” She rolls her wrist in front of her. 

      “But—” I glance over at the horde of mindless revenants, all clumped together and barely animated. “That still doesn’t explain how they’ll get there. It’s not like they can fly. And they sure as hell won’t fit in our Lexus.” 

      She gives me a pointed stare and she slows her words down like I’m the dunce. “They have legs, don’t they?”

      “That one only has one leg,” Demetri says, pointing at one hopping from side to side.  

      Brenna shoots him a look of annoyance. “Look, I don’t give a rat’s ass how they manage it. All I know is, when we leave, they’ll follow. Stumpy McStumperson over there could jump into the arms of his long lost zombie lover for all I care.” 

      I run my hand over my face.

      I take it back. She’s a nightmare. 

      “Look, if it makes you feel better, I can drive slow. Might take us longer, but at least we can keep an eye on them,” Demetri offers.

      “Fine. You take the lead and we’ll pick up the rear,” I say, shaking my head. “Goddess help me, this better not be as much of a pain the ass as it sounds.” 

      I walk away, leaving them to it. 

      By the time I make it back to Blake and the twins, Demetri and Brenna are on the move. Sure as shit, the crowd of revenants follows after. 

      “Wow, that’s not something you see every day,” Blake mutters as he reaches for the driver’s side handle. 

      The twins throw each other a significant glance. Both of their thoughts are easy to pick out. 

      They’ve witnessed the revenants chasing after their person of interest far too often lately. So, this just looks like more of the same.

      “All right, let’s get moving. I don’t want to be at this all day,” I say, climbing into the passenger seat of the Lexus. 

      The twins file in and Blake takes his seat and starts the engine. When the last of the revenants have trailed after Demetri’s car, we set off. 

      Surprisingly, the revenants can book it when they want to. At times, we reach a speed of almost twenty whole miles an hour. 

      I resort to thunking the back of my head on the headrest. 

      “This is going to take forever,” I whine, practically channeling Ren. 

      Blake extends his hand across the center console and I slowly run my fingertips along his palm, wishing he was able to do other things with that hand. My thoughts extend to earlier in the day and all that’s happened between us. I knew things would be hot—but boy, even my imagination paled in comparison to reality. 

      I can’t wait to get him alone again. I can think of a few uses for the breakfast bar in my house when we get back…

      Without meaning to, I run my right hand down my neck, to my cleavage. 

      Blake inhales sharply, shifting in his seat. “Things could get awkward real fast if you keep doing what you’re doing.” 

      Things between us had dropped into a normal happy hum—what with the undead running around. I’d almost forgotten about this new bond. I turn to him, and a slow smirk spreads across my lips. 

      “Don’t even think about it,” he says, zeroing his gaze on me briefly, before returning it to the road. 

      I raise my eyebrows innocently. “Think about what?” 

      My mind drifts back to when his tongue was inside me and the absolute frenzy he had whipped me into. It was deliciously sexy. 

      “On second thought…” he says, taking his hand back and adjusting himself. His palm lingers there, rubbing up and down. The motion is mostly obscured from the view in the backseat, but I get an eyeful. 

      Desire blasts through our connection, partly his, partly my own, and it’s my turn to squirm. 

      “Okay, that’s not fair,” I say, wetness already pooling. 

      “What’s not fair?” Cat asks, leaning forward. 

      Colton jabs her in the side with his elbow and hisses, “Don’t ask. I think they’re having a private moment.”

      Cat glances back, a look of confusion on her face. Her bother raises his eyebrows high, then drops his gaze to the floor. 

      My face heats, but I figure, oh well… They need to learn someday, right?

      “Huh?” Cat says, but recognition must dawn because she quickly adds, “Oh. Oohhhhh.” She leans back into her seat, quickly diverting her gaze out the window. 

      Maybe Blake has his own powers of prediction, because talk about awkward. 

      I turn back around, rub my nose, and clear my throat. “So, uh—how much farther?” I ask, changing the subject and trying desperately to ignore the throbbing between my legs. 

      This is why I would never have been a good mother. I’m much too self-centered to pretend I don’t want what I want when I want it.

      And gods, do I want it. 

      Blake eyes the in-dash GPS. “At this rate, probably another fifteen minutes.” 

      The rest of us groan in unison. 

      “Longest short drive ever,” I say, tapping my knees with my fingertips. 

      Suddenly, one of the revenants breaks with the formation, wandering off into the trees. 

      I sit up straighter. “Uh, Colton, where the hell does that one think he’s going?” 

      Colton’s gaze sweeps over the woods. “That was one of the first ones. Maybe his connection to my mission was stronger?”

      “Goddamnit,” I spit. “Blake, I need to call Demetri.”

      He reaches into his pocket, unlocking his phone, and handing it over. I guess he’s used to these types of requests now. 

      “Thanks,” I say, punching in Demetri’s number. 

      Blake pulls to the side of the road where the revenant went rogue and keeps his eyes trained on the trees. 

      “Hello?” Demetri says. 

      “Dem, we have a problem. One of the revenants just meandered into the woods. Colton thinks his programming from Brenna must have worn off.”

      “Goddamn newbies,” Brenna spits. “Pull over. I gotta blast him again.”

      Evidently, Demetri must have put me on speakerphone. 

      “We’re pulling over now.” Without even saying goodbye, Demetri hangs up. 

      I stare at the phone for a sec, then hand it back to Blake. “Brenna has to wrangle him in.”

      “Should I help?” Colton asks, taking his seatbelt off. 

      I nod. “Yeah, I think that would be a good idea. If for no other reason to practice how to do it.” 

      Colton nods and exits the Lexus. 

      I’ve dealt with enough revenants to last me a lifetime. So if I don’t have to be an active participant in this situation, I’m totally cool with it. 

      Colton’s frame disappears in the woods after Brenna as he steps through her footsteps in the snow.

      “So, Cat,” I say, turning around to her. “Feel any different yet?” 

      She makes a face. “What?”

      “That’s a no, then,” I say, shooting a quick glance at Blake. 

      The Fetch is coming close to meeting her maker. Or is that her ender? Eh, whichever. She’s about to come face to face with karma. 

      Something slams against my window, forcing out a squeal. I spin around and come face to face with the wild revenant. It gnashes its teeth—well, what’s left of them anyway. A chunk of his head is missing on the right side and the skin’s peeling down its skull, showing off its eye socket. 

      “Whoopsie. Sorry about that,” Brenna says, shooting me a sheepish grin from behind the revenant. “Be gone with you,” she hollers, shoving the revenant back into the mass. 

      All I can do is clutch at my chest and stare. 

      I wish I could sense those damn things, but it seems like their lack of a soul—or a brain of their own—keeps them hidden from me. 

      “Oh my god, that thing scared the shit out of me,” Cat says, inhaling a deep breath through her nose. 

      Blake chuckles under his breath. He saw it coming but felt the jolt of panic through our bond. 

      I reach out, slapping him playfully on the arm. 

      “Hey, I didn’t do it,” he says, still laughing. 

      I narrow my gaze. “No, but you didn’t warn me, either.” 

      Again he laughs. 

      I shake my head, watching Colton as he walks around the front of the vehicle. “Not cool, man.” 

      Colton hops into his seat and buckles up. “That was easier than last time.” 

      “Well, goodie,” I mutter, still miffed about the jump scare. 

      Within a minute or two, we’re off again, all fourteen revenants shuffling their slow asses after Brenna and Demetri. 

      By the time we make it to Blackwood Manor, I’m ready to crawl out of my skin—and not in a good way. Time moves slowly for me anyway, but when you’re immortal and have to slow to a snail pace, it’s excruciating.

      I can think of far better things to be doing with my time. Unfortunately, following after this motley crew already proved a mildly important task. 

      Blake pulls around the driveway’s loop, parking behind Demetri, who’s already halfway across the yard with Brenna and the revenants. 

      Thankfully, this is the last leg of our trip. Once I see those revenants safe and sound behind the gateway to the catacombs, I can rest easy. Then, if I never have to step foot on this creepy estate again, I’ll be totally okay with it. 

      “Come on, guys,” I say, opening my door and stepping out.

      The others file out of the vehicle, following after me. 

      Daylight is beginning to wane, so the sooner we can get them to the catacombs, the better. I’d hate to be wandering these woods at night with a herd of revenants and a questionable Biomancer. 

      It takes us less time to trudge through the woods than it did to get here from the center of town. As we close in, two figures make their way toward us. 

      I don’t need superhuman vision, or my abilities, to know one of them is Wade. The other is Demetri, based on the white-blond head of hair. If things are falling into place the way I was shown, they’re arriving right on cue. 

      “Great,” Colton mutters under his breath. 

      Evidently, he spotted Wade as well. Guilt, anger, and jealousy roll off of him. 

      Wade and Dominic meet up with us a few meters from the catacombs' entrance. 

      “Hey there, loverboy,” I say to Wade when we’re within earshot. “We have a present for you.” 

      Wariness floods his features, but he nods, accepting his fate. Autumn’s about to get the surprise of her life and I wish I could be there to watch it play out in real-time. 

      Dominic turns to Wade. “Do you still want me to go to the sheriff?” 

      “Yeah, make sure there aren’t others and let him know we’re disposing of them. Did you manage the spellwork?” Wade asks, his gaze flitting to me. 

      Before I can open my mouth, Brenna cuts in, “Yeah, the shoddy spellwork is undone. Are you the one I need to bind these dunces to?” 

      Wade stares at her, his silver eyes curious, but not entirely amused. “Who are you?” 

      “Brenna Taylor. I’m the one who actually knows how Biomancy works.” Her gaze flits to Colton, who pulls up the hood on his hoodie and stares at the ground.

      “Well, thanks. I’ll take them from here,” Wade says. 

      “Excellent.” She nods. Then, she closes her eyes, extending her right arm to Wade and placing her hand on his shoulder. Her head drops and she mutters something under her breath. “There we go. They’re all yours.” 

      Wade tips his head in acknowledgment. He turns around, heading toward the catacombs. 

      The revenants follow after him, bumping into one another as if fighting to be the one in front. 

      “That’s something else,” Dominic says, his eyebrows arched high.

      Demetri nods in agreement. 

      “So what now?” Cat asks, cramming her hands in her pockets. 

      “Well, I dunno about you, but my work here is done. So, I’m gonna bounce,” Brenna says, throwing her thumb over her shoulder, then swinging her hand forward and shooting us in the return motion. “Later, suckers.” 

      She stalks off, leaving us behind as if she knows her way back to the car just fine. 

      I’m psychic, and I’m not even sure which way is which right now. 

      “I suppose I better go with her,” Demetri says, shaking his head. “She’s an odd one, man.” 

      I chuckle. “Understatement of the year.”

      Colton wipes the back of his hand across his forehead. “Diana, I don’t know what to say. I’m really sorry about all of this. I don’t know what I was thinking. Everything just sorta got out of control.”

      “Awww, look. Guys can apologize. Too bad I’m not the one you should be apologizing to,” I say, my expression deadpan. I pat him on the shoulder. “Do you guys have your phones on you?” 

      “Why?” Colton asks, suddenly alarmed.

      “You need to apologize to Autumn and Wade,” I say, blinking innocently. 

      “What?” he says, his jaw-dropping. “But I—”

      I can’t help it, a laugh bubbles to the surface. “I’m messing with you. They’re going to be…busy for a bit.” If my timing is right, shit’s about to go sideways in those catacombs. “You need to call your mom and let her know you’re coming with us,” My lips curve into as sweet of a smile as I can muster. “Obviously.”
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      “What do I tell her?” Colton asks, his eyes glassy. He’s not the kind of guy who gets into a ton of trouble. 

      His fear and worry about what his mom is going to think makes me feel kinda bad for the kid. But then I remember he set a scourge of revenants loose just to chase out his crush’s boyfriend. 

      “Does your Mom know what you’ve been doing?” Blake asks, his expression darkening.

      Colton shakes his head. 

      “Well, now’s the time to come clean. Tell her what you did and that you’re being detained. If she wants to talk to me, fine. I’ll tell her when we’ll be in touch. Then, we roll out,” I say, watching Demetri’s back as he follows after Brenna. Behind the two of them, Dominic also makes his way toward Blackwood Manor. 

      Colton’s face screws up, but he nods curtly and takes out his phone. 

      My eyes linger on Dominic and I’m pulled into a vision. 

      Sometime very soon, Autumn is going to need help to protect herself from the curse that’s coming at her like a freight train. As much as I wish I could help, there’s a series of events that have to unfold first.  

      Things that will make her stronger. Things that could give her the ability to do what no other Blackwood has been able to do.

      End things once and for all. 

      She’ll try to come to me first, but the lessons she needs to learn aren’t mine to give. 

      They’re Dominic’s. 

      His role in the development of her gifts is going to bring her to a whole new level. 

      Autumn’s far more powerful than she realizes. Far more powerful than any of us realized. 

      I blink back the insights as I return to the here and now. 

      For a moment, he stares at the blank screen, then inhales slowly through his nose. “Can I—is it okay if I do this privately?” 

      I tip my chin toward a clearing. “You can walk over there, but any funny business and it will add to your sentence. Trust me, prison will be the least of your concerns.” 

      Both of the twin’s eyes are round and they look like mirror images of each other. That is, if your mirror image were of the opposite sex. 

      “I won’t do anything. Just call my mom,” he says. 

      “All right,” I say, nodding to him. 

      Colton starts walking and Cat chases after him. “Can I come, too?” 

      He presses his lips tight but his head tips slightly as the two of them make their way to the clearing. Little do they know that I get a complete sense of everything they plan to tell her. She’s not going to take it well, so I’ll have some smoothing over to do once the dust settles. 

      Their mom is protective of them, that’s for certain. 

      “So, are we…done here?” Blake asks, reaching his hands out to me. 

      I step into his embrace, resting my cheek against his chest. “Maybe?” 

      “That didn’t sound overly convincing.” 

      “I know. It’s just this place. The energy level out here is something else. It puts me on edge,” I say. 

      Blake places his chin on the top of my head and squeezes me tighter. “We’ll be gone soon. Then you’ll have new things to worry about.” 

      “Like where are we going to fit two more misfits?” I snicker.

      He chuckles. “That, too. I was meaning the plane ride home.”

      I groan. “Why did you remind me of that?” 

      “Because it’s fun to watch you squirm,” he offers. 

      I pull my head from his chest and look into his sparkling eyes. “There are better ways to make me squirm.” 

      “And I intend to test every single one,” he says, his voice full of promises. 

      A shiver rolls through me and suddenly, I can’t wait to get back home. To hell with planes—I’ll deal with whatever I have to in order to get him back in my bed. 

      “Careful,” he says, his voice full of gravel. “I could be liable to put Demetri in charge of the twins so I can take you right here and now.” 

      My eyes widen at the passion in his words. This side of him is so new. As Anastasios and Amarantham—we were so young. Blissfully innocent, one might say. While there was certainly passion and attraction, this is something far more tantalizing. We both have experience backing us now…and neither one of us are afraid to go after what we want. 

      Goddess help me, it’s so fucking hot. 

      Footsteps crunch in the snow behind me and Cat clears her throat. “We’re done.”

      My eyes flutter wildly as I try to come back to the here and now—and the things we have yet to accomplish. I blow out a jagged breath, feeling the waves of heat passing between Blake and me. 

      Clearing my throat, I turn around. “So, how did it go?”

      Their expressions tell me everything I need to know. Not well. 

      “She’s demanding to see us as soon as we’re situated,” Colton says, dropping his gaze. 

      “That’s fine,” I say. Mrs. Gilbert might be pissed now, but once she realizes we’re here to protect the twins, she’ll change her tune. I’ve already seen snippets of that. Though, the full picture is slightly obscured. “We’ll send Demetri to get some of your things, too. So if you need anything before we leave Connecticut, let me know and we’ll get it to you.”

      “Let’s get moving,” Blake says. “I’d like to get our flight booked as soon as we can.” 

      “Where are we heading?” Colton asks, guilt and fear rolling off of him. 

      “Don’t worry about that for now,” I say, patting him on the arm and beginning the trek back to the vehicle. 

      However, it’s the only thing he’s worrying about. It rolls off him in intense bands, swirling between him and his sister. Not even his feelings for Autumn have trumped it. 

      Blake walks beside me, sliding his hand in mine as we walk for a while in silence. The only sound is the wind whipping through the trees and the crunching of the snow beneath our feet. 

      Colton’s head continues to swirl through his worries until he can’t hold one in any longer. 

      “What about Cat? She shouldn’t have to be a part of this. I acted alone…” he says as we get closer to Blackwood Manor. 

      “I’m not leaving you,” Cat says, her words full of conviction.

      I turn to him. ‘That’s nice, Colton, but we need to make sure she wasn’t an accessory. Besides, the two of you knew about the Fetch and did nothing to stop it.”

      “Yes we did—” Cat says, shaking her head. 

      I cut her off. “You didn’t tell anyone of authority. You tried to handle this shitshow on your own and because of that, Blake was nearly…” my voice cracks and I swallow hard. I shake the emotion away as he squeezes my hand tighter. “Look, we need you both for now.” 

      Colton nods, falling silent. 

      By the time we make it back to the manor, Demetri and Brenna are gone. Dominic is also nowhere in sight. 

      However, the wind picks up, setting me on edge. Powerful magic is rising and in a few minutes, it’ll change everything. 

      Before I can prepare anyone, a specter of Cat races from the woods. A feral sound, like a cat in heat escapes her lips as she’s flung toward the corporeal version of herself. I stop moving, staring in awe and horror as the Fetch contorts, fighting against the control of whatever has thrust her across time and space. 

      But I know exactly who’s done this.

      The Angel of Death, himself. 

      The Fetch chose the wrong human to attempt a takeover on and this is the price she’s paying for it. But it’s not just her—it will be Cat herself, as well. 

      None of the others sense what’s coming, but when the Fetch slams into Cat’s back, sinking into her, Cat’s entire body goes rigid. 

      Colton spins around, suddenly alerted to something out of the ordinary. “Cat?” 

      He reaches for her, as her skin ignites into flames, burning brightly like a pyre. His hand tugs back instinctively and a gasp of horror escapes his lips. “Help her,” he pleads. 

      I shake my head. “It’s not my place.” 

      “Will she be—?” Blake begins, not sure what question is even the right one now. 

      Before I can answer, the flames recede and Cat’s body goes limp, like a marionette who’s strings were cut. 

      Colton reaches out, grabbing her under her arms and making sure she doesn’t fall to the ground. 

      Blake drops my hand, unsure if he should help or stand back. I hold a hand out, letting him know he can stand down. 

      “She’ll be fine,” I whisper under my breath. 

      His dark eyes are locked on the twins as if he’s waiting for them both to spontaneously combust together and vanish into a puff of smoke. 

      I snicker under my breath at the thought. 

      “Cat, are you okay?” Colton repeats, dropping down to his knees with his sister. 

      Their bond is far different than Blake’s and mine, but in many ways, it’s still the same. They’re connected in a way only the two of them can feel. 

      And now, for the first time, they’re on the same playing field. 

      That Angel of Death has a quirky sense of humor. Either that, or he’s just plain mean. 

      “I—I don’t know what just happened,” she says, shaking her head. 

      The Fetch that was created by the resurrection Autumn had performed has been reintegrated into her soul. But that’s not all. She comes bearing a gift—or a curse—depending on how you look at it.

      I reach out, placing a hand on Cat’s shoulder. “Welcome to the club, honey.” 

      A confused look takes over her face. “What are you—?”

      I quirk an eyebrow. “Can’t you feel it? You got your secret wish.” 

      Colton’s face is grim. “What are you talking about? Cat, what’s she talking about?” 

      Cat turns to face Colton, but no words come out. She feels it, but this is a secret she never even told her brother. 

      “You wanna tell him or should I?” I ask, giving her the option.

      Blake’s confusion pulses through the bond and he’s worried about what this means. His protective nature is rising to the surface. 

      Cat shakes her head, not ready to speak her truth.

      I sigh, walking up to the vehicle and turning around. 

      “Congratulations, Colton. You’re no longer the only immortal Gemini Twin,” I say, opening the back door to the Lexus. “But you are officially the only immortal duo. Now, get in. I want out of this Godforsaken town.”
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      “What?” Colton gasps. “I don’t understand. Is she telling the truth?” His eyes search Cat’s for the answers. 

      His sister blinks wildly, still trying to come to terms with the energy inside her, and all the things the Fetch has done since she splintered off.

      I can only imagine what that feels like. Cat seems like a genuinely good person, but the Fetch was the darker part of her. The part she wanted to suppress and keep hidden. 

      That didn’t work out so well for her. 

      “Look, nothing is going to get resolved right now. Let her process for a beat. I want to get away from this creeper vibe of a property. I don’t know how the three of you aren’t ready to run for the hills, too,” I say, pointing to the backseat. “Plus, you still need to deal with Mistwood Point.”

      Colton nods, reaching out to help Cat stand back up. He’s a good brother. Better than most, come to think of it. 

      When they’ve both taken their seats, I close the door and shoot Blake a pointed stare. Apprehension floods our bond—he’s not too sure about having the two of them inside an enclosed space connected to gasoline. 

      Sighing, I walk around the vehicle and hop into the passenger seat. If anything else were bound to happen soon, I’d see it. Instead, the only thing I’m worried about this that hospital room and the vision of the Horseman. 

      I need to figure out how to stop that from happening. 

      Blake follows, getting behind the wheel. 

      We’ve done all we need to for Autumn and her crew for now. For whatever reason, I know we’ll be called back, but in the meantime, I’m ready to pack up and get the hell out of dodge.
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      My relief to finally escape Windhaven Connecticut and head home almost outweighs the blind terror of having to get into another goddamn plane. 

      I don’t know who’s more freaked out—me, or the twins. Call me a terrible person, but I still haven’t told them they’re not headed to prison. The amusement of their panic is the only thing keeping me from walking home. 

      Leaning back in my seat, I stare at the headrest in front of me, wishing it had a TV in it like the big planes. It doesn’t, though, so I inhale slowly through my nose and pretend. 

      “Is she okay?” Colton asks, twisting to face us across the aisle.  

      I don’t even have to look at Blake to know he’s tickled by my discomfort. The new bond between us expresses that just fine.

      I groan, closing my eyes. 

      “She’s not a huge fan of flying,” Blake says, huffing a laugh. 

      “I don’t blame her. This things feels like it’s put together with tin foil and tape,” Cat says, her voice barely above a whisper. 

      “That’s not helping,” I say, looking at her from beneath my eyebrows. 

      “Sorry,” she mutters, shrinking back into her seat a bit.

      Thankfully, this excursion is nearly at an end. In a few minutes, I can kiss the ground of Helena and vow to never get in another flying death machine. Granted, it might be a futile vow, but I’ll make it nonetheless.

      “I wish we could have told Mom goodbye in person,” Cat mutters, her gaze extending out the window. 

      The statement was meant for Colton, but she wanted us to hear it, too. While her brother is the one we were technically after, thanks to the revenant situation, my higher mission to Apollo has also been fulfilled. 

      Find the Gemini Twins and keep them safe. Check.

      No better way to do that than by bringing them back to Helena. There we can help them come to terms with their powers—and hopefully keep them out of the clutches of Sentinel. 

      Both of the twins are powerful—and who knows what level they might develop into. But right now, they’re volatile, naive, and underprepared for the shitstorm they can kick up when left to their own devices. 

      Especially now that they’re both going to live forever. 

      That alone is enough to make someone at Sentinel wet their pants with excitement. It’s not everyday two powerful immortal assassins could be trained from such a young age… 

      I shudder away the thought. 

      Over my dead body. 

      I close my eyes, counting down the seconds until we land. Thankfully, not many. 

      The plane lands and while we taxi for a good fifteen minutes, we’re safely touched down, so I don’t care. They could take all day and I’d be perfectly fine knowing we’re no longer in the air.

      When the flight attendant announces we can leave the plane, Cat and Colton stay seated while Blake and I stand to grab our carry on luggage. The twin’s stuff will arrive later, when Demetri has time to stop by with it. So for now, they travel light. 

      “Should we cuff them now? Or?” Blake asks me, his eyes twinkling. 

      I turn to look at them and snort a laugh at their scared faces.

      “I don’t think they’ll run. Do you?” I say, shaking my head and moving toward the front of the plane. 

      Blake follows after me, with Cat and Colton taking up the rear. 

      When we exit into the terminal, the first person I see is Kyros. He’s hard to miss, standing in the middle of the space with a big sign that reads, “HAWTHORNE and CO.”

      Gone are his unruly locks that made him look like Einstein’s brother. Instead, he’s maintained the suave, rolling waves and trimmed goatee. He’s dressed in a different suit than the one we left him with, but it looks great on him. The purple flare is shimmery and his shirt is a teal blue that pops beneath the darker suit. 

      “Oh my god, look who it is,” Ren says, excitement flooding his features. His hair looks freshly styled and even his clothes have a sharper flare than normal.

      For having to work for the past week with Kyros, he sure looks suspiciously well rested. 

      “Who the heck is manning the shop?” I say, quirking an eyebrow and popping a hip. 

      Ren bats his eyelashes, giving me a bright wattage smile. “It’s not every day our fearless leader returns from such a looong vacation—er excursion.” 

      “Ren,” I warn. 

      His shoulder slump. “Oh, for the love, party pooper. It’ll be fine. We’ve only been gone for like, three hours.” His hands flail about like they’ll somehow wipe away the issue from my memory.

      My jaw drops open. “Three hours. It’s one in the afternoon, Ren. That’s like…all day.” 

      “Mr. Garcia was adamant that we must welcome you in style,” Kyros pipes in, waving the sign back and forth. He made it himself. “After all, your return must mean these two…” he turns to face he twins, “are the ones you were after?” 

      Aiden walks up with a cardboard tray holding three coffees. His hair is a shaggy mess, and of the three of them, he’s the only one who looks normal.

      When he spots us, he lowers the tray a bit. “Oh, you’re here already. I should have—” 

      “You made Aiden do your bidding?” I say, turning to Renaldo and Kyros, my jaw dropping open. “Really?” 

      Kyros shrinks back a bit, hiding behind his sign. 

      Renaldo presses his fingertips to his chest. “I’ll have you know, as acting boss, it was my job to delegate. Besides, he offered.” He rolls his eyes like the last part was obvious. 

      Colton chuckles under his breath. “This is not at all what I was expecting when we landed.”

      I glance over my shoulder at him, trying to decide if I publicly flog them all or just get our asses home. The sensation bleeding through the bond between Blake and I is what makes me decide on the latter. His relief and excitement is coming through loud and clear. 

      If Ren and Kyros can spend a whole week together without everything burning down, he thinks we should be able to manage some time to ourselves. 

      I sigh softly, letting my agitation go. I still need to explain what happened the first time…

      “Everyone, this is Caitlyn and Colton Gilbert—the Gemini Twins,” I say, stepping aside and swinging my arm out toward them. 

      “A pleasure,” Kyros says, trying to shuffle his sign under his arm, but fumbling with it. Instead, it slides out of his grasp, landing on the floor and sailing a few feet away. He shrugs, then reaches out his hand to Colton. “Kyros.” 

      Colton shakes it, giving him a lopsided grin. 

      Kyros turns to Cat who just waves instead, her gaze darting between Kyros and Aiden. 

      I narrow my gaze, picking up on some interesting energy in the room. But before I can tell for sure, Cat drops her gaze to the floor. 

      “Well, you might as well know now I’m Renaldo, Diana’s right hand man,” Ren says, placing his left hand under his right elbow, as he twirls his wrist in the air. 

      Kyros shoots Ren a look of annoyance, his bushy gray eyebrow twitching. 

      Ignoring the two of them, I step forward to test what I was just picking up. Because, why not?

      “Aiden,” I say, pointing toward Cat, “Do you think you could take Ms. Gilbert here to get coffee for the rest of us? Then we’ll head out.” 

      I mean, if he’s already willing to be the gopher, may as well go again—but this time with a pretty girl. 

      “Sure. I, uh—” Aiden turns from Ren, to Kyros, unsure who to hand the current tray of drinks to. He finally settles on Kyros because Ren gives him a blank stare. 

      Kyros grabs the drink carrier, selecting his drink, then passing the rest to Ren anyway. 

      “Are you sure I can—” Cat starts, not wanting to point out the obvious in front of Aiden. 

      I tip my chin and nod. “Go.” 

      Aiden runs his hand over the back of his neck, trying not to look awkward, but failing miserably. 

      Amusement tickles my core and I glance over to Blake. A lopsided grin graces his lips and his dimple peeks out from beside his goatee.

      I shrug innocently. 

      Aiden turns, ushering Cat toward the airport coffee shop and I turn back to Colton. “So, I suppose I should come clean with you.” 

      Colton’s back goes rigid and he crams his hands into his hoodie pocket. 

      “Neither of you are going to prison.” I give him a hard stare and wait for him to process. 

      “But…” He blinks wildly for a moment, then points the direction of Cat. “Why did you bring us here?” 

      A slow grin creeps across my face because I’m about to throw him for a loop. “Can’t you guess? I’m a collector of weird and you’re about to join my circus.”
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      “Again, with the blindfold?” I chuckle, following Blake’s lead as he holds onto my hand, walking us deeper into his backyard than I’ve ever been. “I can think of far better uses for a blindfold than traipsing around outside in fifty-degree weather.” I lay the seduction in my voice on thick, hoping he’ll opt for turning us back around and heading upstairs to his bedroom. 

      As expected, he sucks in a quick breath, and a blast of desire pulses through the bond between us. 

      I grin internally. This new connection is an incredibly sexy asset.

      “Don’t worry, you’ll get that wish very soon,” he whispers, his voice like gravel and lust against my earlobe. 

      A thrill races up my spine as goosebumps flash across my skin. 

      I can’t wait for him to keep that promise. 

      It’s already been a full day since we got back to Helena and we haven’t gotten naked once—despite my many hints to the effect. Granted, there’s been a lot involved with getting the twins situated. 

      Thankfully, Kyros and Aiden are in charge of their entertainment for the time being. 

      After a few more minutes of walking, Blake stops. Excitement and nervous energy wash through the connection and I want to desperately tear down my mental wards to know what he’s up to. Instead, I wait for the unveiling, knowing all will be revealed soon. 

      “Are you ready for your surprise?” he asks, his mouth again close. The warmth of his breath caresses my neck and I lean toward him. 

      “Always.” 

      He laughs softly, releasing the blindfold. I blink a few times, as my eyes adjust to the bright afternoon sunlight filtering through the bare trees. 

      We’re no longer in view of his house. Instead, we’re embraced by a sea of dormant trees and a large open field that surrounds our immediate vicinity. A few yards away, there are two stands, each holding a paper target. 

      “What is this?” I ask, even though I’m pretty sure I know what.

      A small table rests directly in front of me and two guns lay on its top. They’re both smaller, handheld things, but I have no idea what the difference is. 

      I glance over at him with an arched eyebrow. 

      “I promised you some lessons and I intend to keep that promise,” Blake says, a twinkle of amusement flashing in his eyes.

      Despite myself, a smile tugs at my lips and I nod. “That you did.”

      “After all that happened, I’m more convinced than ever that we need to make sure you’re protected in as many ways as possible,” he says, his dark eyes turning serious. 

      My stomach flips. It’s not me who needs protection…

      “A gun didn’t help you when the Fetch stole your body,” I say before I can stop myself.

      He tips his head. “You’re not wrong. But…” Disappointment pulses through the bond.

      I hold up a hand. “It’s okay. No reasoning necessary. We’re here and I’m ready and willing to learn.” 

      He grins triumphantly and his dimple makes my heart melt. 

      How could I ever say no to this man?

      “So…what’s the difference?” I ask, staring at the two pistols. They look exactly the same to me.

      “This one’s a nine-millimeter,” he says, shoving ammunition in the first one and extending it out to me. “I’d tell you the make and model, but I doubt you’ll care a whole lot about that. The other one is a three-eighty.” 

      I take the first gun, feeling the heft of it in the palm of my hand. 

      “Okay, so the first thing to mention is you treat every gun as if it’s loaded. Never point the gun at anything you aren’t prepared to destroy, hurt, or kill.”

      “All right.” I shudder, making a face. Guns are so not my thing. 

      “With that in mind, you never want to have your finger resting on the trigger. Accidents happen that way. Keep it resting off to the side, like this,” he says, maneuvering my index finger to the side of the gun. “Leave it there until you’re ready to actually fire the weapon.” 

      “Got it,” I say, nodding to him. 

      He grins, clearly enjoying this lesson. “Next, you always want to know whether or not your gun is loaded. You do that by chamber-checking your weapon. But before you do that...” He presses a small button behind the trigger and the bottom falls out of the gun’s handle. “You always eject the magazine.” 

      “What was the point in putting it in there, only to eject it again?” I ask, quirking an eyebrow. 

      He chuckles softly. “For example’s sake.” 

      “Ah.” 

      He sets the magazine back down on the table, then points to my other hand. “Now, place your left palm over the butt of the gun, and pull back the slider until you can see into the chamber. When you do so, let your trigger finger drift out and away from the gun, so it’s nowhere near the trigger.”

      I do as he says, raising my index finger and pulling the top half of the gun back. “It doesn’t look like there’s anything in there.” 

      Blake nods. “Because there’s not. If a round had been chambered, you’d see it here.” He points to the gap near the back end of the open space. “Let’s try the three-eighty.” 

      We run through the same safety talk for the second gun, loading and unloading the ammunition a number of times on each gun. When he seems satisfied that I have safety-first in mind, he extends his gaze to the targets. 

      “Are you ready to try shooting them?” he asks, turning back to me. 

      I inhale deeply through my nose. “As I’ll ever be.” 

      “Okay, grip the gun, trigger finger out straight. Place the palm of your left hand over your right-hand grip. Like this,” he says, stepping behind me and placing his left hand over the top of mine. He holds it there for a moment before drifting back a step. 

      Still holding the gun, I look over my shoulder at him, waiting for more. More of his lesson…more of his touch. 

      “Extend your arms out in front of you, using your sights to line up your target,” he says, pointing at the two notches on the top of the gun. “You want to not only line up your gun to what you want to shoot but keep in mind what’s behind it as well. In case the bullet continues through.” 

      Shuddering at that thought, I lift the gun, closing my left eye to line up the gun to the center of the target. Thankfully, the only thing beyond the targets is a bunch of trees. “Okay, then what?” 

      “When you’re ready, pull the trigger,” he states, simply. 

      I blow out a breath and summon my will to actually fire the weapon.

      The memory of the Horseman of Death springs to mind and suddenly, the only thing I envision on the other end of my sights is him.

      Placing my finger on the trigger, I pull it back.

      The gun pops off, snapping back a bit more than I expected and I let out a squeak. Unfortunately, the bullet grazes the target’s shoulder, instead of the big circle in the center of its drawn chest.

      “Not bad. The nine-millimeter has more kick, so widen your stance a bit and stiffen your arms. Here, let me help.”

      The front of his body presses against me as he reaches around. He kicks my right leg out a bit and his hands slide down my arms and stop at my wrists. 

      The warmth of his body radiates between us, heightening my growing need for him. I settle into him, allowing him to maneuver me into position. 

      My eyes drift closed for a second, as I soak into the feeling. 

      “You’re not paying attention,” he whispers feverishly in my ear. 

      “It’s really hard,” I say, leaning back and resting into him. 

      He chuckles, the sensation reverberating through my back. “Not yet, but it could be if you keep this up.” 

      “Hmmm, I like the sound of that,” I say. A smile tugs at my lips and I lower the gun, flipping on the safety the way I had been shown.

      Blake skims his lips down the side of my neck, heightening yet again the intense desire building inside me. I set the weapon down on the table and spin around to face him. 

      Molten lava glows in his eyes and I lean forward, brushing my lips against his. 

      His hands are suddenly roaming my hair, pulling me closer to him. Passion burns through the bond between us and I know he’s quickly rising to the same level I’ve been at all day. 

      My arms snake around his waist. I place my hands on the small of his back and tug his hips toward me—wanting to feel his body pressed against me.

      He breaks our kiss, his eyes hooded and breathing heavy. “Are you officially done with your lesson?”

      “There’s always tomorrow, right?” I say, pushing my will onto him through the link. 

      He bends forward, his lips crushing down on mine again. Between the kiss and his arousal pumping through our bond, it’s all I can do not to rip his clothes off right here and now. 

      “God Almighty… Woman, you are going to be the death of me,” Blake says, breaking our kiss and pressing his forehead to mine. “You have no idea how badly I want you right now.” 

      “Then what are you waiting for?” I say, taunting him with a smirk. 

      His nostrils flare and he presses his growing bulge against my hip. “Right here?”

      My insides tingle and my knees go weak. 

      “I would take you anywhere I can,” I say, my words barely above a whisper. 

      He sucks in a quick breath, clearly debating things. 

      I desperately want to track his thoughts the way his eyes track my every move. 

      “Why do I feel like a damn teenager when I’m with you?” he asks, his gaze holding steady to my own.

      A smile tugs at my lips. “You know, I’ve lived a very long time. There’s not a lot I haven’t done.” I plant soft kisses along the side of his face, then continue, “But you…somehow you continue to find ways to bring me into new territory.”

      “And how’s that?” he says, running his hands along my upper arms. The warmth draws out goosebumps across my skin. 

      “You were the first man I ever loved. The only man I ever married. Then, the first man I couldn’t read…” I trail my kisses to the corners of his lips. “You taught me how to shoot a gun…”

      He closes his eyes, contentment, and pride filtering through the connection between us. 

      “But now… I want you to claim me as yours again,” I breathe against his skin. 

      Blake opens his mouth, but I don’t hear the words he utters.

      Instead, I’m thrust into a different scene. 

      All around me, objects are flying—like I’m somehow standing in the middle of an indoor tornado. Dirt, stone, candles, bits of stairs. 

      A malevolence floods the space, permeating every atom in the vicinity. An angry spirit—one with more power than it should have—is about to unleash hell on earth. 

      I push out my gift, trying to find the source…who is it going to attack? 

      The cyclone of energy is too strong, but I sense two separate being in the vortex. Two with a pulse at least. 

      Again, I push back, trying to find who or where this is going to take place. 

      Then, something about it feels familiar. Like I’ve been there before, only…

      Colton flashes into my mind’s eye. 

      He stands in the middle of a basement room with his arms splayed wide. The objects stop spinning—even the dirt from the floor slows, then stops mid-air as he holds back the torrent. 

      Autumn Blackwood is huddled beneath the ruins of what were once stairs, with a battered Wade in her arms. Tears and dirt streak her grief-stricken face. 

      Before I can get a handle on it, the scene shifts. 

      The twins, Aiden, Blake, and I are chatting in the park in the center of town. But something—or rather, someone, pulls my gaze away.

      In the distance, a woman with spiked-up gray hair leans, arms crossed, against the chainlink fence of the dog park. Her right knee is bent with her foot resting on the fence behind her.

      Panic races through me and I try to alert Blake through our bond. But before we can do anything, the woman is upon us, somehow able to teleport. 

      She reaches out for Colton, grabbing him by the neck and vanishing before our eyes.

      I come back to the present, clutching at the front of my shirt. 

      I thought we’d have more time, but since when does that ever work out in my favor?

      “What is it? What did you see?” Blake asks, holding on to my upper arms to keep me steady. 

      “The twins don’t have much time…” I say, shaking my head. “Sentinel knows they’re here.”

      “Now? Do we need to—”

      I shake my head. “No, I got the sense they’re watching. Waiting for the right time.” 

      Blake’s eyes narrow and a sort of protectiveness floods the connection between us. “Then we need to be ready.” 

      I nod in agreement. 

      Colton’s biomancy and earth-bending skills will be needed again soon. But more than that, so will some additional skills he has yet to develop fully. Ones we’ll need to find him a mentor for—fast. Wade Hoffman’s life may depend on it.

      Between Sentinel’s growing interest in the twins and all that’s about to go down in Windhaven, we’re racing the clock.

      No matter how I look at it, death is lurking amidst the ruins…

      

      To be continued…

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        Up Next: Ruins 

        Book 4 in the Diana Hawthorne Supernatural Mysteries

        Coming in 2022!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CAN’T WAIT FOR MORE DIANA?

          

        

      

    

    
      Diana Hawthorne seems to get around. (No, not like that. Get your mind out of the gutter.)

      If you’re waiting for Diana’s supernatural mystery series to continue, here are a few additional places you can get your fix:

      

      
        
        The Final Five

        Awakening

        The Windhaven Witches

      

      

    

  







            ALSO BY CARISSA ANDREWS

          

        

      

    

    




      THE WINDHAVEN WITCHES

      
        
        Secret Legacy

        Soul Legacy

        Haunted Legacy

        Cursed Legacy

      

      

      

  




THE PENDOMUS CHRONICLES

      
        
        Trajectory: A Pendomus Chronicles Prequel

        Pendomus: Book 1 of the Pendomus Chronicles

        Polarities: Book 2 of the Pendomus Chronicles

        Revolutions: Book 3 of the Pendomus Chronicles

      

      

      

  




THE 8TH DIMENSION NOVELS

      
        
        The Final Five: An Oracle & Awakening Bridge Novelette

        Awakening: Rise as the Fall Unfolds

        Merciless

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Carissa Andrews

        Sci-fi/Fantasy is my pen of choice.

      

      

      

      
        
          [image: Carissa Andrews]
        

      

      Carissa Andrews is an award-winning and international bestselling indie author from central Minnesota. Her books range from paranormal and urban fantasy to science fiction dystopia. Her plans for 2022 include the continuation of her acclaimed Diana Hawthorne Supernatural Mysteries and a new series called Accidental Alpha. As a publishing powerhouse, she keeps sane by chilling with her husband, five kids, and their two insane husky pups, Aztec and Pharaoh.

      
        
        For a free ebook and to find out what Carissa’s up to, head over to her website and sign up for her newsletter:

        www.carissaandrews.com

      

      

      
        [image: Facebook icon] Facebook

        [image: Twitter icon] Twitter

        [image: Instagram icon] Instagram

        [image: Amazon icon] Amazon

        [image: BookBub icon] BookBub

        [image: Goodreads icon] Goodreads

      

    

  

cover.jpeg





images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg





images/00006.jpeg





images/00005.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg





