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Chapter 1





About six or seven men had charged into our house. They were dressed in long black jackets, black pants, and dark grey button-down shirts. Once they were inside, a woman with long red, curly hair walked past them, stopping once she was in the middle of the room. A few strands of her red hair were sticking out from underneath her hooded cloak. She slowly raised her hands, sliding the hood off her head. She glanced around the room, not looking at anything for long until her eyes locked with mine. She stood there for a few minutes, glaring at me.
“Kill them,” she demanded, then turned and walked back past the men, raising her hood back up.
It was like everything turned to slow motion the minute she walked out of the house. I looked over and saw the horror on my parents’ faces, then over to Gavin, who was practically frozen from fright. Then, my eyes found Hunter in the chaotic mess, looking as shocked as the rest of us who were about to be killed. A tall, muscular guy lunged at Gavin.
I raised my hands up. “Stop!” I screamed so loudly my throat hurt. I lowered my hands back down. Everyone was frozen, not moving forward with time. The Vexer was inches away from thrusting a knife into Gavin.
“You okay?” Wyatt asked, scanning my body for injuries.
“Yeah. How do I wake up everyone except for the men?” I asked, gazing upon everyone frozen around us.
“I can take care of that.” He walked around, touching them on the shoulders, bringing them back to real-time.
“Londyn, I need you to take your mom and sister away from here, now,” Dad said, pulling mom closer to him.
“I’m going with you, Londyn.” Gavin made his way over to us.
“Gavin, I can’t ask you to give up everything. I won’t be able to come back here, and I can’t let you give it up too.”
“Londyn, you are more than my best friend. I consider you, your mom, and your sister my family. I’m going with you.”
At that moment, I knew there was no more discussion. “Okay.” I took his hand.
“Jules, Asher can’t go with us. I’m sorry,” Wyatt stated, walking over to them. “Honestly, Gavin shouldn’t be coming along with us either.”
“I know, and I understand why he can’t go. What will happen?” she asked, looking over at him, still frozen in time.
“I’ll take him back and erase his memory. I’m sorry, but it has to be done,” Wyatt said, matter-of-factly.
In that instance, I was relieved that Gavin refused to go back to his family. I didn’t want to be erased from his memory. I clung to Gavin’s arm, leaning my head against his shoulder. I knew I’d never been able to repay him for giving up his life here to go with us. I glanced over at my parents, who were standing there cradling each other in their arms, whispering back and forth between each other. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but I knew it was meant for their ears only.
“Okay, I need for you all to go, now,” Dad said, peering down at Mom.
“What about you?” Mom said, tightening her grip on Dad’s shirt.
“I have to stay here and make sure you all get away when Wyatt starts time back up.” He gave Mom a kiss and hug. He gave Jules and me each a hug, then made us promise no matter what happened, we would not come back.
Wyatt had Jules stand next to Asher as he touched his shoulder, so she could pull him toward the door with us behind them, blocking his view of the frozen men scattered about the entryway.
Jules walked Asher up to his door, then waved for Wyatt to get out of the car. Jules came back to the car once Wyatt was up there with them. I could see Wyatt’s lips moving and Asher standing there, staring straight ahead as if Wyatt wasn’t even standing in front of him.
Asher turned and walked inside his house. Then Wyatt turned, walking back to the car.
“Where are we going?” I asked, looking straight out the windshield at the long road that would lead us away from everything we knew.
“We’re going to Virginia. Your mom is right behind us with your sister. We will be there in about three hours,” he said, lifting my hand up to his mouth.
The next few days passed by in a blur. Mom managed to find a big, brick, ranch-style house to rent and took a job at one of the local clothing stores. I didn’t ask, but I had a feeling she might have used her powers to persuade the manager to hire her on the spot. I couldn’t help but notice how much mom had aged since we arrived in Charlottesville. Sometimes, I heard her crying late at night up when she thought I was sound asleep. I knew it was because she was grieving and felt guilty over Dad.
Once we were all moved in, Mom enrolled the three of us in Emmerich High School. She was going to try and register Gavin as my stepbrother, but he quickly let the office know that he was of no relation and that Mom was just his legal guardian.
“Hey, I thought maybe this weekend we all would go to Downtown Mall to do some shopping before everyone’s first day of school Monday,” Mom said, pulling in the driveway.
“Sure,” I said, looking through my new phone.
“Londyn, I know you wanted to keep your old phone, but I couldn’t let you risk trying to contact Sam.” Mom opened the door.
“She’s been my best friend since grade school, and I’m just supposed to forget about her like she never existed,” I grumbled, shutting the door a little harder than I meant to.
“I’m not saying forever, but for the time being, you have to let her go. Luckily, she wasn’t at the house when they got there. I’m hoping they will never find out about her. I don’t think you would ever forgive yourself if something happened to her.” Mom tucked a piece of hair back behind my ear. She turned and walked up to the front door. She could tell I wasn’t in the mood to talk anymore.
“Londyn? Do you care if I come in for a little bit?” Gavin asked through my closed door.
“Yeah.” I moved over on my bed so Gavin wouldn’t have to crawl over me.
“Your mom hinted around that you might need someone to talk to.” He closed the door behind him.
“Gavin, I haven’t once asked you how you are doing with all of this. I’m so sorry that I’ve been so selfish. How are you doing?” I patted the bed for him to sit beside me.
He propped the pillows up against the headboard before getting up on the bed. “I’m doing okay. Sometimes I miss my family, but I would’ve missed you more. I made the right decision, so don’t worry about me. Sunshine, you needed me more.” He wrapped his arm around me, pulling me closer to him.
“Thank you. I worry I won’t be able to protect you. I don’t know what I’d do if something ever happened to you that was my fault.” I lowered my head.
“You can’t think like that. I trust you. Besides, I don’t think Wyatt is going to be that far away from you. He told me he’s going to be at school Monday and will be close by in case we need him. I just want you to know that I’m really sorry about your Dad. I can’t believe he acted like that all those years, trying to keep you safe.” His voice cracked.
“I know. Thank you, Gavin. Part of me is sad, but at the same time, I’m mad at him for not telling me the truth. Not trusting the fact that I could’ve handled the truth. Now, he’s gone.” I brushed a few tears from my cheeks.
Gavin and I sat there in silence for a little bit. It wasn’t even an awkward silence. It was the kind of silence where nothing needed to be said, just knowing that someone was there for you.
Mom told us dinner was ready through the tiny crack between my door and frame. I told her we would be there in a few minutes. Mom was trying her hardest to make things as normal as possible for us. I didn’t have the heart to tell her it didn’t matter what she did; nothing was going to be the same again. She may have been doing some of this to help her out too. Gavin and I walked out of my room at the end of the hall. As we neared the kitchen, the aroma of spaghetti and meatballs filled the air. I didn’t want to hurt Mom’s feelings by telling her that the smell made me rather sad. We didn’t get to eat the batch she had made that dreadful evening a couple of weeks ago. There were five places set at the table, and that meant Wyatt would be here for dinner. I helped her finish up dinner while Gavin went to the living room to watch for Wyatt. They had become good friends during all the bad things going on around us. Seeing them joke around all the time made me miss Sam all the more. I knew I couldn’t make any new friends right now. It would be selfish of me to put them in danger just because I wanted to have a friend.
“What smells so good?” Wyatt asked, walking into the kitchen.
“Spaghetti and meatballs,” Mom mumbled. “You didn’t get a chance to try them the last time.” She sighed, turning back around to face the stove.
“Thank you,” he said, trying to be comforting. “Is there anything I can do to help?”
“No. It is pretty much done.” Mom forced a smile.
I was getting glasses out of the cabinet when I felt arms wrap around my waist, pulling me backward. He rested his chin on the top of my shoulder. “How are you doing?” His voice was soft and sincere.
“I’m doing better now that you’re here,” I whispered.
He gave me a gentle squeeze before releasing me. He filled the glasses with ice, then got the sweet tea out of the refrigerator. I helped him carry the glasses over to the table. He stayed in the kitchen to help Mom, and I went to go let Jules know it was time to eat. I was about to yell for Jules when a vision of Valerie being tortured popped into my mind. My natural instinct kicked in, and I screamed, “No!” at the top of my lungs. Mom came running out of the kitchen, her eyes filled with terror.
“What’s wrong? Where’s Jules?” Mom said, looking around the house.
“Jules is in her room. I’m sorry.”
“What happened, Londyn?” Wyatt asked, brushing a piece of hair away from my face.
“I was walking to go tell Jules dinner was done when this horrible image popped in my head.” I looked up at him, seeking answers.
“What did you see?”
“I saw Valerie being tortured by those men that came to the house a week ago.” I fretted.
“Valerie. How could we have forgotten about her?” Mom said, cupping her hands up around her face. “I can’t believe we left her behind.” Mom began to sob.
“Mom, we didn’t leave her behind on purpose. I’m sure she knew that.”
“Could you please let your sister know that dinner is ready? Please don’t say anything to her about Valerie. I’m going to go clean up my makeup real quick.” Mom headed down the hall toward the bedroom.
“Are you okay?” Wyatt asked, wiping a tear away with his thumb.
“Not really, but I have to be for Mom and Jules.” I started walking to her room.
I could hear her music playing, so that meant she didn’t hear me scream or Mom crying a few minutes ago. I knew a simple knock on the door wouldn’t be heard on the other side with her music turned up. I banged on her door with the side of my fist.
“What?” she yelled through her closed door.
“Dinner’s ready,” I yelled back.
I went back to the kitchen to make sure everything was ready for dinner. Wyatt had come in a few minutes later to make sure I was doing okay. I told him I was fine a couple of times to make sure he heard me. The last one was to remind myself that I was going to be fine. I wanted to say it a couple more times, but I didn’t want to sound like a complete idiot either. Sometimes, a person just needs to hear out loud that everything will be all right, even if it’s from themselves.
Mom came in right as I had placed the serving bowls and the breadbasket with garlic bread on the table. She gave me a slight smile, letting me know that she was doing okay. She walked around the table and sat down in between Jules and Gavin. She apologized for being a few minutes late, then thanked me for getting the food on the table. We sat there eating and talking about us starting a new school on Monday. I had to admit; I was probably more scared than the others about starting a new school. I had to get my powers figured out and under control soon. Wyatt didn’t know it yet, but he was going to help practice this weekend. I had to try and get my powers to show up, so I could practice using them.
“Dinner was excellent!” Wyatt said, placing his napkin on the table. “I can help with the dishes.” He smiled over at me.
“Not my turn,” I smiled, motioning over to Gavin.
“Gavin, we will have this cleaned up in no time,” Wyatt smiled, picking up my plate.
I stayed in the family room while Wyatt and Gavin loaded the dishwasher and cleaned the table and counters. I turned on a movie to keep myself occupied while he finished up. He came over and joined me on the couch fifteen minutes into the movie. Gavin joined us a few minutes later, sitting over on the loveseat across from us.
“Do you think your Mom would let us go shopping tomorrow for some new clothes?” Gavin asked, not moving his eyes away from the movie.
“I thought we all were going Saturday?” I questioned, looking over at him.
“Well, I was hoping just the three of us could go out for a little by ourselves before Saturday.” He smiled, peeking out the corner of his eye.
“I can ask her. I’m sure she won’t mind. Actually, she will probably encourage the three of us to go out tomorrow.” Right as I finished my sentence, an overwhelming sadness fell over me. Our outings would never be the same again without Sam. I missed her terribly, and there was nothing I could do about it. I couldn’t allow myself to have contact with her because the Vexers would eventually find her and torture her for information about me. I wouldn’t be able to live with myself if something happened to her because of me.
“I miss her too,” Gavin stated, still not taking his eyes off the TV.
“Are we going to Downtown Mall tomorrow then?” Wyatt asked, trying to diffuse the tension in the room.
“Yes. Then we can go eat at one of the restaurants around there,” Gavin said, getting up from the loveseat. “I need a drink. Do you want anything?” he asked, walking into the kitchen.
We both said yes at the same time, making us break out into laughter. It felt good to laugh, even though it only lasted for a brief moment. Wyatt pulled me into him, caressing my shoulder while we waited for Gavin to come back in so we could finish watching the movie. He brought us some glasses of juice since we were out of the sweet tea. We sat there and watched the rest of the movie, not talking much. I think we all wanted to forget about what happened for a little while. I knew I would never forget, nor would I forgive what they had done to my family. There was a rage brewing deep inside, and I didn’t know how I would be able to keep that rage under control.
“I was wondering where all of you were?” Mom said, walking into the living room.
“Mom, we were talking earlier about going out tomorrow for a little. Would that be okay?” I asked, getting up off the couch.
“All three of you?” she asked, looking over in the direction of the couch.
“Yes.” I looked over my shoulder to see what she could be looking at.
“That’s fine, as long as Wyatt is with the both of you. In case something happens, he can get you away from everything fast.”
“We are going to do some shopping, just the three of us.”
“I thought all of us were going shopping Saturday,” Mom questioned, taking a sip of her wine.
“We are still going with you and Jules on Saturday.” I smiled.
“Okay.” She picked up her wine glass.
I woke up early the next morning, thinking I was running late for school. I started to fling the comforter off me; when the hard reality hit that I would never step foot in my old high school again, I pulled the comforter back over me and curled up in a ball under it. I wasn’t going to miss Lucas or Jayde, but I wasn’t going to graduate with kids I’ve been around most of my life.
I flipped the covers back to head across the hall to the bathroom I once again shared with Jules. That was the only familiar thing about living in the new house. I heard someone in the kitchen when I opened the bathroom door to head back to my warm bed. I walked around the corner and could see a shadow of someone walking around in the kitchen. I knew it wasn’t Jules in there because her cooking skills were pretty much non-existent. I snuck up to the doorway of the kitchen, trying to peek in without being seen by whoever was in there.
“Londyn, what are you doing up so early?” Wyatt asked, looking over his shoulder back at me.
“What are you doing? How did you get in here?” I asked, walking into the kitchen, looking around. “Seriously, how did you get in here?” I watched him flip the pancakes on the griddle.
“I let him in,” Mom said.
I went to turn around to face her, but she was already walking past me. “Mom, what are you doing up so early?” I asked, watching her walk around the island.
“I couldn’t sleep.”
“We are going to start working on your powers today after breakfast before we go shopping with Gavin. I want to see what kind of powers you have. First, breakfast.” Wyatt smiled.
He poured the last of the pancake batter onto the griddle, then opened the oven to get the bacon out. I walked over to the cabinet to get the glasses out for milk or juice. Mom scooted behind me and started up her coffee bar machine. An espresso sounded so good right now, but I knew Wyatt probably wouldn’t let me have it if we were going to be working on my powers.
Wyatt got breakfast on the table while I went to go wake up Gavin and Jules for breakfast. Much to my surprise, Gavin was walking out of his room when I started down the hall.
“Breakfast is ready,” I said, headed to Jules’s room.
“Smells so good. What did your mom fix?” he asked.
“Wyatt fixed breakfast.” I knocked on her door.
“Jules, it’s time for breakfast.” I cracked her door open.
She was already awake, lying in her bed, looking at her phone. “Okay. I’ll be there in a second.”
I talked little during breakfast. I was too busy trying to figure out what kind of powers I possessed and if they were going to show up in the next few days. At one point during breakfast, Wyatt commented for me to change my clothes without taking a shower first.
After breakfast, while Jules and Gavin started cleaning up the dishes, I went to go change my clothes. I put on a pair of joggers, a sweatshirt, and tennis shoes. I ran into the bathroom when I heard Jules at the entrance of the hall.
“Londyn, I was going to take a shower!” Jules yelled through the closed door.
I opened the door to let her know I wasn’t going to be long and then quickly closed it again before she could barge in. I kept my word and was out of the bathroom in less than fifteen minutes. She barely let me out of the bathroom before staking her claim on it.
“I thought we were going to work on your powers?” Wyatt asked, glancing up and down at me.
“What are you talking about? I’m wearing joggers and a sweatshirt. I put my hair in a ponytail to keep it out of my face. I would never go out in public looking like this on purpose.” I motioned my hands up and down my body.
“Well, are you ready to go? We can’t work on them anywhere people might see us. I found a remote place not too far from here.” Wyatt took my hand, leading me through the house to the front door.
Wyatt disappeared into the living room and was back within a few minutes. I asked him what he did, and he told me he went to go talk to Gavin for a few minutes. I stood there looking at him with my head slightly tilted, and then he confessed that he told Gavin to get ready while we were gone because I would take a while to get ready later.
“I didn’t say anything, walking past him out the door toward his car parked in the driveway. I had to admit that Charlottesville's weather was a little warmer than in Columbus during this time of year. The sky was a beautiful, baby blue without a cloud in sight. Days like these only existed in the movies—the perfect sky, bright sun, and not a care in the world. Well, we have to out of the three going on right now. I have more than enough to worry and care about for the normal 18-year-old girl.
“Where are we going?” I asked when Wyatt opened the driver’s side door to get in.
“A big park a few miles down the road. I’ve been watching to see how busy it gets. Well, this time of day during the week, there are hardly any people around, if any.”
“You sure no one will see us?” I questioned, not turning to look at him.
“Yes. We can go further to the park. It’s a huge park. Most people are at work. Trust me.”
I did trust him—more than I cared to admit. There was something about him that made me feel calm and safe. We didn’t say much more on our way to this big park. I was curious as to what kind of powers I was going to end up with, after all. I also wanted to know how he knew I was going to be a powerful witch. Even though I trusted him, I knew there was something he was keeping from me. I just had to figure out a way to get him to tell me what he knew about me.
Thirty minutes later, we were across the city, still driving north. I didn’t want to ask him how much further this park was, but I was getting a little nervous being this far away from Mom and Jules. I hadn’t been this far away from them since we got here.
“We are almost there.” Wyatt smiled, placing his hand on my leg.
“I don’t know how I feel about you reading my thoughts all the time. We definitely need to set up some boundaries about that.” I peeked at him out of the corner of my eye.
“I’m sorry. You were so quiet,” he said, keeping his eyes on the road.
“Please try to keep it to a minimum.” I laid my hand on top of his, still resting on my leg.
There weren’t many houses along the sides of the road outside the city. We saw one every couple of miles, strategically placed on opposite sides of the road. After the first few, I began to notice the house down the road from the other one wasn’t on the same side of the road. Then, off in the distance, I saw a group of tall green trees. At the entrance were large stone columns on each side with a decorative iron arch attached to the columns' top. Wyatt pulled into the park, taking the road to the far right. The road was barely wide enough for two cars to pass one another. I thought a few times he was going to pull over for us to get out, but he kept driving deeper into the park. He finally pulled over in the middle of tall trees, bushes, and a patch of pretty wildflowers in yellow, light blue, and pink. I got out of the car, glancing around, finally realizing there was way too much shade for such a sunny morning. My eyes crept up to the tops of the trees that were hiding us from the bright sunshine.
“No one will bother us back here. I’ve been back here for the past few days; not one single person has shown up. I may have also cast an illusion spell, too,” he said, not batting an eye, as if it were an everyday conversation topic.
“So, people don’t know there is a road that leads back here?”
“No. Well, for right now, they don’t. The road just connects with the other road that leads out of the park. Let’s get to work. The spell will only last a couple of hours.” He took off, walking a little further into the wooded park. I happened to glance up one more time at the tall trees. When I looked straight ahead again, Wyatt was nowhere in sight. I took off running in the direction I had just seen him a few minutes ago. He was nowhere to be seen.
“Wyatt!” I screamed at the top of my lungs.
“What?” he asked from behind me.
“OMG!” I yelled, spinning around to face him.
He busted out in laughter, almost falling to the ground. He would try to say something but would start laughing again in hysterics.
“I’m glad I’m here to entertain you. Can we please get to work? I want to be able to control whatever powers I have before school starts on Monday.”
“I hate to burst your bubble, but you won’t be able to control your powers for a while. You don’t just learn to control them in a matter of a couple of days. Sometimes it can take several months.”
“I don’t have several months to learn to control my powers. There is a group of witch hunters after us, and you can claim to know that I am going to be some powerful witch. So far, the only power I have is freezing time, and I don’t know how I do it half the time.” I clenched my fists down at my sides.
“Okay. We will start with the power we know you do have and see if any of the others decide to join in the party. Each time you stopped time, you were mad or emotional, whichever you want to call it. You had also raised up your hand both times. Maybe we can see what happens when you raise your hand and yell stop. Once you can control your power, you won’t have to say a word.” He took a few steps to the side. “Raise your hand and yell stop.”
I stood there looking around, then back at Wyatt, holding his gaze for a few minutes. I slowly raised my hand up, thinking about my dad, hoping the anger from his death would awaken some powers. I closed my eyes, taking a deep breath in through my nose and exhaling through my mouth. The minute I opened up my eyes, I yelled, “Stop!” I looked over at Wyatt, who was looking around to see if anything had happened.
“Nothing happened.” I sighed.
“Maybe you didn’t say it with enough feeling?”
“What the hell!”
“Try it again.” He took another step back, then motioned me to get ready and do it again.
I spaced my feet a little more apart from one another, planting them into the grass. I raised my hand slowly as I took another deep breath in, exhaling through my mouth.
“Stop!” I yelled a little louder than last time. Still nothing. “What the hell am I doing wrong?” I dropped my hand down to my side. Wyatt had me try a couple more times without success. The only thing being accomplished was getting me pissed off.
“This is useless! Apparently, my powers have decided to go on a vacation for a long time.” I turned to walk a little further into the park. I had to remove myself from the stressful situation. I stood there in a small meadow of flowers in the thick of a few trees, leaning my head back with my eyes closed, listening to the surrounding quietness. I opened my eyes when I felt a gentle breeze blow my ponytail. I raised my hand, and without actually saying anything, I was able to create a temporal stasis. I stood there, glancing around at the flower petals frozen in place, tilting to the side from the breeze a few seconds ago, the blades of grass following in pattern with the petals.
“Nice work,” Wyatt said, walking up beside me.
“Thanks,” I said, still amazed that I managed to stop time.
“I didn’t hear you say stop.”
“I didn’t scream it. I said it to myself while I raised my hand.”
“Wow. That’s impressive. Most witches/warlocks can’t do that right after they discover their powers. Maybe we were going about all of this the wrong way.”
“What do you mean?”
He told me to put my hand back up and to say “time continue” silently to myself. I raised my hand up, not taking my eyes off him as I repeated the words to myself. My ponytail brushed against the back of my neck from the breeze.
“Wow, Londyn. I’m truly impressed. Let’s try to see what kind of powers you have right now. Usually, one of the main ones is Telekinesis. Let me find something that will be easy for you to move with your mind,” he said, scanning the ground. “Here, try moving this stick off this rock.” He moved me into position a few feet in front of the stick. “Concentrate on the stick and where you want to move it to while slightly motioning your hand in the same direction,” he said, stepping back.
He made it sound so easy. I stood there looking back at him over my shoulder. He smiled back at me, again motioning me to go ahead and try. He had so much faith in me when I had none. I turned back around to face the stick that Wyatt placed on the rock. I raised my hands, concentrating on the stick and that I wanted to move it over by the tree to the right of me. I raised my hands up slowly, as if I was actually lifting the stick up. And nothing. I flopped my arms down to my sides, letting out an exasperated sigh.
“It’s okay. Try again,” Wyatt said, not moving from his spot. “This may take a couple of tries, but you will get it.” He motioned me to turn around and try again.
I turned back around, shuffling my feet around to help steady myself better. I raised just one hand, motioning it toward the tree. Not only did the stick start to levitate, but the rock along with it. I glided my hand in front of me in the direction of the tree, then lowered it down to place the rock and stick next to the tree.
“Holy shit!” Wyatt bellowed, walking past me toward the tree. “You aren’t like other witches, Londyn. You have a remarkable gift. I can’t wait to see all of your powers.” He spun around to face me.
“All I did was move a rock.”
“It’s more than just moving the rock. You are catching on a lot faster than most witches/warlocks. It normally takes weeks to get this far. You don’t realize that you are unique.” He walked up to me, taking my hand and leading me back to the car. “That’s enough for today. We can come back tomorrow morning.”
Wyatt opened the car door for me, helping me in. I watched him glide around the front of the car to the driver's side. He slid in the seat, then turned the car around, waving his hand in front of him as we headed toward the front of the park. I assumed he removed the illusion spell as we drove back the way we came.
Speeding down the road back toward the house, I couldn’t stop thinking about what Wyatt had said to me right before we left. I didn’t know if I should believe him about being unique, unlike any other witch or warlock. If he was right about me being unique, then what was it about me that made me that way, and why wouldn’t he tell me anything more?




Chapter 2





“Well, how did it go?” Mom asked, walking into the kitchen.
I looked past Mom to make sure there was no one behind her. “It went pretty good, I think.”
“Pretty good? She was spectacular!” Wyatt yelled, walking into the kitchen. “You should have seen her once she got her emotions out of the way.”
“Well, what happened?” Mom asked, shifting her eyes back and forth between the two of us.
“Don’t leave me wondering. What happened?”
“Londyn had a little trouble at first, but just like we anticipated, she’s going to be a powerful witch. She can create a temporal stasis and start time back up. I had her move a stick that I had placed on a rock. She not only moved the stick but the rock too. I’m telling you she’s going to have some amazing powers.”
I couldn’t help but smile at Wyatt because of his confidence in me. I turned to look at Mom, her eyes wide and an indescribable look on her face. I couldn’t tell if she was worried, in shock, or a little bit of both. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to know what she was thinking. Wyatt told her everything was going to be okay. Her eyes quickly darted to him, the crease between her eyes deepening.
“Wyatt, don’t read my mind,” she demanded.
“Sorry. Nasty habit.” He lowered his head.
“I know you mean well, but you really need to limit it to when we are not at home.”
“Okay.” Wyatt headed out of the kitchen.
Mom grabbed a coffee mug out of the cabinet, pouring herself a cup. She asked if I wanted any before turning off the coffee machine. Then, she had to comment on how tired I was looking. Nothing like your Mom keeping it real. I had a few hours before I had to get ready to go shopping with Wyatt and Gavin, so I went to my room to lay down. I passed Gavin on the way to my room, looking refreshed from having just taken a shower a little bit ago.
“Sunshine, you look awful,” he gasped as he passed by me.
I sighed, dropping my shoulders, leaning my head back. “What is with everyone this morning? Does everyone in the house have to point out how tired I look?” I scoffed off to my room.
“Sorry,” Gavin yelled as he turned around to keep walking.
I closed the door behind me so that no one would come in to bother me while I got a couple more hours of sleep. I leaned down to look in my vanity mirror, and I didn’t think I looked that bad. Mom and Gavin made it sound like I hadn’t slept in about five years with enormous bags under my eyes.
“Hey, Londyn. Are you almost ready to go?” Gavin asked through my bedroom door.
“Depends on if you still think I look dreadful or not?” I opened the door.
“Sorry about that, Sunshine. You look beautiful.” He gave me a sparkling Gavin smile. Gavin was never one to give a wide-mouth smile. I was one of the few people that could get him to give a big, teeth showing smile. His smiles were usually partially opened mouth, no teeth showing a kind of smile.
“Thanks, I’m ready to go. I’m starving, though. Let me get a quick snack before we leave to go shopping.” I grabbed my purse off my bed.
“Wyatt and I were thinking about getting something to eat before we go shopping if that’s okay with you.”
“Sounds great!”
“Wow…” Wyatt smiled, walking up to us in the hallway.
“Thanks.” I smiled. I couldn’t get mad at them. This was the first time since we’ve been here that I actually curled my hair and put on makeup. I wasn’t really dressed up, per se. I had put on ripped jeans, a black, off-the-shoulder, flower blouse, and black flats. Stuff I would’ve worn to school back in Maryland.
Wyatt placed his hand on the small of my back as I started to walk past him. He stayed close behind me, not moving his hand. Gavin trailed a few steps behind Wyatt as we made our way to the front door. I yelled that we were leaving for Downtown Mall.
“Have a great time.” Mom said, walking out of the kitchen, wiping her hands on a kitchen towel. “Will you all be here for dinner later tonight?”
I looked at Wyatt and Gavin, waiting on an answer to give Mom.
Wyatt smiled, turning to walk out the front door.
“Bye, Mom. Love you,” I said, following behind Wyatt and Gavin.
We walked out to Wyatt’s car. Gavin hopped in the back seat. Wyatt opened the door for me, holding my hand as I slid down into the passenger seat.
“Where do we want to eat?” Wyatt asked, backing out of the driveway.
“Yeah, what sounds good?” Gavin asked,
“I’m starving, so I don’t care where you both want to eat.”
“Well, looks like the decision is up to us,” Wyatt said, looking back at Gavin in the rearview mirror.
“I want a big cheeseburger and fries,” Gavin replied.
“Yes!” I agreed, looking down at my phone. I didn’t know why I was checking my phone. I was never going to see a message from Sam again. I missed her so much, and I couldn’t even let her know I was alright. I think that bothered me more than anything. I was causing her unnecessary grief and couldn’t do anything about it.
Twenty minutes later, Wyatt parked the car on a side street almost two blocks away from Downtown Mall. He told us there wouldn’t be anywhere to park closer to it, then apologized for having to walk because of the shoes I was wearing. I told him that if my feet got to hurting too bad, I could always buy a different pair of shoes in one of the stores. He was out of the car and at the passenger side before I had a chance to open the car door.
“You’re going to spoil me by always opening the door for me.” I smiled, taking his hand.
“Good.” He smiled, pulling me closer to him. The smell of his cologne drove my senses wild.
“Why don’t you two just get together already. You both are seriously…” he mumbled away, walking past us.
Wyatt took my hand while we started walking to catch up with Gavin, who was halfway down the sidewalk already. We finally caught up to him because he had to stop for the traffic light to change. While we were standing there waiting for the light, I couldn’t help but stare at the tall brick houses around us. I found myself jealous of the people that lived in those houses. I wasn’t jealous of their houses, but the normal lives they were living in those houses. They didn’t have witch hunters wanting to destroy them, making them wonder if they would be able to protect their families or not. I just wanted to go back a few months ago, when I was completely unaware of who I was, let alone what I could do. Now, I’m constantly worrying about if I will be able to protect Mom and Jules when the Vexers find us. I knew they would find us. It was just a matter of when.
“You okay?” Wyatt asked, giving my hand a gentle squeeze.
“Yeah. I was just thinking.” I smiled.
Before he could ask me something else, the light changed, and Gavin took off across the street. I don’t know why he was leading the way because he had no idea which direction to go. Then, I realized Wyatt knew exactly which direction to go without using the GPS in his car. I didn’t want to start anything right now, but I knew eventually I had to find out what was going on.
“This is it,” Wyatt said, pointing to the surrounding buildings. Each side of the street was lined with stores, restaurants, and a movie theatre. In the brick road/pathway were rows of trees, and in between the trees were sections of black iron tables and benches. There were a few groups of people spaced out among the groups of tables. Then, there were black iron light posts strategically placed throughout the walkway. The tables were mostly hidden from the sun under the trees, but some rays of sun snuck through the leaves, shining down on the bricks. I couldn’t help but do a little people watching as we made our way down the walkway past the tables. Again, I found myself jealous of their ordinary lives, or what I would classify as ordinary, sitting in a partly shaded area with friends or family, talking about the normal day-to-day things. That would be absolute heaven right now.
“Where do you two want to eat?” Gavin said, looking over his shoulder back at us.
“I’m good with your suggestion earlier. Cheeseburger and fries,” I said.
“What about you, Wyatt?” Gavin asked, stopping to turn around.
“Sounds good to me too. Now, we just need to find a place that serves a good burger around here,” Wyatt said, pulling me closer to him.
We decided to walk around a little bit and try to figure out who had the most customers walking in and out of their restaurant. It didn’t take us long to figure it out, and we quickly made our way across the walkway to the opposite side. We had to make sure we could go in and eat before walking inside. Right inside the door was a sign pointing to the left to the bar and in the opposite direction, the family dining room. There were old pictures and movie posters hanging on the dark walls. Off to the left of the door was a small hostess booth. A short girl with dark brown hair pulled up in a bun asked us how many before glancing up to see who she was greeting. She marked something down on what looked to be the seating chart of the dining room. She led us over to the middle booth along the far wall, telling us our server would be with us shortly. She looked over at Wyatt, smiling, smoothing a piece of hair out of her face. My eyes shifted between, narrowing at the flirtatious behavior. I had to glance away from her when the thought of her hair bursting into flames popped into my head.
“Wow, Londyn.” Wyatt started laughing. “Remind me never to make you mad.”
“What?” I snapped, not taking my eyes off the menu. “What did I tell you about reading my thoughts?”
“It was kinda hard not to hear the hatred that was screaming in your thoughts. I’m sorry if you thought I was flirting.” He put his arm around me, kissing me on the cheek.
“What are you both talking about?” Gavin asked, looking puzzled.
Wyatt turned his head toward the hostess station, then leaned forward. “Londyn’s thoughts were screaming how much she hated the hostess and that her hair burst into flames.” He snickered.
“Londyn!” Gavin practically screamed.
“Shhh! Be quiet!” I said through gritted teeth. “That is why I looked away, so I wouldn’t make it happen on accident.”
“She thought I was flirting with her.” Wyatt smiled, raising an eyebrow.
“You were,” I mumbled.
“Sorry, Wyatt. I have to agree with Londyn on this one.”
I was about to say something when our server walked up.
“Hunter?”
“You’re alive!” Wyatt jumped out of the booth, hugging Hunter.
“Yeah. What are you all doing here?”
“I could ask you the same thing?” I questioned, not sharing in Wyatt’s enthusiasm of seeing Hunter.
“What’s wrong?” Hunter asked, looking down at me.
“Gee, I don’t know!” I flew up out of the booth. “Maybe your disappearing act a few weeks ago before you brought those people to my house.” I raised my hand up to him. Wyatt quickly lowered my hand, reminding me where we were at.
Hunter looked over his shoulder, noticing a tall gentleman standing in the doorway, looking our way. He turned back around and asked what he could get us to drink. We all ordered sweet ice tea without lemon. Hunter was back within a few minutes with our drinks. He said his manager was watching, so we couldn’t talk right now. He took our orders without saying another word about what happened a little over a week ago. Once he was away from the booth and out of the dining area, we started whispering amongst ourselves.
“What is he doing here? I don’t trust him,” I whispered, checking to make sure he wasn’t anywhere close by.
“I don’t trust him either,” Gavin agreed.
“He’s my brother. But, I have to agree with you both, especially since he led the Vexers to you. We need to find out why he’s here and if he’s still in contact with them.” Wyatt leaned back in the booth.
While shopping, my mind was clouded with worry about Hunter and if he told the Vexers that I’m here in Charlottesville. Wyatt tried to keep my mind off things, but it was no use. My primary concern was keeping Jules safe. I already lost Dad; I couldn’t stand the thought of losing Mom and Jules too. Wyatt told me he would tell Mom about Hunter when we got back from shopping and that we would decide what to do next. I told him we could pack up and leave again since we hadn’t been here long, and no one really knew us.
“Londyn, you don’t want to always be on the run, trust me. Let’s wait and see what happens. Your powers are starting to show up, and I’m sure those aren’t the extent of them. Let’s talk to your Mom first and see what she says.” He grabbed my hand as we walked back to the car.
Gavin had stayed quiet since seeing Hunter. Once we were in the car, I turned sideways in the passenger seat so I could see him in the back. He was sitting there behind me in the backseat, staring out the window.
“Are you okay?” I asked, peeking around my seat.
“Yeah. Maybe we should just pack up and leave before something happens.” He turned to look at me.
“I hate to admit it, but Wyatt’s right about being on the run all the time. That’s no life, Gavin. Never belonging to one place.”
“I don’t want anything to happen to you. You are more than just my best friend. You were always more of a family to me than my own.” He turned to look out the window again.
“I’m not going anywhere. I promise.” I reached around the seat, putting my hand on his.
I took a deep breath when Wyatt pulled into the driveway behind my Mom’s SUV. I wasn’t ready for what was about to happen, but I knew I couldn’t keep it from her either. Wyatt squeezed my hand, then got out of the car to open the door for me. He helped me out of the car, still keeping hold of my hand as we walked into the house. I stood there for a few seconds, waiting for my Mom to ask us about shopping, but nothing happened. We made a mad dash to my room, seconds away from not having to confront her about Hunter.
“Hey, how was shopping, you three?” Mom asked.
“Uh… it was fine,” I said, trying to get my door opened.
“Londyn?” Mom asked, moving closer to us.
“What?” I mumbled, fiddling with the door.
“Well, for one… You need to watch your tone with me. And two… You need to tell me what’s wrong, now,” she demanded.
“Elizabeth, don’t be mad at her,” Wyatt said.
“I’m not mad, but I’d like to know what’s going on and why she’s being so short with me.” She leaned to the side to look at me behind Wyatt.
“I told her I would tell you. Again, my fault.” Wyatt turned his head slightly, looking at me out the corner of his eye. “Hunter’s here in Charlottesville.”
“What?” Mom yelled. “What are we going to do? He’s going to let them know we’re here.”
“I think we should wait and see what happens,” Wyatt said, reaching for my hand.
“Londyn’s powers are showing up, and she obviously can control them better than we all thought.”
“Wait? Have you lost your damn mind? I’m not waiting to see what happens, risking the safety of everyone.” Mom threw her hands up, then stormed off into the other room.
“That went well.” I sighed, walking around Wyatt.
“Well, better than I anticipated.”
I looked over my shoulder at Wyatt. He shrugged his shoulders in response to my glare.
“Mom, where are you?” I hollered, standing by the black entryway table. No response from her in either direction, so I stood there listening carefully to see if I could figure out where she was at. I heard a faint bang of a door in the kitchen. I got to the kitchen doorway and found Mom sitting at the table, shredding a napkin up on the table. I proceeded to make my way over to her, almost getting whacked in the head by a wine bottle and glass floating over to the table.
“Having a glass of wine. Or bottle. Whichever I feel like,” she said, watching the wine bottle pour into the wine glass.
“Do you think she will be ready for when the Vexers figure out we’re here?”
“I think she will be,” Wyatt said, walking up beside me.
“Then, I guess we will stay and fight.” Mom took a drink of her wine.
The rest of the afternoon was filled with worry and keeping a close eye on Mom. She only had a couple of glasses of wine, then started dinner. I wasn’t as confident as Wyatt about my powers. The minute I was able to get Wyatt alone, the pleading to go out tomorrow morning started. Every time he’d try to speak, I would plead and beg that much more. He waved his hand in front of me. “Sorry, you wouldn’t let me talk.” He chuckled.
I raised my hand up to my mouth or where it should be and nothing. There was no opening between my nose and chin. I glared up at him and, without thinking, waved my hand in front of my face.
“Don’t you ever do that to me again!” I screamed. I ran to the hall bathroom and was back within a few minutes. “How did I do that?”
“Now, do you believe me?” Wyatt raised an eyebrow. “You’re more powerful than you realized. Once you start believing in yourself and your powers, they will become more present. And yes, we can go work on your powers tomorrow morning before we go out with everyone.”
He turned, walking toward the kitchen.
I could hear Mom and Wyatt whispering and laughing by the time I made it to the kitchen. I didn’t have to ask what they were talking about.
“Well, that is one way to shut you up.” Mom busted out in laughter.
“Funny.” I rolled my eyes.
She pressed her lips together for a few seconds, then went to say something and started giggling again. I couldn’t get mad at her for laughing. This was the first time she’s truly laughed since we’ve been here. I started making the salad and listened to her giggle here and there.
“So, did you find out why Hunter is here?” Mom turned around, looking at Wyatt.
Wyatt stood there looking back and forth between Mom and me. “There’s something I need to tell you both. I should’ve told you sooner. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you before now.”
Without thinking about it, I took a couple of steps back away from him. “You tell me all the time I can trust you, and then you say something like that. How do you expect me to trust you if you can’t be completely honest with me?”
“You going to leave us wondering?” Mom demanded.
“I would assume Hunter is staying at one of the houses we have close by.” He backed away from us.
“What! Don’t you think that is information you should’ve told us the minute we arrived here?” Mom yelled, slamming her hand down on the counter. “So, you’ve known he’s been here the whole time?”
“No. I was as surprised as Londyn and Gavin when we saw him today. I haven’t been to that house in years. I swore I would never go back there.” His voice harsh.
“You should’ve told us, Wyatt,” I said, moving toward him. “You want us to trust you, but sometimes you make it rather hard.”
“I’m sorry, but I didn’t think we would be running into him.”
Deep down, I knew he was telling the truth about Hunter. I just had to figure out why he left a house, vowing never to go back there again.
Gavin and I did the dishes after dinner since Wyatt and Mom were the main ones who cooked dinner. He and I whispered about everything that had happened today. I told him about this morning and that I was able to move a rock from one place to another. I could tell by how he was talking that he didn’t believe me. I grabbed the hand towel hanging on the stove to dry my hands real quick. I didn’t want to drip water and soap suds all over the kitchen floor. I started scanning the room for something, and my eyes stopped at Mom’s centerpiece in the middle of the blue and yellow plaid placemats. I raised my hand in an upward motion, concentrating on the centerpiece and where I wanted to move it too.
“Londyn, what are you doing?” Gavin asked.
I didn’t answer him because I didn’t want to break my concentration. Besides, I had to learn to do things with lots of distractions and noise going on around me. I don’t think the person trying to attack me would ever pause long enough for me to cast a spell. I was about to lower my hand when the centerpiece slowly rose, floating inches from the table. I moved my hand in the direction I wanted the centerpiece to go. I lowered it onto the counter in front of Gavin. His mouth was wide open, his eyes huge with surprise and disbelief.
“Wow!” He looked over at me. “That is the coolest thing.”
“Thanks.” I picked up the centerpiece, carrying it back over to the table. “Wyatt says new witches/wizards can’t move things that size right away.”
“Really?”
“Yes. She’s more powerful than she realizes,” Wyatt said, walking into the kitchen. “She just has to believe in herself, though.”
“Londyn, what you just did was incredible. How can you not believe in what you can do?”
“I don’t know. It’s a lot to take in. One minute, I was just like every other girl at our school, and the next, I’m a witch. So yeah, I’m having a hard time dealing with all of this. Oh, and my dad sacrificed himself to save us.” I sighed, sinking down in a chair at the table.
“I’m sorry about your Dad, Londyn. He would want you to believe in yourself. We all believe in you. That right there should help you believe in yourself,” Gavin said, putting his arm around me.
“He’s right,” Wyatt said, sitting down beside me.
“You really believe I’m as powerful as you say I am?” I peered over at Wyatt.
“Yes. I do.” He smiled. “Let’s finish loading the dishwasher, then go watch a movie with your Mom and Jules. Take our minds off things for a little while.”
All three of us finished loading the dishwasher and cleaning up the kitchen from dinner. I went to see if Mom and Jules wanted something to drink while we watched a movie. Wyatt helped me get the drinks, and Gavin helped Jules pick out a movie to watch. It didn’t matter what movie they picked. I knew I would not be paying that much attention to it. I also knew Wyatt would be trying to read my thoughts, too, knowing full well how I felt about him doing that all the time.
I woke up early the next morning, so I could get something to eat before Wyatt and I headed out to work on my powers for a few hours. I put on a pair of joggers, a lightweight sweatshirt and put my hair up in a bun. I no more walked out of my bedroom when I heard Wyatt’s car pull into the drive. I hurried to the door and opened it before he rang the doorbell or banged on it.
“Morning, Beautiful,” he said, walking up to the front door.
“Morning. Are you hungry? I was going to make myself something to eat.” I closed the door behind him. He looked good in his black basketball pants and a grey sweatshirt. When he walked past, I noticed his eyes were a deeper blue than normal.
“What do you have to eat for breakfast?” he asked.
I kept walking toward the kitchen. “I was going to make myself a bowl of fruit. Would you like some too?”
“Sure. Thanks.”
I walked behind the island to get some bowls out of the cabinet while Wyatt got the fruit out for me. I turned around to put the bowls on the island, and I just stood there, admiring Wyatt. His sweatshirt didn’t hide his muscular arms that well. In fact, the material hugged his arms, making them more defined.
“Londyn, do you need help with the fruit? Londyn?”
“Huh? Sorry. I’m still half asleep. I got this. Thank you, though.” I smiled; the warmth of my blushing cheeks spread to my nose.
I peeked over at Wyatt to find him smiling, but he never said anything. I knew he probably had read my thoughts, but at this point, I didn’t care. I didn’t know how much longer I could fight off these feelings. Then there is Hunter. I didn’t need to be dragged into a love triangle with them right now. I had more important things to worry about than which guy I wanted to be with.
“Are we going back to the same place today?” I asked, handing him a bowl of fruit.
“Well, if we get out of here within the next twenty minutes, we should be able to.”
“I can eat my fruit in the car on the way.” I started filling up my bowl with fruit.
“Are you sure?” he asked, stabbing a piece of honeydew melon with my fork.
“Yes. That way, we don’t have to worry about finding another place.”
“Okay.” He smiled.
His smile was gorgeous. It wasn’t too big, or a thin-lipped smile, or the kind of big smiles that make you feel like you are looking at a horse. Then, you have people that are afraid to open any part of their mouth to smile. It makes you wonder if they are truly happy or constipated. Sometimes, you want to just up and ask them… Do you need to go to the bathroom?
I finished filling my bowl with fruit, then Wyatt helped me put it back in the refrigerator. I went to get my phone out of my room, and when I came back, Wyatt was washing his bowl in the sink.
“I didn’t want to leave it for your Mom to wash.” He set it down in the drainer next to the sink.
I grabbed a fork out of the drawer, then picked up my bowl off the counter. Wyatt grabbed my phone, letting me walk out of the kitchen first. We met Mom in the dining room on our way to the front door.
“Where are you two going?” She yawned.
“We are headed to go work on my powers and see if any others have surfaced yet.”
“Okay. Be careful.” She yawned again.
“We will. Love you.”
Wyatt opened the door for me since I had my hands full with my bowl of fruit and fork.
He walked close behind me to the car, opening the passenger door for me, and held my bowl for me while I got in his car. I took a bite of watermelon as I watched him walk around the front of the car.
“Are you ready?” He smiled.
I shook my head yes because I had a mouth full of fruit. I didn’t want to be disgusting and talk with my mouth full, spitting fruit juices all over his car.
He eased out of the drive, and once we were a few houses down from mine, he hit the accelerator. We sped across town to beat the early risers to the park. The fewer people around, the easier it is to cast the spell shutting the one section off from the rest of it.
Wyatt let out a sigh of relief the minute we entered the park and saw just a few cars here and there around the front of the park. The further we drove into the park, there was no one around. He waved his hand once we were in the same part as yesterday. I sat my bowl down on the console covering the cup holders. I got out of the car and started walking into the thick of trees away from the car.
“Sorry, Londyn. We need to go before the park gets any busier, and someone sees us pulling out of the woods without a road.” Wyatt took my hand.
“Okay. Sorry, I drug you out here for nothing.” My voice cracked.
“Londyn, it’s okay. I should’ve known better. Let’s get you back to your house so you can lay down for a little bit.” He pulled me closer to him. Just being that close to him made me feel safe. Safer than I ever felt around Hunter.




Chapter 3





Mom didn’t seem too surprised when I explained to her that nothing happened. She told me that I needed to be patient. Time wasn’t a friend of mine, especially with people out there wanting to kill us. Again, everyone had to make a comment about how tired I looked, so I went to go lay down for a little bit. I laid there staring out the window at the breeze rustling the green leaves on the tree. Right before I fell asleep, Hunter’s face popped up in my mind.
“Londyn? Do you want to go shopping with us?” Mom asked, gently rubbing my arm.
“Huh?” I blinked a few times until my eyes were somewhat focused.
“Shopping. Do you want to go?”
“Yeah. Let me get ready. It won’t take me long.” I yawned, tossing the covers off me. I shuffled past mom and out the door to the bathroom to get a quick shower. I forgot my clothes, so I propped the door opened to make sure Wyatt wasn’t close by. When I saw he wasn’t anywhere in sight, I flew out of the bathroom into my room. Now, I just had to figure out what to wear to go shopping. I didn’t feel like wearing any type of heel, so I grabbed a pair of straight-leg jeans, a pale pink, long-sleeved crop top, and a pair of canvas shoes. I sat down at my vanity on the other side of my room. I dried my hair real quick, then sat there looking in the mirror, trying to decide if I wanted to wear it up or down. After five minutes of staring in the mirror, I decided to wear it down, curling the bottom.
“Londyn? Can I come in?” Jules asked through my closed door.
“Sure,” I yelled so she could hear me from across the room.
“Mom sent me in here to see if you were almost done getting ready. Want me to do your makeup real quick?” she asked, standing behind me, looking in the mirror. “Please.”
“Okay.” I smiled, turning my chair around for Jules. I was rather glad she asked to do my makeup because I wasn’t really in the mood to do it. She was done with it about fifteen minutes later, letting me turn sideways in my chair to look in the mirror. She had done a subtle natural look that went well with my hair and outfit.
“Are you ready to go?” Wyatt asked, standing in the doorway.
I stood up, grabbing my purse off the floor beside my vanity table. “Yeah, we're ready,” I said, turning around to face Wyatt.
“Wow…” He smiled.
“Thank you.” I stood there, unable to take my eyes off him. He was dressed in jeans and a long-sleeved, buttoned-down shirt, opened with a white T-shirt. Honestly, it didn’t matter what he wore; he always looked amazing.
He moved to the side so Jules and I could walk out of my room. He placed his hand on the small of my back as we made our way to the living room where Mom and Gavin were talking.
“You look great, Londyn,” Gavin said, getting up off the couch.
“Thanks. Sorry, it took me so long to get ready.”
“Is everyone ready?” Mom asked, walking past us to get her purse from the table in the entryway.
We all got into Mom’s SUV and headed to Downtown Mall to shop for last-minute things for school on Monday. I let Jules have shotgun, and I sat in the back between Gavin and Wyatt.
“Are you okay, Londyn?” Gavin asked, leaning close to me.
“I’m just wiped out. Do I look bad?” I tried checking my eyes in the rearview mirror.
“No, you look great. You are just quiet.” He smiled, caressing my hand. Gavin could always make me feel better. It didn’t matter what I was upset about; he had a way of making me forget about it for a little while. I remained quiet for the rest of the drive to Downtown Mall, listening to the others talk about the shops we needed to visit, then where to get dinner before we go home.
Wyatt told Mom what streets to go down to get her as close to Downtown Mall as possible so that no one would be able to block us in later. I was proud of Mom for listening to him and not going against his suggestions. Once we were parked, Wyatt got out and immediately offered me his hand as I scooted across the seat to get out. He didn’t let go of my hand as we walked behind Mom and Jules.
We shopped at ten different stores throughout the mall area. Jules got some new jeans, shoes, and a few tops. I was surprised that even Gavin got a couple of pairs of jeans too. I made the comment that I was proud of him for stepping out of his “Comfort Zone.” He got a pair of shoes and some shirts. Mom wanted to buy something for Wyatt, but he insisted on paying for his own and even bought me a couple of things. He bought me a beautiful floral off-the-shoulder top and a couple of pairs of gold hoop earrings. I told him he didn’t have to buy those for me, but he kept insisting. I lost count on how many times I told him thank you between the following three stores.
We were walking past a couple sitting at one of the iron tables in the middle of the trees when all of a sudden, I felt this overwhelming sense of sadness. Before I could say anything, tears were starting to stream down my cheeks.
“Londyn, what’s the matter?” Wyatt asked, tapping my Mom on the shoulder.
“I don’t know,” I said, trying to dab the tears with my fingers.
Mom turned around and started digging in her purse. She handed me a couple of tissues and a little mirror. “Are you okay?” Her face was filled with concern.
“Yeah. I don’t know what happened. We walked past that couple sitting over there, and then I started crying for no reason.” I dabbed my face dry with the tissue, trying not to smudge my makeup.
“Were you sad before you walked past them, or did it happen after you passed them?” Wyatt asked, looking over my shoulder.
“It happened right as we passed them. I don’t know what came over me. I was so sad all of a sudden.”
“What about now?” His tone was serious.
I stood there, staring down at the ground, waiting to see if I was going to start crying again. “I’m not sad anymore. What happened?” I glanced up at Wyatt, who was looking over at the young couple.
“What is it?” I questioned.
“Well, from what I can piece together, her parents have forbidden her to see him, and they are trying to figure out what to do.”
“Oh, God! That’s terrible. I hope they can figure something out.”
“Me too,” Wyatt whispered. “Are you feeling better, though?”
“Yes. I still don’t understand what happened.” I handed Mom back her mirror.
“I can tell you.” He smiled. “You’re an Empath.”
“A what?”
“An Empath. You can feel other people’s feelings. That is why you got so sad walking past them a few minutes ago. You won’t react like that for long. You will be able to control how you react to what others are feeling easier. The first time is always the most dramatic. Well, from what I’ve witnessed from others.”
Wyatt took my hand again as we made our way down the walkway, talking about where we were going to eat before we headed home. I really didn’t want to go back to the place yesterday and run into Hunter again. He was the last person I wanted to see today. Then again, I wanted to know why he was here in Charlottesville. None of this made sense, and I didn’t have the strength to try and comprehend any of this either. So, that meant, for the time being, I had to trust Wyatt.
I didn’t add much to the restaurant conversation because Wyatt knew not to bring up the place from yesterday. After what happened a little bit ago, I knew he would be reading my thoughts to make sure I was okay without bugging me every five minutes. Then, out of nowhere, I started thinking about school on Monday and what I was going to do without him being close to me during part of the day. A light squeeze of my hand told me not to worry about any of that. I looked down at our hands, then slowly trailed up where my eyes met his gaze.
“How about Italian?” Gavin asked, looking back at us.
“Gavin, we just had that not too long ago,” I reminded him.
“Oh, yeah. Well, how about pizza, then?” He quickly tossed that idea out there.
“Pizza does sound good,” Wyatt agreed, giving Gavin a high-five.
Mom and Jules jumped on the pizza wagon as well. It didn’t matter to me where we ate; I wasn’t that hungry.
It took us longer than what it should’ve to get to the pizza place because Jules kept stopping and window shopping along the way. Mom told her each and every time she stopped that it’s not like we couldn’t come back to get more clothes. Then, she tried using the excuse it may not be there when we come back. You could tell Mom was irritated with Jules when we walked away from the last store window she peeked into. Wyatt was even annoyed with her.
The pizza place was located towards the end of the mall in a faded brick building, with two enormous windows on each side of the etched-glass door. Wyatt opened the door for Mom and Jules, and Gavin followed behind them. He placed his hand on my waist and stayed close behind me once we were inside. A couple of girls off to the side behind a long counter greeted us and asked how many. The one with a blonde ponytail led us through the maze of booths and tables. She sat us at a round table in the right corner of the room, and I hurried up and sat down in the chair with the back to the corner. I don’t know what it was, but I didn’t feel safe with my back to the rest of the room. Wyatt was with me, and even though he made me feel safe, something was off, and I couldn’t shake the feeling.
“What’s wrong?” Wyatt asked, leaning close to me.
“I don’t know. Something doesn’t feel right.” I peeked over my Mom’s right shoulder at the people seated around us. Then, I looked over her left shoulder at the others sitting on the other side of the room. I didn’t know what it was I happened to be searching for throughout the room.
Wyatt started scanning the room. “Londyn, I don’t see anything.” He turned his head to the left to face me again.
“I can feel something isn’t right. I can’t explain what, but I know something is definitely wrong.” I went back to nonchalantly trying to observe the rest of the people scattered about the dining area. Most tables had a couple of people sitting at them, while some had four or more. Right as I was going to turn back to Wyatt, I happened to catch the couple on the opposite side of the room. There was a big man, facing toward the wall. I couldn’t see his face or anything. He wasn’t fat, from what I could tell. His arms were huge as if he was pumped up on steroids. He wasn’t sitting alone because his head was moving as if he was talking to someone. Then again, he could be talking to the corner for all I knew. I felt awkward just watching him face the corner, so I took one more look at the other tables.
I turned to say something to Wyatt, but the server came up, apologizing for not being over here sooner to take our orders. She babbled on about something that happened in the kitchen, then started apologizing again. She told us she wasn’t going to charge us for the drinks because she should’ve been over here sooner. We went ahead and ordered two medium pizzas-one house special and one with extra pepperoni. I hurried up and threw in an order for some cheesy bread.
Wyatt leaned over toward me. “Were you about to say something when the server walked up?”
“Yeah… I stopped when I caught a glimpse of our server walking toward our table with our drinks.
“Again, I apologize for making you wait.” She handed us each our drinks.
I took my drink from her, setting it down on the table. “Get down!” I screamed at her, jumping up out of my chair. I raised my hand up and left the smile frozen on her face. Wyatt jumped up, his eyes screaming confusion as to why I had frozen our server along with the rest of the dining room. Gavin was frozen in time with his straw inches from his lips, my sister frozen with her face plastered to her phone. Then, I looked down and saw Mom frozen, which puzzled me because she’s a witch. I didn’t think I was able to freeze other witches or warlocks.
I peered over Wyatt, scanning the dining room for anything suspicious. Again, I wasn’t sure what I was looking for. I could just be paranoid and acting like a lunatic.
“Impressive. She’s adjusting faster than any of us anticipated. You’re training her well, Wyatt.”
“What the hell do you want, Ryker?” Wyatt hissed through gritted teeth.
“Don’t worry. I’m not going to do anything to her.” He moved closer to Wyatt. He kept trying to look past Wyatt back at me. I couldn’t see much of him except for part of his long black hair. If I had to guess, I’d say he was the same height as Wyatt since I couldn’t see him that well.
“Again, what the hell do you want?” Wyatt demanded.
“I came to check out the new witch. To see if she is what everyone is talking about. So far, I don’t see anything to be worried about.” He laughed, moving to his right. His dark hair was about an inch past his shoulders, and his eyes were so dark they were almost black. He had a chiseled jawline, covered by a five o’clock shadow beard.
“You honestly don’t expect me to buy that bullshit reason,” Wyatt said, moving his body forward, keeping me directly behind him. I managed to peek around him to find the room empty. I stepped to the side to get a better look.
“Where is everyone?” I yelled, motioning my hand in front of me. All the people that were there a few minutes ago had vanished. Then, all of a sudden, it hit me. “You were the big guy sitting over at the table directly across the room from us.” I moved past Wyatt, walking over toward the table.
“You’re clever but still naïve as hell.” Ryker chuckled. “Too bad you will eventually have to die. We can’t have you wandering around.” His voice was intense.
“I’m not going to ask you again, Ryker! Why are you here?” Wyatt’s voice deepened with hostility.
“Fine.” He huffed like a bully whose tormenting had come to an end. “I’ve been sent to warn you. You stop training her, and we will let her live. If not, we will kill you and her both.”
“You tell them to try and come for us! You’ll be sorry! I will kill all of you myself!” Wyatt bellowed, putting himself between Ryker and me.
“I will make sure to pass on the message. Wyatt, you should’ve taken my advice. Come, Hunter, let’s go. I’m growing bored with your brother’s empty threats.”
“Well, hello, Brother. It must be quite a shock, but then again, probably not. I can’t believe you bought that pathetic story. You’re slipping. Must be the old age finally setting in.” He snickered, looking over at Ryker.
“What the hell have you done, Hunter?” Wyatt lunged at him, knocking him to the floor.
Hunter pushed him off and got to his feet in a matter of seconds. “Making sure we survive! Something you used to care about until you got sucked into her poor helpless girl act. You can’t expect me to believe she had no idea who she was this whole time. Sorry. Not buying into her act anymore.”
“What? Have you lost your damn mind? Did that crap just come out of your mouth?” Wyatt got up off the floor.
“She’s supposedly one of the most powerful witches who happens to be the daughter of a witch hunter! Stop thinking with other parts of your body and start thinking with your damn brain!” Hunter slammed his hand down on a table.
“Hunter, are you listening to yourself?” Wyatt asked, trying to stay calm.
“Ryker, let’s go. I’m getting tired of this conversation.”
“Remember what I told you, Wyatt. WE will come after the both of you and anyone else that tries to stand in our way,” Ryker said, walking toward Hunter. Not taking their eyes off of us, they disappeared in a cloud of black and indigo flashes.
I fell back into an empty chair, dazed and terrified about what happened and especially what they said about me getting stronger in my powers. I looked up at Wyatt, and even though I didn’t say anything at first, I could see the fear in his eyes. After a few minutes of silence, I told him I needed a little longer before I got time going again. I knew the minute time started back up; Mom would take one look at me and know something terrible happened and would want me to tell her. I had no idea how to tell her that some guy with long dark hair wearing a black jacket threatened to kill me. I sat there trying to wrap my mind around everything. When I looked up again, I noticed most of the people were still missing.
“What happened to the people sitting around us?” I questioned, getting up off the chair.
“Oh yeah. I forgot about them. Sorry. Are you ready for me to bring them back?”
“Back from where?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.
“They’re here but in an illusional state of the dining room. First, you have to start time up again,” He smiled.
I raised my hand up, and everyone was back as if they had never left. Gavin was sipping on his drink. Mom turned sideways in her chair, motioning us over to the table.
Don’t say a word, just follow my lead. His fingers gently tightened around mine.
“How did you get over there?” Mom said, her eyes shifting back and forth between us.
“Sorry. I had her freeze time for a few minutes so that I could be alone with her.”
My eyes shifted, trying to see his face without actually moving my head to the side. I couldn’t believe he couldn’t think of a better lie. Now, I had to come up with a reason for why I went along with his stupid idea.
“Time alone?” Mom raised her eyebrow. “Londyn, is that the truth?” She crossed her arms, still sitting in her chair.
“Yes.” I slid past Wyatt back to my chair in the corner. I tried to keep my eye contact with her to a minimum, so she wouldn’t know that I was lying. She sat there for a few minutes, not taking her eyes off me. I could feel the burn of her stare go right through me like a laser. I knew she was trying to get me to tell her by her constant looks my way, but it wasn’t going to work this time.
“You know, Wyatt, if you wanted some time alone with Londyn, all you had to do was ask her. You didn’t have to tell her to freeze time,” she whispered, leaning toward the middle of the table.
“I’m sorry, Elizabeth. I know Londyn doesn’t like being away from you and Jules that long. She doesn’t really like going with me in the mornings to the park.”
“He’s right, Mom.” I lowered my head. I lifted my eyes a little to peek over at Mom, whose stern stare had softened to one of worry.
“Great. Now, I’ve made her worry about why I don’t like leaving her and Jules alone. I lowered my head into the palm of my hands, sitting there, not wanting to look at anyone for a few minutes. I wanted to wallow in my own self-pity without having eyes on me, wondering what is going on inside my head, while at the same time trying to block the one person who could read my mind.
“Londyn, you okay?” Gavin whispered, his cool breath hitting my skin.
“Huh?” I peeked at him through a tiny opening left by my hand.
“You okay?”
“Yeah. I just need a minute to regroup,” I mumbled back to him.
I lowered my hands after a few minutes, then excused myself from the table. I asked a server nearby where the restrooms were, and they pointed out the doorway and down the hall to the right. I looked back at Wyatt, who was in the midst of getting up from his chair. I motioned him to sit back down. Now, I’ve become this helpless, clueless girl from the big city who can’t go the bathroom by herself. I hurried up and made my way out the doorway into the hall toward the restrooms. I pushed open the women’s restroom door to find it unoccupied. I set my purse down on the cream-colored counter, then started to look for my lip gloss, which was probably at the bottom of it.
“You look great, Londyn.”
I glanced up, looking at Hunter standing directly behind me.
“What do you want?” I demanded, turning around to face him.
“To talk to you without my brother around. He’s such a downer. How can you stand being with him?” He stepped closer to me, his smell driving my senses crazy.
“We aren’t technically together. And why do you care who I’m with? You up and disappeared on me without a word. It’s none of your damn business who I’m with!”
“Are you okay?” a lady asked, walking through the restroom door. “I heard you yelling in here.” She looked around, then back at me with a quizzical glance as she walked past me to one of the empty stalls.
“Hunter!” I whispered, looking toward the stalls to make sure she didn’t hear me.
“What?”
I jumped, spinning around. “Will you stop doing that!” I hissed through gritted teeth.
“Are you sure you’re okay?” the lady said again through the closed stall door.
I rolled my eyes, not answering her because in all reality… I wasn’t alright.
She opened the door, walked over, and quickly washed her hands, trying not to stare at me. She grabbed a paper towel from the dispenser and rushed out the door, not looking back.
“Why can’t people mind their damn business?” Hunter said, leaning on the wall next to the counter.
“Yeah! Why can’t they?” I glared over at him.
“Some people.” He laughed.
“Seriously. What the hell do you want from me, Hunter?”
“You need to stop improving on your powers; Ryker meant what he said about coming after you and Wyatt.” He moved closer to me, the electricity igniting.
I gazed into his grey eyes, then quickly closed my eyes for a brief second. I opened them up as I took a step away from him. “Why do you care what happens to me?” I questioned, grabbing my purse off the counter.
He took a step toward me, closing the distance between us. He stood gazing down at me with his piercing eyes. “I can still feel the chemistry between us, and I know you can too.”
He lowered his head to where our mouths were almost touching.
“You mean the anger and disgust.” I stepped back. “There is no chemistry, Hunter. That went away the minute you decided to leave, not telling me.” I pushed past him, opening the restroom door. I stood there outside the door for a minute to get myself under control before I headed back to the table. I started thinking about school on Monday in case Wyatt decided to try and read my mind. I took a deep breath in, exhaling through my mouth, then went back to join the others. I turned the corner and stood there for a second, admiring Wyatt. He turned his head, staring back at me, smiling. He got up from his chair and met me in the middle of the dining room.
“You doing better?” he asked, holding my hands in his.
“Yes.” I smiled up at him.
“You better get some pizza before Gavin devours most of it.”
I decided on the way home from Downtown Mall that I was staying home tomorrow for the mere fact I didn’t want to run into anyone else that wanted to kill me. I had enough excitement for the weekend. Now, I craved for a dull and boring Sunday. The drive home seemed a lot quicker than when we drove there. The minute Mom turned off the vehicle, I leaned over Wyatt, opening the door. Without hesitation, Wyatt hopped out, letting me get out. I think he was afraid if he didn’t move out of the way, I would’ve moved him or crawled over him.
“I’m going to change and put away my new clothes. I will be out in a little bit,” I yelled, walking into my room. I leaned my forehead against the door after I closed it, my hand still grasped around the doorknob. After a few minutes of standing there like that, I finally turned around and started changing into leggings, an oversized long-sleeved knit shirt, and a pair of my favorite fuzzy socks. I threw my hair up into a ponytail, then started putting my clothes up in my closet.
“Londyn, can I come in?” Wyatt asked through my closed door.
“Sure,” I said, hanging up a new pair of jeans.
“Are you doing okay? You seemed preoccupied on the way home. You know you can talk to me.” He closed the door behind him.
“Yeah.” I went back to hanging up my clothes.
“Londyn?”
“Yes?” I turned around and almost head-butted Wyatt. I looked into his gorgeous blue eyes, and instant guilt fell over me for even thinking about Hunter. I looked away in fear that he was reading my thoughts. He placed his thumb under my chin, lifting my head up to meet his gaze. My heart began pounding, echoing in my ears as we stood there, inches from one another. I found myself unable to move away from him. “Wyatt…”
He placed his finger gently against my lips. “Shh…” He lowered his head, his breath warm on my lips, his eyes focused on my mouth. His eyes met mine, leaning in even closer. The warmth of his lips on mine sent a bolt of electricity throughout my entire body. Without thinking, my hands were up around his neck, caressing the back of his head and neck. His arms were wrapped around me, pulling me closer to him.
“Londyn? Do you want to watch a movie with us?” Gavin asked, cracking the door open.
“It’s about damn time.” He laughed, closing the door.
I glanced up at Wyatt, who had the same expression on his face, and started giggling.
“What are you giggling about?” He tried to sound serious but ended up laughing right along with me. “It’s nice to see you laugh. I know there hasn’t been much for you to be happy about lately.”
“Thank you,” I whispered, leaning up to kiss him. “We should probably go in the living room with the others.” I eased back away from him, straightening my clothes, and redid my ponytail. I caught a glimpse of the hairs that had fallen out.
The rest of the weekend went as planned. No drama, no unexpected guests. Just the bunch of us trying to have a good day and enjoying being together. Before Wyatt had left Sunday evening, he promised me that he would be close by if I needed him. Then, he reminded me that he would be starting classes in the next couple of days. I had to spend the rest of the evening getting my things together for class Monday morning so that I wouldn’t be rushing around.
Monday Morning came sooner than I wanted it to. I rolled over toward the window, a beam of sunlight dancing on my comforter. I wanted to stay in bed a little longer, but I knew Jules would be getting up soon, taking her sweet time in the bathroom. I shot out of bed when I heard her bedroom door and ran to the bathroom.
“Londyn! Come on! You knew I was heading in there,” Jules yelled from the hall.
I opened the door enough to barely see her on the other side. “Yeah, and I know you take longer than I do. I will be out in about 15-20 minutes.” I closed the door again on her.
I was headed back to my room when Jules came out of her room. “It’s about time,” she huffed.
“It hasn’t even been twenty minutes yet. So, shut the hell up.” I closed my door behind me. I loved my sister, but I wasn’t in the mood for “Jules Drama” this morning. I went to my closet to pick out what I would wear to school while my hair air-dried a little bit. I grabbed a pair of my new Mom jeans, a short, lightweight sweater, and a pair of flats. I didn’t want to over-do-it the first day. I had to see what they considered in style. I didn’t want to add even more attention to myself by wearing something bold. I put on my clothes real quick, sat down in my vanity chair, and started on my makeup before I dried my hair.
“Londyn, are you dressed?” Gavin asked through the door.
“Yeah.” I finished applying mascara.
“We haven’t had much time to talk here lately. Is everything okay? Yesterday you seemed trouble by something at dinner.” He sat on my semi-made bed.
“I’m sorry we haven’t had much time to talk. I feel like I need to get my powers figured out before something bad happens. I have to protect you, Jules, and probably Mom. I have a feeling her powers need to be brushed up on. If I tell you something, promise me you won’t tell anyone.” I moved toward the bed.
“You know you can trust me. We’ve been friends forever. Not to mention, I walked away from everything to be here with you.”
“I appreciate what you gave up and am eternally thankful. I had to freeze time yesterday because Hunter showed up with an evil warlock/witch hunter by the name of Ryker. They told me to stop perfecting my powers or else.”
“What?” Gavin screeched.
“Shhh! Will you be quiet?” I smacked him on the arm.
“Hey!” He rubbed the back of his arm.
“That’s what you get. I got up off the bed. “Telling you to be quiet doesn’t mean you yell about it.”
“Sorry, I don’t think anyone heard us, or they would’ve been at the door, asking what was going on.” He continued to rub the back of his arm. “Do you think Hunter will show up at the school to cause trouble?
I spun around with my mouth wide open. “I never thought of that. Oh. My. God. How did I not realize that could happen? I’m supposed to be this powerful witch, but I overlook things that are right in front of my face.” I flopped down on the bed.
“Londyn, you’ve had a lot on your mind, so I would be easy to overlook. You are worried about protecting everyone while trying to figure out all of your powers.” He wrapped his arm around me, pulling me closer to him. “Everything is going to be fine.” He gave me one of his bright smiles.
“How do you know?”
“I don’t know for sure, but I do know you will do everything you can to make things okay.”
“I hope you’re right,” I sighed, getting up off the bed and grabbing my book bag off the floor. “Come on. Let’s go see what Mom has for breakfast.”
“Morning, Mom. What smells good?” I said, setting my book bag on the floor next to my chair at the table.
“Morning. I thought I would try to make you white chocolate raspberry muffins.” She smiled.
“Thanks.” I inhale the sweet aroma.
“Do I smell muffins?” Gavin asked, walking into the kitchen.
“Yes.” Mom opened the oven door, pulling the muffins out.
I knew the wonderful smell had drifted throughout the house because Jules was in the kitchen a few minutes later.
The smell of the muffins made me think of Valerie and how much I missed her. I missed seeing her in the kitchen in the morning and having food for us when we got home from school. She always greeted us with a smile and asked how our day was when we got home. I hope she knew how much we loved and appreciated her.




Chapter 4





Mom ended up driving us to school since she’s the only one with a vehicle at the moment. She told me that here in the next week or so, we would go car shopping. Mom also told Gavin that she would be able to help him get a car eventually, too, since she still had access to Dad’s accounts.
She pulled into the school parking lot, and all I could hear was my heart pounding. With each thud, I heard… “Hunter.” I just hoped Wyatt wasn’t trying to read my thoughts from wherever he was at. I closed my eyes in hopes the taunting thuds would settle down. I began to take a few deep breaths when I felt the warmth of Gavin’s hand on top of mine. I opened my eyes to find him smiling over me.
“It’s going to be okay.” His voice was filled with reassurance.
Mom parked in the middle of the parking lot, then turned around to look at me in the backseat. “Are you okay?”
“Yeah, I think,” I said, looking toward the school. I could tell the school was older than our school back home by its faded bricks. I scooped my bookbag up off the floorboard, took a deep breath, and opened the door. “Bye, Mom. Be here at 2:30 to pick us up.” I said, trying to force a convincing smile on my face.
“Bye. And try to have a good day.” She smiled back, then told Gavin to have a good day, too, as he got out. We waited on Jules to get out before we started making our way up to our new school. I could feel eyes on us from every direction as we walked past groups of kids off to the sides of the sidewalk. Some were dressed pretty close to how Gavin and I were dressed, and then some looked like they rolled out of bed in their clothes. We entered the double doors, standing there off to the side in an attempt to remember which hall to head down to the office.
“I think it’s down that hall.” I pointed to the left, glancing over at Gavin and Jules. “Are you guys coming?” I had already taken a few steps. Gavin quickly caught up with me while Jules sauntered behind us. The farther down the hall we walked, I noticed the hall walls were a different color from the school entrance. “Gavin, is it me, or are the walls red?” I crinkled up my nose.
“Yeah. I was just thinking the same thing. Why in the hell are they red?” He shifted his eyes from wall to wall. “This color is hideous.”
“Amen.”
I could see kids walking in and out of the room down the hall from us. I couldn’t tell if it was the office or not. We walked a few more steps, and sunlight radiated through the huge windows that looked out onto what resembled a patio. There were tables and matching chairs placed throughout the bricked area, with shrubs on each side of the entrance. I stood there for a few minutes, looking out at it.
“That’s our outside courtyard. A lot of kids go out there during lunch on days like today. You’re all new, aren’t you? My name is Delaney.”
“I’m Londyn; this is Gavin and my sister Julie,” I said, motioning to both of them. “This is our first day. Could you tell us where the office is at?” I smiled.
“I can take you there. I’m headed there myself.” She started walking down the hall, her auburn ponytail bouncing with each step. “I love your sweater, by the way.” She smiled over at me.
“Thanks.”
“Well, this is it,” she said, pulling open the glass door. She waited until we were all in the office before closing the door. She walked up to a waist-high black counter, with a couple of laptops next to each other off to the left side. There were a couple of ladies sitting at black desks toward the back of the room behind the counter. Three windows made up most of the back wall, and on the shelf below the window were small plants on each end with white binders in between. The lady sitting closest to the windows was busy pushing her glasses up each time she would answer the phone. The other one closest to the counter was quite a bit younger. If I hadn’t known better, I would’ve thought she was a student. She had long reddish-blonde hair and had on leggings with a long, short-sleeved tunic top. “Good morning, Delaney. I hope you are feeling better.” She walked up to the counter.
“Morning, Miss Devaine. I’m feeling a lot better. They needed some help.” She motioned to us, standing off to the side of her.
“Yes. We were having a little trouble finding our classes since we just transferred here.” I walked up to the counter.
“Let me get you each a copy of your schedules and find someone that can show you around. I just need your names.” She smiled.
“I’m Londyn Carter, my sister Julie Carter, and Gavin Cruz.”
She walked back over to her desk, and within five minutes or so, she had come back to the counter with our schedules. “Londyn, it looks like you have Math with Miss Flynn. You are in luck because Delaney happens to be in that class too. Gavin, you have English, which is a few doors down from their Math class, so I’m going to have you go with them.” She handed us our schedules. “Julie, I will have someone from your class come to the office to get you. She’s a really nice girl.”
“Jules, I don’t think we have lunch together, so that I will see you after school. Don’t forget Mom is picking us up out front at 2:30.” I smiled, trying to comfort her worried look.
“Okay.” She stood there, looking around the office.
“Londyn, we should probably get to class,” Delaney said, walking over toward the office door.
“Huh? Sorry.” I started walking over toward the door.
“It’s okay. She did look a little stressed out when Miss Devaine told us to go ahead and go to class,” Delaney said, closing the office door. “Our classes are down the hall from the front entrance to the school, which will make it easy for you to find tomorrow morning.”
“When did you move here to Charlottesville?” Delaney asked, leading us back to the front of the school.
“We moved here almost two weeks ago. We had to help Mom get settled in before she enrolled us into school.”
“So, he’s not your brother?” Delaney asked, trying not to stare at Gavin.
“No. He’s my best friend.” I looked over at Gavin, giving him a big smile.
“Londyn’s mom has been more of a mother to me than my own mom. So, when she told me she was moving here, I decided to move with her. Her mom was more than welcoming to the idea.” He put his arm around me.
“That’s so sweet. I think it’s amazing your friendship is that strong. I could’ve sworn you were brother and sister by how close you two seem to be. I don’t have a lot of friends around here.”
“Really?” I questioned, raising an eyebrow.
“Yeah. They think I’m weird because of how smart I am.” She rolled her eyes.
“You would’ve fit in great at our old school back home. The whole school was filled with brainiacs. Well, it looks like we aren’t going to be fitting in around here.” I giggled.
Delaney reminded me a lot of Sam, and I found myself wanting to text Sam to let her know we were all right. I knew I couldn’t. I had a strong feeling that Delaney was going to be part of our group. Then again, did I want to put her life in danger by wanting to be her friend? I knew Gavin thought she was nice, too; by the way, he nudged my arm with his elbow when she mentioned she didn’t have a lot of friends.
Once we were at the front of the school, Delaney paused, showing us we would come in tomorrow through the doors and just keep walking straight down the hall to our first-period classes. We came to our Math class but walked right past the door. I must have looked perplexed because Delaney explained that she wanted to first walk Gavin to his English class. Gavin peeked in the little window at the class already in progress, then back away from the door. I could tell he was a little terrified of walking in there by himself. Delaney must have picked up on it too. She opened the door and motioned Gavin to follow her into the classroom. I stayed out in the hall since I wasn’t in that class. Gavin stood a few steps back away from Delaney as she talked to the teacher. He glanced back at me, and I smiled, giving him a thumbs up. I knew he was scared for the simple fact I was scared myself. Within a few minutes, Delaney was closing the door behind her and headed back toward our Math class. My heart was pounding faster the closer we got to the door to the classroom.
“It’ll be okay, Londyn.” Delaney smiled, opening the door.
I took a deep breath and kept my eyes on Delaney as I made my way over to them. I could feel the eyes on me the minute I stepped into the classroom. I didn’t want to look toward everyone staring at me because I knew I would bolt out the door.
“Hi, I’m Miss Flynn. Welcome to our class, Londyn.” She walked out from behind her desk. She was a petite lady with short dark brown hair. “You can take a seat next to Delaney if you like, or there are a few seats in the back.”
Delaney smiled, motioning to follow her. She walked over to the left side of the room to the second row and sat down in the chair closest to the wall; I sat down in the seat next to hers, trying not to look at the guy sitting next to me. Delaney leaned over and whispered what page to turn to in my book. I sighed with relief when I noticed familiar problems jumping up at me from the opened page. This was more or less a review for me from a few months ago. Miss Flynn began to write on the board an assignment that would be due in a few days. Again, I was able to ward off panic because I knew I would have no trouble with the homework.
Once she gave the class permission to work and talk quietly, Delaney moved her seat a little closer, then asked what class I had next. I opened my mouth, about to tell her when I realized I had no idea. I pulled my bag up into my lap, grabbing my schedule.
“I have Biology next.” I put my schedule in my folder so that I wouldn’t lose it by the end of the day.
“Who do you have Biology with?” she asked, not taking her eyes off her notebook.
I pulled my schedule out again. “Mr. Kubiak.” I put my schedule back.
“You are in luck.” She glanced over, giving me a quick smile. “That is my next class too.”
I was a bit relieved that she was in my next class too. I went ahead and started working a little bit on the homework that was just assigned to us. I knew I wasn’t going to luck out in my other classes and wanted to have more time at home to work on any other homework.
I got so busy working on Math that I lost track of time. I caught Delaney gathering her things up a few minutes before the bell rang. She waited for the rush to storm out of the classroom before she headed out into the hall. Gavin was outside the door waiting for me.
“So, how was your first class?” I asked as we walked down the hall.
“It was okay,” he mumbled, shifting his books to his other arm. “What class do you have now?”
“Delaney and I have Biology with Mr. Kubiak. What is your next class?”
“Same!” he yelled, then quickly closed his mouth. “Oops.” He laughed.
“You have Biology too? Fantastic.” Delaney smiled, leading the way through the groups of kids scattered throughout the hall. “They stand around talking, then take off running to class, so they aren’t marked tardy.”
Delaney explained we would walk back toward the front of the school and then turn left once we got to the double doors. Once we turned the corner, she went into the first door on the right. Gavin and I trailed a few steps behind her into the classroom. Again, I kept my eyes on Delaney and the Biology teacher. She motioned us over to her and the teacher.
“Mr. Kubiak, this is Londyn Carter and Gavin Cruz.” She smiled.
“Welcome to our class. I think there is enough room for all three of you at Delaney’s table. I will grab another chair.” Mr. Kubiak headed toward the back of the room. He was probably around Mom’s age, judging from the hints of grey hair throughout his brown hair. I was beginning to think only men with beards taught Biology. My Biology teacher back home had a beard too. Well, he was starting to grow one.
Gavin let me have the seat next to Delaney and sat next to me. AS we got our things out, Mr. Kubiak gave a brief summary of what the class had been going over the past week. Again, we lucked out with another class. Gavin nudged me with his elbow as he let out a sigh of relief. We had just finished going over the Human Body systems back home. The universe was being kind to us, which scared me a little bit. I couldn’t help but worry about what could be waiting for us around the corner.
We followed along in class, not letting on that we had already done this over a month ago. Mr. Kubiak wasn’t like our other Biology teacher, who, in all honesty, had zero personality. Mr. Kubiak was cracking jokes and poking fun at a few of the students, but not in a malicious way to bring embarrassment to them. They were laughing and going right along with it. I had a feeling this was going to be one of my favorite classes because he was making a boring class fun.
“What’s your next class?” Delaney whispered.
I opened my folder, pulling out my schedule. “It’s English, but it looks like it’s broken up into two classes.”
“Who’s your teacher for that class?” she asked, gathering up her things.
I went to look at my schedule again when the sadness came flooding in out of nowhere. I looked over at Gavin to see if it was his feelings, but he shot me a smile. And it wasn’t one of his fake smiles either. If something was bothering him, he’d try to pass it off as nothing by giving me a forced smile which was a big indicator that something was most definitely wrong.
I sat there, staring straight ahead for a few minutes when I realized who was sad.
“Everything okay, Delaney?” I asked, leaning toward her a little bit.
“Huh? Yeah.” She kept putting her things in her bag. “Did you see who your teacher was for English?” She trailed off.
“Oh. I almost forgot. Let me look.” I looked down at my schedule. “I have English with Mrs. Sykes.” I put my schedule back in my folder.
“Mrs. Sykes is great.” Gavin chimed in. “You will like her class.” He smiled.
“He’s right, Londyn.”
“Halfway through the class, I have lunch, then go back to her class.” I glanced to Gavin, then over to Delaney.
“I have lunch then too.” She managed a smile.
“I think I have lunch then, too,” Gavin said.
“How about if I meet you after English, and we can walk to lunch together? You too, Gavin.” Delaney’s mood seemed to perk up a bit.
We all agreed right as the bell rang for class to be over. Once outside the classroom, we headed in separate directions. I shot Jules a quick text on my way back down the other hall to English. I promised her that I would check on her. I hoped she was having a good day. She didn’t need any more disappointment right now.
I made it to English right as the last bell rang. I took a deep breath and walked into the classroom. I didn’t see the teacher at her desk, and I didn’t want to turn toward the kids.
“Everyone get their books out and turn to page 235. We are going to go over plot structure and characters,” an unfamiliar voice instructed, walking up behind me. “Can I help you?” she asked, walking past me over to the desk.
“I’m Londyn Carter. I just transferred here from Columbus, Maryland.” My voice cracked.
“Hi, I’m Mrs. Sykes. Welcome to our class. I’m sorry, the only chair left is toward the back of the class.”
“Okay.” I walked back toward the back of the class to the empty seat. I noticed I was sitting close to a couple of girls who were trying to snub their noses at me. I didn’t know if they were snubbing me because they had the crazy notion they were better than me or because my designer clothes were better than their knock-offs. They both had long dark hair, ripped jeans rolled at the bottom, and oversized sweatshirts. Not to mention, someone forgot to tell them that a little makeup goes a long way. They also had a hard time with murmuring about other people. I could’ve sworn I heard my name exchanged between the two of them at one point. I glanced over at them and whispered back that my parents loved London so much that they decided to name me Londyn with a “y.” They crinkled up their noses at me, rolling their eyes, and told me to mind my own business. I wasn’t going to stoop to their level. Then the teacher excused herself for a few minutes and left the classroom.
“Well, it is my business when I hear my name mentioned because the both of you don’t know the meaning of the word whisper. I must say, you two are brave to be talking about someone you don’t even know anything about.” I raised an eyebrow, slamming my books shut. “I mean, that would be like me talking about your out-of-date fashion sense or asking you if a clown did your makeup this morning. So, you see, this could work both ways.”
The next thing I knew, half the class broke out in applause, cheering me on. I couldn’t help but smile at their approval.
“What is going on in here? I could hear you halfway down the hall?” Mrs. Sykes demanded, closing the door behind her. She looked at the class while she made her way back to her desk.
“Oh, Mrs. Sykes, you missed it!” some guy toward the middle yelled. “The new girl stood up to Elana and Denise! It was awesome!” He started laughing.
“Jacob, I’m sure you are exaggerating a bit,” she insisted.
“No, I’m not. Just look at their faces.” He motioned his thumb over his shoulder.
I saw Mrs. Sykes glance back at them, pouting in between their dirty looks aimed in my direction. It almost looked like she was trying to cover up a smile by turning her body toward her desk. “Okay, quiet down. Let’s finish the discussion so you can work on your assignment.” She started writing information on the board.
The bell for lunch finally rang, and I would get a brief break from the evil twins and their so-called intimidating stares. They were going to be a problem, one I didn’t have the patience to deal with on an everyday basis. They pretty much ran out of the room before I was even out of my chair, and I was grateful.
“Hey, Sunshine. How is English?” Gavin asked the minute I stepped out of the classroom.
“Man! You missed it! She let a couple of the classroom snobs have it. It was great!” Jacob yelled, walking up behind us.
Gavin had this stunned look on his face. “You what?”
I sighed, dropping my shoulders. “I told off some snobby ass bitches in class. This is Jacob.”
“Hey, Jacob. I’m Gavin.” He grinned.
“Hey. Sorry. I didn’t mean to barge in on the conversation, but it was great. Londyn, I will see you at lunch. Nice to meet your boyfriend.”
“Gavin’s not my boyfriend. He’s my best friend. He moved here with me from Maryland.” I look toward Gavin, smiling.
“Really? Wow.” He stared at us wide-eyed for a few minutes.
“Jacob, I haven’t seen you for a while,” Delaney declared while walking toward us.
“Hey, Delaney! I’ve been with my family on vacation, but I came back on the perfect day, though.” He laughed.
She squinted her eyes, glancing at each of us. “I take it I missed something.”
“I’ll tell you on the way to lunch.” Jacob took off down the hall.
Gavin and I trailed behind Jacob and Delaney as he proceeded to tell her about how I had stood up to the evil twins. I didn’t know what the big deal was about me standing up to them, but it had become the news of the day in high school drama. I didn’t want to be the talk of the school my first day. Yet here I was in the middle of it, wondering how I had gotten here. It never failed,
the more I tried to stay out of drama, the more I got sucked into it.
The lunchroom was at the end of the hall and around the corner from the office, which made it easier to remember how to get to it. Jacob took off toward a group of guys sitting at one of the tables to the far left of the cafeteria. Delaney invited us to sit with her, so we didn’t have to sit by ourselves. We looked at the food choices on our way to the tables, and I didn’t see anything worth eating. Luckily, they had a salad bar that didn’t look too awful. It could definitely use some help, though.
On the way to the table, we passed by the evil twins and their minions. I could feel their anger. I had to raise my hand up to my mouth, pretending to cough in order to camouflage my giggles.
“Were those the two girls?” Gavin whispered, leaning into my shoulder.
I whispered yes back to him, without making it evident that we were talking about them. We placed our things on the table, then headed back to the food to try and find something to eat. Gavin must have known I needed a hug because his hand clasped my arm, pulling me over to him.
“Relax.” His voice was soothing.
We made a couple of quick rounds past the food looking to see if anything looked good enough to try. Delaney was over at the salad bar, fixing her a plate of veggies. I drifted over toward the salad bar and began fixing myself a nice salad.
“How long have you and Gavin been friends?” Delaney asked across the salad bar.
“We’ve been best friends since grade school. When I told him I was moving, he couldn’t stand the thought of being so far away from me, so he decided to move with us.”
“What about his family?”
“Well, his parents travel a lot for their careers, and to be honest, my mom was more of a parent to him than his own. And he’s eighteen, which means he doesn’t need their permission to move out.” I grabbed my plate and headed back to the table where I could see Gavin had already started eating.
Delaney asked me on the way back to the table what class I had after English, and out of all my classes, that was the one I could remember.
“I have Marketing.” I sat my plate down on the table.
“Okay. Your class is actually a few doors down from the cafeteria.” She took a bite of a baby carrot. “Well, actually, it is at the end of the hall and around the corner.”
“Thanks.”
“It’s nice having people to talk to at lunch and not sitting here alone.” Delaney smiled, shifting her eyes between Gavin and me. She grabbed her phone out of her backpack. I quickly shot Gavin a wide-eyed glance.
For the rest of lunch, we talked about things coming up at school. Delaney informed us that the prom was about seven weeks away. If we were interested in going, we needed to get tickets soon. I wasn’t going to ask her if she was going in fear that it would make her feel bad. What little I talked to her, I couldn’t understand why she kept saying she didn’t have any friends. She wasn’t like the evil twins, thinking she was better than everyone else or talking bad about people behind their backs.
“Hopefully, I will see you both tomorrow. Bye!” She smiled as she headed back to her class.
“She’s so nice. She puts me in the mind of Sam.” I sighed.
“She really does.” Gavin put his arm around me while we walked down the hall back to our classes. “I can’t believe she sits by herself all the time. Surely, she’s got to have some friends in the school,” Gavin addressed.
“I know. I find that really hard to believe myself. She was talking to Jacob on the way to lunch, remember?” I twirled my hair in between my fingers.
“What are you thinking?” Gavin’s eyes narrowed.
“Nothing.”
“Yeah, right? I’ve known you half my life. I know when you are contemplating something.” His eyebrow raised.
“I was thinking about talking to Jacob and see if he knew why Delaney thinks she has no friends. Happy now.”
“Yes.” He smiled.
I made it back to class five minutes before the bell rang. Jacob was sitting at his desk in front of me. He ran his hand through his light brown hair in an attempt to fix the slight spike in the front. The evil twins weren’t back yet, which made this the perfect time to ask him about Delaney.
“Hey, Jacob, can I ask you something?” I whispered, tapping on his shoulder.
“Sure.” He turned sideways in his seat. “What do you want to know?”
“It’s about Delaney. She made a comment at lunch that I find hard to believe. I thought maybe you might be able to clear it up. She commented about how nice it was to talk to someone at lunch instead of sitting alone. Doesn’t she have any friends at all?”
“I always try to talk to her when I see her. A lot of the girls are mean to her because she’s smart, so she keeps to herself to avoid being picked on.” He stopped talking when he heard the evil twins start to walk past us.
“What were you two whispering about?” Elena flipped her chestnut hair behind her shoulder.
“Nothing,” Jacob snapped.
“Yeah, whatever,” she huffed, sitting down in the chair next to Denise. “I know you were telling her about your awful breakup last month.” She laughed.
I could see the anger growing in Jacob’s eyes as the seconds ticked by. His mouth opened as if he was about to say something, but then Mrs. Sykes walked in the room, instructing us to open our books back up. He glared back at Elena, then turned slowly to the front of the class.
I wanted to say something to them so bad, but I knew I wouldn’t be able to control my mouth and possibly do something to them.
Elena and Denise jumped up and were out the door within a few seconds of the bell ringing. I was glad they fled the class so fast.
“Are they rude to everyone?” I asked Jacob.
“Yes. Elena’s dad is a lawyer, so she feels that gives her the right to be a bitch. Denise didn’t used to be so mean until last year when she started hanging around Elena all the time. They have a few other friends that are just as bitchy.”
“Sorry about your breakup.” I peeked up at him while putting my things in my bag.
“Thanks,” he sighed, grabbing his backpack. “It was a nasty breakup.”
“I’m sorry. I know what it’s like. I went through one myself a few months ago.”
“Sorry to hear that.” Jacob stepped aside to let me go first.
“It’s okay. He didn’t treat me right. I finally woke up to the fact and dumped him. Then, one of my so-called best friends pounced on him the minute we broke up. So I got rid of her too.”
“Wow. You doing okay now, though?”
“Oh yeah. Thanks for asking. What class are you headed to now?”
“Marketing. You?”
“Really? Me too.” I smiled.
We talked all the way to Marketing about our exes and how we are better off without either of them. He didn’t go into a lot of detail about what happened with his ex-girlfriend, except that he caught her cheating on him with a guy he doesn’t like. I left the subject alone after he was done telling me what happened.
“I can’t believe your boyfriend would cheat on you,” he commented, stepping aside to let me walk through the door to Marketing.
“Why do you say that?”
“Forgive me for saying so, but you are gorgeous. He’s a fool for letting you get away.” He smiled.
“Thank you.” I blushed.
“Sorry. I didn’t mean to embarrass you,” he apologized.
“You didn’t embarrass me.”
Jacob passed by me, headed for the teacher who was writing what appeared to be a lesson on the board. “Mr. Oaks, this is Londyn Carter. She just transferred here.” He smiled, motioning toward me.
“It’s a pleasure to have you join our class, Miss Carter. I hope you will enjoy being here with us.” Mr. Oaks smiled, then looked toward the students already sitting in their seats.
“Allison, I’m going to have you take Jacob’s seat and have Jacob sit back there with Londyn in case she has any questions.”
She quietly got up, gathering her things, and moved up toward the front of the class. She scooped up her long blonde hair and draped it over her right shoulder after she put her things on the desk.
“Thanks, Allison.” Jacob smiled on his way back to her old seat.
“Welcome,” she gushed.
Once we were in our seats and Mr. Oaks went back to writing on the board, I leaned over close to Jacob and whispered, “I think she likes you.”
“I know,” he muttered, rolling his eyes.
I quickly covered up my giggling with a fake cough, so we wouldn’t get in trouble for talking. I went back to copying down notes so I wouldn't risk getting us in trouble. For the first time in a few weeks, I made it through the day without being scared that I was going to do something to someone. I was engrossed in listening to Mr. Oaks talk about an upcoming project that the class will be doing in a few weeks. He was talking about coming up with a product and advertising that product to the consumers.
When Mr. Oaks paused from talking, a familiar voice filled my head.
Hey, Beautiful, I missed you today. I can’t wait to see you later.
I couldn’t help but smile because of the message from Wyatt. I missed him too.
I blinked my eyes and went back to listening to Mr. Oaks give details about the project. I had a hard time staying focused after Wyatt’s message and watched the clock above the board. I just wanted to get home and see him. This was the longest I’d been away from him since we’ve been here.




Chapter 5





Mom was off to the side toward the back of the parking lot waiting for us when we walked out of the school's front entrance. I asked Jules how her day was and if anyone talked to her at lunch.
“I talked to a girl who’s in a few of my classes. Her name is Payton Snyder. She’s super nice. She has been telling me about which girls to stay away from and whatnot. Did you talk to anyone today besides Gavin?”
“As a matter of fact, I did, but I felt sorry for her, though. She kept hinting that she doesn’t have a lot of friends, but I saw other kids talk to her, so I was confused on the whole thing that no one likes her.” I tried to sound nonchalant about the fact.
“Why would she think no one likes her if people talk to her first?” Jules sounded confused.
Gavin walked along beside us, listening, not really adding to the conversation except for a head nod here and there. I was surprised he was just listening and not saying anything. I did notice that he was looking a little tired the closer we got to the SUV. Jules let Gavin have the front seat, and she climbed in behind him in the back. I got in behind Mom. The minute the doors were closed, and before we even got out of the parking lot, the questions were flying about our first day. Jules told her about the girl she talked to most of the day and the couple of snobs that she has in a few of her classes. Mom saved me for last. I told her about Delaney, and I told her about Elena and Denise.
“Londyn, promise me you won’t do anything.” Mom raised her eyebrow, looking back at me in the rearview mirror.
“Wow, Mom.” I tried to keep my voice calm. “Thanks for the trust.”
“I’m sorry. It’s just with everything going on, and if these girls cross you on a bad day, I don’t want you to do anything that could hurt someone. That is all I was trying to say.”
“It’s okay, Mom. They already got on my nerves today. I’m not going to lie; I thought about doing something to them. Nothing that would hurt them, maybe embarrass them a lot, though.” The mere thought made me giggle.
“Londyn.” Mom’s voice was firm.
“What? I’m sorry,” I said, even though she and both knew I wasn’t sorry at all for my comment about embarrassing them. They needed a dose of their own treatment, and I was just the person to give it to them. I didn’t need to worry about a couple of snobby bitches at school on top of everything else.
I went straight to my room when we got home. I got out of my jeans and put on a pair of black leggings. I threw my hair up into a messy bun, then went to the kitchen to get some juice to take back to my room. I just needed some time to myself to relax and destress from the day. I grabbed some red grapes and cheese before heading back to my room. I had just passed the front door when the doorbell rang. I yelled, “Come in!”
“Hey, Beautiful,” Wyatt said, closing the door behind him. I could stare at him all day. He had the start of a five o’clock shadow, which made him look older than nineteen years. His hair was perfectly messed on top. I didn’t know if anything could be perfectly messed, but there was no other way to describe his hair. He had on jeans and a tight long-sleeved knit shirt that hugged his biceps.
“Hi, Wyatt. I’m so glad you are here. Today was trying, to say the least.” I motioned him to follow me to my room. He took the bowl of grapes and cheese from me, popping a grape in his mouth.
“So, what happened today?” he asked, walking into my bedroom and sitting the bowl down on my night table.
“You mean to tell me you didn’t read my mind all today?” I raised my left eyebrow.
“No. I told you that I missed you, but I didn’t read your thoughts. I figured you were stressed enough and didn’t need me invading your personal thoughts.” He put his arms around me.
“Besides, I knew you would tell me about your day, anyway.”
“Is that a fact?” I smiled.
“Yes,” he stated matter-of-factly. He pulled me closer and kissed me. “I’ve missed you today,” he whispered, his breath hot on my skin.
“I missed you too.” I went and sat on my bed. “I met the sweetest girl today that ended up being in a couple of my classes. I found myself feeling sorry for her more and more as the day went on. It was heartbreaking, to be honest.” I sighed.
“Why did you feel sorry for her?” He sat on the bed next to me, putting his arm around me.
“She reminded me a lot of Sam. She kept making little comments about how she doesn’t have friends and how nice it was to have someone sit by her at lunch. Little things like that. Her name is Delaney Quinn, and she’s super sweet. I couldn’t see how anyone couldn’t like her. Apparently, kids call her weird because she’s smart. I told her she would’ve fit right in at our old school. One guy from my class did talk to her on the way to the cafeteria, so I asked him after lunch why Delaney keeps to herself. He told me it’s so kids won’t get the chance to pick on her.”
“That’s sad. I take it you sat with her at lunch?” he questioned.
“Yeah. Gavin and I both did,” I said. Then, the evil twins popped up in my head.
“Something else happened today. I can tell by the annoyed look on your face.”
“Looks like I’m going to be having issues with a couple of girls in my English class. They would make Jayde look like a sweet girl.”
“That bad, huh?” He tossed a grape into his mouth.
“No. I did nothing. I wanted to, though. They are both bitches. They could cause problems for me. Problems that I don’t have time to deal with right now.”
He again reminded me that I had to be careful about thinking anything bad around people I didn’t like in case those thoughts actually happened. I probably wouldn’t feel bad at the moment it would happen, but I knew eventually the guilt would eat me alive.
We sat there and talked about how we needed to act around school for the week so that kids wouldn’t grow too suspicious of us. I told him about Jacob and not to get jealous of him either.
He assured me that he wouldn’t get jealous and do something to him.
“Hey, can I join you two for a little bit?” Gavin asked with his nose sticking through my partially closed door.
“Yes.” I giggled. “We were just talking about how we are going to handle everything when Wyatt starts school here in a few days.”
“Did you tell him about those girls in your class?” Gavin said, sitting at the foot of the bed.
“Yeah, she told me,” Wyatt said. “I also reminded her that she has to be careful what she thinks about people she doesn’t like. She could do something and not be able to fix what has been done.” He reached over and caressed my hand. We continued to sit in my room and talk about the kids in our classes and that the school lessons were a couple of months behind our old school. Talking about Delaney made me think of Sam and how much I wanted to let her know that Gavin and I were all right.
“Londyn?” Mom said through my closed door.
“Yeah, Mom. You can come in.”
“I was wondering where everyone was at,” she said, opening the door. “Dinner will be done in a few minutes. We are having pork tenderloin with roasted potatoes and vegetables. Wyatt, you staying for dinner?” Mom asked, slowly backing out into the hall, grasping the doorknob.
“Yes. I wouldn’t miss it. Thanks.”
“Okay. I will let you get back to talking.” She closed the door behind her.
I sat there for a few minutes, listening to Wyatt and Gavin talk, when anger suddenly swept over me out of nowhere. I didn’t know what it was coming from or who it could be that I was so angry. I peered over at Wyatt, watching his facial expressions for a few minutes, then switched over to Gavin, checking to see if he could be mad about anything. He and Wyatt both were far from being mad about anything. Yet, I couldn’t shake this feeling of wanting to hit something hard until my knuckles bled. I excused myself for a few minutes to go see how Mom and Jules were doing. I was hoping one of them was mad about something.
I eased down the hall, trying to be quiet as possible. I looked to the right and found Mom’s chair empty, which meant she was in the kitchen finishing up dinner. I turned around and looked back down the hall toward Jules’s room. I didn’t know what I thought was going to happen by staring down the hall at her bedroom door. I made my way to the living room to see if she was in there on the couch, playing on her phone. She wasn’t in there either. I looked over my left shoulder back in the direction of the kitchen. I was a few feet away from the door when the doorbell rang. I stopped frozen in my steps, my eyes fixated on the front door.
Wyatt was at my side within seconds, putting himself between me and the door. He reached for the doorknob when the doorbell rang again. With such speed, he flung the door open to find a couple of girls. One had long, wavy loose hair, and the other had long straight mahogany hair.
“Jules, did you ask Mom?” I said, stepping back a few steps.
“Yes, Londyn.” She rolled her eyes.
“Dinner will be ready in a few minutes,” Mom said, walking out of the kitchen.
“Mom, this is Payton Snyder and Gianna Moretti. Do you care if we eat in the living room since there isn’t enough room around the table?” Jules asked, nodding her head up and down quickly as if she was trying to get Mom to shake her head yes.
“Yes.” She let out a little sigh. “Just be careful.”
“We will.” Jules smiled.
“I hope you girls like pork tenderloin,” Mom said, turning to go back in the kitchen.
I went to follow Mom while Wyatt went to tell Gavin that dinner was pretty much ready and to warn him Jules had friends over too. I had a feeling Wyatt was going to tell him to be careful what he said with the girls in the house. He knew some stranger finding out I was a witch would cause unwanted drama for me.
I was about to walk into the kitchen when I remembered what I was doing before Jules’s new friends rang the doorbell. I stopped once again, looking around to see if I could get a sense of everyone’s feelings and who exactly was angry. All I could come up with was Jules feeling somewhat happy and normal with friends over at the house. I don’t think she understood how much danger she was putting her new friends in by inviting them over to the house. I wouldn’t feel so on-edge if I had better understanding and control over my powers.
“Mom, do you need any help?” I asked, walking into the kitchen.
“You can get the plates and silverware out for me. Just put them on the counter,” she said, opening the oven door to peek inside.
“Do you think it’s wise letting Jules have friends over at the house?” I blurted out, unable to stop the words from flying out of my mouth. I quickly closed my mouth, pressing my lips together before anything else flew out.
Mom closed the oven door slowly, then laid the potholder to the left of the stove. She stood there for a minute before turning around to face me. “I don’t know if it’s a good idea or not, Londyn. We need some sense of normalcy around here. And if letting Jules have friends over helps her, then I’m for it.” She stared off toward the kitchen window behind the table.
I turned to leave Mom alone with her thoughts for a few minutes, hoping to get out of the kitchen before she had the chance to remind me that she is the parent, not me.
“Gavin, Wyatt?” I called out, walking out of the kitchen.
“Yeah?” Gavin said, walking toward me.
“Dinner is almost ready. Where’s Wyatt?” I asked, looking past Gavin toward the hall.
“He’s in your room.” He motioned his thumb over his right shoulder. “Want me to go get him?”
“No. I will go see what he’s doing. Besides, I need you to go diffuse the tension I created with Mom.” I sighed.
“I will cheer her up. Don’t worry; I got this.” He smiled, patting me on the shoulder as he headed to the kitchen.
I was a few steps away from my bedroom when Wyatt came out, closing my door partway behind him. I told him that dinner was ready and that I may have stuck my foot in my mouth with Mom. We took tiny steps toward the front of the house while I explained to him exactly what I had said to her. He explained that he could see both sides but agreed with me on the danger these girls could be in by being in the house.
We didn’t know if the Vexers were coming for us. If Ryker knew where we lived, he could show up at any time. I couldn’t live with myself, knowing people got hurt or, worse, died because they were around me.
We silenced the conversation once we were close to what would soon be the dining room when Mom found a table she liked. I nudged Wyatt with my arm, motioning my head toward the living room to let him know Jules and her new friends were in there. I didn’t want one of them to hear what we were saying. I wanted Jules to have friends because she had to leave her friends behind without saying goodbye. It bothered me, so I knew it bothered her as well.
“Londyn, could you let Jules and her friends know to come get their food before the rest of us?” Mom said, pulling the roasted potatoes out of the oven.
“Sure.” I turned around and headed to the living room. I paused a few feet away from the living room when I heard Jules laughing. I stood there, enjoying the sound of her laughter. It had been a while since I’d heard her laugh like that.
“Jules, Mom wanted me to let you know dinner was ready and to go get your plates first.” I stepped out of the way to let them go to the kitchen. I stayed a few steps behind them on the way to the kitchen. I didn’t want them to feel like I was trying to eavesdrop on their conversation.
Then again, from what I did hear, they weren’t talking about anything of utter importance.
It was something about what a girl was wearing in class and how some other girl broke up with her boyfriend in the middle of a class.
“I hope you girls are hungry,” Mom said, getting last-minute things out of the refrigerator. I could tell she was a little anxious about having new people in the house, even after just telling me that Jules needed normalcy in her life as much as possible.
Wyatt joined me over by the table while I waited for Jules and her friends to get their food. I scooted over closer to him, resting my head against his shoulder. I raised my head up a little closer to his ear and whispered that I wanted to ask him something once the girls were back in the living room.
Yes, we can practice your powers after dinner. I heard his voice softly echo throughout my head. I glanced up at him, pressing my lips together to let him know I wasn’t happy about him reading my mind.
I watched Jules and her friends make their way to the living room. I stood there for a few minutes, staring toward the living room to make sure her new friends weren’t on their way back to the kitchen.
“Mom, Wyatt, and I are going out for a while after dinner. We are going to go work on, you know,” I whispered in case someone snuck up on us.
“That’s fine because you said the classes were going over stuff you already went over back home. Just please be careful. We don’t know who’s out there watching us.” She handed me a plate.
Wyatt opened the car door for me, offering me his hand as I slid down into the passenger seat. I loved watching him walk around the front of the car to the driver’s side. I watched with fascination each step he took. He carried himself with such confidence and assurance.
“Do you want to go back to the park or somewhere closer?” Wyatt asked, getting in his car.
“We can go back to the park if you think it will be safe.” I smiled.
“What’s wrong, Londyn? No, I didn’t read your mind. I can see it on your face. I’ve been around you enough the past few weeks to know when something is bothering you. You have a habit of scrunching your eyebrows together that make a little indent right above your nose.”
“I do?” I asked, flipping the visor down to look in the little mirror. There was a slight indent above my nose like Wyatt said.
“I’ve been thinking about Sam a lot today. I miss her so much. I want to let her know that we are fine, but I know I can’t do that. As much as I want to talk to her, I wouldn’t be able to forgive myself if something happened to her because I talked to her.” I sighed.
Wyatt backed out of the driveway and sped off down the road. “Unfortunately, if they knew she was in contact with you, even if she didn’t know where you were, they wouldn’t hesitate in killing her and her family.” He glanced over at me out the corner of his eye.
The words hit hard, and just hearing them left a lump in my throat. I closed my eyes, trying to get that horrible image out of my head. I tried to think about anything other than Sam and her family. Before I opened my eyes, Wyatt started talking to me about my powers and which ones he thought might show up next. I just wanted something to show up that was going to help protect my mom and sister.
“Are we going to the park again?” I asked, looking between the passenger window and the windshield.
“Yes. I hope that is okay?” Wyatt reached over, taking my hand.
“It’s fine. For some reason, I lost track of which direction you were going, and nothing was looking familiar to me. I think it’s because I’ve got so much on my mind.” I laid my right hand on top of his. There was something about being near him that made me feel safe. But in the same instance, I felt terrified to think of what could happen when he wasn’t around. He couldn’t be around us all the time, and I needed to be ready for when that day came. And it was definitely on its way. I was about to find out how quickly it was approaching.
I continued to look out of the passenger window, looking at the rays of sunlight play hide and seek through the blurred trees. Then, I remembered what happened back at the house before Jules’s friends showed up.
“I just remembered something that happened earlier. I had this incredible urge to hit something. It was rage like I’d never felt before, and I had no idea where it was coming from either. I sat there for a few minutes, studying you and Gavin while you were talking in my room, but it wasn’t either of you. That is when I got up and went into the other room to figure out if it was coming from Mom or Jules. Then, the girls rang the doorbell, and I lost concentration.”
“It was probably coming from your Mom. She’s so worried about you, Jules, and Gavin. She tries really hard not to let you see it.” He squeezed my hand lightly, then loosened his hand from my grasp to turn into the park. He drove back to the same spot, then turned the car off, got out, and waved his hand behind us. The trees and bushes squeezed together, closing us off from the rest of the park.
“What are we going to work on since we don’t have much time?” I asked, closing the car door.
“We need to try and see if you have any powers that can protect yourself and others in case I’m not around,” Wyatt said, walking around to the front of the car. “I’m going to take you a little further into the trees away from my car.” He smirked at me.
I couldn’t get mad at him for the comment. We didn’t know if I would be able to control my new powers like I had the other ones. I would feel bad if I accidentally blew up his car or something.
He took my hand, leading me down a dirt path, helping me over small, rotted trees that had fallen across it. Tiny wildflowers were popping up throughout the new blades of tall grass along the side of the path. The sun was starting to go down, the sky turning a hue of pinks and orange swirled together. How could days like this be filled with such uncertainty, not knowing what will happen a week, month, or year from now?
“Okay, I think we are far enough away from everything,” Wyatt said, letting go of my hand and looking around. He walked a few feet over to the left of us to a rotted tree and broke off a big piece of it. He carried it over closer to me. “We’re going to pretend this is someone that wants to hurt your mom, Jules, and Gavin. I want you to take all your anger and fear, pushing it deep down, and use that to attack this tree.
“You’re joking, right? It’s a tree.” I tilted my head to the side, then slowly turned my head to the left. I didn’t know what I was looking for. “You’re serious?” I said when I turned back around to find Wyatt glaring over at me, his eyes narrow.
“This isn’t funny, Londyn.” Annoyance flew out of his mouth.
“I know this isn’t funny, Wyatt. But it’s a damn piece of rotted tree.” I pointed down at it.
“Use me then.” Wyatt motioned his hands to himself.
“What? Are you out of your damn mind?” I yelled, throwing my hands up in the air. “You’re crazy!”
“I might be, but you don’t want to use the tree. And you need something to provoke your anger. I can handle anything you do.” He planted his feet into the ground.
“Where are you going” Wyatt hollered at me.
I was about to take another step when I felt a thump against the back of my head, causing me to lurch forward. It wasn’t painful or anything. I straightened myself up, staring straight ahead, then slowly turned around to find Wyatt laughing over by a tree. I went to turn back around when I caught something hurling toward me out the corner of my eye. I threw my hands up as I turned my head to the side, squinting my eyes shut, bracing for the hit. I stood there for a few seconds, then opened my left eye, searching to make sure it was safe for me to open my other eye. I noticed I still had my hands up in front of me. My mouth fell open when I looked straight ahead of me and saw a small pebble suspended in mid-air a few inches from my hands. I dropped my hands down to my sides.
“Well, that was useless. So far, all I know how to do is stop time and move things. Whoopie.” I stared at the pebble, then looked over at Wyatt.
He started walking over to me, studying the situation like he was about to give a presentation on what just happened.
“Wow.” He ran his hand across his forehead. “This is amazing.” He stood there smiling at the pebble.
I stood there, tilting my head to the side, watching Wyatt walk from side to side, not taking his eyes off it. I had no idea why he was so happy about the fact I created a temporal stasis again. It wasn’t anything new, and I was getting frustrated with not knowing when all of my powers were going to show up. I wouldn’t be so on-edge if there weren’t people that wanted to hurt me and everyone I cared about.
“What are you so happy about? I stopped time. We all know that I have that power.” I turned my back on Wyatt, being mesmerized by a little rock.
“Londyn, you don’t understand. You didn’t stop time.” He motioned around him.
I leaned my head back to see the leaves on the trees rustling in the gentle breeze. I lowered my head, and a blurry bug buzzed inches from my nose. I started waving my hand in front of my face, even though it wasn’t anywhere around me.
“You stopped this pebble from hitting you in the nose—nothing else except this little rock. Most witches can’t do that, which makes me wonder if the other power will show up soon. If it does, then we will have to work on you being able to control it. If you can’t control it, you will most definitely blow something up.” He wrapped his hand around the pebble.
“What do you mean, I will blow something up? What power are you talking about?” I took the pebble out of his hand, holding it up to my face to get a better look at it. The last thing I needed was to accidentally blow something up in front of people.
“I’m not quite sure, but I think what you just did is called “Molecular Immobilization.” I’m not one-hundred percent sure. I need to do a little homework on it. But, if I had to guess, I would say that is what happened.
“Well, what is the other called that you think might show up?” I handed back the rock to him. I could tell he wanted to admire it more.
“Molecular combustion. Basically, the molecules of something speed up and will cause it to explode. That is another strong power. You don’t know it yet, but you are a powerful witch.” His eyes darted to the left, then slowly returned to my gaze.
“Let me guess. You don’t know when or if that power will ever show up. That’s just great. I could wave my hand and blow someone up. Perfect.” I walked over to sit down on a fallen tree.
Wyatt walked over, sitting down beside me, wrapping his arm around me, pulling me closer. We sat there for a few minutes on a log, not saying a word. I watched the purple wildflowers dance with each gentle breeze.
“Londyn, we are going to figure this out together. I mean it when I say you can trust me.” He lifted my chin up with his finger, guiding me closer to his lips. “Do you want to try again? It’s up to you. Look at it this way; you know of another power you possess. That is a good thing.” He smiled.
“We practice a little bit longer. Then, I have to get home and do a little homework.” I got up off the log, waving my hand in front of me. I looked around at everything, now at a standstill. The petals of the flowers were bent forward, frozen in time. The tall blades of grass were following in the same direction as the flowers. I stood there in the middle of the peaceful silence. I just wanted to stay in the moment for a while, not having to worry about who’s going to come after me, my family, and friends.
“Okay, now let’s work on the molecular immobilization a few times, then we will go back to your house,” Wyatt said, getting up off the log.
I waved my hand back the other way, the breeze brushing across my face. I walked about ten feet away from Wyatt to give myself enough room in case I couldn’t stop whatever he was about to hurl at me. He told me to give him an okay when I was ready for him to throw something at me. He looked down, searching the ground for something to throw at me. He quickly picked something up and threw it as hard as he could toward me. I flicked my hands up quickly in front of my face. There, suspended in mid-air, was a rock a little bigger than the last one. I reached out, wrapping my hand around the rock and pulling it closer to my face. I no sooner dropped the rock when something else was speeding toward me. I flicked my hands out a little further in front of me. There was a massive piece of tree limb, frozen.
“What the hell, Wyatt? You could at least let me know you were throwing something big at me!” I yelled over at him.
He was in front of me within a matter of seconds. “Warning? Do you think Ryker and them are going to give you a warning? Hell no! They won’t hesitate to kill you, especially if they can catch you off guard. You have got to be ready at all times. They will not ask if you are ready. You better wake up to the fact they will probably kill innocent people too. This isn’t a game, Londyn!” Wyatt yelled. His eyes were dark and fierce. I’d never seen this side of him before.
“You think I don’t know this! I know they are coming after me and everyone I care about. Why do you think I’m so frustrated with not knowing what powers I possess? What if they happen to show up before I’m ready and you aren’t around? This worries me all the time! It’s one of the main reasons I don’t contact Sam. It would kill me to think something happened to her because of me.”
“Londyn, that is something you have to prepare yourself for, unfortunately. People you care about are more than likely going to get hurt or, worse, die. You can’t give in to the anger when that happens. It will consume you, and you will start to do horrible things. And you won’t be able to stop yourself.” Wyatt caressed my cheek.
“I won’t let myself do terrible things. I’m not that kind of person.” I kept my voice indifferent.
We got back to the house an hour later to find Mom, Jules, and Gavin about to watch a movie. Before I said anything about my new power, I made sure the girls weren’t anywhere in the house. Mom had Gavin pause the movie before it really got into the storyline, then had the three of us go to the kitchen where we could talk.
I walked over to the cabinet to the right of the sink and got out a couple of glasses for Wyatt and me while he got the pitcher of sweet tea out of the refrigerator. Mom waited long enough for us to get a drink before bombarding us with questions about what happened and if I had any new powers show up.
“Londyn had a new power show up,” Wyatt stated, looking over at me, then back at Mom.
“Her new power is molecular immobilization.”
“What? Are you sure?” Mom asked, her eyes wide.
“Yes. And she can already control it. I’m almost positive molecular combustion will be next.”
Mom went over to the table, pulling out a chair, and slid down in it. “They will come after her.” Her voice cracked.
“Don’t worry. I’m going to have her ready for when that happens.” His face was emotionless. They talked for a few more minutes as if I wasn’t even in the room with them. Any other time I would say something, but instead, I just stood back, listening to them talk back and forth about me and my powers. I didn’t really have anything to add to the conversation.
“Should Jules and I go ahead with the movie, Elizabeth?” Gavin asked, standing in the doorway.
“Sorry. I’m coming back in there.” She got up, pushing the chair back in.
“Everything okay?” Gavin asked, stepping closer to me.
“Yeah. One of my powers showed up while Wyatt and I were out.” I glanced over my left shoulder back at him.
“What power?” I heard him take another step closer to me.
“Her power is molecular immobilization,” Wyatt said, walking over to me.
“What?” Gavin raised his eyebrows.
“Molecular immobilization. She can freeze individual things in a localized range. So, instead of stopping time all together, she can stop certain…” He started to stare off toward the kitchen sink. “Sorry, Gavin. What was I saying?” Wyatt questioned.
“You were saying something about Londyn being able to freeze certain things, and then you got lost in your own thoughts.”
“Oh yeah. Thanks. She can freeze certain things, along with freezing everything in time around her. For instance, I threw a small rock at her, and she was able to stop it in mid-throw by freezing its molecules.”




Chapter 6





I woke up tired the next morning from the war I had with my bed during the night. I had so much on my mind. I didn’t even have to look in my vanity mirror to know that I looked like crap. Somehow, I managed to unbraid my hair from tossing and turning so much. I continued to lay there in my bed for a few more minutes, knowing my time of making it to the bathroom before Jules was quickly ticking by. I forced myself out of bed and to the bathroom right as Jules opened her door.
“Are you kidding me?” She yawned.
“I will make it quick.”
“Londyn, no offense, but you look like shit. I will help you cover up the dark circles under your eyes after I get a quick shower.”
“Thanks, Jules.” I closed the door behind me.
I walked in front of the sink, raising my head up to find a distorted version of myself staring back at me in the mirror. My hair was sticking out of the braid in every direction imaginable. There were dark circles under my eyes. I didn’t recognize anything about this person staring back at me. She looked worn and older than her years. I shut my eyes, turning away from the mirror to get ready to take my shower.
I knocked on Jules’s door to let her know I was out of the shower. I went to my room to decide on what to wear to school and dry my hair before Jules came in to cover up my new friends under my eyes.
“Londyn?” Jules eased open my door. “Are you ready for me to help with your makeup?”
“Yeah. Thanks, Jules.” I reached over and unplugged my flat iron.
“They don’t look as bad as they did a little ago. I should be able to cover them up; then I will let you finish up the rest.” She smiled, grabbing the concealer off my vanity.
She was done within five to ten minutes and left me to finish the rest of my makeup since she had a tendency of going overboard with it sometimes.
I gathered up my stuff and headed to the kitchen for breakfast. I walked out of my room to the smell of freshly baked blueberry muffins. I stood there, closing my eyes for a few minutes, inhaling the sweet aroma. Mom yelling that breakfast was ready brought me out of my delightful trance.
“Morning, Mom,” I said, walking into the kitchen. “It smells so good in here.”
“Morning. I thought all of you would like some blueberry muffins before school this morning.” She handed me a plate with a muffin and fruit.
I placed my plate on the table, then walked back over to the cabinet to get glasses out for me, Jules, and Gavin. I poured myself a glass of orange juice. I didn’t know how long it would take them to come, so I just left their glasses out on the counter.
“Thanks for breakfast, Mom,” I said, walking around the counter over to the table. “Do you work today?”
“Yes. Is Wyatt taking you to school this morning?” she asked, taking a sip of her steaming cup of coffee.
“He should be here in a few minutes,” I said, looking down at my phone.
“Morning.” Gavin yawned, walking into the kitchen. “Smells wonderful.”
“Morning, Gavin,” I said, stabbing a piece of watermelon with my fork.
“Morning, Sunshine. You okay? You look like you don’t feel good.” His eyes did not leave my gaze as he picked up a glass off the counter.
“Huh? Oh, yeah. I didn’t sleep well last night. I had a lot on my mind. Do I really look that bad?” I patted under my eyes with my finger.
“No. I’m your best friend and know you. I can see it in your eyes.” He walked over to the table and sat down beside me. “Londyn, you can’t worry about me, your mom, or Jules. It’s going to drive you insane. I know that if the time comes that we need protection, you will be there for us.”
“You’re right. It’s just Jules hasn’t come into her powers yet, and Mom hasn’t practiced hers for years. I’m new at this whole witch thing. What if I can’t protect everyone when the time comes? That is what worries me the most. I don’t know what I’d do if something happened to any of you, and it was because I couldn’t stop it.
“Londyn, you’ve got to stop torturing yourself like that.”
I looked to the left to find Wyatt standing in the doorway, looking so good. He had on dark blue jeans, and a white T-shirt under a maroon, long-sleeved, button-down shirt with sleeves rolled up on his forearms. I knew I was staring at him, but I couldn’t pull my eyes away from him either.
“You got some drool on your chin,” Gavin said, patting around my mouth with a napkin. I didn’t have to turn to look toward the stove at Mom to see if she was laughing. I could hear her muffled giggles.
My eyes shifted to Gavin, who wasn’t hiding the fact he was laughing at me. I wouldn’t expect anything less either. I couldn’t be mad at them for laughing. Wyatt was attractive as hell, and any girl in her right mind would stare at him. Then, it hit me out of nowhere- the fact he was starting school today and that girls would indeed be staring at him. I couldn’t act jealous either, which was going to be complicated. I was jealous because he was mine, even if we weren’t an official couple yet. The evil twins Denise and Elena came to mind. I was going to have to control my anger with them even more so because I knew one of them would try to throw themselves at Wyatt.
“Morning, everyone,” Jules said, easing past Wyatt. “Wyatt, you still driving all of us to school this morning?” she asked, pouring herself a glass of juice.
“Yeah. We should be leaving here soon,” he said, not taking his eyes off me.
“Breakfast?” Mom asked, holding a plate for him.
“Thanks.” He took the plate, joining us over at the table. He took the seat on the other side of me in front of the window.
We sat there talking about our classes and if Wyatt had any with us. In a split second, my fear came true about the evil twins when he told me he had English with me. I was trying hard to hide the sour expression that was probably showing on my face like a cautionary sign.
Wyatt must have sensed something was wrong because he reached over, giving my hand a light squeeze. I think he knew better than try to read my mind right now.
“We should probably get ready to leave in a few minutes. I don’t want to be late my first day,” he laughed.
“I have to go get my stuff,” Jules shouted, heading out of the kitchen.
I opened the front door and saw that Wyatt’s SUV was parked in the driveway. I was confused at first as to why he brought it since all of us would fit fine in his car. Then, I realized that his car wouldn’t fit in with the other kids’ vehicles in the parking lot.
“Everything okay, Londyn?” Wyatt asked, walking up beside me.
“Yeah. I was having a dumb moment. I was standing here wondering why you weren’t driving your car; then it hit me.”
He let out a slight laugh followed by a smile, then took my hand, leading me to the passenger side. He opened the door, keeping a hold of my hand while I slid down into the seat. Gavin got in behind me, and Jules got in behind Wyatt. Jules no more than closed the door, and Wyatt threw the vehicle in reverse so we could get there before the parking lot filled up. We didn’t want a lot of people seeing us get out of the same vehicle.
He pulled into the school parking lot almost fifteen minutes later. Much to our relief, not a lot of kids were there yet. We took a quick glance around the parking lot to make sure no one was looking our way before we got out of the car. I just didn’t want Delaney or Jacob seeing me getting out of the car with Wyatt. The hard part was going to be acting like we didn’t know each other.
Once we were in the school, Wyatt asked us which direction he needed to go for the office. He took a look around to make sure no one was looking, then leaned in close to me and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. He quickly turned and was halfway down the hall before I could say anything to him in response to the kiss.
I went to say something to Jules, and she was nowhere around us. I looked in every direction a few times, thinking I had missed her the first time.
Gavin wasn’t paying attention to which direction he was walking, so I had to yell at him to get his attention and redirect him the right way. He put his phone away in his pocket, then draped his arm around my shoulders as we made our way down the hall to Math and English class. I managed to ask Gavin if he knew what Wyatt’s classes were, and as I had figured, he didn’t have a clue. When we got to my Math class, Gavin turned and gave me a quick hug before heading down the hall to English. I stood there watching him, nodding his head at a few of the kids that had passed by him. He never had a hard time making friends. It always came easy for him. Right now, I wished it wasn’t easy for him to make friends with everything going on. The fewer people he associated with, the better. But part of me was jealous that he could make friends and not worry about them getting hurt or killed from the simple fact of knowing him.
My eyes stayed focused on him until he turned to walk into his class. I didn’t move for a few more seconds. Then, I heard Delaney from inside Math class call my name. I turned to walk into the classroom, pausing for a second to take one last glimpse down toward Gavin’s classroom.
I walked over to my seat next to Delaney, who was busy digging in her purse. Her auburn hair was down, hiding her face as she kept shuffling things around in her purse.
“Hey, Londyn. You look great today,” Delaney said, putting her purse down on the floor beside her feet.
“Thanks. I love your hair. I think you should wear it down more.” I smiled, putting my book back on the back of my chair.
“I usually wear it in a ponytail often. I thought I’d try something new today.” She lifted a section of hair up, looking down at it. “I figured people would make fun of me for wearing it different.” She sighed, letting go of the section of hair.
“Delaney, who cares what other people say? Don’t let them make you feel bad about yourself.” I smiled, sitting down in my seat.
“Thanks, Londyn. To be honest, I loved your hair yesterday, and it made me want to wear mine down.” She smiled.
“It looks great. You should wear it down more,” I said, getting my stuff out that I needed for class.
“Oh my god, Londyn. I just realized I never showed you to your locker yesterday. I’m so sorry,” she said, looking down at my full book bag. “Do you know your locker number?”
“It’s okay,” I said, getting out my dark blue folder, which had all my important papers. “My locker number is 85.” I put my folder back in my bookbag.
“You’re in luck. Your locker is close to Biology. I will show you on our way to class.”
After class, Delaney showed me where my locker was. She was right; it was pretty much just down from the Biology classroom. I put the rest of my books in so I didn’t have to take them around to all my classes. While I was putting my stuff in the locker, Delaney and Gavin walked down the end of the hall, turning left to his locker. I was glad his locker wasn’t that far away from mine. By the time I closed my locker, Gavin and Delaney were walking back. Gavin stepped aside to let me and Delaney walk into the classroom first.
Once at our table, I climbed up onto the chair and took a long glance around the classroom at the science posters of cells and their functions. My eyes shifted to the kids as they started to walk in for class. Some were talking and laughing with one another, while the others sat in their seats first before talking to anyone. Then, I noticed something that I didn’t notice yesterday. There were more guys in the class than girls. Not that it mattered, but it was just kind of funny that I didn’t notice yesterday.
“Okay, everyone, get your books out and turn to page 246, and we will start where we left off yesterday,” Mr. Kubiak said, walking in headed for his desk. He took a drink of his iced coffee from Starbucks, then set it down close to the edge of his desk. I couldn’t take my eyes off the iced coffee. I realized it had been forever since I’d had an iced latte, and I needed one soon. I made a quick mental note to ask Delaney later at lunch about local coffee places. I peered over at Gavin and noticed his eyes were fixated on something besides what Mr. Kubiak was writing on the board. I nudged him in the side with my elbow. He flinched, then quickly glared over at me.
“What are you staring at?” I whispered.
“I want an iced latte so bad. We should go somewhere after school for one,” he whispered back.
“I know of a great local place. They have the best coffee,” Delaney whispered, leaning forward onto the table.
“Fantastic.” Gavin smiled.
We went back to paying attention in class before we got in trouble for talking. We all agreed we would pick this conversation back up during lunch. I couldn’t stop thinking about a nice caramel mocha latte. I knew Gavin was daydreaming about a nice, iced latte too. Coffee was one of the many things we had in common. I became so preoccupied with thinking about getting coffee after school that I didn’t notice everyone putting their things away in preparation for the bell to ring.
I told Delaney and Gavin that I would see them at lunch, then headed across the school to English class. I made it with a few minutes to spare. I clenched my eyes shut, took in a deep breath, and held it in for a few seconds before letting it escape through my partially opened lips. I opened my eyes, taking a few steps closer to the door.
“Hey, Londyn. Everything okay?” a somewhat familiar voice said, walking up behind me. I glanced over my shoulder to see who was talking to me. “Hey, Jacob. Yeah, everything is fine. Just not in the mood to deal with the “evil twins” today,” I said, making air quotations.
He laughed, shaking his head in agreement. “They are pretty annoying. You stood up to them yesterday. A lot of new kids don’t do that. That is your advantage.” He smiled.
After talking to him the past two days, I was confused as to why girls weren’t flirting with him like crazy. He seemed like such a great guy.
I walked into the classroom and saw Elena and Denise were in their seats talking to one another. I walked back to my seat, close to the twins. They simultaneously looked up, glaring at me as I sat down. I began to repeat to myself, “Don’t do anything to them,” over and over for a few minutes, hoping the more I said it in my head, the more it would lower the urge to do something, but it wasn’t helping. I got my things out of my bookbag when I overheard them say something about a good-looking guy. I didn’t have to look up to see who they were talking about either. After a few minutes of staring down at my book bag, I slowly raised my head enough to peek up to see Wyatt walking to a seat close to mine. He held my gaze as he sat down in his chair, setting his books on his desk. I turned away, then peeked back over to find him still staring over at me. I mouthed for him to stop. He winked, then gave me a slight nod. I pressed my lips together to keep them from forming into a smile. I turned back toward the front of the class to find Mrs. Sykes glaring back at me while she continued talking about the lesson.
She wasn’t that tall, but her death stare could intimidate the devil. I was learning quickly that she was not one of those teachers you wanted to piss off. As much as I wanted to sit there and stare at Wyatt, I forced myself to keep looking straight ahead toward Mrs. Sykes as she talked about the book we needed to get for our essay assignment. She was making this essay our final instead of the standard exam at the end of the semester.
I could hear Denise and Elena giggling and whispering every few minutes. I knew exactly what they were whispering about, and I so wanted to say something; I had to behave even more now that Wyatt was a few feet away from me. Much to my surprise, while I was sitting there thinking what could happen to them, Wyatt’s voice didn’t pop up. I think he knew better than to say something to me right now. I’m not sure, but I think I may have caught him snickering a time or two when an evil thought about them would go through my mind.
The bell rang a few minutes later. Before I was up out of my chair, Wyatt was next to me, smiling down at me.
“Hi, my name is Wyatt Butler.” Wyatt’s voice was almost musical.
“Hi, I’m Londyn Carter. Is this your first day?” I tried to sound convincing.
“Yes. I just moved here a few days ago.” He took a couple steps back so that I could get up out of my chair. “Do you care if I walk with you to lunch?” Wyatt smiled.
I knew the evil twins were still close to their seats. I turned my head slightly, looking over my left shoulder to find them standing there with their mouths open and hatred spilling out of their eyes. I turned back around to find Wyatt glancing over at them, trying not to laugh.
I grabbed my things and eased past Wyatt, walking toward the door. I didn’t even look behind me to see if he was following, so I didn’t have to catch a glimpse of Denise and Elena staring at us.
Once we were down the hall from the class, Wyatt leaned in close to me. “I missed you earlier this morning.” He raised back up, smiling.
I gazed up at him and mouthed that I missed him too. Gavin and Delaney met us. I forgot to text Gavin in class to let him know Wyatt was in English with me. Wyatt hurried up and introduced himself to Gavin and Delaney. He then proceeded to tell them he was new to the school, and that I was nice enough to say he could join us for lunch.
“Great. How long have you been here in Charlottesville?” Gavin asked, walking on the other side of Wyatt.
“Almost a week now.”
Delaney tilted her head closer to mine and whispered. “He’s so hot. Do you know if he has a girlfriend or anything?” She raised her head back, her eyes making their way past me to Wyatt.
The minute she was done gazing over at Wyatt, I managed to catch her attention and shrugged my shoulders. I liked Delaney, but I didn’t like the fact she was trying to flirt with Wyatt. I knew I didn’t have anything to worry about, but I couldn’t let her know that. We had to make everyone believe we just met. And so far, we were doing an excellent job at it. I couldn’t let jealousy mess things up for us.
The second we stepped into the lunchroom side-by-side, every eye was on us, and the silence was deafening. Wyatt started walking toward a table while I hung back with Gavin. The eyes shifted from Wyatt back toward Gavin and me. I stood there frozen for a few minutes, observing the lunchroom. It was definitely smaller than ours back home. There were more big round tables, with a few booths along the back wall. The booths were white tables and dark red cushions. The walls were covered with school team posters and your typical inspirational quote pictures.
Gavin nudged me with his elbow, then motioned his head forward. I took a couple of steps, stopping abruptly, scanning over the room again. My body lunged forward a few inches.
“Sorry, Londyn,” Gavin said, rubbing my back. “You stopped so quickly, and I wasn’t paying attention. Are you okay?”
“Huh? Yeah…” I kept scanning the lunchroom. I had no idea what I was looking for. I moved closer to Wyatt, not even realizing Gavin had me by the arm, forcing me to walk.
“Londyn, what’s going on?” Gavin whispered close to my ear.
“Something’s wrong. I don’t know what it is, but something is wrong.” I kept trying to look over my shoulder.
Once I was sitting down, I realized that Delaney was nowhere around. “Hey, did you see where Delaney went to?” I leaned in toward the middle of the table.
Wyatt raised an eyebrow, looking to his left at the lunchroom. “Now, that you mention it. I didn’t see her walk in with us. Wasn’t she right beside you, Londyn?”
My heart was making it hard to listen to what Gavin and Wyatt were whispering about. I jumped up out of my seat and was halfway across the lunchroom when Wyatt and Gavin caught up to me.
“Where are you going?” Wyatt asked, trying not to bring more attention to us.
“I have to go find Delaney.”
“You don’t even know if she’s in danger. She could just be somewhere in the school.”
“Wyatt, you don’t understand. I have this horrible feeling.”
“Everything okay?” Delaney asked, walking up.
I saw instant rage flare-up in Wyatt’s eyes.
Part of me didn’t want to turn around, but I knew I had to. I took a deep breath and turned around slowly in the direction Wyatt was looking.
“This is Hunter Brooks,” Delaney smiled over at him, then back at us.
I peeked up at Wyatt and his clenched jaw. I couldn’t see his eyes. I knew Wyatt was trying to keep from saying something that would give it away that they knew each other.
“He’s in Spanish class. He doesn’t know anyone, so I said he could sit with us. I hope you don’t mind,” she said, glancing between all of us, standing there speechless.
Wyatt took a step closer to close the gap between him and Hunter. “Yeah, it’s fine.” His voice was indifferent.
“Sure.” I brushed my finger across his hand, trying to get his attention without making it obvious to everyone else around us.
Delaney walked past us, leading the way to a big round table for all of us to sit at. We lingered back a few steps behind to try and find out what the hell Hunter was doing here.
“Wow. I must say you fit in well at school, brother,” Hunter sneered, glaring over at Wyatt.
“Hunter, why in the hell are you here?” Wyatt hissed through gritted teeth.
If I hadn’t known any better, I could’ve sworn I heard Wyatt growl. I happened to peek around Wyatt’s arm at the kids stopping what they were doing and staring our way, whispering, and pointing.
“Stop,” I whispered, giving a slight motion to the kids behind them. “You are causing a scene. We will deal with this later.” I started walking over to join Delaney at the table.
“Isn’t he good-looking, Londyn?” Delaney asked, sitting her phone down on the table.
“Sorry about that,” Wyatt said, sitting down next to me at the table.
“Do you know him?” Delaney asked, looking over at Wyatt, then at Hunter.
“No.” His eyes narrowed.
I knew I had to diffuse the tension, so I hurried up and asked Delaney about the coffee place she mentioned in Biology. She turned her focus to me and the coffee place. She started telling us about how delicious their coffee was along with their pastries.
Gavin got so hungry he went up to see if he could find something for us to snack on. He was able to find some fruit at their non-existent salad bar. We sat there snacking on fruit, listening to Delaney go on about the coffee place. The more she talked about it, the more I wanted to walk out of school to go get some much-needed coffee. Who was I kidding? I needed something stronger than coffee. But coffee was going to have to be it for now.
“Hey, what are all of you doing after school today?” Delaney asked, her voice filled with excitement.
I looked over at Gavin, searching his face for an answer to her question. He was too busy enjoying his fruit to even notice I was looking at him.
“Gavin, are we doing anything after school today?”
“What?”
“Delaney asked if we were busy after school today.”
“Oh. No, we aren’t busy. Why? What’s going on later?” He took a bite of watermelon.
“Would you all like to go get coffee after school?” Delaney smiled, looking at each of us.
“Sounds great,” Hunter said, with a mischievous grin spread across his face. He then looked over at Wyatt and me. “Wyatt, you going to join everyone for coffee?”
“I wouldn’t miss it,” Wyatt said, pressing his lips together.
Lunch seemed to drag on for an eternity, with Wyatt and Hunter exchanging glares every few minutes. I was about to take care of both of them myself. They were on the verge of giving us all away to the entire school.
I hurried up and texted Mom if she could come and pick up Jules after school. I simply told her that I was going out to coffee with Wyatt, Gavin, and a new friend Delaney. I left Hunter out of the conversation because I knew it wouldn’t end well. She messaged me back within a few minutes, telling me she would pick up Jules on her way home from work and that I needed to let Jules know she was picking her up after school.
“Londyn, we are going to be late back to class,” Wyatt said, getting up out of his chair.
“What?” I barely glanced up from my phone.
“Oh. Okay. I will text her once we get to class.”
“Text who?”
Before I was prepared to answer his question, I took longer than a second to look up from my phone to see Delaney gathering her things. “Um, my sister. I need to let her know that our mom is going to pick her up after school so I can go with everyone to get coffee.”
“Do you need a ride to Express café after school?” Wyatt asked.
“Thanks. Is it okay if Gavin comes along with us?”
“Sure.”
We agreed we would meet up at my locker after school, then we split up, heading in opposite directions back to our classes, which gave Wyatt and I a chance to talk about what happened in the cafeteria.
“What the hell is Hunter doing here?” I asked Wyatt, leaning close to where he would be able to hear me as we made our way through the crowded halls.
“I don’t know, but he’s definitely up to something.” He spoke matter-of-factly.
My eyes flashed up to him, and I didn’t like the glowering expression on his face. I knew he wasn’t happy about Hunter being here.
Wyatt took his seat, staring straight ahead at the board, not saying anything. I decided it was probably best to let him sit there and try to figure out why the hell Hunter was a student at the school now.
“That didn’t last long.” Elena smarted off in my direction as she sat down in her seat.
“What the hell are you babbling about over there?” My eyes shot over in their direction.
“Excuse me?” Denise said, leaning over Elena’s desk toward me.
“You heard me, Bitch.” I leaned into the aisle.
I slammed my hands on the desk, pushing myself back, about to stand up, but noticed I couldn’t get up out of my seat. I looked down to find Wyatt’s hand on my arm.
“Londyn, they aren’t worth it,” he said softly.
He let go of my arm, not moving away from me, but his eyes shifted up over my head. His face was cold and emotionless. “You need to be careful who you piss off. Next time, someone won’t be there to stop the person. Then again, I should step back and let her finish what she was about to do.”
“We don’t need you stopping her on our behalf! We can handle anything her stupid ass dishes out!” Elena shouted, standing up out of her chair.
“Again, you might want to rethink what you say to people. Just for the record, you can’t handle what she could dish out to the both of you. So, why don’t you sit down and shut the fuck up.”
“Is there a problem?” Mrs. Sykes said, walking into the classroom. “Should we settle this in the Principal’s office?” She put her stuff down on the floor back behind her desk. “What is it with you two?” Mrs. Sykes said, walking toward Elena and Denise.
“Why do you think we started it?” Elena blurted out, sneaking a glance over at Wyatt and me.
“Because you’ve made remarks to almost everyone in this class, then swear up and down that you did nothing to cause their anger. I suggest you sit down, keep your mouth shut, and stop making comments about other kids in the class. Do you understand me? If this keeps up, you will be spending time in the office.” She looked at Elena and Denise, then turned to go back to the front of the classroom.
Elena sat down in her seat and held up her middle finger to Mrs. Sykes’s back. She turned her head toward us, exposing her flushed neck, daggers shooting out of her eyes.
Wyatt brushed his hand softly against my arm when he turned to go back to his seat. I could tell he was upset with me for letting them get to me. I needed to learn more self-control in dealing with bitches like them. I could’ve really hurt them, and in return, it would’ve devastated me. I didn’t want to intentionally hurt anyone, no matter how much they pissed me off. I had to be better than that and learn to ignore people’s comments.
I had a hard time concentrating during the last part of class because I knew Wyatt was going to lecture at me later tonight about having better control over my anger in situations like the one that just happened.
The bell rang, and I continued to sit there for a couple more minutes. I started to get up to leave the classroom when I was met by Jacob.
“You okay, Londyn?” he asked, taking a few steps closer to me. “Don’t listen to them. They aren’t worth the stress.”
“Yeah, I shouldn’t have lost my temper like that.” I sighed, lifting my bookbag up onto my shoulder.
“Are you doing anything after school?” Jacob smiled.
“I’m going to get coffee after school.”
“She’s got a ride there.” Wyatt’s voice was firm.
“Oh. Okay. Maybe another time, then.” Jacob turned and headed toward the door.
I looked up at Wyatt, pressing my lips together. “What the fuck was that about?” My eyes narrowed, staring at him.
“I don’t need you answering for me.” I pushed my seat in, slamming it against the desk. “I have to get to class before I’m late.”
I didn’t even wait for a response from Wyatt. I went to my locker to exchange my books out, then headed down around the corner to my Spanish class. I saw Wyatt standing next to the doorway of the Spanish classroom. I wasn’t in the mood to listen to his asinine excuse for his behavior back in English. I walked right past him, not saying a word. I had nothing to say to him at the moment.
“Londyn, wait,” he mumbled.
“What do you want?” I kept my back to him.
“Can you come out here for a minute? Please.” His voice was apologetic.
I let out a little sigh, turning around to face Wyatt. “What?”
“Can you please come out here for a minute?” He motioned me out to the hall.
I exhaled, walking back out into the hall. He took my hand and led me a few feet away from the door.
“I’m sorry, Londyn. You have every right to be upset with me. I was mad and acted like an ass. Please forgive me. I will apologize to Jacob if you want me to.” He lowered his head.
“Wyatt, you haven’t shown any sign that you want us to be a true couple. If you had made it clear what we are, then yeah, you have every right to be jealous and upset. But, you haven’t made it clear what we are exactly, so I should be able to talk to whoever I want. I need to get to class before I’m marked tardy. I will see you later after class.” I made my way back to the classroom.
I was so relieved when I saw Gavin sitting in the back of the class, motioning to an empty seat next to him. It looked like everyone was already in here as I quickly scanned the room.
“You must be Londyn Carter?” someone asked from off in the distance.
I looked in the direction I heard the voice come from and saw dark auburn hair past the computer monitor.
“Yes. Sorry if I’m late.” I moved closer to the desk.
“Oh, you aren’t late.” She raised her head up from whatever she was doing at the time. “Your friend Gavin told me you were right outside the class talking to someone. You can take the seat next to him if you like.” She smiled, getting up out of her chair.
I hurried up and took the seat next to Gavin. I took out my Spanish book and notebook. I kept my phone in my lap, so I wouldn’t be tempted to check it.
Gavin tapped me with his foot. “What’s wrong?” he mouthed, peeking out the corner of his eye at me.
I mouthed back that I would tell him later and that everything was okay. But everything wasn’t okay with Hunter roaming the school, Wyatt thinking all of a sudden he feels the need to speak for me, and let’s not leave out the numerous people that want to kill me.
I had a hard time staying focused in class between Hunter showing up out of nowhere and Wyatt being an ass.
When the last bell of the day rang, I slumped down in my chair. Gavin started in with the questions, wondering what the hell was going on. I motioned him to give me a minute while I watched the kids scatter toward the door.
“Jacob tried asking me what I was doing after school today, and Wyatt decided to play the jealous guy bit. I got mad at him for being rude to Jacob for no reason. I explained to him before Spanish that if he had let me know what it is we are exactly, then yeah, he would have a reason to be jealous. Since he’s never let me know, then he had no right to act like that toward Jacob.”
Gavin sat there with his mouth open, blinking his eyes in disbelief. “I’m totally speechless. I’ve got nothing.”
After a few minutes, he got up, taking my bookbag for me. I told him we had to go by my locker real quick, so I could grab my English notes and Marketing book. I peeked out into the hall to find it almost empty except for a few kids passing by, headed to the front of the school. We took a few steps down the hall before I paused to look behind me in case I happened to miss Wyatt standing close by. Wyatt wasn’t anywhere to be found.




Chapter 7





“I’m sure he’s probably giving you a little space. I wouldn’t worry about it, Londyn,” Gavin said, handing me my book bag so I could swap out books.
“Worry about what?”
“Hunter, I’m really not in the mood for your shit right now,” I slammed my locker door shut.
“Is there trouble in paradise?” He stuck his bottom lip out.
“Seriously? What the hell do you want? You disappeared without a word. What do you want from me?”
“Nothing.” He moved closer to me.
I glared up at him, not taking my eyes off him. “Then why are you here as a student?”
“Oh, that. I figured it would give me something to do. Sitting in the mansion all day gets boring.” He smiled.
“I don’t want to be with you anymore.”
“Whatever. Besides, I have a new interest.” A sinister smile spread slowly across his face.
“Stay away from her!” I started to raise my hand up to him.
“Do you honestly think you can do something to me?” he laughed, mocking me.
“Hunter, I suggest you leave Londyn alone, or you will have me to deal with,” Wyatt said, off in the distance behind me.
“Hello, Brother. Always coming to her defense. How sweet.” He walked past me.
“I will always be here in her defense. You better get used to that fact.” Wyatt’s voice was firm.
“Calm down. I was having a little fun. Besides, I’ve got to go, anyway. Someone is waiting for me out front.” Hunter walked past Wyatt down the hall to the left.
Gavin went to pick up my book bag, but Wyatt hurried up and grabbed it. I stood there for a few minutes, looking down the hall, trying to figure out why Hunter had an interest in Delaney. He was using her for something, and I had to figure it out fast.
“Are you okay?” Wyatt said, reaching for my hand.
He led me down the hall toward the front of the school so that we could meet Delaney and Hunter at Express café for some much-needed coffee.
“Wyatt, why is Hunter acting like this?” Gavin asked, trailing a few steps behind us.
“He’s always been like this. He turned on the charm to seduce Londyn and get close to her. At one time, he used to be really caring and compassionate. Then, one day, that all changed.” He gently squeezed my hand.
He pulled me in a little closer as we exited the school. I was shocked that he kept a hold of my hand as we passed a few groups of kids on our way across the parking lot to the car.
“You didn’t let go of my hand,” I said, looking down at our interlocked fingers.
“I know.” He let out a sly smile.
I guess this answered my question about us, but I still needed him to say it to me. I longed to hear him say that we were an actual couple.
Once in the car, I asked Wyatt if he knew what Hunter was doing. Unfortunately, he was trying to figure it out too. I told him what he said about Delaney, and I could tell by the intense look in Wyatt’s eyes it wasn’t anything good.
I didn’t like Hunter being around Delaney, but I couldn’t discourage her either. She had such low self-esteem about herself, and I didn’t want to add to it.
We parked a few blocks away from the Downtown Mall, so we would be able to get out of the parking spot easier.
Wyatt took my hand and kept me close to his side, while Gavin stayed to the left of me. I should have been protecting Gavin instead of him trying to protect me.
“Hey, Delaney. Sorry, we are a few minutes late. We had a hard time finding a place to park close by.” I tried to sound convincing.
“You aren’t late. Hunter and I just got here ourselves. Are you ready for some good coffee?”
She smiled, turning to go inside Express. Hunter turned on the charm and opened the door for everyone. I passed by him and whispered through gritted teeth, “I’m watching you.”
“See, I knew you still wanted me.” He smirked.
“I’d watch yourself,” Wyatt stated.
“I’m not scared of you.” He leaned in toward Wyatt; his eyes were dark.
Wyatt eased me forward away from Hunter but keeping himself close in case Hunter were to say something to Gavin. I could tell Wyatt was trying to stay as calm as possible not to give away that he knew Hunter.
The Express was a cute coffee place. Not as big as our favorite back home, but not tiny either. There were tables along the walls and a couple in front of the big window to the right of us. The tables were wooden with matching chairs, and the floor had natural wood grain variation to it.
The walls were a pale bluish-grey color, which made the floor stand out even more. The counter was toward the back and off to the side a little. There was a girl at the register and another girl and guy running around making drinks and getting food for customers.
We let Delaney go before us because we know Hunter would walk up there with her, and we could keep a better eye on him this way. I wanted to hurt him for the simple fact he was putting an innocent girl in danger and didn’t even give a damn.
Delaney stepped aside after she ordered but remained close to us until we all ordered. She asked us if we wanted to sit inside or take our stuff and go find a table between the rows of trees in the middle of Downtown Mall. We all decided to sit outside since it was a cloudless, sunny day with a mild breeze. Delaney explained that there weren’t many days like this left. She said it would start to get muggy in the next few weeks, making it impossible to sit outside for long.
We found a table big enough to seat the five of us without having to worry about moving tables close to one another. Wyatt made sure I sat in between him and Gavin. Hunter sat by Gavin because he knew Gavin wasn’t a threat to him like Wyatt. I think Wyatt was relieved that he sat across the table from him so that he could keep a better eye on him.
I was relieved that we chose to sit outside because people started to crowd the sidewalks the longer we sat there, talking and drinking our iced coffees and lattes: the more people around, the better. Hunter would be less likely to do something. I still didn’t trust him.
“So, how long have you and Gavin been friends?” Delaney asked, taking a sip of her iced coffee.
“We’ve been friends since we were kids,” Gavin said, giving me a quick smile.
“I still think it’s great that he moved here with you. I wish I had friends like that.” She sighed, slowly raising her iced coffee up to her mouth.
“You do have friends.” I smiled over at her.
She smiled, her eyes starting to tear up. “Thanks, Londyn.”
“Isn’t that sweet?” Hunter leaned forward, his smile mocking.
I rolled my eyes at him, then mouthed for him to stop.
He leaned back, raising his hands in a surrendering motion. He managed to behave himself the rest of the time.
I told Delaney that once I got a car, she and I would have to do something. Just the two of us, without any guys. Her face lit up like fireworks on the Fourth of July. I also knew that Wyatt would follow us and come to our rescue if I couldn’t handle it.
Once we were back in the car about to leave, I again asked Wyatt if he had any idea what Hunter was up to. And again, he told me he didn’t know, but he was going to try and find out before someone got hurt.
We got back to the house twenty minutes later and found Mom and Jules in the kitchen cooking dinner.
“I was just about to text you,” Mom said, placing the chicken in a big 13x9 pan with green beans and cut-up potatoes.
“Sorry we are late,” I said, getting a glass out of the cabinet.
“Everything okay?” she asked, not taking her eyes off what she was doing.
“Yeah. Just a little tired. Wyatt and I are going to go get started on our homework.” I hurried out of the kitchen before she had a chance to see I was lying.
I got my books out and scooted them to the farthest side of the bed; I kicked my shoes off in the closet, then climbed up onto my bed.
“Is it okay for me to come in?” Wyatt asked through my partially closed door.
“Yeah. Sorry.”
He placed his drink next to mine on the nightstand, then fumbled around trying to get his shoes off. “Sorry. Your mom bombarded me with questions after you walked out of the kitchen,” he said, sitting next to me. “I told her there are two girls that have been giving you a hard time in English. I told her not to worry because I was in there with you now. That seemed to ease her anxiety a little bit.”
“Thanks.” My voice was indifferent.
“You worried about Delaney?” He put his arm around me. “Me too. I don’t trust Hunter. I don’t care if he’s my brother. He’s up to something. We just have to figure out what before anyone gets hurt.”
“I feel like I need to protect her. You’re right, though. He’s definitely up to something, and he’s not going to stop until he accomplishes it.” I sat up straight, turning to look at Wyatt. “I can’t believe I was dumb enough to fall for his charm. Now he’s using it on Delaney. Why her, though?”
“More than likely, he’s using her to get to you. I wouldn’t put it past him. Don’t forget; I’m going to be close by as much as I can.” His voice was calm, trying to soothe me.
I woke up the next morning, worried about what kind of day lay ahead. I rolled over toward my vanity mirror, only to find the same girl from yesterday morning staring back at me. I flopped back over onto my back, tossing a pillow over my face. I forced myself out of bed and made it to the bathroom with forty-five extra minutes to spare before Jules was to get up. I took another long look at my haggard self in the mirror before turning on the water. The hot water was unable to wash away the worry.
I opened the bathroom door, looking down the hall at Jules’s door, waiting to see if she was going to come flying out of it any minute. I tiptoed back to my room, easing my door shut. I opened my closet door, shuffling through my clothes in an attempt to pick something out. Picking out what to wear for school had become a chore. I finally grabbed a pair of ripped jeans, an oversized-neck, a baby blue knit shirt, and a light pink tank underneath.
I sat down at my vanity and started covering up my dark circles before I dried my hair. Jules had left her concealer yesterday, which made it easier to cover them up.
“Londyn, is it okay for me to come in?” Gavin asked through my closed door.
“Yeah, I’m dressed.”
Gavin walked in, closing the door behind him. “Are you doing okay? I didn’t get much of a chance to talk to you yesterday after the whole thing with Hunter. I wish there were more I could do to help you.”
“Gavin, you staying safe is a lot. I always worry about you, but I can breathe a little easier knowing you are okay.”
“What is Hunter up to? Do you or Wyatt have an idea?” He scooted closer to the edge of my bed.
“We have no idea. Whatever it is, we know it won’t end well.” I tried to keep my tone calm.
“I’m going to go to the kitchen and see if your Mom needs any help. I just wanted to make sure you were okay before Wyatt got here. By the way, you look pretty today.” He smiled, laying his hand on my leg, giving it a tiny squeeze.
“Thanks, Gavin. You are more than just my best friend. You are like a brother to me.” I laid my hand on top of his.
Gavin got up to let me finish getting ready before Mom called me for breakfast. I finished drying the rest of my hair, which was still barely damp. I didn’t feel like messing with it, so I threw it up into a messy bun. I pulled a few strands of hair loose to frame my face. I took one look in my mirror, crinkling up my nose in disgust. I quickly got up, grabbing my book back and phone. I closed my door partway, then headed to the kitchen. I wasn’t even in the dining room yet when I could hear laughter. I stood there for a few minutes, enjoying the sound of Mom, Jules, and Gavin laughing and having fun. I smelled the aroma of sweet vanilla, which meant Mom had made French toast for breakfast.
“Good morning,” I said, walking into the kitchen and putting my things down beside the table.
“Morning, Londyn,” Mom said, handing me a glass of orange juice and a plate full of French toast and bacon.
I held the plate up to my nose, inhaling deeply. “Thanks, Mom.” I forced a smile on my face.
“Morning, everyone,” Wyatt said, walking through the doorway of the kitchen. As always, he looked so good in his tight jeans and a long-sleeved shirt.
We pulled into school fifteen minutes before the first bell was to ring. Wyatt shut the car off, then leaned back in his seat, glancing over at me.
“Londyn, are you sure you’re okay?”
“No, but I have to be. I can’t let Hunter see that he bothers me,” I mumbled, reaching for the door handle.
Wyatt was out of the car and had the door open for me within a matter of seconds. He offered me his hand as I started to get out of the car.
“I didn’t think wizards moved that fast,” I said, moving out of the way.
“Technically, I’m not a wizard. I’m a warlock. Wizards go to school to learn how to use their magic,” he stated.
“Oh. Sorry.” I felt heat flood over my cheeks.
“It’s all good.” He winked, smiling down at me.
He held my hand, keeping me close to him while we walked across the parking lot up to the school. Gavin was a few steps behind us, walking with Jules. I kept scanning the parking lot for hints that Hunter was close by, but I didn’t notice anything strange.
Wyatt kept a hold of my hand once we were in the school, passing kids in the hall. Some were standing in small groups, talking by lockers; some were in groups of three, walking down the middle of the hall, not moving over for other kids.
I took a big breath in, exhaling with my eyes closed. I opened them slowly, waiting a few seconds for them to focus before walking into Math. Delaney was over in her seat, getting her things out of her backpack. She had her hair down and curled and was wearing a little makeup.
“Hey, Londyn.” She smiled, putting her mechanical pencils on the desk.
“You look great today, Delaney.” I smiled, hanging my book back on the back of my chair before I sat down.
“Thanks. Do you think it’s too much?” she asked, motioning her hand toward her hair and face.
“No, it’s perfect. I take it this is for Hunter?”
“That obvious?” She sighed.
“He’s definitely good-looking. I just don’t want to see you get hurt. He seems like the “Playboy” type. You know, the kind who has more than one girlfriend but swears you are the only one for him.” I rolled my eyes, then glanced over at Delaney, whose whole demeanor had changed in a split second. She went from bubbly to almost in tears. I had to think fast.
“I’m not saying he’s doing that to you. That’s just the vibe I got from how he acted yesterday. He’d be crazy not to like you. I know I’ve just met you, but you seem like a great person.” I smiled.
“Thanks, Londyn. You probably never had trouble getting guys to like you.”
“You’re sweet. I had a horrible boyfriend back home. I was just too blind not to see how he truly was toward me. My friends saw it and tried to warn me a lot, yet I wouldn’t listen to them. He cheated on me many times.”
“What?” Her eyes went wide with shock. “Then he’s a true dumbass.”
“It took me catching him kissing another girl to open my eyes. I dumped him the next day at school in the middle of the hall with everyone around.” I smirked at the memory.
“I’m sorry he did that to you,” Delaney said, looking over at me.
“It’s okay. That was a few months ago.”
Wyatt was waiting for me by my locker when I went to swap out my books for English. He asked if I was ready for class and the two girls. I told him I wasn’t ready for the evil twins, especially today when my patience was pretty much nonexistent. He took hold of my hand, and we started walking to class. I told him about what I said to Delaney before Math class and that I tried to fix what I had told her. I got to talking and didn’t notice we were already standing outside the classroom. I turned to the right, looking in to find most everyone was already in their seats. Denise and Elena were in their seats, both of them looking in their compact mirrors, checking out their hair.
“Remember, I’m close by, so you don’t have to worry about them.” He smiled, giving my hand a light squeeze before letting go.
He took a step back to let me walk in first, then waited almost a minute before walking into class. I was already in my seat by the time he was halfway to his. He gave me a sly smile as he turned to sit down.
“Hi, Wyatt,” Elena and Denise said in unison.
The sound of them saying Wyatt’s name was like nails on a chalkboard. I turned my head slightly in his direction, rolling my eyes. I took a deep breath and started counting backward from ten. My annoyance grew as I said each number in my head.
He didn’t entertain them in hopes they would get the hint and leave him alone before I did something. They were obviously a special kind of stupid and tried getting his attention again. I lowered my head, peeking over at Wyatt, who happened to be staring over at me with a slight smile. I sat there for a few minutes, lost in his gaze, thankful I had him to help me through all of this. For those few minutes, nothing else mattered.
I slowly pulled my gaze away from him and back toward the front of the class before Mrs. Sykes was to catch us not paying attention.
I will always be here to protect you. Wyatt’s voice whispered in my head.
The corners of my mouth curled up into a smile. I sat there with my head forward but peeked out the corner of my eye over at him, who was still sitting there staring at me.
The bell rang, and before I could get out of my chair, Wyatt was walking up to Jacob, asking if he could talk to him for a minute. Jacob stood there for a minute, looking around the classroom for a response to Wyatt.
I couldn’t hear exactly what they were saying, and I was trying not to make it evident that I was listening either. I grabbed some money out of my bookbag along with my phone, stepped into the next row, and walked out of the class.
I walked out into the hall to find Gavin leaning up against the lockers, his feet crossed, looking down at his phone.
“You ready to go to lunch?” I asked, smiling from across the hall at him.
“Hey, Sunshine. I didn’t hear you walk out. Where’s Wyatt?” he asked, looking over my shoulder into the classroom.
I motioned my thumb close to my shoulder as I walked over to Gavin. “He’s in there talking to Jacob.”
“About what?” Gavin’s eyebrow raised.
“I don’t know. I didn’t stick around. I figured Wyatt would tell me later.” I motioned for him to walk with me to the cafeteria.
“Are we going for coffee again today?” Gavin asked, putting his phone in his pocket.
“I can ask everyone once we get in there, even though Hunter will come along with Delaney.” I rolled my eyes.
“What’s wrong?” Gavin nudged me with his arm.
“I said something I didn’t mean to Delaney this morning before Math class. It came out a little more cruel than I meant for it too. When I saw the look on her face, I had to think quick to fix what I had done.” I sighed.
“What did you say that was so bad?”
“I told her that Hunter was probably playing her.”
“Londyn, you didn’t.” Gavin frowned.
“I know. I felt horrible when I saw her face. I was trying to tell her to be careful of him, and that came out in the process.” I lowered my head. “I managed to somewhat fix the damage I had created. How much of it? I don’t know.”
“Well, let’s go assess the damage.” He wrapped his arm around mine, pulling me along with him a little faster down the hall.
We walked in through the open doors, looking around for Delaney, hoping by some miracle that Hunter wasn’t sitting with her. Much to our disappointment, he was right next to her. Before I moved away from the doors, I turned my head, looking over my shoulder to see if Wyatt was walking up behind me. I didn’t want to be around Hunter without Wyatt close by in case something happened that I couldn’t handle. I stepped closer to Gavin, interlocking our fingers and gave a gentle squeeze, then let go. I started walking over to Delaney and Hunter, passing the evil twins’ table.
“Did he get tired of you already?” Elena looked up from across the table at me. “Maybe he realized you aren’t everything you make yourself out to be.” She flipped her dark hair over her shoulder.
“What the hell are you babbling about?” I glared down at her.
“You.”
“What about me? I’m glad you think enough about me to always be talking about me. I deeply appreciate it a lot.” I gave her a sarcastic smile.
“How dare you?” Elena jumped up out of her seat.
“How dare I what? Not let you criticize me like you do most of the girls in the school? I’m not afraid of you. You have no idea what I can do.” I tilted my head to the side with a slight close-lipped smile.
“Londyn, what’s going on? These trolls bothering you?” Hunter shifted his eyes from Elena, then down to her friends.
“Who are you calling trolls?” Elena yelled.
“Um. You.” His smile was enigmatic. “Londyn, your friend is waiting for you over at the table.” He took me by the arm, easing me away from the table.
“I didn’t need your help,” I mumbled.
“Yeah, you did. By the way, you’re welcome. We didn’t need you blowing up “Queen of Drama High” over there. Besides, I was getting bored watching her try to pick a fight with you.” Hunter let go of my arm the closer we got to the table. I found myself staring into those familiar grey eyes that drove me crazy a few months ago. I blinked, then quickly looked away.
“Thanks,” I said, keeping my voice indifferent.
“Sure.”
“What’s going on?” Wyatt said, walking up, glancing between Hunter and me.
“You weren’t here, so I had to step in and bail your girlfriend out.” Hunter walked back to his seat next to Delaney.
“What happened?” Wyatt leaned in closer to me. His eyes quickly shifted over each of my shoulders.
“It was nothing. Really.” I took a few steps past him, turning back to motion him to come on.
“Hey, Londyn. You okay? We saw you exchanging words with Elena and her demons. I don’t know why they feel the need to harass you constantly.” Delaney took a bite of her sandwich.
“One of these days, they are going to harass the wrong person, and no one will stick up for them.” I shrugged.
“We should go get coffee after school today.” Delaney smiled, looking at each of us.
“Londyn and I were talking about that on our way to the cafeteria a little bit ago. That place is amazing!” Gavin sat down to the left of me. “Wish we could all leave now and go get coffee.” He took a drink of his water.
I leaped out of my chair, sending it crashing to the floor. I waved my hand around the cafeteria, then took off running toward the doors. I couldn’t stop myself once I got through the doorway, slamming into the cold lockers directly across the hall from the cafeteria. My body bounced off them, making me stumble a few steps back. I managed to keep my feet on the floor, spinning in all directions.
Wyatt and Hunter were by my side within a minute or two.
“Londyn, what’s going on?” Wyatt asked.
“I saw her in the doorway, staring over at us. I swear it was her!” I ran my hand over my forehead to the top of my head.
“Saw who? Will you please tell me who it was you saw?” Wyatt tried to get me to look at him.
“I saw the bitch that stormed into my house and killed my dad! I swear it was her. Wyatt, I know it was her. I’m sure of it.”
“Genevieve.” Hunter’s voice was firm.
“Who?” I asked, still looking down each end of the hall.
“Genevieve. She’s the leader of the Vexers. Well, actually, she used to be a witch. A powerful one at that,” Wyatt said.
“Great! And neither of you bothered to tell me about her.” I gritted my teeth. I took off running toward the south side of the school. I waved my hand around when I ran past classes in process, so I could hunt for the bitch that killed my dad. I made a complete circle of the school but came up empty-handed. I checked in all the bathrooms, froze the teachers in the lounge that were just having a few minutes of peace away from their classes. I even looked in the custodian’s closets.
“Londyn!” Hunter yelled off in the distance behind me.
“What do you want?” I spun around, tears streaming down my face.
“For what it’s worth, I’m sorry, Londyn.” He moved closer to me.
“Hunter, everything goes to shit when you’re around. Why is that? Do you like seeing me like this?” I motioned my hands from my head down. “I love Wyatt.”
Hunter stood there, glowering over at me. “You’re right. I do bad things. That’s who I am. I’m not like my do-gooder big brother.” He turned and headed back the way he came.
“Londyn!” Wyatt called, running around the corner.
I took off running as fast as I could toward him. He swept me up in his arms, holding me tight to his chest.
He lowered me down slowly, not letting go until both feet were flat on the floor. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about Genevieve. I was trying to protect you. I knew she would eventually find us, but I was hoping all your powers would’ve shown up by now.” Wyatt raised his thumb up to my cheek, wiping a tear away.
“I need to start time back up,” I said, dabbing under my eyes.
“Come on. Let’s get back to the cafeteria first,” he said, taking my hand in his. We were back in front of the cafeteria doors for a few minutes later.
I walked in, and everyone was how I’d left them almost thirty minutes ago. Gavin had a piece of fruit inches away from his open mouth. Delaney had her phone in her hand, looking down at it. It was almost the same thing throughout the entire cafeteria. Kids suspended in time with food or drink inches away from their mouths or talking and laughing with their friends. I walked over to Elena and Denise’s table, glowering down at them. I found myself growing hostile toward them. More so than usual, which almost scared me. I could’ve easily hurt them right now, and they would have never known who did it. I bent over, placing both my hands on the table, staring at Elena. She sat there frozen with her powder open close to her face, her right hand next to her hair.
“You need to watch your back, bitch. You really have no idea the horrible things I could do to you.” I lowered my eyebrows.
“Londyn,” Wyatt said, walking up. “Don’t waste your time on them. Your hatred for them is going to consume you to the point you will do something you will regret.” He held out his hand. “Come on. You don’t really want to hurt them.”
I raised up with such speed. “You don’t know what I want!” I screamed.
“I know deep down you don’t really want to hurt those girls.” He moved closer to me, his hand still extended out.
I stared down at Elena one more time, fighting the urge to do something right then and there. I glanced back up at Wyatt, who had moved even closer to me. He reached for my hand, easing me away from Elena and her troll friends. He led me back over to our table, pulling my seat out for me. Wyatt stood next to me, raising his left hand, when I happened to take a quick look around.
“Wait! Where’s Hunter? He’s not in here. What are we going to tell Delaney when she notices he’s gone?”
Wyatt scanned the cafeteria for Hunter. “We will tell her that he wasn’t feeling good.” He shrugged. “I have to start time again.” He moved his left hand in a clockwise motion.
Laughter and loud talking echoed throughout the room. I looked around, and it was as if time had never stopped. Gavin was finally able to eat that piece of fruit that had been suspended on the tip of his fork. Delaney looked up from her phone with a startled look on her face when she saw Hunter was nowhere to be seen.
“Hey, did anyone see where Hunter went to?” Delaney murmured, her eyes searching in every direction for him.
“He mentioned he wasn’t feeling good a few minutes ago,” I said, turning my head slightly away from Delaney. I didn’t want to take the chance of giving it away that I was lying. Guilt swept over me, but I couldn’t tell her the truth either. Not that she would’ve believed me, anyway.
I looked over at Gavin, who was sitting there, staring at me with his left eyebrow raised. He kept trying to ask me something but would stop the minute he saw Delaney look up from her phone.
“Was it something I did?” Delaney questioned.
“No. Like I told you, he wasn’t feeling good. I’m sure he will be back tomorrow or the next day.” I laid my hand on her forearm, trying to comfort her.
I was not in the right mind to comfort someone. I wanted to go over and snap Elena’s head off her body or stick her to the ceiling of the cafeteria.
“I couldn’t help but read your thoughts toward the end of lunch.” Wyatt lured me to the side of the hall, away from most of the kids passing by. “Sticking her to the ceiling?” Wyatt’s voice was icy.
“What?” I crossed my arms.
“You know what. Londyn, what is going on with you? This isn’t you. Wyatt’s voice was now filled with genuine concern.
“Maybe this is me. Maybe I’m tired of people thinking they can harass me and get away with it. Those girls don’t even know me. Yet, they think they are better than me. We are going to be late for class.” I walked around, turning to find him still facing the opposite direction. “Are you coming?”
“Yeah.”
I walked into class first and stayed out in the hall long enough for me to get to my seat. He walked in, not making any kind of eye contact with me. I knew he was disappointed in me for wanting to hurt the evil twins. And to be honest, I was disappointed in myself too, but I wasn’t going to let him know that.
I turned my head slightly to him, and I could see he was in deep thought. I cleared my throat in hopes he would look over at me. He didn’t move his eyes off whatever it was he was staring at. I didn’t want him mad at me either. I cleared my throat again, a little louder. After a few minutes of sitting there eyeing him on and off, he finally looked over at me.
“What, Londyn?” he whispered, annoyance filling his eyes.
“I’m sorry,” I whispered, lowering my head.
He sat there in what looked to be deep thought, probably analyzing my apology or trying to find the answer somewhere on my face. He must have decided that he was content with me because he gave me a slight smile. It was better than him sitting there ignoring me.
I wasn’t going to give up my search for Genevieve. She was going to pay for what she did to my father. I had to figure out a way to keep Wyatt from being able to read my thoughts. He wasn’t going to try and stop me from finding and killing Genevieve. I didn’t care if she was a powerful witch/hunter. First, I had to figure out why she turned her back on witches and decided to start hunting them.




Chapter 8





We all went to Express for coffee after school with Hunter. I thought he would’ve shown up there. I was even more confused as to why he got so mad at me at school after I saw Genevieve. I didn’t want to say anything to Wyatt about it. I didn’t need to deal with a jealous guy while trying to find Genevieve, who happened to be looking for me too.
I studied each and every customer that walked past us to the counter to order something. I watched to see if they paid any kind of attention to us. Most people ignored a group of teenagers. If they had stared at us for too long, then I probably would’ve been tempted to do something. What exactly, that was the question. I didn’t know if Genevieve was able to make herself look like someone else or not. I had to find out what kind of witch I was going up against. Wyatt had commented she was a powerful one, but then again, he said I’m supposed to be pretty powerful too.
I could see Delaney was trying to enjoy herself, but the sadness in her eyes was telling me a different story.
“I’m sure he will be at school tomorrow, Delaney.” I tried to sound convincing, even though deep down, I had a feeling he was going to be there.
“Thanks, Londyn. It’s okay, really.” She took a drink of her iced latte.
We continued to drink our coffee and talk, trying to keep Delaney from thinking about Hunter. It proved successful for a while, but I could see the sadness trying to creep back in.
Delaney took her glass back up to the counter, then came back, grabbing her purse.
“I’m going to head home. I have a ton of homework to do tonight. I will see you tomorrow at school.” She started to walk away.
I got up and called for her to wait a minute. “Delaney, I will give you my number in case you want to talk or text.” I smiled.
She reached into her purse, pulling her cell phone out. She pulled up her contacts, then handed the phone over to me to add my name and number.
“Thanks, Londyn. If you see an unknown number, it’s mine.” She smiled, turning to walk out the door.
I turned back around and saw the disapproving look on Wyatt’s face. He sat there narrow-eyed, crossing his arms. I can’t hide forever. Let Genevieve try to come after me. She better be prepared for a fight. I wasn’t going to go down easily.
“What?” I shrugged.
“You know.” Wyatt pressed his lips together. “Especially if Genevieve is hovering close by us and we don’t know it. You could’ve put her in serious danger, Londyn.” He frowned.
“She needs a good friend. I’m not going to stop being there for her.” I persisted.
“You don’t know what you’ve done,” he snapped, grabbing our glasses up in one swift motion, taking them up to the counter.
He came back, offering me his hand. I reluctantly took his hand, getting up out of my chair. Once I was up and a few feet away from the chair, Wyatt pulled me close to him.
“I’m sorry,” he whispered.
I didn’t say much to him on the way home. I wasn’t mad, but I wasn’t exactly happy either.
Mom and Jules were in the kitchen with Jules’s new friends, Payton, and Gianna, fixing dinner. They were making chicken Alfredo, salad, and garlic bread. The aroma of garlic filled the room. Mom was busy adding oregano to the sizzling garlic in the skillet.
“Hey, guys. How is your day today?” Mom said, taking a quick glimpse over her right shoulder back at us.
I could lie and tell her my day was good or tell her the truth about Genevieve lurking around the school, waiting for the opportune time to terrorize me. As much as I wanted to tell her the truth, I opted for the first choice.
“School was fine. Sorry, we are late again,” I said, walking over to the cabinet to get some glasses.
“You aren’t late. The girls wanted to help cook dinner tonight. Do you have homework?” she asked while she kept her back to us, adding chicken to the skillet.
“Yeah, we’re going to be in my room studying.” I handed Gavin and Wyatt each a glass of tea.
“Okay. I’ll have Jules let you know when dinner is done.” She peeked over her shoulder, smiling.
The three of us went to my room to start on homework. I climbed up on the bed next to the wall. Wyatt sat next to me, and Gavin was at the foot of the bed with his back against the wall. I didn’t want to talk about Genevieve around Gavin just yet because I didn’t want him to freak out about her being in the school, watching us from the cafeteria doors. He would get some wild notion that he could protect me from an ex-witch/hunter.
“You two are quiet,” Gavin stated, not taking his eyes off his laptop.
“We are studying just like you, Goober.” I nudged him with my foot.
“Everything okay, because you two seemed kinda tense at Express and most of the way home?” He peeked up at us, not raising his head.
“Yeah. Everything’s fine, Gavin,” Wyatt reassured him.
“Also, what happened to Hunter? One minute was there, and the next, it was like he vanished right in front of our eyes. Delaney could find someone better to have a crush on other than Hunter. I mean, of all people for her to like, she had to go and get a crush on him.” He rolled his eyes in disgust.
“We’re going to be there for her, especially when Hunter is done playing with her emotions. She’s really going to need us then.” I sighed.
Wyatt scooted closer to me on the bed, putting his arm around me. “Everything’s going to be okay, Londyn. I’m not going to let anything happen. I will find out what my brother’s up to.” He stared off toward my window across the room. He seemed frustrated by whatever it was he was thinking at that particular moment. I didn’t want to press the matter. I had enough to worry about myself. I had just lied to my mother about my day and knew it was a matter of time before Mom found out too.
“Can we work on my powers more this weekend?” I asked warily.
“Yes. I was planning on it, especially with what happened today,” he whispered.
“You do realize I can still hear you when whispering.” Gavin raised an eyebrow. “What happened today?” He glanced back and forth between Wyatt and me. I knew he wasn’t going to let the subject rest until I told him the truth.
“I will explain it after dinner,” I mumbled, trying to look past Wyatt out into the hall.
Before Gavin could say anything more, Mom yelled that dinner was ready. Wyatt got up, stepping to the side to give me plenty of room to get up.
“We are going to finish this conversation after dinner,” Gavin stated, walking past us out my bedroom door.
I closed my eyes, tilting my head back, letting out an exasperated sigh. I knew better than trying to think I could fool Gavin. He either had a hunch that something was wrong or could tell when I was lying to him.
Wyatt took my hand and led me out of the room before Mom yelled at us again to come get our plates.
The kitchen was filled with the aroma of hot garlic butter from the garlic bread. I stood there for a minute, enjoying the heavenly scent. Who could resist the smell of hot garlic bread?
Wyatt and Gavin went back to my room and grabbed our glasses while I got their food. We let Jules and her friends sit at the table with Mom, and we went back to my room. I figured we could eat and talk about what happened at school today without worrying about Mom overhearing us.
Once we got back in my room, Wyatt had me get comfortable before he handed me my plate, then did the same thing for Gavin. I held Wyatt’s plate while he propped the pillows back up against the headboard.
Gavin allowed me to eat a few bites before he bombarded me with questions about what had happened today at school. I peered over at Wyatt, who was nodding his head for me to go ahead and tell him.
“I had to stop time during lunch today.” I took a sip of my sweet tea.
“Why?” Gavin was genuinely confused.
I sat there, looking over at him, unable to find the words to his question.
“Genevieve was in the school today,” Wyatt answered for me when he saw I was struggling with the words.
I could see that Gavin’s confusion grew because of Wyatt’s comment. Now, it was my turn to try and straighten out the confusion for him.
“Remember the lady with the long red hair that came into the house that day?” My voice was barely audible.
“Yeah. What about her?” He no more than got the words out of his mouth when his eyes widened and his mouth fell open. He sat there for a few minutes, staring toward my vanity.
“Gavin?” I tapped him with my foot.
“She was in the school today!” He yelled.
“Will you be quiet!” I hissed.
“Sorry.”
Wyatt got up and cracked my door open to make sure Mom wasn’t headed to my room to see why Gavin yelled like an idiot. After a few minutes, Wyatt closed my door and joined us back on the bed.
“I didn’t see her, but Londyn is pretty sure it was her. She stopped time, and we took off looking for her in the school. None of us could find her.” Wyatt said, taking a bite of his chicken Alfredo.
“None of you?”
“Yeah. Me, Wyatt, and Hunter.” I sighed.
I had to explain to both Gavin and Wyatt what happened to Hunter in the hallway. I could see the frustration in Wyatt’s eyes when we finished listening.
“He left because you blamed him for everything that has happened. Right?” Wyatt questioned.
I lowered my head and whispered, “Yes.”
Wyatt got up and was out my bedroom door before I could say anything else to him. Gavin reached over and laid his hand on my lower leg. I knew he felt terrible for pressing the matter, but it wasn’t his fault for the way Wyatt reacted to Hunter.
We waited a little bit, but he never came back into my room. Gavin and I took our plates to the kitchen. I was hoping he was in there talking to Mom, but my gut instinct was telling me a different story.
Mom was loading the dishwasher when I walked into the kitchen. “What happened with Wyatt?” she asked, taking the plates out of my hands.
“Why?” I replied, trying not to make eye contact.
“He put his plate in the sink and said he would talk to you tomorrow at school. Londyn, what happened? He seemed rather upset as he stormed out of the kitchen.” She grabbed a towel, drying her hands, leaning back against the counter.
I couldn’t tell her the whole truth, but I knew I had to tell her something. “Hunter.” I sighed.
“What about Hunter?”
“He showed up at school yesterday, and he’s messing with the emotions of a super nice girl named Delaney. I basically told him to leave her alone, and he took it that I was jealous or something.”
“I see. Now, Wyatt is upset because of Hunter?” She laid the towel down on the counter. “Do you still have feelings for Hunter?”
“No! What he did to our family is unforgivable.” I frowned. “I’ve told Wyatt he’s got nothing to worry about.”
“Well, obviously he’s worried, or he’d be here, instead off somewhere more than likely confronting Hunter about what happened. You need to make sure he understands that you have no feelings for Hunter.”
Mom made a good point. I probably needed to keep telling Wyatt that he had nothing to worry about. Then again, if he didn’t believe me, there was no point in wasting my time. I needed his help with my powers so I could go after Genevieve and make sure she paid for what she did to my father. The more I thought about him leaving without saying goodbye, the angrier I got. He had told me time and time again that I could trust him, but then he went and pulled a bullshit move by leaving without saying anything.
Gavin and I went back to my bedroom, where we continued to work on our homework in between talking about what happened today and what could possibly happen in the days, weeks, or months to come. All I knew was I had to be prepared for anything. I wasn’t going to stand by and let another person I care about die protecting me.
“Do you think Wyatt will be at school tomorrow?” Gavin asked, peeking up from his laptop at me.
“I don’t know. He better have a good excuse for leaving the way he did this evening. He keeps telling me how much I can trust him. How can I trust him when he leaves without a word?” I pressed my lips together.
By some miracle, I was able to get a little bit of sleep. The dark circles under my eyes weren’t so pronounced when I looked in my vanity mirror. I grabbed my phone and headed to the bathroom before Jules got up.
I let the hot water run down my back, relaxing my tense muscles. I grabbed my favorite shampoo working it down through the ends of my hair. Once my hair was rinsed, I reached out of the shower, grabbing my phone off the shelf. I saw that it was almost six-thirty, which meant Jules would be getting up soon. I hurried up and combed conditioner through my hair and let it set for a few minutes while I finished up my shower.
The minute I turned off the water, the banging on the door started, with Jules telling me to hurry my ass up so she can get in there.
I cracked the door open enough to stick my nose out. “Yes. Can I help you?”
“Yeah. Get your ass out of the bathroom,” she snapped.
“Sorry, we don’t want any.” I closed the door.
“Londyn, are you serious? Let me in the damn bathroom!” she yelled through the closed door.
All I could do was stand there and laugh. I knew she could hear me giggling through the door, making her even more pissed off at me. I got myself under control and opened the door. I found her standing there with her arms crossed, glaring at me.
“Did you need something?” I started giggling again.
“Yeah! Move your ass out of the way!” She pushed me toward my room, then slammed the door.
The giggles escaped my mouth, and she let me know that she could hear me laughing through the door. I didn’t say anything and went to my room. I opened my closet, trying to decide what I wanted to wear. I didn’t waste time standing there gawking at every piece of clothing. I grabbed a pair of leggings, a floral print baby doll tunic, and black flats.
After I dried my hair, I had the decision of curly or straight. I looked in the mirror and decided on straight since most of it was straight from me drying it in a hurry.
It took me less than ten minutes to straighten my hair. I had already put my makeup on and was ready to head into the kitchen for breakfast.
“Morning, Mom,” I said, walking over to the kitchen table.
“Morning. I made muffins for breakfast.” She pulled the second pan out of the oven. “I got some fruit yesterday to go with them.”
“Mom, you’re the best.” I smiled, getting plates and glasses out of the cabinet. “Could you give us a ride to school this morning?” I glanced over at her.
“Why? Aren’t you riding with Wyatt?”
I raised an eyebrow, puzzled by her question. “Mom, he’s not here.” I motioned around the kitchen.
“Who’s not here?”
“Wyatt,” I smiled. “When did you get here?”
He walked closer to me. “A few minutes ago. I’m sorry I left the way I did last night. Please forgive me.” He leaned down and kissed me.
I wanted to forgive him, but I knew something else would happen to make him act irrational again. I needed him to help get more familiar with my powers, so this time I would let it go without a fight.
We arrived at school a little later than yesterday, but Wyatt commented he didn’t care who saw us together anymore. He parked the car closer to the entrance, then got out and opened the door for me, offering me his hand. He kept a hold of my hand even after we were in the school.
Jules took off with her friends to their lockers. We headed to our lockers to swap out our books, then off to our classes. I didn’t want Wyatt to be late for his class, but he insisted on walking me to Math. Gavin walked down to his English class. If it weren’t for Wyatt being in English with me, I probably would’ve asked about moving my classes around to get away from the evil twins. Honestly, they were the least of my problems right now. They were what I considered a nuisance instead of an actual threat. I knew I could take care of them without any trouble at all.
“Are you sure everything is okay?” I whispered, leaning in close to Wyatt.
“Yes.” He smiled. “I will see you in English. Looks like Delaney is waiting on you.”
“Huh? Oh yeah.” I took a quick glance in the room, then turned back around to find him gone. I wasn’t even going to look and see which direction he went for the simple fact. It wouldn’t do any good.
“Hey, Londyn. I love your top,” Delaney said.
“Thanks. I got this last year.” I placed my book bag in my chair, grabbing my book and notebook out of it along with a pencil.
“Sorry about me leaving Express early.” She sighed.
“Delaney, you don’t have to apologize. We left a few minutes later. I had to get some homework done. I’m sorry about Hunter.”
“I should’ve known better.”
“Well, he seems like a true asshole to me.”
“Who’s an asshole?”
I looked up to find Hunter standing to the right of me. I could feel my eyebrows lower the longer I glared up at him. “What are you doing in here, Hunter?” I demanded.
“This is Math, right?” He raised both of his hands, motioning around the room.
“Yeah. I know it’s Math. My question is, what are “you” doing in here?” I grumbled.
“Oh, that. Well, you see, I’m in this class now.” He gave a quick smirk.
“What?” I slammed my hand down on my desk. The stinging pain spread across my palm like wildfire.
“Did that hurt? It sounded like it hurt,” he said sarcastically.
“No, it didn’t. Again, what are you doing in here?”
“I’m here to keep an eye on things. Wyatt asked me to.”
“No, he didn’t.” I pressed my lips together.
“You can ask him yourself.” He walked to the back of the class to an empty chair.
I sat there furious at Wyatt if what Hunter told me was indeed the truth. I also had to remember it was Hunter, and he couldn’t be trusted. Honestly, I was mad at both of them for thinking I couldn’t take care of myself, that I was just some defenseless witch who couldn’t control her powers.
Delaney didn’t say anything to me for the rest of the class. I honestly forgot she was sitting next to me when I halfway tore into Hunter. I had to convince her somehow that she was better off not liking him. How I was going to do that was going to be the real challenge.
Hunter stopped by my desk, looking over at Delaney, and told her he would see her at lunch. My stomach twisted into a million knots. I got up, placing my bag in my seat to put my book back in it. I happened to peer over at Delaney, who was smiling from ear to ear as she put her things in her backpack. My heart sank when I saw how happy she seemed. I didn’t know if I had it in me to crush her happiness in order to keep her safe from Hunter.
“Hey, beautiful,” Wyatt said the minute my foot stepped out into the hall.
“Don’t talk to me!” I hissed.
“Why are you mad at me?”
“You honestly didn’t just ask me that question, did you?”
“Yeah,” he said curiously.
“Does Hunter ring a bell?” I pushed past him, headed down the hall to Biology. I had nothing more to say to him at the moment. The next hour was about impossible to stay focused on anything. Gavin kept trying to get my attention to find out what was wrong, but I shook my head no each time.
Wyatt was waiting for me right outside the classroom after Biology. I glared over at him and headed down the hall to my locker to swap out books before English. I anticipated him being at my locker waiting for me, but much to my surprise, he wasn’t there. I closed my locker, glancing over both my shoulders for Wyatt or Hunter. I took off toward English class.
“Londyn! Wait!” Wyatt called after me.
I paused; inches from English class, I could hear him walking up behind me. I wasn’t going to turn around to face him either. He stepped in front of me, easing me back a few steps away from the doorway.
“I’m sorry. I should’ve told you.”
“You think?” I glared at him.
“I knew he would’ve been able to protect you if Genevieve showed up again. I just want to keep you safe.”
“You don’t think I can take care of myself. That’s what all of this winds down to. And you know it.” I pushed past him into English.
I walked past Elena and Denise, who were sitting in their seats, whispering, and giggling. I didn’t have the patience to deal with them today. I sat down in my chair and immediately started counting backward from ten. I had to calm myself down somehow before I accidentally blew them up. Not that anyone from school would miss their miserable asses.
Wyatt came in a few minutes later, trying to make eye contact with me. I didn’t want to hear anything he had to say right now.
“Wow, you really can’t keep him happy, can you?” Elena smarted off.
I closed my eyes, trying to keep my calm, but I could feel it building with each passing second. I could hear them mumbling to each other about Wyatt. I didn’t know what they were saying exactly, but I knew it couldn’t be good.
“Do you care if I ask him out, seeing that you make him so miserable?” Elena whispered. “I think he and I would make a better couple, anyway.” She laughed.
I sat there, keeping my eyes focused on the dry erase board at the front of the class. I didn’t want to take my eyes off it in fear I wouldn’t be able to control the rage that was quickly consuming every inch of my body.
“Well, you aren’t saying anything, so I assume you don’t care.”
I turned to look over my left shoulder to find them staring at Wyatt, giggling. I opened my mouth to say something, and Elena’s book sprung off her desk, smacking her on the head. I covered my mouth, and most of the class erupted out in hysterical laughter. I turned around the other way to find Wyatt frowning, shaking his head in disapproval. I shrugged my shoulders, then turned back around to Elena.
“What happened, Elena? I take it your book was trying to tell you to shut the hell up,” I asked, covering my mouth again.
“You did that!” Elena screamed.
“What is going on in here? I could hear you down the hall,” Mrs. Sykes said matter-of-factly, walking to her desk.
“Londyn hit me with my own book!” Elena blurted out, holding her hand up to her head.
“Is that true, Londyn?” Mrs. Sykes questioned, placing her fist on her right hip.
“Mrs. Sykes, Londyn didn’t leave her seat. Elena is trying to get Londyn in trouble. She has harassed Londyn on and off since Monday,” Jacob said, smiling back at me.
“Jacob, I don’t think she’s harassed her since Monday,” Mrs. Sykes tried to make a valid point from her comment.
“Excuse me, Mrs. Sykes,” Wyatt stood up next to his chair. “Jacob is telling the truth. Elena has been bullying Londyn.” He glanced down at me. “As for the book, I can tell you Londyn never left her chair. It’s kinda hard to hit someone with a book sitting that far away.” He pointed to the distance between Elena’s and my desks.
“I see your point, Wyatt,” She agreed.
“Elena, get your things,” Mrs. Sykes instructed, walking over to the door.
“Mrs. Sykes! I didn’t do anything wrong!”
“I told you to get your things. Now,” she demanded, waiting by the door. “Elena, I’m not going to tell you again,” she ordered.
Elena got up and gathered her things, glaring over at me the whole time. She mumbled something as she passed by me, but I didn’t catch a word of it. I’m sure it was something along the lines of she’s going to get me back for this. She didn’t stand a chance against me.
Mrs. Sykes told us to be quiet while she was gone, or we would be doing a five-page essay over the weekend that would be due on Monday. I was surprised at how quiet the class was a few minutes after she left the classroom. Everyone was talking barely above a whisper. She must have threatened this before, and they didn’t believe her.
“Londyn, I’m sorry,” Wyatt whispered.
I sat there for a few minutes before turning to my right to face him. “You have got to trust me that I will be able to protect myself and others around me.”
“I know. And you’re right. Again, I’m sorry.” His voice was sincere.
I stared into his beautiful blue eyes for a few minutes. I was about to say something when Mrs. Sykes walked back into the classroom, telling us to open up our books. I smiled, then turned back around in my seat, opening my book.
It was nice to be able to sit there in class without having Elena babbling in my ear about Wyatt or whatever ridiculous thing that would fly out of her mouth.
We met up with Delaney and Hunter in the cafeteria. They were sitting at what was becoming known as “our table,” and that little bit of normalcy was a much-welcomed feeling. I knew it wasn’t going to last long, but I wanted to enjoy it for as long as possible.
Delaney was mixing up what looked like a chef salad she had brought to school. It looked too good to be a salad from school. I had to start bringing my lunch because even the school’s salad bar was hit or miss most days. Out of all the things I missed about our old school, I missed the salad bar. Even on the miss days, it was still edible. You didn’t have to worry about sifting through all the brown lettuce to come up empty-handed on finding any of it green.
Gavin was overlooking the mystery food the lunch ladies were serving, probably debating if he was adventurous enough to try and eat some of it.
He made the right decision and came back with a bottle of water and fruit for both of us. I told him we needed to start bringing our lunch since the school had a hard time presenting edible food to the students. Wyatt followed in Gavin’s lead and came back with water and fruit as well.
“Jacob told me what happened at the beginning of English class.” Delaney peeked up from her salad, smiling. “It’s about time someone stood up to her. I just wish I could’ve been there to see it happen.”
“What did he tell you exactly?” I questioned, taking a bite of watermelon.
“That Elena somehow got smacked with her own book. Shame I missed it.”
Speaking of Elena, I scanned the cafeteria for her presence, but she was nowhere to be seen. Her followers were actually sitting at their usual table, not harassing anyone for a change, which told me Elena initiated most of the harassment.
Denise caught me watching them. She flipped her long dark hair behind her shoulder as she got up out of her chair and began to walk toward our table. At this point, there was no reason to look away. She walked up, standing next to Hunter, who I could tell was annoyed by her presence. I wasn’t prepared for what happened next.
“I know you made that book hit Elena, then covered it up. You best watch your back around here,” she huffed, turning back around before I could get a word out.
I stood corrected on my first opinion of them. They were all a bunch of bitches, with or without Elena around.
Wyatt told me that they were the least of my worries and not to give them a second thought. We finished the rest of lunch, trying to figure out if we were going to Express or somewhere else to get something to eat. I voted for going somewhere to get a good cheeseburger. The bell rang before we could decide on what to do after school.
We went back to English, where I didn’t have to worry about Elena babbling in my ear. I’m sure Denise wasn’t going to say anything else for the mere fact she wasn’t surrounded by the rest of the minions that clung onto Elena’s every word. Just as I had suspected, the rest of the class was tolerable and almost enjoyable.
Wyatt walked with Gavin and me to Spanish class. I kept asking him if Hunter was going to pop up in our class. He promised me that Hunter was in another class. I stopped so suddenly in my tracks that Wyatt and Gavin were a few feet in front before they realized I had stopped walking.
Wyatt turned around, staring at me. “What’s wrong?”
“Why did you pause after you told me he’s in another class?” I raised my eyebrow.
“I didn’t pause.” He took a couple steps closer to me.
“You did too.” I tilted my head to the side, not budging from my spot.
He turned his head to the right, then back to me. “Alright. He’s in a class with Delaney,” he confessed.
“Have you lost your damn mind?” I yelled louder than I meant to. “He’s going to break her heart. She’s already got self-image issues.” I frowned. “Why are you letting him play with her emotions?” I stood there, not moving my eyes away from his. “Well?” I shifted my weight to the right.
“Londyn, I will talk to him. I promise.” He moved closer to me, placing his hands on my arms.
“Okay. He better not hurt her.”
“He won’t.” He tried to sound convincing.
We continued walking down the hall toward Spanish, not talking about Hunter or Delaney.
Gavin did ask if we were going to go back to Express today after school. I asked him if he wanted to find a new place to try, but he insisted on going to Express. I had no problem with Express. Most of the high school kids went there after school for their much-needed coffee fix and excellent pastries. I didn’t want to keep going to the same place every day because I knew Genevieve would eventually show up there. I didn’t want to put more people in danger.
Spanish couldn’t even keep my mind off the fact there was a crazy hunter/ex-witch after me. Gavin tried his best to keep me focused on the class by nudging me with his foot if he noticed I was getting lost in my thoughts. I didn’t get mad at him or anything. In fact, I was grateful he cared enough to keep me from getting in trouble. I watched the second hand of the clock tick away, making each minute longer than the last.
Gavin and I talked about what we should do once we left school. He wanted Express, but I wanted something to eat. Then again, I knew Mom was going to make something good for dinner. We walked around the corner to my locker, only to find Jules leaning up against it.
“Jules, I thought Mom was picking you up today?” I questioned.
“Mom texted me earlier, telling me she had to stay longer at work. Are you going to that new coffee place?” She put her phone in her purse.
“I have to ask Wyatt. But I don’t see why not?” I spun through the numbers on my lock.
“Yes! We are headed to Express. I’m going to get a latte and one of those delicious cream cheese Danish,” Gavin said, walking off to his locker.
“That sounds good,” Jules said.
“What sounds good?” Wyatt asked, walking up behind us.
“Iced latte and cream cheese Danish.” Jules smiled. “Can I go with all of you to Express?”
“Sure,” he said without hesitation.
Gavin yelled from down the hall that he was ready to get his coffee fix. I had to agree with him. I was ready myself. Jules was always ready for coffee.




Chapter 9





We parked the car and were halfway to Downtown Mall when I realized that Jules didn’t know Hunter was going to be there. I slowed down, letting Gavin and Jules pass me up so I could talk to Wyatt. Wyatt admitted that he had forgotten about Hunter being there. We both agreed that we needed to tell Jules.
“Jules, wait a second,” I called out to her. “I got to tell you something before we get to Express.”
Jules turned around and waited for us to catch up to her. Wyatt took it upon himself to tell Jules that Hunter was going to be there at Express with a girl named Delaney. He also told her that Delaney had no idea about us and that he wanted to keep it that way. I could see the confusion in her eyes by the time he was done explaining everything to her.
“Why is Hunter going to be there?” Jules asked.
Wyatt explained that Hunter showed up unexpectedly at school a couple of days ago and that we were indeed keeping a close eye on him. Jules seemed to be satisfied with what Wyatt had told her and turned to keep walking toward Downtown Mall.
I was surprised by how well she handled the information. Then again, she could be holding it all in until we got home later. I wanted to make sure she was okay before we went home. I didn’t want her falling apart around Mom because then the questions would start.
Wyatt and I kept a few feet behind Gavin and Jules, talking about how well she took the news and wondering if she would break down later at home. He reassured me several times that he didn’t think that Jules would have a meltdown. I prayed he was right because I couldn’t emphasize enough how much I didn’t want to have to deal with Mom.
I briefly allowed myself to get lost in the moment. Wyatt and I walked down the sidewalk hand in hand while the sun peeked through the tiny spaces between the leaves. I looked down at our hands, wanting this moment to last forever. In that brief moment, we were like everyone else, not a care in the world. That, unfortunately, would never be true. I just wanted a normal life with typical problems.
Gavin and Jules went in Express without a care of what was waiting inside. I stood there for a few minutes, trying to calm my nerves down, but nothing helped. Wyatt even tried holding me in his arms for a few minutes, whispering in my ear that everything was going to be all right. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath in as my muscles tensed, and held it for a few seconds before releasing it. I opened my eyes and headed inside. I wasn’t prepared for what was waiting for me on the other side of the door.
Wyatt charged past me, keeping his back right up against me, blocking my view. I tried to move around him, but his body moved with mine. I heard that deep, haunting voice across the café. The thumping of my heart made it hard to hear anything afterward. I tried standing on my tiptoes to look over Wyatt’s shoulder, but I was still a couple inches too short. I wanted to see what was going on, but at the same time, I wanted to stay behind Wyatt.
“What are you doing here, Ryker?” Wyatt’s voice was fierce.
“Is that Londyn back there, hiding behind you?” Ryker’s deep voice grew louder the closer he got to us.
“I’m not going to ask you again!” Wyatt reached behind, keeping a tight grip on me.
“You know why I’m here, Wyatt. Now, hand her over!” Ryker bellowed, peeking over Wyatt’s shoulder at me. His eyes, dark as his soul, pierced through me.
“NO!” Wyatt pushed us backward a couple steps.
“Come on, Wyatt. Be a good sport and hand over the girl before I make you.” He glared back at me.
I managed to look around Wyatt for a brief minute. Gavin and Jules were at the counter, suspended in time, looking down at the menu. The girl behind the register must have been talking to Gavin and Jules because her mouth was hanging open. The swinging door to the back was opened partway, but I couldn’t see a hand or anything. My eyes quickly moved around the café. There was Delaney, sitting by herself at the table, looking down at her phone. I didn’t get a chance to look at anything else because Wyatt had moved, blocking my view of everything again.
My breathing quickened when I heard the bells on the door jingle. I didn’t want anyone walking in and getting hurt. I tried to turn around to warn them, but Wyatt tightened his grip on me.
“I must say, I’m terribly hurt that you all couldn’t wait until I got here to have fun,” Hunter said from behind me. I was relieved but also annoyed by his stupid ass comment.
“Can you not make a stupid comment?” I snapped.
“That wouldn’t be any fun, now would it?” He leaned in closer to me. “I thought you’d be happy to see me.” He moved past me, the scent of his cologne still lingering around me. I inhaled, closing my eyes for a brief moment, forgetting that some deranged psychopath wanted to drag me off somewhere.
“Well, well…” Ryker laughed.
“Well, what?” Hunter said, looking over at Wyatt then back at me.
I couldn’t see anything but Hunter since he was standing off to the side of Wyatt.
“You think you are strong enough to protect them against me, boy?” Ryker’s laugh echoed throughout the silent café 
“Yeah.” Hunter straightened his back, sticking his chest out a little.
“Good for you! Brothers that can’t stand one another, willing to fight side by side to keep a girl they both love safe.”
I could see Hunter peek over at Wyatt, then back at me. I stared at Hunter and the way his hair was messed on top, cut so close on the sides that you could see his skin. I wanted to run my hand through his hair and down the back to his neck. I closed my eyes, trying to get the thought out of my head before Wyatt read my mind. Then again, he was a bit preoccupied with trying to keep Ryker away from me.
“Ryker, you didn’t tell me why you’re here,” Wyatt demanded, his body still shielding me from what was going on.
“Seriously, Wyatt. You know why he’s here. He’s Genevieve’s pet now that you're gone,”
Hunter teased.
“Hunter!” Wyatt yelled.
“My bad.” Hunter chuckled.
Before I could stop myself, I had freed myself from Wyatt’s death grip in one swift move. Then, without warning, rage began to engulf every part of my body; my breathing was heavy. I didn’t know if I was feeling Wyatt’s anger or my own. I had never felt rage like this before.
“Ryker! You want me? Well, here I am!” I yelled, my hands stretched out down by my sides. His head flashed over to me with such speed that his body moved a few seconds later. Ryker was taller than Wyatt and Hunter both, with muscles that resembled a professional wrestler’s. He was dressed in black pants and a tight black t-shirt that was being stretched to its limit from his muscular build.
For a split second, I was beginning to regret moving out from behind Wyatt. Ryker stood there staring at me, crossing his arms in front of him.
“She doesn’t look like much.” He tilted his head to the side, unfolding his arms. “We can do this one of two ways. You can come with me quietly, or I can force you to come with me. The choice is up to you,” he snarled, trying to move closer to me.
Wyatt and Hunter stepped in toward one another in an attempt to shield me from Ryker, who was standing there laughing at them. He told them again that he applauded their commitment to keeping me safe, then added that it wasn’t going to do any good. He leaned his head back, laughing. There was something about his laughter that triggered something deep inside me. My hands began to raise up involuntarily on each side of me. It was as if I had no control over my own body. Out the corner of my eye, I saw a bright light coming from somewhere. I didn’t want to take my eyes off Ryker, who had stopped laughing when he brought his head forward. Hunter’s head followed Ryker’s gaze.
“Londyn, slowly put your hands down,” Hunter said, turning his body toward me.
I shifted my gaze over to Hunter, whose eyes were wide, staring down at my right hand. He repeated it, not taking his eyes off my hand. I barely turned my head when I saw a ball of blue light pulsing an inch above my palm. I stood there frozen, staring down at my hand, unable to move my eyes away. I had so many emotions flowing through me that I didn’t know which one to focus on. I was in complete awe over this ball pulsing freely from my hand, yet scared to death of what could happen if I flinched.
“What the hell is…” Wyatt’s voice drifted off. I assumed he saw where everyone was looking.
“Londyn, try and put your hand down slowly.” Wyatt paused for a brief minute. “Londyn?” he asked, his voice calmer than a minute ago.
“I can’t move my hand.” My voice cracked.
“Londyn, you have to throw the energy ball before you can put your hand down,” Hunter said, taking a step closer to me.
“Hunter, she can’t throw that in here. There are too many people around.” Wyatt stated.
“Shut up, Wyatt. You’re the reason she’s always in situations like this. She’s a witch! Instead of shielding her from her true self, you should’ve let her be who she’s meant to be!” Hunter’s voice was a resounding roar of authority.
I happened to steer my eyes away from my hand to notice Ryker had vanished.
“Londyn?” Wyatt questioned.
“Where did he go?” My eyes darted around the café in search of him.
“Don’t worry about him,” Wyatt insisted.
“There you go again. She needs to be worried about him! Stop shielding her!” Hunter yelled even louder.
“Will you both stop fighting?” I seethed. “I need your help over here!”
Hunter was at my side within a split second while Wyatt stood there looking at us in sheer disbelief. Hunter explained that I had to throw the energy ball to get rid of it. He took a quick look around the café, then proceeded to tell me that I needed to throw straight ahead toward the light.
I looked straight ahead to find the light he was talking about. The light was hanging between the swinging door that led to the back, near the counter that Gavin and Jules were standing at.
“Are you out of your damn mind? I’m not throwing this past Gavin and Jules to hit the light! What if I miss and it hits them? I wouldn’t be able to live with myself, knowing I hurt or, worse, killed my best friend or sister. Yet you want me to throw this energy ball in their direction.” I hissed.
“Londyn, you have got to trust me. I know you don’t, but you’ve got to. Obviously, my brother isn’t going to help you with this. He’s been too busy suppressing most of his powers and doing the same to you.” His eyes, filled with disgust, darted over to Wyatt.
“Promise me I won’t hurt Gavin or Jules,” I pleaded. My heart began to race at the thought that I could miss.
Hunter turned his focus back to me. The intensity in his eyes softened. “Londyn, do everything I tell you, and it will be fine. They will come out with a few tiny cuts from the shattering glass. Nothing other than that. I promise.” His voice was calm and sincere.
I nodded my head in agreement. The thumping of my heart was echoing in my ears, making it impossible to hear anything.
Hunter moved closer to me and began to explain exactly what I needed to do. He told me to try and clear my mind, concentrating on the energy ball and where I wanted to aim it at. He told me to now put all my focus on the light and to motion my hand as if I had an actual ball in it.
I was able to lift my hand and hurled the energy ball high up on the light. The light exploded into tiny pieces that sprayed out, falling like rain down over the floor, counter, and the girl behind the register.
Wyatt had started time back up the minute the energy ball hit the light. The girl behind the counter jumped away from the register, letting out a high-pitched squeal. Gavin jumped, pulling Jules back with him away from the counter.
“What happened?” Wyatt said, walking toward Gavin and Jules.
I started to walk over to them, pausing to look back at Hunter. I mouthed, “Thank you.”
He gave a slight nod and smile, then started walking over to Delaney.
“Jules! Gavin! Are you both okay?” I said, rushing up to them.
“Yeah. I think so,” Gavin said, looking at himself, then over to Jules.
The swinging door banged against the wall as a tall, dark-haired man walked from the back.
“Is everyone all right?” He looked at us, then over to the girl who had been behind the register. She had a cut on her arm that needed to be cleaned up. He again asked if we were all okay and said he would have someone clean up the glass and get us free drinks.
“Are you sure both of you are okay?” Wyatt asked, then looked over at me.
“Yeah. What happened?” Jules asked, looking over at Gavin.
“I think the light exploded or something. There are tiny shards all over the counter.” He leaned closer to look.
“Is everybody okay?” Delaney asked, walking over to us. She told us that she heard it explode, but it didn’t register until a few minutes later as to what really happened. She apologized for not running over right away to make sure they were okay. I told her she didn’t need to apologize.
Hunter had walked up behind Delaney, not letting her know he was back there. His eyes were fixated on me the whole time. He mouthed if I was okay, and I simply nodded my head yes. His eyes were filled with concern, something I hadn’t seen in a long time. I had missed seeing those gorgeous grey eyes.
“Londyn, are you okay?” Wyatt reached for me, his voice barely above a whisper.
“Yeah. I’m fine.” I wrapped my arms around his neck. “I’m sorry.”
I could feel the warmth of his breath on my neck. “Don’t be sorry. I’m sorry for trying to hold you back.”
“I know. But you have to let me become whoever it is I’m meant to be and not hold me back. I could’ve killed not one, but both of them because I didn’t know how to control my powers.”
“I know, and again, I’m sorry for putting you in that situation.” He leaned back, eyes filled with sadness.
I reached up and kissed him. “Promise me you won’t try and hold me back anymore.”
“I promise. Again, I’m sorry, Londyn.” He pulled me closer to him.
The swinging door banged against the wall again, causing me to leap out of Wyatt’s arms.
“I’m sorry if I scared you,” the dark-haired gentleman said, walking up to the counter. “What can I get all of you? It’s on the house.”
“That’s so nice, but we can’t let you do that, sir,” Wyatt said, holding onto my hand.
“Please. I insist. It’s the least I can do to make up for what happened. Now, what would everyone like to drink?” He smiled, motioning us to move closer to the counter that was now clean of shattered glass.
We let Jules and Gavin go first, since they were the ones in front of the counter when I blew up the light. We just weren’t going to tell them that part for the time being. Delaney and Hunter ordered after them, and we went last.
I noticed Hunter was a little standoffish with Delaney, but not to the point where she was aware of it. I caught myself a few times staring over at them, and then I would quickly look away before either of them saw me.
Wyatt handed me my iced latte, then took my hand, leading me outside. I didn’t ask where he was taking me. I was relieved that he was leading me away from Hunter so that I wouldn’t keep sneaking glances over at him. I didn’t need to stir up feelings for him again. I needed to keep those feelings buried under the rage I felt against him for up and leaving me without a word. I thought if I concentrated hard enough on that, the rage would resume even more so than before.
Wyatt walked us over to the tables between the rows of trees in the middle of Downtown Mall. He let go of my hand and pulled the chair out for me. He sat to the left of me. He set his iced coffee down on the table, exhaling. He ran his hand over his eyes up to his hair, then back down to his eyes again. I could see the frustration all over his face. I didn’t know if it was because he had been reading my thoughts or because of what could’ve happened to Gavin and Jules had I missed the light.
I took a couple sips of my iced latte before the ice melted too much, watering it down. I wanted to say something to him, but I didn’t know what to say exactly. I love you, but I still have feelings for Hunter. That would go over real well.
Wyatt and I didn’t talk much on the way home, and I knew Gavin would be pulling me into my bedroom to find out what was going on with us. I had no answer. What was I going to say? I could’ve killed you and Jules today had I missed. I cringed at the mere thought of it. I turned to look out the passenger window at the trees and houses flashing by in a blur. Wyatt didn’t pull into the driveway but in front of the house. I told Gavin and Jules to go in and that I would be there in a few minutes. Gavin was reluctant to get out of the car at first, but I insisted everything was fine. He finally agreed after glancing back and forth between Wyatt and me. I waited until Gavin opened the front door, stepping inside before I turned to Wyatt.
“What’s wrong?” I asked, placing my hand on his leg.
“Hunter was right, you know.” He sighed, lowering his head.
“Right about what? You holding me back? I thought we already cleared all that up at Express.” I lowered my head, trying to look him in the eye.
“What I’ve been doing was wrong. I’m sorry, Londyn. I was just trying to protect you. I thought if I slowed you down on learning your powers, then they wouldn’t find you so quickly. I was wrong and almost put Gavin and Jules in danger because of it. I’ve got to go. You should go inside and be with Gavin and Jules.” He didn’t look at me, but I could see the fury in his eyes.
“Wyatt…”
“Get out, Londyn!” he yelled. His eyes darted over to me, then back to the windshield.
My mouth fell open from the shock of his anger toward me. I also knew that part of that anger was because of what happened earlier. I was about to say something, but he closed his eyes, exhaling sharply.
“Londyn, I’m not going to ask you again.” He gripped the steering wheel so hard; his knuckles were white.
“Fine,” I said, a little louder than a whisper. I turned my body toward the door, opening it. My hand had just released the handle when he sped away, squealing his tires. I stood there and watched him turn the corner at the end of our road.
“Londyn?” Gavin said, placing his arm around me, coaxing me to turn and go with him.
I turned to go inside with him, not saying a word on our short walk to the front door. He escorted me straight to my room once we were inside the front door. He put my bookbag on the floor beside my bed, then propped my pillows up on the far side of the bed. He asked me what I wanted to drink and that he would bring back some snacks for us to eat.
I grabbed my phone out of my bag, hoping there would be a message or something from Wyatt. I was crazy for thinking Wyatt would have texted me back or tried to call. I probably wouldn’t be hearing from him for a while.
I scooted down in the bed, rolling over toward the wall, about to lay my phone down when the door opened. “Gavin, what did you bring us to snack on?”
“Londyn.”
I laid there for a second frozen, holding my breath slightly. I raised up in the bed and turned back around to the door. Hunter was standing in the doorway, his hand grasping the doorknob. My eyes drifted up to his. They were clearly filled with pain. Immediately my mind began racing, thinking something terrible had happened to Wyatt. I flew out of bed, pacing on my rug, begging Hunter to tell me what happened to Wyatt.
“He’s fine, Londyn. No, I don’t know where he’s at,” he murmured.
“Then why are you here, Hunter?” I asked, taking a deep breath in and exhaling in relief.
“I wanted to make sure you were okay. I know how my brother can be at times. He has a problem with his temper if he puts people in danger. It’s nothing you did. He’s always been like this. I wouldn’t try to contact him. He will be in touch when he’s had time to cool down.” He took a step closer to me.
“You can’t be here. My mom will kill you if she finds out you’re here.” I paused, pointing my finger up at him. “By the way, how did you get in here?” I raised an eyebrow.
“Gavin let me in. He said your mom left with Jules to go to the grocery store. I saw her pull out of the driveway, and then I knocked on the door. She will be gone for a while. Again, are you okay?” He caressed my cheek, igniting a rush of electricity, awakening the nerves in my body. I closed my eyes for a brief second, lost in his touch. I shivered, opening my eyes, taking a step back. I turned around to face my bed, scanning it for my phone.
“Londyn, are you okay?” Hunter’s breath was hot on the side of my face.
“Yes. You should go before my mom gets home. I don’t want her to find you here,” I said, turning around, mesmerized by his grey eyes.
“I’m sorry that I left like I did back in Maryland.” He leaned forward, pressing his lips on my forehead.
“Hey, Londyn…” Gavin’s mouth fell open. “I got us some chips and salsa.” He managed to finish his sentence.
“I have to go. Your mom will be here shortly. Here, in case you don’t have it anymore.” He placed a piece of paper in my hand. “You can use it anytime.” He gave me one of his crooked smiles.
Gavin moved out of Hunter’s way, sitting the chips and salsa over on my vanity bench. His eyes kept shifting back and forth between Hunter and me as if we were some sort of tennis match.
Hunter hurried up and left so that Mom wouldn’t catch him in the house. My heart sank the minute the front door closed. I quickly shook my head and opened up my hand to find a neatly folded white piece of paper. I opened it up to find Hunter’s cell phone number.
“What does it say?” Gavin said, popping a chip in his mouth.
I studied the paper for a few seconds before answering him. “It’s Hunter’s cell number.” I walked over to my vanity table, placing the paper on top of a makeup pallet.
Gavin ran off to the kitchen to get our drinks, so he could come back and start with the questions. I wasn’t really in the mood for Gavin’s questionnaire featuring Hunter and me. There was no “me and Hunter.” Wyatt and I had a fight, but nothing more. In a few days, everything would be back to normal. We would be back to keeping an eye on Hunter and Delaney, warding off Genevieve and her followers, and how could I forget Elena?
Gavin was back within five minutes, handing me a glass of water with lemon. I lifted the glass of water to my lips.
“Are you back with Hunter?” Gavin blurted out.
I covered my mouth, trying to keep from spitting the water all over my bed. “Gavin! I managed to choke out between coughs.
“Sorry. But what was he doing here, and what happened between you and Wyatt?” His eyes narrowed.
I waited a minute before taking another drink of water, giving myself more time to come up with a believable answer that will satisfy his curiosity.
I glanced over at Gavin, who was sitting there staring at me while eating chips and salsa. He was going to keep his eyes fixated on me until I answered his question. He knew I couldn’t handle him just sitting there staring at me for long, and I would eventually break down. I took another drink of my water.
“Well?” he demanded.
“What do you want me to say? Hunter came by to check on me because Wyatt messed up.” I handed him my glass to set over on my nightstand.
“Messed up?” His brow furrowed. “You got to give me more of an answer.”
I rolled my eyes, letting out an exasperated sigh. “Something happened at the café today. The light didn’t explode on its own.” I shivered from the coldness of my hands as I covered my face.
“What do you mean it didn’t explode on its own? I saw the shards fall everywhere.”
He eased my hands away from my face, exposing the tears I was trying to conceal from him. His face was a mix of confusion and concern. Gavin always hated to see any girl cry. He eased me closer to him, wrapping his arms around me, his hand gently caressing my arm, whispering that everything’s going to be all right.
I didn’t have the strength to tell him that everything was never going to be all right again. From this moment on, our lives were a walking, talking nightmare. I just wanted to go back a few months ago to our normal lives.
I wiped the remaining tears away from my cheeks. A couple still lingered under my eyes as I eased out of Gavin’s arms to face him. I wanted to look him in the eye when I explained to him what had happened at the café.
My voice was barely audible. “The light didn’t explode on its own at Express. By the time Wyatt and I had gotten inside, most everyone had been frozen. Hunter wasn’t because it usually doesn’t work on other witches or warlocks. There was a witch hunter by the name of Ryker in there, waiting for me. He’d been sent to take me to a woman named Genevieve. I don’t know much about her except that she used to be a witch that has turned into a hunter.”
Gavin was sitting there with his mouth hanging open, a chip dangling from his hand. I lowered my head, moving in an attempt to get him to blink. He continued to sit there, holding the chip inches from his mouth, not blinking.
“Gavin?” I gently shook his shoulders.
“So, you are being hunted by a witch hunter?” His eyes narrowed.
“Yes.”
“That doesn’t tell me how the light exploded,” he said, lowering the chip down.
I sighed, dropping my shoulders. “I made the light explode.” I peeked up at him from underneath my lashes.
“Say what?” He looked skeptical.
“I blew up the light,” I mumbled.
“How?”
“I’m not really sure. I remember feeling this intense rage that had swept over my body like wildfire. Next thing, there was a blue ball of glowing energy floating in the palm of my hand.”
“What?” His confusion was more pronounced.
I could see him trying to make sense of what I had just told him by the way he was pressing his lips together for a few seconds, then releasing them, to do it again. He sat there doing that for a few minutes until I couldn’t take it anymore. I had to know what he was thinking.
“Gavin? Will you please talk to me?” I scooted closer to him on the bed. I was about to say something else when I heard the front door open and close. I knew Mom and Jules had just gotten back from the grocery store. I really wasn’t prepared to deal with Mom confronting me about this if she would happen to overhear. I told Gavin we would finish this conversation later, and under no condition was he to say anything around Mom.
He gave a couple of blinks before he glanced up at me, still bewildered. After a brief few minutes, he finally managed to shake his head in agreement with what I had just said to him.
I took a deep breath in, exhaled slowly, and then opened the door before losing my nerve to go to the kitchen.
“Hey, Mom. I came in to see if you needed any help with dinner?” I started messing with the placemat under the bowl on the counter.
“Jules told me what happened at the café today with the light and that the manager was nice enough to give you all drinks on the house.”
“Oh, yeah. We tried to pay for them, but he insisted that we didn’t have to. He kept apologizing to us. We made sure to tell him we were all fine, then told him thank you,” I blurted out faster than I intended, hoping Mom wouldn’t notice the high pitch in my voice.
“I’m just glad all of you are okay. Jules and I got dinner. I’m sure you’ve probably got homework that you want to get done.” She smiled, turning back around to face the stove.
I leaned back away from the counter, turning to go back to my room.
“Real quick. Is Wyatt going to be here for dinner, so I know how much to fix?” Mom asked, looking over her left shoulder.
“I don’t think so.” I hurried out of the kitchen before she had a chance to ask me if we were fighting. We were fighting, but she didn’t need to know that. I assumed it would be awhile before he came over to the house. I could lie for a few days, but anything longer than that was pushing it. I shuffled my feet down the hall, leaving a semi-flattened trail of carpet behind me. I was about to reach for my doorknob when the doorbell echoed throughout the house. I yelled that I would get it. I went back over the trail I had just left, trying to fluff the flattened carpet. The closer I got to the door, the harder my heart thumped against my chest. Deep down, I knew it wasn’t Wyatt, but I couldn’t resist the hopeful feeling.
I opened the door slowly and found myself staring down at a pair of grey canvas shoes.
“Wyatt, I knew you wouldn’t be able to stay…” I paused when my eyes met the person at the door. “What the hell are you doing here, Hunter?” I mumbled, pushing him back farther onto the porch, closing the door behind us.
“You have lost your damn mind, coming here. I truly don’t have the strength to deal with you right now.” I crossed my arms, taking a step toward him.
“I had to make sure you were all right.”
“As you can see, I’m fine. You need to go before my Mom sees you out here,” I said, looking over my shoulder back at the window.
“I know I do things that make you hate me. I’ve put you and everyone you care about in danger.” His fingers brushed across my face as he moved a strand of hair back. His touch was electric on my skin, sending tiny impulses to every nerve in my body. I stared into his grey eyes, unable to move away from him.
“Londyn, who was at the door?”
I spun around, facing Mom, whose eyes were locked on Hunter.
“What is he doing here?” she demanded, not taking her eyes off him.
“He was there with us today when the light exploded close to Jules and Gavin. He was just making sure we were okay,” I answered honestly. “He’s apologized and been trying to make up for it by helping me.” I stood there, looking at her, trying to hide the shock from what just came flying out of my mouth.
“I thought Wyatt was helping you with your powers?” Mom questioned, glancing between us.
“Well, it seems that Wyatt has been…” I stared off toward the window, hoping as if by some miracle, the answer was going to show up on a pane of glass.
“What Londyn’s trying to say is that my big brother has been holding back on getting her powers to full capacity.”
“Why would Wyatt do something like that?” she asked, the crease between her eyes growing deeper by the second. She moved out from the middle of the doorway, holding her hand to the side, welcoming Hunter into the house. Hunter motioned for me to walk in first, and he followed behind me.
Mom even asked Hunter to stay for dinner since it would be done soon. I knew it was because she wanted to talk to him more about what he said out on the porch. I couldn’t lie. I wanted to know more about why Wyatt had been trying to hold me back.
I showed Hunter to the living room, asked if he wanted something to drink, then went to get Gavin, who was probably still sitting there with the same chip dangling from his hand.
“I need you to come out to the living room with me,” I insisted, opening the door.
“Why?” Gavin asked, not taking his eyes off his notebook as he scribbled down notes that he wouldn’t be able to read later.
“Hunter’s in the living room, waiting on me,” I whispered, glancing over my shoulder to make sure he wasn’t standing behind me.
“What?” Gavin yelled, almost flipping his notebook onto the floor.
“Will you be quiet!” I hurried up and closed the door behind me. “Will you just get up and come with me to the living room?” I whispered, reaching for the doorknob.
Gavin moved his laptop and books off to the left of him, placing his feet onto the floor. “Does your Mom know he’s here?” he asked, straightening up his shirt.
“Yeah, she invited him to stay for dinner.” I opened the door and headed down the hall.
I went to the kitchen to get Hunter his drink while Gavin went to the living room to talk to Hunter. I got to the doorway of the kitchen and quickly moved out-of-sight when I saw Mom sigh. I didn’t know what was waiting for me in the kitchen, but I knew it wasn’t going to be pleasant. I lifted my head, stepping away from the wall, and repeated to myself, “You can do this.”
“I came in to get Hunter a drink,” I said, grabbing a glass from the cabinet, trying not to make eye contact.
“What are you doing, Londyn?”
“Huh? Getting Hunter a drink.”
“I’m not talking about the drink.” I could hear the judgment echo around the kitchen.




Chapter 10





“What?” I turned around to face the discontent that had filled my mom’s eyes.
“Why are you talking to Hunter? Did you forget he left, leaving you broken-hearted back home, only to show up later, bringing Genevieve to our house?”
“No. I didn’t forget. I can’t explain it right now, but you’ve got to trust me. I’m sorry, but I just need you to trust me right now,” I pleaded, trying to keep my voice low.
“Londyn…”
“Mom. Please. Trust me.” I walked over, wrapping my arms around her.
“Okay.” She was suddenly resigned.
I knew she was disappointed, worried, or whatever you wanted to call it, but her emotionless stare out the window. I didn’t want to press the matter anymore, so I quickly grabbed Hunter’s drink, heading to the living room. I could hear Gavin and Hunter talking from the dining room area. I couldn’t really hear what they were saying, but I could tell it was a deep conversation.
“Sorry, it took me so long. Here’s your drink, Hunter,” I said, sitting the drink down next to him on the table.
“Thanks.” He picked up the glass, taking a drink.
“Lemonade?” Gavin asked, staring at Hunter’s glass.
“Yes.” I smiled over at him. Before I could say another word, he was up and halfway to the kitchen.
“I take it he likes the lemonade?” Hunter laughed.
“Yeah, Mom gets a couple of gallons every now and then from one of the local restaurants,” I said, taking a quick look toward the archway of the living room.
“Londyn, you doing okay?” Hunter’s voice was filled with concern.
“Yeah. Mom doesn’t know that Genevieve is here in Charlottesville. I want to keep it that way for as long as possible,” I whispered, glancing over my shoulder.
“I won’t say anything to her. I do know she’s going to ask me about Wyatt and your powers and what did I mean by it. You know that’s a given.”
“I know. I want to know what you meant by it too. Surely, he had a good reason for what he did,” I stated.
“A selfish reason. It wasn’t his decision to make. You need to have control of your powers. A witch who doesn’t have control of their powers is dangerous.” His expression was cold.
I couldn’t disagree with him. The thought of what could have happened had I missed the light sent a chill down my spine. I shivered, closing my eyes. I took a deep breath in, letting the air fill up my lungs before slowly letting it out. I opened my eyes slowly. An electric tingle raced up my arm, invading all my nerves. I turned my head slowly to the left, meeting the most beautiful grey eyes.
“I’m going to help you, Londyn. I will make sure you have control of your powers. I know what it’s like to not have control over them.” His voice was low, barely above a whisper. I could see he was getting lost in his own thoughts by the way his brows furrowed together.
Gavin walked back into the living room, holding his glass of lemonade with a huge smile on his face. He told us Mom had sent him to tell us that dinner was ready. Hunter was up, offering me his hand within a matter of seconds. I took his hand, and again, his touch awakened my body. It was unlike anything I had felt with Lucas or even Wyatt. He eased me up off the couch, not taking his eyes off me. I stood there for a second, still staring into his hypnotic eyes.
“Londyn?” Gavin said.
“Huh?” I turned my head slowly in his direction.
“Dinner. Remember?” He smirked, turning to head back to the kitchen.
I stood there in a daze, looking at the spot where Gavin had been standing a few seconds ago. I blinked my eyes a few times, then pulled my hand out of Hunter’s grasp. For a brief second, I saw sadness fill his eyes, but it was gone the next minute. He lowered his hand, taking a step back to give me enough room to walk past him. He followed so close behind that I could smell that familiar cologne he wore the night I met him. I found myself wanting to turn around and kiss him, even though we were a few feet away from everyone.
We no more got in the kitchen when Mom started in with the questions about what he meant outside earlier. She could’ve at least waited until we were already eating before she decided to play detective. After about the fourth question, she actually stopped long enough for him to get his plate of food and sit down at the table.
Gavin took the seat next to Hunter, and I sat down at the end of the table next to him. Jules sat across from them but close to the other end of the table next to Mom. We sat there eating in uncomfortable silence for a few minutes. Mom figured that must have been long enough because she started in with the questions. She was sputtering out questions so fast that Hunter didn’t even have time to answer one before she was asking the next. After five minutes of doing that, she finally stopped long enough for him to take a couple more bites of Chicken Marsala, mashed potatoes, and roasted green beans.
“You want to know why I said what I did about Wyatt earlier. He’s been interfering with Londyn and her powers. He has been keeping her from getting full control over them.” Hunter took a drink of lemonade.
Mom’s eyes bounced between Hunter and me, then stayed on Hunter for a few minutes. I knew she was trying to decide if he was lying. She used to look at me the same way when I was younger when she was trying to see if I was telling the truth. Her eyes narrowed, making the crease between them more prominent. The crease would get deeper the longer she sat there staring at me like that.
“Why has he been trying to keep her from attaining her powers?” Mom asked. Her expression had relaxed a little bit.
“He thinks if he can suppress someone from gaining their power that he is protecting them from hunters. He did this to me for years. In his mind, he truly thought he was doing the right thing. He doesn’t realize that he’s doing more harm than good. The hunters are going to come, whether your powers are developed or not. No one can convince him differently.” He sighed, looking straight-ahead out into the dining room.
“So, he thought the hunters wouldn’t find Londyn because she wasn’t practicing?” Mom asked, laying her fork down on the edge of her plate.
“Yes,” Hunter said, running his hand through his hair.
“I don’t understand why he would think like that. He knows Genevieve will go to great lengths to find someone and will hurt anyone that gets in her way.”
Mom picked up her plate and carried it over to the sink. She washed her hands, grabbing the hand towel hanging on the handle of the stove, then turned, leaning back against the counter. She stood like that for a few minutes, drying her hands vigorously to keep her hands busy. I sat there, watching her expressions change from anger to sheer terror. I got up, taking my plate over to the counter, and placing it down in the sink. I turned to look at Mom as a single tear trailed down her cheek. I reached over, placing my hand on top of hers, tangled in the wadded-up towel.
“Mom, I know you are scared about what could happen. I’m scared too, but something deep down tells me I can do this. I know I don’t have a lot of control over my powers yet, but I know everything is going to be all right. I don’t know how I know. Do you trust me?” I started to remove the towel from her hands.
She slowly turned her head toward me, more tears starting to trickle down. “I can’t lose you, Londyn.”
“Mom, I’m not going anywhere. But you’ve got to let me become whoever it is I’m meant to be. I’m strong because of you. I’m sure Hunter will help me get better control of my powers,” I said, turning back toward the table.
“Elizabeth, I promise I will help her control her powers. She’s much stronger than any of us ever imagined. If anyone should be worried, it should be Genevieve. She doesn’t know what she’s up against once Londyn has mastered her powers.” The corner of his mouth curled up in a crooked smile.
I loved his confidence in me, but I think he did an overkill on trying to assure her. I couldn’t see Genevieve sitting somewhere worrying about some 18-year-old girl that hasn’t mastered her powers yet. The mere thought made me giggle. I hurried up and covered up my giggle with a cough before Mom could scold me for not taking any of this seriously. A few months ago, I was a normal girl who wanted to go out with her friends to the new nightclub. Now, I’m a witch who is being hunted by some vengeful ex-witch/hunter. Everything felt like a dream that I couldn’t wake up from. I couldn’t take back all the arguments I had with him. I knew most of it wasn’t my fault because he never told me the truth. Yet, the guilt was real and a constant reminder that I would never be able to work on a better relationship with him.
“Londyn, do you have much homework tonight?” Hunter asked, getting up from the table.
“Not a lot. Why?” I said, raising an eyebrow.
“Would you want me to help you with your powers? We can go somewhere, or we can go to my house.” He moved closer to me.
“Won’t Wyatt be at the house?” I took Hunter’s dishes out of his hands.
“No. I don’t know where he went, but I don’t expect him back for a while.”
“What is it with you two, thinking it’s perfectly okay to just up and disappear without saying goodbye to me?” I said, lowering my eyebrows.
“I know there is nothing I can say or do that will make up for what I did a few months ago when I left without a word. Please let me help you gain better control of your powers? I promise I won’t try to hold you back like Wyatt.”
“I’m sure Wyatt had his reasons for doing what he did. I don’t believe he would purposely try to sabotage my powers,” I said, trying to control my annoyance.
“I told you why he did it. In his warped mind, he thinks that what he’s doing is helping. He doesn’t realize he’s doing more harm than good.”
“I don’t care what you say. I trust Wyatt. Again, he has his reasons for what he did and leaving for a few days.”
“What? You’re going to forgive him for leaving?” His voice was stern. 
“Yes. Why not? I’m still talking to you after what you did.” I tilted my head, then turned around to rinse off the dishes in the sink.
“You’re never going to forgive me for what I did. I don’t blame you one bit. I got your father killed, and nothing I can say or do will ever change that. But please believe me when I tell you I’m so sorry for everything that has happened. I never meant to hurt you. I don’t know what possessed me to do that. I think part of me was mad at how your dad treated me that Sunday afternoon. I know that isn’t a justifiable reason.”
I stood there, staring down at the water running over the edge of the plates, not saying a word in response to what he just said to me. I could tell it was heartfelt without having to see his face. I didn’t take my eyes off the water trickling down into the sink.
“If you don’t want to go, I understand,” he said, closing the gap between us.
“Do you care if we practice tomorrow after school?” I turned my head slightly, peeking up at him through the tops of my lashes. “I just want to stick around the house tonight. Maybe watch a movie, or just chill out in my room.” I sighed.
“I get it. Normal teenage girl things.” Hunter smiled.
“Yes. I miss doing normal things. Not having to worry about looking over my shoulder every five minutes. Being able to walk into a coffee place or go shopping with my friends.” The second the word friends escaped my mouth, Sam popped into my head. I missed her so much, and I couldn’t even let her know that I was all right.
“Everything okay, Londyn?” Hunter inquired.
“Huh? Yeah.” I grabbed the hand towel off the oven door, then turned toward Mom. “Is it okay if Hunter stays to watch a movie with us?”
“Actually, I promised Julie I would take her to Downtown Mall after dinner. You three enjoy a movie, and we will be back later.” Mom wrapped her arms around me, pulling me tight into her embrace.
“Well, I guess it’s the three of us.” My eyes flashed over toward Gavin, who was sitting there with a smirk on his face. I knew what the smirk was for, and he couldn’t be more wrong.
Gavin got up from the table, carrying his plate over to the sink. He placed his dishes in the sink, giving me a quick smile, then nudged me with his bony elbow. I rubbed my arm where his elbow poked it, peering over at him as he continued to smile. He happened to look in my direction long enough for me to mouth “what” at him. His smile turned into a chuckle as he started to raise his hands up in a surrender motion.
“Why don’t you two go pick out the movie, and I will get started on the dishes for your mom.” Gavin got the words out in between chuckles.
I glared over at him before I turned to head out of the kitchen with Hunter. Hunter stepped aside to let me go through the doorway first. I asked him what he felt like watching as I led us to the living room.
“Maybe I should go?” Hunter recommended.
“Don’t mind, Gavin. He’s being an idiot.” I rolled my eyes, letting out an exasperated sigh.
“Gavin’s not the reason. I get the feeling you really don’t want me here.” He ran his hand through his hair.
“Hunter, you can stay. Nothing is going on. We are going to watch a movie with Gavin.” I turned back around, grabbing the remote off the end table. “What do you feel like watching?”
“I think we’ve had enough action today. How about comedy?” He walked over and sat on the loveseat.
He wasn’t going to get any argument from me on the statement. I turned it to Demand movies and started browsing for comedies. I made it through two pages when Gavin came in and yelled for me to stop. I jumped, flinging the remote to the floor.
“Gavin! Damn it!” I yelled, picking the remote up off the floor.
I didn’t have to turn around to know that he was laughing his ass off at me because I could hear the snorts and gasps of air. After a few minutes of laughing hysterically, he got himself under control long enough to tell me he wanted to watch the movie that I stopped on.
“Are you sure you want to watch this movie?” I asked, looking over my right shoulder back at Gavin stretched out on the couch.
Gavin shook his head; yes, then looked over at Hunter and asked if this movie was okay with him. Hunter told Gavin that it didn’t matter to him either way.
I asked if they wanted anything to drink before I started the movie. Gavin asked for more lemonade, and Hunter said he would have the same thing as well. I handed the remote to Gavin as I made my way to the kitchen to get drinks. I paused in front of the cabinet, staring down at the counter. Guilt washed over me like water running over your body in the shower. I knew why I was feeling this way. How could I betray Wyatt this way? I lowered my head, closing my eyes, shaking my head no in response. I was acting as if something happened between Hunter and me. I had no reason to feel guilty.
“Do you need help with the drinks?” Hunter asked, walking up behind me.
“Could you take Gavin his drink for me?” I asked, turning around to find myself inches away from Hunter’s chest. I knew I was staring at his shirt, but I couldn’t move my eyes away from it. The chemistry was undeniably strong between Hunter and me, but it also wreaked chaos on everything around us.
“Do you want me to leave?” His breath was hot on my face. I caught the distinct smell of spearmint, which told me Gavin must have offered him a mint in the living room. Gavin had a strict regimen of eating mints after meals. He was self-conscious about his breath even though I told him numerous times that it was fine.
“No. Stay.” My voice was barely above a whisper.
He took the glass out of my hand, walking over to fill it with ice, then grabbed the gallon of lemonade out of the refrigerator.
I couldn’t tear my eyes away from him the whole time. I almost forgot how incredibly good-looking he was.
“I’m going to go back to the living room.” I heard him say off in the distance. “Londyn?”
“What?” My voice trailed off. Warmth rushed over my cheeks. “Sorry. I will be there in a minute.” I spun back around to hide my red cheeks. I waited a few minutes before I turned my head slightly to the right to see if he was still standing there. Much to my relief, He had gone back to the living room without saying anything about me blushing.
I finished getting my drink and made sure there was no mess on the counter from the lemonade splashing when it hit the ice in the glass.
I woke up an hour before my alarm was to go off, and I knew there was no use in rolling over and trying to go back to sleep. The minute I opened my eyes, Hunter came to mind. I could still see him standing in front of the refrigerator, his tight jeans hugging his hot ass. I threw a pillow over my head in a failed attempt to silence the argument I was having with myself. I wasn’t getting anywhere in the argument, so I did the next best thing. I flung the comforter off me, sliding my feet onto my plush area rug. I sat there for a few seconds, wiggling my toes as the fibers of the rug tickled the bottom of them. I wasn’t in a hurry to get to the shower because I knew it would be almost two hours before Jules would get up. I forced myself up off the bed to get a shower in case Jules happened to get up earlier than usual. I didn’t know why I was worried about that because she hardly ever got up early.
I knew I stayed in the shower too long, judging by my pruney toes and fingers. I dried off, then wrapped the towel around me and headed back to my room to get ready for school. I didn’t want to dress too nice, giving a reason for people to suspect something was up between Hunter and me.
I stood there staring into my closet at the array of clothes, trying to figure out what would look good but not overly dressy either. After ten minutes of standing there in front of my closet, I finally settled on a pair of ripped jeans and a cute light yellow knit top, tied off to the side at the bottom. It was something that I had seen a lot of girls around school wear most days.
Now, I just had to decide on how to wear my hair. Getting ready in the morning for school was becoming a chore instead of something enjoyable. If a girl didn’t try to make herself look good at school, she was depressed and suffering from a breakup or something. If a guy dressed badly for school, no one would think anything of it.
I towel dried my hair a little more and put hair product in it to keep it from looking frizzy. A frizzy bun was never a good look.
I sat there observing my finished bun in the mirror, turning my head from side to side. I stuck with a natural look for my makeup. I made a conscious effort not to overdo my eye makeup. I got up, slipping my favorite white canvas shoes, then grabbed my bookbag and phone.
“Morning, Mom. Oh, what smells so good?” I said, putting my bookbag over by the kitchen table.
“I thought I’d do something different for breakfast this morning. I made a sausage egg casserole with peppers and onions. Whoops. You might want to brush your teeth again before you leave.” She giggled as she turned around to get the plates and glasses down from the cabinet.
“I’m sure it will be fine. Besides, I have mints in my bookbag. It’s not like I’m eating a raw onion,” I laughed, grabbing a glass for myself.
“What smells amazing?” Gavin said, walking into the kitchen. He put his things down next to mine on the floor, then walked over and grabbed a glass off the counter.
Jules came in about five minutes later, eyeballing the casserole on the counter. The sausage was one of her favorite breakfast foods. She dished some out on a plate, then held it up to her nose, closing her eyes while her lips curled up in a smile.
“Mom, don’t forget I’m going over to Hunter’s after school today to practice my powers. I don’t know if I will be back for dinner or not.” I took a bite of the casserole. “Mom, we’ve been here almost a month now. When can I get a car to share with Gavin?” I slowly turned my head to the left, not knowing what look would be greeting me.
“How about tomorrow? I’m sorry it’s taken me a while to get you a car. Please forgive me.” She smiled.
“It’s okay, Mom. Tomorrow is great. I can’t wait. That way, Gavin or me can drive to school, and you won’t have to keep moving your schedule around in order to pick us up.” I smiled, taking another bite.
Gavin and I talked possibly getting a new car tomorrow all the way to school. I don’t know about him, but I’ve missed being able to jump in my own car and drive somewhere.
Delaney was sitting in her seat, getting her Math book and notebook out of her backpack, when I walked into the classroom. Her hair was curled again, and she had on a little more makeup than yesterday. Guilt crashed over me when I remembered it was for Hunter. How could I have been so selfish and thoughtless?
I turned to rush back out of the classroom and ended up bouncing off Hunter. I glanced over my shoulder and saw the sadness fill up Delaney’s eyes. I stepped back away from Hunter as I turned back around to face him.
“What’s wrong?” he whispered, lowering his head.
“Delaney.” I motioned my eyes to the right. “She likes you a lot. I don’t want to hurt her. She already has a lot of self-esteem issues.
“Londyn, we aren’t doing anything except blocking the doorway to the classroom.” He raised an eyebrow.
“You know what I mean.” I turned to go take my seat next to Delaney, who was still watching Hunter intently. Her eyes moved in sync with Hunter’s every move.
“Hey, Delaney,” I said, trying to break her concentration. “Delaney?” I said again, lowering my book bag to the floor beside me.
“What?” she mumbled, still not taking her eyes off Hunter.
“Hi.”
“Oh. Hi, Londyn. Everything okay with Hunter? I saw you over there talking to him.”
“I was asking him if he’d heard from Wyatt. I guess Wyatt called him last night before he left town for a few days.”
“Oh gosh, Londyn. Are you doing okay?” She managed to pull her eyes away from Hunter.
“Yeah. We aren’t an official couple. I’m sure he will be back in a few days. By the way, your hair looks great today.” I smiled.
“You think so?” She looked down at her hair while messing with a curl.
She went to say something else, but Miss Flynn walked in, telling us to open up our books where we left off yesterday. I was rather relieved that she walked in when she did for the simple fact I had a feeling Delaney was getting ready to ask about coffee today after school. I didn’t know if I would be able to lie to her again. She seemed like a really sweet girl. She didn’t deserve people keeping secrets and lying to her.
The rest of class was a game of Delaney staring at Hunter, then the minute she would look away, I could feel someone watching me. I turned my head slowly to find him staring at me with an intense passion. I lowered my head casually, turning back around to face the board. I didn’t need Miss Flynn pointing out to the class that I wasn’t paying attention to her.
I started gathering up my things when I happened to notice the time on the clock above the board. I flew out of the classroom the minute the bell rang, so I didn’t have to talk to Delaney or Hunter.
“Hey, Gavin. Real quick, before we go to Biology. If Delaney asks to go to coffee today, we have something to do after school. I don’t want to tell her the truth about going over to Hunter’s. I can’t bring myself to hurt her like that.” I sighed.
“Okay, we have something to do after school. And I won’t give it away that you are going to be with Hunter,” he said, opening his locker.
“Thanks, Gavin. I know you disapprove, but I appreciate you helping.”
“I just don’t want to see you get hurt by him again. By the way, have you heard anything from Wyatt?” He peeked around his locker door at me.
“No. I don’t think I will. Do I have a secret talent for driving guys away? For some stupid ass reason, I’ve become exceptionally good at it.” I sighed, leaning back against the lockers.
“I’m still here.” He gave me his genuine “Gavin” smile.
“Thank you. You know what I mean, though.”
“I know, but I wanted to assure you that I wasn’t going anywhere.” He closed his locker. He eased me away from the lockers, leading me down the hall toward Biology.
“I dread English next hour with Denise and Elena. They test my patience to the limit, and I’m so not in the mood to deal with them today.”
“Try not to let them bother you. I know it isn’t easy, but you don’t know what you are liable to do, seeing as you aren’t in the greatest of moods. You wouldn’t be able to live with yourself if you did something to either of them.”
We barely made it to Biology before the last bell rang for class to start. Delaney had her stuff out and organized on the table. I took my seat next to her with Gavin on the other side of me. We got our stuff out before Mr. Kubiak walked into the classroom. He said he could tell who made it to class in plenty of time because they would have their stuff out and ready to begin when he walked in.
Unfortunately, class flew by faster than I wanted it to. I really wasn’t in the mood to deal with the evil twins in English today. Wyatt wasn’t going to be there to keep me under control either. Gavin gave me a calming pep talk all the way to my locker. He told me to text him if they pissed me off too bad. He made me promise that I wouldn’t do anything to hurt the evil twins. I told him I didn’t know if I would be able to hold my promise but that I would try.
I got to English early, even though I took the long way. I stood there, peeking into the classroom, unable to move.
“Londyn, everything will be okay,” Hunter whispered from behind me.
I leaned back, resting my head against his chest. “Thanks,” I whispered back.
“Don’t let them bother you. They aren’t worth it. Please don’t do anything you will regret later.” He moved away from me.
I turned around, and he was nowhere in sight. I lowered my head, then turned back around to go into class. I walked to my chair, not making eye contact with Denise or Elena because I knew they would eventually make it a point to say something out loud for me to hear. The longer I ignored them, the better it was for everyone involved.
Mrs. Sykes came in a few minutes before the bell rang, and I could tell she wasn’t playing around today. Anyone that got out of line was going to get yelled at or probably sent to the office. Could I get lucky two days in a row? I sat there watching the other kids walk into class, taking their seats while thinking about starting an argument with Elena just so she would get sent to the office.
Then again, I was better than to stoop to her level. Besides, I was more than confident in the fact she would start something all on her own without my help.
The minute the bell rang, Mrs. Sykes made it quite clear she wasn’t tolerating any trouble from people, then glanced in the evil twin's direction, lowering her eyebrows. She held their gaze like that for a minute to let them know she wasn’t playing around.
They managed to keep their damn mouths shut for the entire first half of class. I grabbed my phone out of my bookbag, then placed my bag on my shoulder. I headed out of the classroom before Denise and Elena had a chance to say anything to me because Mrs. Sykes was already out of the room.
“So… How did class go?” Gavin asked, wrapping his arm around mine. “I take it you were able to control yourself, okay in class? I didn’t hear any fire alarms go off.” He chuckled.
“Funny.” I rolled my eyes. “You don’t have to put up with them. And you would get tired of it too. I know we’ve only been here a week, but it’s been a long week. I think this has probably been the longest week of my life.”
“I know exactly what you mean. I was just thinking this the other day. It seems like time has stopped during this week. I’m ready for it to be over.”
We walked into the cafeteria five minutes later, walking past the food slowly to see if anything looked good for Gavin. On the way over to our table, we passed by the salad bar. I was surprised by the fact it didn’t look too bad today. Once we passed the salad bar, I turned my head straight-ahead, walking toward Delaney and Hunter. I couldn’t help but notice today; he was sitting a little farther away from her. Deep down, part of me was happy that he wasn’t sitting so close to her.
I rushed over to the chair across from Hunter before Gavin had a chance to take it, making me sit next to him. Hunter’s somber expression gave away that he was hoping I wouldn’t sit by him.
I noticed that Delaney didn’t have her lunch spread out in front of her like the previous days. I asked her if she wanted to go with me up to the salad bar. She was up and halfway to the salad bar before I even got up out of my chair. I laid my phone down on the table, glaring over at Hunter. I didn’t even have to ask what he did.
Delaney was walking around the salad bar, looking down at the fruits and vegetables.
“Everything okay, Delaney? You seem rather quiet.” I peeked across the bar at her.
“Huh? Sorry. Just kinda bummed about after school. I was hoping to go out with everyone for coffee after school. I have to head straight home because we are going away for the weekend.”
“It’s okay. I was going to have to pass today, anyway. I have an appointment after school.”
“Oh. Okay.” Her eyes brightened up. “Well, maybe we can go Monday after school?” She smiled, grabbing an apple.
“Sure.” I smiled back, placing some carrots in the bowl.
We walked back to the table, talking about going for coffee after school next week. She also mentioned that she hoped Wyatt would be back soon. I told her I didn’t expect him back anytime soon. She gave me a quick skeptical look, trying to get me to tell her more than I already had. I told her everything I knew. I didn’t know if or when he was going to come back. I wasn’t going to blow up his phone with calls or texts either. If he wanted to talk to me, he knew where he could find me.
“So, what is everyone doing this weekend?” Delaney asked, sitting her bowl of fruit down on the table.
“I’m getting a new car tomorrow. Well, I should say, Gavin and I are getting a new car.” I winked at Gavin.
“Nice! Do you know the kind of car you are getting?” Delaney took a bite of honeydew melon.
“Not really. It doesn’t matter to me. I’m sure Gavin feels the same way too.”
“What?” he asked, looking up from his phone, taking a bite of his salad.
“I said you don’t mind what kind of car we get tomorrow.”
“I don’t care as long as it’s black.” He sighed.
I knew he was thinking about his black sports car he left behind when he decided to move here with us. I still can’t believe he walked away from his own family and everything to come with us, knowing he would probably never see any of them again. How do you repay someone who walked away from everything for you? I had to make sure he was protected more than anyone.
“Well, I need to get to class. I can’t wait to see your new car next week,” Delaney said, gathering up her things, then grabbed the bowl off the table.
I waited until she was between the dirty dish area and the doors, then I started in on Hunter.
“What are you doing? You sat there and stared at me right in front of Delaney. Do you not see how much she likes you? I’m with Wyatt. You are the one that up and left without even saying a word to me.”
“Oh, you mean like how Wyatt left yesterday without saying a word to you as to where he was going or when he will be back? Why is it okay for him, but I’m being crucified over and over again? How is that fair?” He slammed his hand down on the table, his grey eyes full of anger.
“Because he didn’t go off bringing Genevieve to my house!” I screamed louder than I meant to.
The teacher shot us a dirty look, shaking her head now. Thankfully, she didn’t walk over to our table because Hunter was in the process of getting up the second her body moved in our direction. His jaw tightened, staring down at me. Before I had a chance to say anything to him, he was halfway across the cafeteria.
“What was that all about?” Gavin asked, taking the last bite of his salad.
“Me not forgiving him for up and leaving me,” I sighed, pushing my towel toward the middle of the table.
“Well, acting like that sure isn’t going to make you want to even think about forgiving him.”
He picked up our bowls and headed over to put them with the other dishes.
“Thanks, Gavin,” I said when he was within a few steps of the table.
“For what?” he questioned, raising an eyebrow.
“For always being such a great friend to me.”




Chapter 11





The rest of school was quiet and uneventful. I was not complaining. In fact, I welcomed it with open arms. Jacob got my mind off things for a little bit during Marketing class. I had a feeling he was going to become a good friend. I told him that Gavin and I were getting a car tomorrow to share for a little while until we could get Gavin his own. Then he asked me what kind of car I was looking to get and if I had any specific color in mind. I told him Gavin had already put his request in for a black vehicle. I could tell he wanted to ask me something, and I had a good feeling what it was about. I blurted out that I didn’t know where Wyatt went or when he would be back. He raised back in his seat, looking bewildered. I knew I caught him completely off-guard, but my instinct told me that’s what he really wanted to know. After a few minutes, he apologized and reassured me that Wyatt was a complete asshole for taking off without giving me a clue when or if he was coming back. I told him Wyatt, and I weren’t an official couple and that he didn’t owe me an explanation for anything. He could tell the subject was starting to upset me, so he quickly changed it by asking about the rest of the weekend. I invited him to come along with us tomorrow for dinner. He quickly gave me his cell number and told me to text him once we were done getting the car.
Before I knew it, the last bell of the day rang, which meant the longest school week had finally come to an end. I told Jacob I would text him as soon as we were done at the dealership to let him know what time we would all go out to get something to eat. I quickly grabbed my phone out of my bookbag to see if I had any messages. There were none from Wyatt or Hunter. Then, I realized I forgot to text Mom to tell her I wasn’t going to Hunter’s after school. I ran out of the room, yelling bye to Jacob. I pushed my way through the crowded hallways, which seemed to have magically gotten longer. I slammed my hand against the door handle, flinging it wide open, but Mom’s SUV was nowhere to be found in the parking lot. I pulled my bookbag around the front, slipping a strap down so I could grab my phone out of my bag.
“Are you ready to go?” Hunter asked.
“I… I thought you were mad at me?”
“I’m not mad, but I’m not happy either. I understand why you are having a hard time forgiving me. I don’t know why it’s okay for my stupid ass big brother to leave without even saying goodbye to you, and you are perfectly fine with it. That’s completely fucked up if you ask me.” He pressed his lips together. He walked past me and down the steps, turning back to me. “Are you coming or not?”
I tightened my lips and headed down the steps toward him. Everything about him infuriated me, but I also couldn’t pull myself away from him. I followed a few steps behind him as we made our way to his car, scanning the parking lot for Delaney. I didn’t want her to see us together getting into his car. I knew I had to tell her that Hunter and I dated for a little bit back home, which would lead to more questions that I wouldn’t be able to answer. As much as I hated lying to her, I had to keep the ruse going. The less she knew, the better off she would be. It would actually save her life in the long run.
“Who are you looking for?” Hunter asked, looking over the roof of the car at me.
“Delaney. I don’t want her to see us together.”
“She left about five minutes ago. Don’t worry. She was gone before I walked up to you.”
He opened the door to get in, then popped back up, staring at me from across the roof. “Are you going to get in?” He disappeared down into the car.
I opened the passenger door, easing down into the seat. The minute the door closed, we were speeding across the parking lot toward the street. He paused for a brief second, then whipped the car out onto the street. I was too scared to look straight in front of me, so I opted for blurry trees, which wasn’t making me feel any better.
“We should be there in about twenty minutes,” Hunter said, peeking at me out of the corner of his eye.
“Okay.” I looked down at my bookbag, nestled down on the floorboard between my feet. I reached down to get my phone, and I could vaguely see him watching me. I started to raise up and saw him quickly shift his eyes straight-ahead.
I sent Gavin a quick text to let him know I was heading with Hunter to his place and that I would be back later this evening after dinner. He replied back with a quick okay, and a winking emoji.
“Everything okay?” Hunter asked.
“Yeah. Why?”
“Well, your eyes are so narrow; they look like two little slits on your face. Your eyes do that a lot when you are annoyed.”
I forced my eyes open. “They don’t either,” I said, matter-of-factly.
“Then why do your eyes look like they are going to fly out of your head now?” He laughed, turning his focus back to the road.
I flipped the visor down, sliding the plastic cover to look in the lighted mirror, turning my head from side to side. “My eyes are fine,” I stated.
“If you say so.” He laughed again.
I turned to look out the front and finally noticed that we were heading toward the outskirts of Charlottesville. I didn’t know where we were, but I could tell by how the blurred houses weren’t right next to one another anymore.
“We’re here,” Hunter said, turning left and stopping a few feet from a tall iron gate. He pressed a button on the left side of his rearview mirror. The iron gates unlocked, opening for us to drive through. Once we were clear of the doors, he pressed the same button again. I could see a huge brick house that was nestled in the corner of the woods with a big circle drive off in the short distance. At each end of the house appeared to be a patio.
“You live here?” I said, not taking my eyes off the mansion.
“Well, me and Wyatt. We have people that cook, clean, and keep the grounds maintained.” He stopped a few feet from the door. “You don’t have to be afraid here.”
He quickly got out and had my door open before I could even grab my book bag up off the floorboard. I slipped my phone into my book bag and was about to turn to slide my feet out of the car when Hunter extended his hand toward me. I sat there, staring at his hand for a few seconds before taking it. He gently closed his hand around mine, and a tingle surged up my arm. I forgot how soft and warm his hands were. He let go of my hand once I was out of the car and clear of the door. He walked through the brick archway to the door, unlocking a big, old-style wooden door. He pushed the door open, stepping off to the side to let me walk through first. I heard the door close behind me as I stood there in the foyer, looking at the old paintings across from an antique dark wood staircase.
“This is amazing,” I said, walking toward what looked like a living room at the bottom of a couple of steps. I stood there at the edge of the steps, gazing in awe at the fireplace across from me. It looked like it took up half the wall. There were two couches in front of it, facing one another. I picked my foot up, missing the top step, and stumbled down the second one. I almost crashed into the big area rug face-first. I picked up my bookbag, which had landed a foot in front of me. I stood there, inches away from the couch on the right, looking around the living room. I turned my head to the left, toward another sitting area with a maroon, high-back chair next to what looked like another fireplace. I moved closer to the fireplace, admiring the beautiful stone around it.
“Would you like me to give you a tour of the house?” Hunter said, walking up behind me.
“Sure.” I turned around when a big dining room table and chairs caught my eye. I walked closer. “Wow…”
“Yeah. We never really use this dining room table for anything. I’m sure it was used at one point. I just don’t remember,” Hunter said, walking up the two steps to the table. “Here, let me show you the rest of the house.” Hunter walked back down to the sunken living room and led me back out to the foyer.
“Is anyone else here?” I asked, looking at all the old Victorian-style pictures again.
“Angela is probably here somewhere in the house,” he said, turning to look at me.
The thought of another girl in the house made my heart sink to the pit of my stomach. My anguish must have been like a flashing neon light because Hunter gave a gentle squeeze of my hand.
“She does the cooking for Wyatt and me.”
I looked up into his grey eyes, befuddled, and let out a sigh of relief. I heard a slight chuckle in response, which only flamed my embarrassment even more. He grasped my hand, pulling me gently with him as he turned to the left, heading toward what looked like another sitting room. The far wall was nothing but books. Between each row of books were lights mounted on the wood trim.
“This is the library,” Hunter said, motioning his arm in front of him. “Have a look around. I like to come in here often to escape for a little bit,” he said, walking down the steps to another sunken sitting area with desks at each end.
I crept along the wall of books, running my fingers gently over the old but well-preserved book covers. I noticed some of them were first editions, which meant they were not only old but priceless.
“Have you read all of these books?” I glanced over my right shoulder down at him, sitting on one of the couches.
“Not all of them, but some. Sometimes, I just like to come in here and sit quietly.” He smiled.
“What?”
“I didn’t say anything.” I tried to keep my voice composed.
“You didn’t have to. Your face told me everything.” He smirked.
I quickly turned back around, facing the books, hoping that would help hide whatever was written all over my face. I knew he could read, but I guess it surprised me that he actually enjoyed a good book.
“I see why you like this room. It’s so peaceful and quiet.”
“Yeah, it is.”
I paused the minute Hunter’s warm breath brushed across the back of my neck.
“Come on. Let me show you the rest of the place.” He smiled, wrapping his firm hand around mine.
He led me out of the library and to the right down the hall. The dark wood walls had a couple of paintings on them but no family pictures. The closer we got to the end of the hall, I could see a chandelier-type fixture hovering over a counter. The clatter of pots and pans echoed down the hall.
“Angela must be getting ready to fix dinner. She’s a good cook.” He smiled.
“Does she know I’m here?” I whispered, leaning in toward him.
“Yeah. I told her this morning. It’s fine, Londyn.” He gave a gentle squeeze to my hand.
“Angela?” Hunter said, right before we reached the doorway to the kitchen.
“Hey, Hunter. I’m getting ready to start dinner for you and your friend.”
“Angela, this is Londyn.” He smiled over at me.
“Hi, Londyn. Nice to meet you. I hope you like Chicken Cordon bleu, mashed potatoes, and roasted green beans.” She smiled, walking over to what I thought was a big pantry. I was surprised when she pulled out a package of chicken. It was a refrigerator.
“Sounds delicious.”
“Would you like something to drink?” Angela asked, sitting a big flexible cutting board on the counter. I couldn’t help but notice her pretty, wavy, dark blonde hair. I didn’t see one frizzy strand of hair sticking out anywhere. She was dressed in blue jeans and a peach knit t-shirt.
“Hunter, could you get her something to drink?” Her eyes widened while she motioned her head toward the cabinet-like refrigerator.
“What would you like?” he asked, opening the refrigerator door. “We have juice, sweet tea, lemonade, water.”
“Lemonade is fine. Thank you.”
He got two glasses out of the cabinet over by the kitchen sink, sitting them down at the end of the counter, away from the chicken Angela was cutting up for dinner. He poured us each a glass of lemonade, then handed me a glass. We sat at the far end of the island and talked to Angela. I took a sip of lemonade and recognized the distinct sweet and sour taste. I took another drink to make sure.
“So what are you two going to do while dinner cooks?” Angela asked, rolling up the chicken around the ham and cheese.
“I’m going to take Londyn outside and work with her in controlling her powers,” Hunter said.
“Hunter!” I yelled, glaring over at him. I couldn’t believe he just blurted out my secret to her like it was nothing.
“Londyn, remember you don’t have to be afraid here. Angela knows about Wyatt and me. Besides, I already told her this morning before I left for school why you were coming over here. She’s like a mother to Wyatt and me.” He looked over at Angela, smiling.
“Not a lot of people know about me,” I whispered over at Angela.
“Your secret is safe with me.” She winked.
“Thanks.”
“We should probably go work on some of your powers out back, away from my car.” He chuckled, hopping down off the stool. He turned around and offered me his hand. I looked up into his eyes and was swept back to the night I met him at The Loft before everything happened. He helped me down off the stool and led me back down the hall.
“I thought we were going outside,” I said when we reached the living room with the big stone fireplace.
“It’s easier to go through the one sitting room that leads out to one of the patios.” He led me across the living room and up a couple of steps. There was another fireplace and another matching maroon high-back chair. There were two tall, bronzed-looking lamps with cream-colored shades on a long table with a flower arrangement between them. I walked over to the crystal vase, admiring the beautiful array of roses.
“They are from the rose garden.” Hunter’s voice was barely above a whisper.
“They’re so beautiful.”
“So are you,” he whispered close to my ear.
I stood there focusing on the roses, trying not to turn my head and kiss Hunter. I was in love with Wyatt. I lowered my head slightly from the immense guilt that was beginning to flood over me like a waterfall. I was about to say something when I felt the warmth of Hunter’s hand around mine, pulling me along with him. He led me around the table to the double glass doors that could have been easily mistaken for windows. He held the door open for me, then closed it once we were outside. It wasn’t your typical patio setting. People were used to seeing a patio table and chairs with a grill of some type off in the far corner away from the sitting area. Instead, there were only a couple of dark wicker chairs with dark red cushions nestled over by the brick columns. I walked over closer to them and saw the rose garden off in the distance. I’d never seen so many roses in a backyard before. I turned to look back at Hunter, but he was walking past me toward the garden before I could ask. He stopped halfway, turning to smile at me, while I slowly caught up to him. I couldn’t help but pause every couple of steps, looking at the beautiful landscape.
“Sorry,” I mumbled.
“You’re fine. But we should get to work on your powers before Angela finishes dinner.”
“You’re right. Sorry.”
Hunter turned back toward the house, then moved me a couple more feet away. I assumed he was trying to make sure I was far enough away that I wouldn’t accidentally set his house on fire or something. He asked me about what powers I had already mastered and if I had any new ones show up since yesterday. I went over each of my powers that had shown up over the course of the past few weeks.
“First off, you need to practice your powers more than just here and there. You have to be prepared at all times and pray you never have to use them to protect those around you.” His voice was stern. “Do you remember what you were feeling yesterday when you generated the energy ball?” He stopped a foot in front of me.
“I was furious. Furious that Ryker was laughing at me, mocking me in some sick twisted way.” The mere thought of his laughter made me want to hit something.
“Okay. Rage is what sets off that power. Now, we need to use that anger to generate and control the energy ball. I want you to think of yesterday and how mad Ryker made you feel,” he said, taking a few steps away from me. “Don’t be afraid to feel that anger. Use it to your advantage. I want you to find a tree over there in the distance and concentrate on how you felt yesterday in the café.”
I caught him out the corner of my eye, taking a couple more steps to the side. His lack of confidence wasn’t helping me at all. Then again, he was starting to piss me off by insinuating that he didn’t believe in me.
I stood there for a few minutes, trying to concentrate on how I felt yesterday without any success. I even tried getting mad at Hunter for his lack of confidence, but still nothing. I stared down at the blades of grass hugging the sides of my canvas shoes.
“Londyn, what’s wrong?” Hunter asked.
“Nothing. I’m trying to focus on the anger, but I just can’t right now.” I looked at him through the tops of my lashes.
“Really?” His eyes were playfully amused.
“I like being here with you.” I smiled.
He smiled, then walked back over to where he was standing a few minutes ago and instructed that I try again.
I spread my feet apart, planting them into the ground to steady myself for whatever was to happen. I closed my eyes, hoping it would help in zoning in on the anger. I stood there for a few minutes, pictures Ryker laughing at me in the café. I could still see him standing a few feet away from me with his head back in a deep belly laugh, the kind of laugh you hear when someone is mocking another. My breathing quickened, along with my heart pounding. Anger was beginning to consume me.
“Londyn, open your eyes slowly.” Hunter’s voice was calm.
I opened my left eye, then my right. “I did it!” I squealed in excitement. Then panic swept over me within seconds. I didn’t know what to do with the pulsating blue ball levitating in the palm of my hand. My eyes quickly shifted over to Hunter, who was looking around the grounds. I presumed he was looking for a place for me to throw the energy ball that wouldn’t cause much damage to anything.
“Hunter?” I asked, trying not to make any sudden moves.
“Give me a minute.”
I caught myself looking out the corner of my eye down at the energy ball. I didn’t want to stare at my hand and suddenly become freaked out, hurling my and randomly at anything.
“Hunter…”
“Sorry. Londyn, see those leaning trees over there at the edge of the woods? I want you to focus on those trees and hurl the energy ball at them. They are about to fall over anyway, so you will actually be doing them a favor.” He smirked.
I looked over toward my right across the lawn at two trees that were leaning out away from the other trees. I stood there staring at them for a few minutes, then quickly raised my right hand, throwing the energy ball at them. The trees exploded. There was nothing left but scorch marks on the ground. I stood there frozen, gawking at where the trees were a few minutes ago.
“That was great!” Hunter yelled with excitement.
I stood there, staring over at the edge of the woods in complete shock from what I did to those trees.
“Londyn? You okay?” Hunter asked, moving closer to me. “Londyn?” he said again, softer this time.
My wide eyes darted to the left at Hunter, who must have seen the horror written all over my face. He gently lowered my right arm down to my side and placed his arms around me, pulling me into him. He smelled of cedar with a hint of floral. I turned my head into his chest, trying to inhale without making it too obvious.
“Well, at least we know anger triggers them. Which means they should dissipate when you calm down, so you don’t have to throw them at just anything. If you don’t want to try again, we can go inside. I would imagine Angela is almost done with dinner.”
I leaned my head back to look up into his grey eyes. “We can try again. I have to stop being freaked out by my powers before I accidentally hurt someone.” I eased out of Hunter’s arms and moved back a few feet away from him. I made sure I was facing the wooded area in case something happened and I couldn’t control the energy ball.
“Londyn, we can take a break,” Hunter said. -
“No. I have to be able to control my powers without being afraid. I can do this.” I smiled back at him.
I held my right hand out, closing my eyes, and focused on Ryker’s laugh yesterday. Once I felt the rage set in, I slowly opened my eyes, repeating to myself not to freak out. An energy ball was floating in my hand. I reminded myself to stay calm.
“Londyn, I want you to think of something happy. I want to see if it will disappear,” Hunter instructed from the same spot I’d left him a few minutes ago.
I took a deep breath in, releasing it slowly through my partially opened mouth. I stared straight ahead, not taking my eyes off the trees across the lawn from me. Then, within seconds, I was back at The Loft, sitting at the bar, when I saw the most beautiful grey eyes. I peeked over my shoulder back at those same eyes, and I felt the anger subside. I turned back around to find the energy ball fading as quickly as it appeared. Once it vanished, I turned back around, holding up my right hand.
“I’ve never seen anyone catch on so quickly to their powers,” Hunter said, walking up to me.
I stepped in a little closer to Hunter, about to tell him what I was thinking, when Angela yelled dinner was ready from the patio. Hunter took off, walking back to the house. I opened my mouth to tell him to stop, but an exasperated sigh escaped instead.
He stopped in his tracks and turned around to face me. “You coming?” He smirked.
“Yeah.” I took off in a slight jog to catch up to him.
“How did it go outside?” Angela asked, setting plates down on the island.
“Great.” Hunter smiled, handing me a plate. “She’s a real natural. She has a good grasp on controlling her energy balls. With practice, she will have it in no time.”
“Wow, that’s great.” Angela lifted the pan of chicken out of the oven. “Ladies first.” She smiled.
“It smells wonderful. Thank you for dinner,” I said, picking up the tongs for the chicken.
“Would you like some lemonade?” Hunter asked, opening the refrigerator door.
“I’d love some. Thanks.”
“I hope you don’t mind if Angela joins us for dinner. She usually has dinner with me, so I’m not eating alone.”
“Doesn’t Wyatt normally eat dinner with you?” I asked, puzzled by his comment.
“No. He will eat in another room, away from me.”
I could see the sadness in his eyes and didn’t press the matter further.
I carried my glass and plate over to the table. Hunter sat next to me, and Angela sat across from us.
“So, how did you meet Hunter?” Angela asked, lifting the fork up to her mouth.
“He came up to me at the new nightclub back home called The Loft. I was there with my friends. They were out on the floor dancing, and I was sitting at the bar. He introduced himself, then asked if he could sit with me. He did manage to get me to dance with him.” I smiled.
Angela smiled over at Hunter. “Who knew you could be so sweet?”
“Don’t tell everyone. I have a reputation to protect.” The left side of his mouth curled up in a crooked smile.
“Oh. Sorry.” Angela giggled.
“This is delicious,” I said, taking another bite of the chicken.
“So glad you like it.”
Angela got up and started gathering the plates. I got up and told her that Hunter and I would do the dishes for her. I took the pile of plates out of her hands and walked over to the sink. I put them in, then looked back over my shoulder at Hunter, motioning with my head for him to come help. Before I started to fill the sink up with water, I stepped away from the counter, looking below to see if there was a dishwasher. It was off to the right of the sink, below the counter.
Hunter placed his hands on my arms and eased me over past the dishwasher. “I will rinse them off, and you can load them in the dishwasher.” He smiled, turning the hot water on, and started rinsing out the glasses first.
“Well, if you two don’t need anything else, I think I’m going to head out for a little bit,” Angela said, heading toward the hall.
“Thank you again for dinner. It was amazing.”
“You’re welcome. I’m so glad you liked it. It was nice meeting you, Londyn.” Angela smiled.
“I hope you will come back over soon.”
“It was nice meeting you too. I’m sure I will be over again.” I smiled, sneaking a glance over at Hunter to see his reaction. I couldn’t quite make out the look on his face, but I didn’t want to make it obvious that I was looking at him either.
“I can take you home after we get done loading the dishes,” Hunter said, handing me a plate.
“Oh. Okay,” I whispered, lowering my head.
“Are you ready?” Hunter asked, closing the dishwasher door shut.
“Yeah.” My voice filled with disappointment, even though I tried to sound indifferent.
He took a quick look around the kitchen to make sure we didn’t forget any dishes and that everything was cleaned up. I hung the kitchen towel back on the oven door where I found it, then turned to follow Hunter out of the kitchen. I followed a few steps behind him all the way back to the foyer.
He was a few feet from the big old-fashioned wooden door when he paused, staring straight ahead at the door.
“Hunter?” My voice was barely audible. I stood there for a few seconds, not taking my eyes off him. I took a tiny step toward him, only to find myself being pushed back against a wall. His hands caressed the sides of my face and neck, making every inch of my body tingle.
He leaned back, taking a deep breath in. “I don’t want you to go home,” he whispered.
“I thought you wanted me to…” He wouldn’t even let me finish my sentence before his lips were on mine again, teasing them with his tongue. A sharp pinch raked across my lip, but I was too lost in his kisses to care. I slowly raised my hands, placing them on the sides of his face and neck, his whiskers tickling my palms as I caressed his face. I knew this was wrong and felt like I was betraying Wyatt. But I couldn’t pull myself away from Hunter. His touch and kisses were like a drug that I couldn’t resist. His hands glided down my sides, gripping my waist, pulling me tighter into him.
“Hunter, I should probably get home soon.” The words escaped my lips when his kisses trailed down to my neck.
“Do you want to leave?” he whispered softly next to my ear.
I let out a soft moan. “No.” I turned my head slightly in search of his lips.
I opened my eyes slowly. I stared up at the blurry rustic wooden beam for a few minutes. I shot up, holding the sheet close to me while I studied the room. Across the room from me were a couple of bookshelves filled with books and a big sturdy desk sitting a foot in front of them. I looked to the left as steam came through the doorway. I slid out of bed, wrapping the sheet around me a couple of times.
“Did I wake you up?” Hunter emerged from the steamy bathroom with nothing but a white towel wrapped low on his waist.
I stared at the droplets of water running down his bare chest. I quickly bent down to search for my clothes that were scattered around the floor.
“Londyn?”
My eyes shifted a few inches to the side of me to find Hunter’s semi-wet feet. “What?” I said, keeping my eyes focused on the wood floor in search of my clothes.
“Are you okay?”
“Yes. Why?” I mumbled, gathering up the last of my clothes.
“For one, you won’t look me in the eye.” He chuckled.
I stood up inches away from him, fighting the urge to kiss him. His fresh, clean smell was intoxicating. “I’m looking at you.” I gazed up into his grey eyes for a brief second, then darted around him toward the steam-ridden bathroom.
“Londyn, I know you are freaked out by what happened. We didn’t do anything wrong.”
I paused, turning my head slightly to the right. “Then why do I feel so damn guilty?” I sighed.
I walked around the corner of the bathroom where he couldn’t see me, and dropped the sheet to the floor, and got dressed in record time. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror while slipping my arms into my shirt. I walked over to the mirror, trying to run my fingers through my tangled hair. I had no idea how I was going to explain my hair, seeing it was in an immaculate bun when I left for school this morning.
I flew out of the bathroom, skimming the room for a clock.
“Don’t worry. It’s not that late,” Hunter said, walking out of the closet, buttoning his shirt.
“How…” I stammered.
“How did I know you were wondering the time?” He chuckled, buttoning the last button.
“You had the frantic “Oh my god” look on your face that people have when they are running late.” He raised his left eyebrow.
“I don’t have that look on my face.” I headed for his door.
“Yeah, you do. It’s okay. I understand.” He smiled, walking up to me. “Come on; I’ll take you home.” He opened the door for me.
I stepped off to the side once out in the hall so he could lead the way back downstairs. I wasn’t paying attention earlier which way we came up here.
Halfway down the stairs, the guilt opened up the gates and flooded in. “What have we done? Oh. My. God! How could we be so heartless? What about Wyatt and Delaney? How could we do that to them?” I yelled.
Hunter turned around, walking up a couple of steps. “Londyn, everything is going to be all right. I promise.” He took my hand.
“How can you be so sure? Do you realize how crushed Delaney is going to be if she finds out?” I blurted out, wiping an escaped tear from my eye.
“She’s a friend. Nothing more. I know I need to tell her soon.”
“Wyatt is going to be crushed when he finds out. He will never forgive me.”
“Then, we will never tell him,” he stated, easing me down the stairs.
“I can’t lie to Wyatt.”
“Londyn, trust me on this one. Don’t tell him. Besides, we don’t even know when or if he’s coming back.” His voice was cold.
I didn’t fully agree with what Hunter said, but I knew he was right. Wyatt could never find out about us.
“Come on, Londyn. Let me get you home.” He opened the front door for me.
He dropped me off to avoid any awkwardness that Gavin or Mom might pick up on. I already felt guilty enough without them adding to it. I didn’t need to hear a lecture about responsibility and not leading them both on. I knew what I was doing wasn’t right to either of them, but I didn’t need someone telling me.
I paused in the front of the door, my hand gripping the cold, brass handle, trying to find my composure. I took a deep breath in, exhaling through my partially opened mouth. I clicked the handle, opening the door with my eyes fixated on the hall that led to my bedroom. I just had to get to my room; then I would be safe for a little bit from in-depth questions about how it went today and what all we did.
I eased the door closed as best I could without making a lot of noise. I turned around slowly. The floor creaked from the weight of my foot.
“Londyn, is that you?” Mom yelled from the living room.
I threw my head back, dropping my shoulders down. “Yes.” A sigh followed the last syllable of the word.
“Well, how did it go?” Mom asked, walking out of the living room.
“Fine,” I said, scurrying past her.
“Londyn?” Mom scolded. “I’m not done talking to you.”
“Mom, I’m exhausted. Can we talk in the morning?” I said, looking over my left shoulder. I needed more time to come up with a convincing lie.
“Okay. We can talk in the morning over breakfast. I will be in later before I go to bed to say good night.”
“Thanks, Mom. Love you,” I said, walking down the hall.
The minute I pulled my oversized t-shirt down, there was a knock on the door.
“You going to bed already? I said, opening the door, thinking it was Mom.
“No. I came to talk to you,” Gavin said, raising an eyebrow. “Something happened between you and Hunter. Don’t lie.”
I stepped back, opening the door wider for him, then closed it behind him. “Nothing happened,” I said, sitting down at my vanity.
“Londyn, I know you better than you know yourself. I know when you are lying to me. And you are lying to me.”




Chapter 12





I picked up my hairbrush and started brushing my hair to get the rest of the tangles out. “I’m not lying to you, Gavin. Nothing happened.”
“Then, why can’t you look me in the eye and say it?” Gavin scooted back on my bed. “You know I’m not leaving until you tell me. You afraid I’m going to rush out there and tell your mom or something? I think you know me better than that,” he retorted.
I didn’t feel like answering him right away, so I sat there and finished brushing my hair. I could see the annoyance on his face when I caught his gaze in the mirror. His stare was cold and intense.
“We can sit here all night,” he stated, crossing his arms, leaning back against the wall.
I knew he would stay in here all night until I told him what happened at Hunter’s.
“Do you want anything to drink?” I asked.
“I’ll go get drinks and popcorn,” Gavin said, scooting off the bed and out the door before I could say anything else to him.
I hurried up and grabbed my phone to see if there were any texts from Hunter or, by some miracle, Wyatt. I slid my finger across the bottom of my screen, awakening my phone. On the home screen, there were no new notifications. My heart sank to see there was no text from Hunter, especially after what happened this evening. I knew it wasn’t like that, but I couldn’t help but to feel like the “used girl.”
“Help.” Gavin’s faint voice pleaded on the other side of the door.
“Sorry, Gavin,” I said, taking the big bowl of popcorn from him.
“What’s Mom doing?” I motioned behind me toward the rest of the house.
“She’s watching another movie with Jules. We are safe to talk for a couple of hours.” He tossed popcorn into his mouth. “Did you go to his house?”
“House is an understatement.” I grabbed a handful of popcorn. “Try a mansion.”
I curled up closer to him on the bed, so I could talk barely above a whisper in case Mom happened to be listening at the door. I told him about the library and the numerous shelves of books, and the ginormous fireplace in the one living room. Then I told him about their cook Angela and the fantastic dinner she made for us. Gavin didn’t seem surprised that Hunter and Wyatt lived alone without any family around. I found it strange and heartbreaking.
Gavin took another handful of popcorn, then told me to tell him what happened before Mom decided to come in here.
I turned away, glancing over toward the vanity. I happened to see Gavin in the mirror, tilting his head to the side, staring at me intently.
“What?” I turned to face him.
“You know what, Londyn. I know you better than anyone, and I know when you are upset about something. You’re definitely upset about something.” His eyes narrowed.
“Fine.” I closed my eyes, rubbing the sides of my head. “Hunter kissed me before he brought me home.”
Gavin looked over at me with raised eyebrows. “And? I know something more happened. Spill it,” he demanded.
“Why do you think something more happened?” I questioned.
“You acted like this when you had sex with Lucas for the first time.”
“Ugh. Why did you have to bring his ass up?” I turned, flopping down toward the end of the bed, stretching my legs out.
“Well, you asked.” He chuckled.
I sprung up, grabbing a pillow, tossing it over my face as I laid back down. “I slept with Hunter,” I said, my voice muffled from the pillow.
“YOU WHAT?” Gavin yelled.
The pillow lifted off my face and disappeared within a matter of seconds. I closed my eyes the second I felt the pillow start to move because I knew Gavin was going to be looking down at me.
“I heard yelling in here. Is everything all right?” Mom said, flinging the door open.
“It’s okay. I was on my way to bed when I heard you yell. Well, I’m going to bed. I will see you both in the morning. Love you both,” Mom said, easing the door closed.
We simultaneously said “love you” before she closed the door all the way.
“That was close. Sorry, Londyn.” He leaned back against the headboard.
I lifted my index finger up to my mouth right as he was about to say something else. I wanted to wait for a little bit to make sure Mom was in bed before we started talking again about Hunter. I needed more time to wrap my head around what happened between us. I felt guilty, yet I was furious with Wyatt because none of this would’ve happened if he’d still been here. Then again, I couldn’t blame Wyatt for something I did.
Gavin slid down to the foot of the bed, putting his feet down on my plush area rug. He tiptoed around my bed to my door. He grabbed the doorknob, turning it ever so slowly, then stuck his head out in the hall. He turned his head each way a few times before stepping back into my room and closing the door.
“I think she’s in bed, and Jules is in the living room watching another movie from what I could hear,” Gavin said, tiptoeing back around my bed. “I can’t wait until we get a car tomorrow. We will be able to leave if we need to talk about something important like you sleeping with Hunter.” He tilted his head, raising an eyebrow. “Have you lost your damn mind?”
“I know. I know,” I said, running my hands down the sides of my face. “I don’t know what happened. We were headed toward the front door when all of a sudden he had me pinned up against the wall, kissing me.”
“Wow,” he said, mystified.
“I know.” I sighed.
“What are you going to do? Do you still like him? What about Wyatt?” Gavin rambled.
“I don’t know. I don’t know. And yes.” I sat up, moving toward the head of the bed, curling up next to Gavin. I needed a “Gavin” hug right now.
He wrapped his arm around me, pulling me closer to him. “Londyn, you can’t string them both along. You need to figure out which one you love and let the other one go. It’s the right thing to do.” He gave me a light squeeze.
I knew he was right. My brain understood, but my heart was having a hard time with the fact. Wyatt needed to come back soon if we were to stand a chance. I wasn’t going to love a ghost forever.
“I know you don’t want to hear this now, but what are you going to do about Delaney? She worships the quicksand Hunter walks on.”
Gavin and I talked for almost two hours before he got up and went to his room. I didn’t really want him to leave me alone with my thoughts, but I knew he was tired. I laid there in bed, thinking about everything that had happened in the last 48 hours and how I was going to handle the consequences of my actions. I wiped a tear away from the corner of my eye when I realized I had to face Delaney first thing Monday morning. The longer I laid there, the heavier my eyelids got, and I was relieved that sleep was not far away.
My eyelids popped open as I got to thinking about tomorrow. I almost forgot that I promised to see Delaney after we got the car. I grabbed the other pillow, flinging it over my face to muffle my aggravated cries.
The creaking of the door echoed throughout my room. “Londyn? You okay?” Gavin whispered from the doorway.
“Did I wake you? Sorry.” I put the pillow back on the left side of my bed.
“I wasn’t asleep. I was on my way back to my room with a snack, drink, and I heard you. Are you okay?”
“Yeah. I just can’t sleep with everything that’s happened. I don’t want to keep you up.”
“I can’t sleep either. Want me to join you? I can go get you a snack and something to drink.”
I told him to bring his pillows in here, so he would be more comfortable while we talked. He was back within a few minutes, tossing his pillows onto the foot of the bed, then disappeared down the hall to get me a snack and drink. He came back with sweet tea, a bag of pretzels, and a few chocolate chip cookies.
I propped his pillows up against the headboard. Once he was settled on the bed, I put the pretzels and cookies between us on the bed. We sat there and talked for about another hour about how I had to keep the truth hidden from Delaney for as long as possible. I didn’t want to lie to her, but I knew the truth would crush her.
The next morning came far too quickly, seeing as we were up late talking. I didn’t feel overly tired because of the tiny amount of sleep I got. I rolled over, reaching for my phone when my door opened without a knock first.
“The shower is all yours, Londyn,” Gavin said through the tiny crack.
“I’ll wait until Jules is done with hers,” I yawned.
“She’s gotten her shower and ready to go. You are the last one to get ready.” He walked away, leaving my door partially open.
I put my phone back down on my nightstand, pulling the covers off me. I slid my feet down, letting them sink into my plush area rug, the fibers tickling the bottom of my feet. The shower was calling my name, but I didn’t want to move because of what the rest of the day had in store for me. Facing Delaney later was going to be so hard, but I had to keep my composure and not give her any reason to be suspicious. Then, the thought of Hunter being around crossed my mind, fueling my guilt. I forced myself up off the bed and to the bathroom to get ready, hoping the water would wash away the guilt. I closed my eyes, letting the hot water run down my face, hiding my tears. Getting a new car was supposed to make a girl happy, but not today. Nothing was going to make me remotely happy.
“Morning, Londyn,” Mom said, turning away from the stove. “We’re going to leave right after breakfast, so we aren’t spending the whole day looking for a car.”
“Alright,” I said, walking around the counter to get a glass. “What smells so good?”
“Well, you seemed rather down last night when you got home, so I decided to make your favorite muffin in hopes it would cheer you up a little bit.” She smiled.
“Thanks.” I forced a smile on my face, hoping she wouldn’t see through it and try to ask me questions about what was bothering me.
“Morning!” Jules practically yelled, walking into the kitchen. Her perkiness was a little too much for me to handle at the moment. I grabbed my juice and phone, sitting down at the table.
“Morning, Jules.” I turned my head to the left, looking over my left shoulder. The less I said, the better off everyone would be. “Are you going with us today?”
“No. I’m going to go hang out with Payton and Gianna. We’re going to Downtown Mall to shop and get something to eat. I’ll be home later this evening. Will you take me for a ride in the new car after I get home?” She handed me a muffin, then sat down across from me at the table.
“If I’m not here when you get home, text me, and I will come home and take you out in the car.” I smiled.
“Thanks, Londyn.” She tore off a small piece of her muffin.
“Morning, everyone,” Gavin said, walking into the kitchen. “Muffin! Sweet!”
He sat down beside me at the table, nudging me with his elbow. “Today is going to be great.”
I peeked over at him, giving half a smile. I didn’t quite share his enthusiasm about the day.
The doorbell rang right as I went to slide my finger across my phone, but instead, I sent it skidding across the table toward Jules.
“I’ll get it,” Jules said, handing my phone back over to me. Before I could say thanks, she was out of the kitchen and halfway to the front door.
“Hi, Hunter. Would you like a muffin?” Mom asked.
Gavin slid his hand over, giving mine a gentle squeeze when he saw my hand start to fidget with my phone. He whispered for me to take a deep breath in. Gavin had a calming effect on me whenever my anxiety would flare up from time to time. Lately, that was quite often.
“Hey, Hunter,” Gavin said, turning to look back toward Mom and Hunter. “You going with us today to look for a car?”
“Hey, Gavin. Well, that depends on if it’s okay with Londyn and Elizabeth,” he said, walking closer to us.
“I’m fine with it,” Mom said.
I quickly glanced over at Gavin, rolling my eyes. “Yeah, that’s fine,” I mumbled, looking down to hide behind my hair.
Hunter’s hand brushed against mine as he set his plate down on the table. “Hi, Londyn.”
The touch of his hand sent the memories of last night racing back in. I had tried so hard to block them out because of the guilt that quickly followed. I closed my eyes for a brief second, opening them to see Hunter’s eyes filled with desire. I mouthed “no” at him.
“So, what kind of car are you looking to get, Londyn?” Hunter said, taking a bite of his muffin.
“Well, Gavin and I haven’t given it much thought, to be honest. I think we are looking at a somewhat sporty mid-size car, right?” I said, turning to see Gavin’s reaction.
“Yeah. I can’t fit in the smaller cars with my long legs.” He laughed.
We all got in Mom’s SUV and headed in search of dealerships, hoping we wouldn’t have to drive far outside the city for them. I truly wasn’t in the mood to shop for cars, but I had to play the part of the “excited girl” to keep Mom from noticing something was wrong.
The first two dealerships were a bust. They tried to play Mom for a fool by talking to her like she didn’t know anything about buying a car. She thanked them for their time, then proceeded to tell them she wasn’t a fool and that they missed out on cash payment.
After checking a few more places and getting almost the same treatment, we reluctantly pulled into one last dealership about thirty minutes outside of Charlottesville. Within a few minutes of talking to the salesperson, we were being led out the door to the lot to see numerous cars. The gentleman showing us the cars pulled out a piece of folded-up paper, reading off the list of cars he had that he thought Gavin and I would like. Three hours later, Gavin and I were the proud owners of a dark blue, mid-size car.
“Is anyone else hungry?” Gavin asked, walking around to the back passenger door of our new car.
“I’m hungry,” Hunter said, walking up to the car.
“How about we head to Downtown Mall to get something to eat, then you all are free for the rest of the day,” Mom said, putting her phone back in her purse after taking our pictures with the car.
“Gavin, you want to drive?” I asked, looking over the roof of the car at him.
“No. Your mom paid for the car, so it’s only right that you get to drive it first.” He smiled.
Hunter walked around and got in the passenger seat, and I guess that meant I was driving.
Luckily, we were able to find parking places a couple of blocks away, instead of the typical four blocks away. I, for one, was excited about this because of all the walking we did today at the dealerships looking at cars. Hunter was out of the car and opening my door by the time I was putting my key in my purse.
“What sounds good?” Mom said, walking up behind us.
Me, Gavin, and Hunter looked at one another, realizing we didn’t decide on the way here and shrugged our shoulders simultaneously at Mom.
“Well, we have a few blocks to decide, and pretty much the entire walk to get through Downtown Mall,” Gavin said, walking away from the car.
Hunter stayed close to me, but not too close to where Mom would become suspicious of something. I wanted to hold his hand, but at the same time, I felt guilty for what happened between us last night. Then again, Wyatt and I weren’t an official couple either.
We finally decided on pizza, seeing we had passed everything else, and none of it sounded good. Goosebumps spread up my arms and neck the minute I walked into the pizza place. Hunter reached for my hand when he noticed I had paused in the doorway. He gently pulled me toward him.
“Londyn, what’s wrong?” He leaned down close to my ear.
“This is the same restaurant from a few weeks ago,” I said, peeking through the tops of my lashes at him.
He took a quick look around. “Oh, yeah. It will be okay, Londyn. I don’t think Ryker would show up here twice in a row.” He squeezed my hand, keeping me right next to him as we followed the hostess to the table.
I scanned the dining room for anything that wouldn’t fit in a pizza place. I could’ve sworn at one point I caught Hunter doing the same exact thing. Gavin was oblivious as to what was going on, and I wanted to keep it that way. I had enough on my mind, and I didn’t need to add a scared best friend to the list.
“Londyn, you okay?” Mom asked, sitting down across from me at the table. “Londyn?”
“Huh?” I said, looking over her shoulder at the people throughout the dining area.
“I asked if you were okay. But I can clearly see you are preoccupied with something.”
“Sorry, Mom. I thought I saw someone I knew from school. I was mistaken.” I forced a smile on my face, hoping she would buy the lie I just gave her.
Gavin gave me a quick nudge with his elbow when Mom wasn’t paying attention. I gave a slight shake of my head no. I didn’t want to talk about it. Especially with him. What would I tell him? Oh, by the way, some big ass witch hunter wants to kill me.
The mere thought of it had me rolling my eyes at my menu, which made me look even crazier than I was already acting.
“Hey, Londyn,” I heard Delaney’s soft-spoken voice a few feet away from us. I kept my eyes focused on the menu for a minute. I knew the kind of expression I would be looking at because Hunter was sitting to the left of me.
I lifted my head up slowly to find her standing there in front of us, dressed in black pants, a red t-shirt, an apron around her waist, and what looked like a cell phone in her hand.
“Hi…” I paused.
“Hi, Hunter.” She stood there, staring at the two of us.
“Hey, Delaney. I didn’t know you worked here,” he said nonchalantly, moving his chair back a little bit to widen the space between us.
“I started almost a week ago. Can I get everyone something to drink?” She smiled at Hunter.
The flirtatious smile and kiss me eyes were screaming sex. I sat there, watching how she kept smiling, tucking a piece of her hair behind her ear that would fall every few seconds. I wanted to reach over and yank that piece of hair right out of her head. The bad thing is I could do it without laying a hand on her.
I happened to glance over at Gavin, who was sitting there staring at me, pressing his lips together, raising his eyebrow, which meant I was going to get lectured by him later. I mouthed “what” at him, and he tilted his head slightly to the side. Delaney wasn’t even five feet from our table when Gavin grabbed hold of my arm.
“Let. Go. Of. Me,” I demanded.
“What the hell has gotten into you, Londyn? I saw that death stare you were giving Delaney. Have you lost your damn mind?”
“What’s going on?” Mom glared over at the both of us.
“Nothing. Gavin is having a dumb moment,” I insisted, turning to face him.
“Londyn? Seriously. What just happened?” Hunter’s face was cold, his voice deep like nothing I’d ever heard before.
“You two need to get off my ass,” I said, looking back and forth between Hunter and Gavin.
“Sorry if every now and then I fall apart and can’t keep my shit together.” I hissed through gritted teeth.
Everyone was sitting there with raised eyebrows and slight frowns on their faces. Honestly, I didn’t give a shit if they were upset with me or not.
“I have to agree with the boys on this one, Londyn. This isn’t you. Maybe we should forget the pizza, and all of us head home to eat,” Mom said, the crease between her eyes growing more profound by the minute.
“No. I’m fine. And I’d be even better if the attitude police on each side of me would leave me alone for two seconds.” I raised an eyebrow, turning to look at each of them again.
“Well, when you sit there looking like you want to rip her head off, yeah, we are going to say something.” Gavin leaned over inches from my nose, staring into my eyes.
“If you’re fine, then I suggest you be nice and wipe that murderous look off your face when your friend comes back with our drinks,” Hunter said, close to my ear.
I leaned back as I turned my head so that I wouldn’t knock out either one of us. “What the hell is that supposed to mean? You know I would never hurt someone intentionally. And you thinking I would is an insult, to say the least.” I glared over at him.
“Okay. Enough already,” Mom demanded, glaring across the table at each of us.
I let out a sigh, slumping back in my chair. “I’m sorry,” I said, keeping my eyes on my mom so I wouldn’t be tempted to yell at Gavin or Hunter because of their smug looks.
They each told me they were sorry too and started talking to one another. I was about to ask one of them if they wanted to trade seats, but Delaney had returned with our drinks and asked if we were ready to order now.
As quickly as it had shown up, the rage had disappeared, and I was feeling more like myself again. I continued to sit there, sipping on my sweet tea while listening to everyone talk. I didn’t want to bring any more attention to myself. Hunter must have known something was up because he reached over under the table, placing his hand on top of mine. I lowered my head, staring down at our hands. Guilt came rushing in, and I couldn’t contain it any longer.
“What is wrong with me? I could’ve hurt Delaney,” I mumbled, releasing my hand out from under Hunter’s. “Why did I act that way? I would never want to hurt anyone deliberately.” My eyes shifted from table to table, looking for Ryker, or worse, Genevieve. What if she was here? How in the hell was I going to explain that one to Mom? Oh sorry. By the way, Genevieve has been parading around town, keeping a close eye on me.
“Londyn, it’s okay. You have a lot of emotions going on here lately, and they obviously are coming out in bouts of rage.” Hunter scooted closer to me, motioning Gavin to do the same.
“No. I don’t think that’s it. It felt like someone had almost taken over my body, controlling my thoughts.”
“Londyn, no one is here.” He placed his warm hand under my chin, easing my head toward him.
“Are you sure?” I kept my eyes fixated on the full tables around us.
“Yes. I promise. Nothing is going to happen to you while I’m around.” He smiled, scooting back the other way before Delaney brought our pizza out to us.
I wanted to believe him, but something kept telling me something wasn’t right. Then again, maybe I was just being overly paranoid because of everything that had happened since we started school. I always had my guard up, questioning everything, never able to fully enjoy my time with my friends and family.
Delaney was out ten minutes later with our pizza. I tried my hardest not to look her in the eye because of how I had treated her a little bit ago.
“Did you get your new car today, Londyn?” Delaney asked, sitting the pizza on the little metal stand.
“Yes. It’s out in the parking lot. Do you still want to go…” My voice trailed off when I got lost in another thought. “Delaney, I thought you were going away for the weekend?” I asked, tilting my head to the left.
“I was about to leave with my parents last night when I got a call, asking me where I was at and that I had to work this weekend.” She sighed.
“Do you want to go for a ride later?” I asked, glancing up briefly, then over to Gavin.
“I’d love to, but someone called in, and they need me to stay later to help out. Maybe next weekend?” She smiled. “I will go get you refills on your drinks.” She walked away before I had a chance to answer her about next weekend.
“Gavin, do you want to drive home?” I asked, taking a bite of pizza.
“Sure.” He smiled.
“Sorry, it took me so long to come back with your refills. I had to help another server with taking the order out to the table.” Delaney smiled, sitting our drinks down in front of us.
“Delaney, if you’re free tomorrow, maybe we can do something?” I said, moving my drink closer to me.
“I have to work tomorrow too. We’re short-handed until they hire some more people. They’ve got some interviews lined up next week. Hopefully, they will hire a few and give the rest of us a break. Sorry.”
“It’s okay. Like you said a little bit ago, maybe next weekend we can do something.” I smiled.
“Great. I’ll be back in a little bit to check on everyone.” She glanced over at Hunter and smiled.
On the way home, I asked Hunter if he wanted to stay and watch a movie with us while we waited for Jules to get home from her friend’s house. He smiled and told us that he had already planned on staying at the house for a while.
“Do you want to watch a movie or TV while we wait on Jules?” I said, opening the door to the house.
“Movie is fine with me,” Gavin said, walking up behind us.
Hunter looked at Gavin then back to me. “I guess we are watching a movie.” He laughed.
The guys went to the living room to see if there were any movies on demand or if they needed to scan through which movies we had bought over the last few weeks. While they were making an executive decision about the movie, I went to the kitchen for drinks. I happened to see more lemonade in the refrigerator, and I knew they would want that over anything else. Mom went to her room to lie down for a little bit. I told her if she woke up and we weren’t here, then we probably took Jules for a drive in the new car.
“Did you two decide on a movie to watch?” I said, sitting their drinks down on the end table.
“Yeah. We decided on an action movie. Comedy just didn’t seem to fit the mood,” Gavin said. He walked over to get his drink, then sat down in Mom’s favorite chair.
Hunter sat at the end of the couch, grabbing my hand and easing me down beside him. I didn’t care if Mom came in or not. I felt safe being close to Hunter, even with the immense amount of guilt I felt over Wyatt.
“Everything okay, Londyn?” Hunter asked, putting his arm around me. “You know you can tell me anything.”
“Yeah, I’m just worn out from this week.” I tried to give a convincing smile.
“Nice car,” Jules said, walking into the living room. “Can we go for a ride soon?” She sat down beside me on the couch.
“We can go here in a few minutes after the movie is over,” I said, not taking my eyes off the TV.
“Where’s Mom?” she asked, looking over at Gavin sitting in Mom’s chair.
“Right here,” she yawned, walking around the corner. “How long did I sleep?” she asked, looking down at me sitting by Hunter on the couch.
“A little over an hour,” Hunter said, glancing up at her.
She turned and headed out of the room. I assumed she went to the kitchen because I heard a faint click from a light switch. Jules got up a few minutes later and disappeared around the corner.
“Who’s all going on the drive with Jules and me?” I asked, getting up off the couch, looking down at Hunter.
“I think I’m going to stay here with your Mom,” Gavin said, looking down at his phone. “I might see if she wants to watch a show or movie with me. You two take Jules out on a drive,” he said, peeking over at us with a sheepish smirk on his face.
I moved out of the way so Hunter could get up off the couch. I turned, looking toward the kitchen.
“Hey, Jules. Are you ready to go for that drive?” I asked, walking into the kitchen.
“Huh? Yeah,” she said, getting up from the kitchen table.
Mom was sitting at the end of the table, her hands wrapped around a mug of steaming hot coffee. I moved to the side, letting Jules out of the kitchen. I moved a little closer to her, trying to decipher the expression on her face.
“Mom, you okay?” I managed to find the courage to ask her.
“Londyn, please tell me you aren’t falling for Hunter again? What about Wyatt?” she stated, not taking her eyes off her coffee mug.
“I know what I’m doing. Please, don’t start on me. I’ve had a rather shitty week. As for Wyatt, he left without a word. Yeah, Hunter did the same thing, but he’s been there for me this week. It seems as though Wyatt had been deliberately holding me back from fully gaining control of my powers. So I don’t want to hear anything about Wyatt. He made his decision the minute he decided to restrain me from my full potential.” I glanced down at her for a brief second, then turned to go back to the living room.
“Londyn, I don’t want you to get hurt,” she said, her eyes were filled with worry.
“Mom, I know. I will be okay.” I looked over my shoulder back at her, giving a slight smile.
“Who’s ready to go for a drive in the new car?” I asked, walking to the front door.
“Me!” Jules yelled, coming around the corner of the living room.
“Wait for me,” Hunter said, following behind Jules.
He managed to get in front of me and opened the front door for me. I stepped outside and turned to face Hunter as he closed the door behind us.
“Will you two hurry up!” Jules yelled, standing next to the car. “Can I ride up front?”
“Yes. I’ll ride in the back,” Hunter said, opening the car door for me.
“We will go for a little drive; then I’m going out with Hunter for a little bit,” I said, smiling back at him through the rearview mirror.
I needed some sense of normalcy in my life. My life wasn’t normal, nor was it ever going to be normal again. I couldn’t even have a normal relationship with a guy. Lucas was the closest thing to one, but that proved to be dysfunctional too. Maybe I was just doomed for failure in the love department. So far, the story of my life has consisted of lies and guys who were hell-bent on breaking my heart.
Jules asked if I would go to Starbucks to get her a latte if she promised not to spill it in the new car. Hunter agreed that a latte sounded good.
I wasn’t going to disagree with them, so I headed across town to Starbucks.
Hunter told the barista that it was all one order, then told Jules and me to order whatever we wanted. I got an iced caramel mocha. I didn’t catch what Jules ordered, but I’m sure it was something elaborate.
Hunter got the same thing I did, then paid for all of our drinks. I told him he didn’t have to pay for our drinks and thanked him.
“Hunter, you can ride up front with Londyn,” Jules said, opening the back door.
“Are you sure you don’t want upfront?”
“I’m sure. Besides, I need to go home and do a little homework, so I’m not doing it all tomorrow. Thanks for the drink, Hunter,” she said, hopping in the backseat.
“You’re welcome,” he said, getting in the car.
I took the long way home so Jules could finish her drink. I didn’t want her to get lectured for having a latte so late at night. I also didn’t want to get the same lecture tomorrow morning at breakfast for giving her coffee late at night.
“Jules, can you let Mom know I will be home later?” I asked her before she got out of the car.
“Sure. I’ll tell her you went out for a little bit.” She smiled, getting out of the car.
“Do you want to follow me back to the mansion?” Hunter asked as we sat there, making sure Jules got inside okay.
“I don’t know if I should go back to the mansion with you. Look what happened last night.” I kept my eyes focused on my house.
“I promise I will control myself.” His voice was sincere.
I turned my head toward him, meeting his gorgeous eyes. “Okay,” I whispered. I knew going over there wasn’t the greatest idea, but everything in my body was telling me to go.
His face lit up. “Great. I guess, follow me back to the mansion.”




Chapter 13





The drive to his house seemed quicker than it had yesterday. I had kinda figured it was because I was focused on trying to keep up with him. We pulled into his dark driveway, parking close to the front door. He was out of his car and had my door opened for me by the time I turned the ignition off and put the key in my wristlet. He closed the door behind me, then took my hand, leading me to the huge front door.
“Is Angela here?” I asked, walking into the foyer. I quickly glanced straight-ahead at the fireplace, watching the flames.
Hunter closed the door. His eyes widened when he caught a glimpse of the fire. He pulled me closer, positioning me between him and the door. Not taking his eyes off the flickering fire, he told me not to move, and nothing else, to run out the door to my car.
I stood there staring at him walk down the hall to the living room. The thumping in my chest grew louder with each step he took closer to the living room. He disappeared around the corner. I found myself easing away from the door, trying to hear or see anything.
“What the hell are you doing here?” I heard Hunter yell from the living room.
I ran to the living room, ignoring what Hunter had just said to me a few minutes ago. I stumbled down the two steps, catching myself before I went hurling over the end of the couch.
“Londyn? What are you doing here?”
I pushed myself up off the armrest of the couch, straightening my shirt and brushing the flyaway hairs off my face. I stood there frozen, not able to say a word. I knew if I opened my mouth, the guilt would come pouring out.
“She came over so we could work on her powers for a little bit. We worked on her controlling the energy ball yesterday before dinner.”
“Oh. I see,” Wyatt said, standing there, shifting his eyes between the both of us. “I’m not staying. I just came by to make sure Hunter was doing okay. Which, I see he’s doing just fine.” His lips pressed together into a frown that I knew was meant for me.
I hurt him, and he had every right to be mad at me. I tried to keep my focus on him, so he wouldn’t suspect something was wrong.
“Where are you going?” I asked, stepping closer to him. He looked good standing there in his jeans and long-sleeved, button-down black shirt. His eyes were a darker blue than normal. I still cared about him and genuinely felt bad for falling for Hunter again.
“I’m not sure. I might go to one of our other houses. I’m sorry for holding you back, Londyn. I didn’t mean to put you in further danger. I thought they would’ve left you alone if they saw your powers weren’t fully developed yet.” He sighed, lowering his head.
“You don’t have to go,” I looked over at Hunter, motioning my eyes toward Wyatt.
“Yeah. You don’t have to leave, Wyatt. I can help Londyn. That way, she will have both of us here to protect her,” Hunter said, taking a step closer to me.
Wyatt stood there, studying what I assumed was how close Hunter had moved toward me. Hunter wasn’t helping the situation at all by intentionally trying to make Wyatt jealous.
“It would be better if I left. Again, I’m sorry, Londyn.” He started walking toward the couple of steps leading to the foyer.
“Wyatt…” I turned around, watching him pause at the doorway. “Please don’t leave,” I said, moving closer.
“I have to.” He walked up the steps, not turning back to look at me.
Hunter grabbed my hand as I took a step forward. “Let him go.”
“Did you actually just say let him go?” I turned my head to the right, raising my eyebrow.
“Yes,” Hunter said, turning to meet my gaze. His eyes were hard.
I jerked my hand away and took off after Wyatt, flying over the couple steps. “Wyatt! Please don’t go,” I yelled.
“I can’t stay here right now. Please, let me go,” he said, glancing back over his left shoulder. He stood there for a brief minute, then turned his head back around and walked out the door.
I wanted to run out the door after him, but I respected his wishes and let him go. I stood there staring at the door, watching his headlights come to life through the twelve tiny windows at the top of the door. A few minutes later, darkness was all that was left, along with the realization that Wyatt was gone again; I didn’t feel guilty, but rather a large, aching pit opened in the bottom of my stomach. I had hurt both of them.
“Londyn?” Hunter said, walking up behind me. “Let’s go in the living room.” He took my hand, trying to gently pull me away from the door.
“How could we just let him leave like that?” I questioned, turning toward him.
“Because he didn’t want to stay.” Hunter helped me sit down on the couch.
“Let me go get you something to drink. I’ll be right back.” Hunter was out of the room before I had a chance to say anything.
I pulled out my phone and sent Gavin a quick text about Wyatt being here when we arrived. He sent one back within seconds, asking if he was still there. I told him he left a few minutes ago and that we didn’t know where he went. I told him I would tell him more when I got home later and not to let Mom know.
Hunter returned fifteen minutes later with two glasses of lemonade and asked if I wanted anything to eat. Food was the last thing on my mind. He sat down across from me on the other couch. I got the feeling he knew I needed some space right now with what just happened.
“Are you okay, Londyn?” Hunter asked, putting his glass down on the table.
“Yeah,” I said, turning my focus toward the fire in the fireplace. “Where do you think he went?” I asked, keeping my eyes on the dancing flames.
“I have no idea. I do know he went somewhere to clear his head. And I don’t know when he’ll be back.” Hunter sat back, letting his right ankle resting on top of his left knee. He stretched his arms across the back of the couch.
“How can you sit there and not be worried about your brother?” I asked in disbelief.
“What do you want me to say, Londyn? This is how Wyatt is! When things get hard and too much to bear, Big Brother does a disappearing act. So, yeah! I’m not worried about him.”
I sat there, staring back at him wide-eyed, not believing what I’d just heard come flying out of his mouth. I tried to say something several times, but nothing would come out. I was afraid that if I started talking, it would come out all at once, making me sound like a complete idiot.
“What?” he snapped back.
“Nothing. I think I should go home. Night, Hunter,” I said, getting up off the couch.
“Do you need me to drive in front of you so you won’t get lost?”
“At this point, I’d rather take my chance getting lost than have you help me.”
“Really? There are things around us that you will never understand. We aren’t the loving family he likes to portray sometimes. So, no, I don’t feel bad about letting him go.”
“You’re right. I don’t understand and probably never will. All I know is that you are being a complete ass, and I don’t want to be around you. Night, Hunter.” I turned, heading for the door, not giving him a chance to say anything in his defense.
I got in my car, pressing what I thought was the radio button, but a computer-simulated voice came through my car. “Starting navigation.” After 10 minutes of messing with it, I managed to figure out how to input my address.
I arrived home twenty minutes later, which meant I was speeding because last night it took us over thirty minutes to get to his house. I locked my car up, then strolled up to the door, dreading the questions that awaited me in my room.
Mom and Jules were doing their normal thing when I wasn’t home, watching scary movies. I went to the kitchen to get me something to drink before heading to my room.
I had a good idea. Gavin was already in there. I grabbed some chips and salsa, even though I wasn’t really hungry.
“I had a feeling you would be in here, waiting for me to get home,” I said, pushing my bedroom door closed with my foot.
“Yeah, I didn’t feel like watching scary movies with your mom and Jules. So, what happened?” Gavin said, taking the chips and salsa out of my hands before I spilled my drink all over my bed.
“Thanks. Want me to go get you a drink?” I asked, putting my glass down on the nightstand.
“No, I will go get it. That way, it will give you a chance to change your clothes,” he said, hopping up off the bed.
I hurried up, grabbed a pair of yoga pants and a t-shirt that I used for a night-shirt. I curled up on the bed with my pillows propped against the headboard, waiting for Gavin to come back in with his drink and whatever else he got to eat.
“I’m back with my drink and more food. I got super hungry when I saw you had chips and salsa. Nothing else sounded good, so I made some popcorn with White Cheddar. You want some?” he asked, moving the bowl side-to-side right under my nose.
“Sure.” I giggled, taking the bowl from him as he propped up pillows.
“So, what happened at Hunter’s?” he asked, popping a piece of popcorn in his mouth.
I let out a sigh, reaching for my drink. “Wyatt was there,” I said, looking out the corner of my eye as I took a quick drink.
“You texted me that earlier.” He took a sip of his drink.
“Yeah, he was there, but then quickly left. I think he knows what happened between Hunter and me, even though he didn’t come right out and say it. I still got a distinct feeling that he knew.” I sighed, tossing the chip back in the bag.
“Did he say anything that led on that he knew you had sex with Hunter?”
“No. But I could tell something was really bothering him.”
“Well, do you think maybe just seeing you with Hunter could’ve bothered him more than anything?” Gavin said, dipping a chip in the salsa.
“I thought about that. Hunter didn’t help matters either. That’s the main reason why I came home early. He turned into such an ass. I didn’t want to hear his reasoning either.”
By the time Mom came in to check on us, we had already been talking about things other than Hunter and Wyatt. They were still on my mind, but I didn’t want to talk about them anymore. I craved anything normal, even if that meant sitting in my room talking with my best friend. The greatest friend I could’ve ever asked for. What friend gives up everything to move away with you, knowing more than likely they could never go back to their old life? It was times like these that I missed Sam the most. The three of us sitting up in my room, talking about boys, school gossip, and any other thing we could think of to talk about.
The next morning, I woke up to the tiny pings of rain hitting my window. I laid there, thinking how wonderful it would be to just be able to have one day free of drama. That would make for an amazing day.
“Londyn, are you up yet?” Gavin asked through my closed door.
“Yeah.” I yawned.
“I thought I’d give you a heads up before you walk into the kitchen,” he said, turning the doorknob as he slowly closed the door.
“What are you talking about…” I shot up, hurling my comforter and sheet to the end of the bed. “Hunter’s here, isn’t he?”
“Yeah. He’s in the kitchen with your Mom. Go get a quick shower, and I will go let your Mom know you are getting ready.” Gavin was out the door before I had a chance to respond. I spun around, flinging my closet door open. This had become a ridiculous habit with me. Finding something to wear shouldn’t be such a chore or take that long. I grabbed a pair of black leggings and a light-weight, long-sleeved, grey tunic. I laid them out on my bed, then ran to the bathroom to take the quickest shower in the history of showers.
I had just enough time to do a natural look with my makeup, dried my hair, then threw it up in a bun.
“Londyn?” Hunter knocked on my door.
“What do you want?” I opened the door.
“Wow. You look great,” he said, gazing at me.
“Thank you. Again, what are you doing here? Especially this early in the morning.” I eased past him, closing my door behind me.
“Early? It’s almost noon.” He chuckled.
“No, it’s not.” I insisted, walking down the hall.
“If you say so.”
Mom was in the living room and mentioned my muffin and fruit from breakfast was in the refrigerator. I stood there in the opening to the living room, waiting for Hunter to tell me he told me so, but I heard nothing instead.
The growling and rumbling coming from my stomach told me it was time to go eat my muffin and fruit. Hunter followed close behind me on the way to the kitchen, whispering that he needed to talk to me once we were out of earshot.
“What do you want to talk about, Hunter? You said quite a bit last night. What more could you have to say?” My voice was muffled by me shuffling things around in the refrigerator.
“Well, if you give me a chance, I want to tell you that I’m sorry for being an ass last night.”
I stood up, the back of my arm brushing against him. There I was between him and the open refrigerator, unable to move. He smelled of musk, cinnamon, and maybe a hint of floral. It was driving me insane with desire.
“Why should I believe you?” I stepped back, making him move back as well.
I closed the refrigerator door, sitting the plate down in front of the microwave, then walked over to the table with my bowl of fruit.
“I’m sorry, Londyn,” Hunter said, stepping closer to my plate on the counter. “Please forgive me. I will tell you everything.”
“You don’t have to tell me everything, but you could be more compassionate when it comes to your brother,” I said, placing the plate in the microwave.
“I want to tell you everything. No more secrets.” He grabbed me around the waist, pulling me closer to him.
“Hunter…” My voice trailed off as I looked around him toward the kitchen doorway.
“Londyn, I don’t care who knows. I love you.”
“You what?” I hesitated.
“I love you. I have for a long time now. I don’t know why I didn’t say it before.” He wrapped his arms around me tighter.
“Hunter, my mom might come in here any minute.” I tried wiggling myself free of his grasp.
“Londyn, I’ve already talked to your mom about you and me. She’s okay with it.” He lessened his grasp around my waist, allowing me to step back.
I got my muffin out of the microwave and walked over to the table. He told me he talked to Mom, but I knew her better. She may have said she was okay with us, but in all reality, she was fuming inside. I started eating my bowl of watermelon, honeydew, cantaloupe, and grapes. I had more grapes and honeydew over the other two types of melon.
“Are you going to say anything?” he asked, pulling out the chair next to me.
“About?” I popped a piece of blueberry muffin in my mouth.
“About your mom knowing.”
I picked a blueberry out of my muffin, popping it in my mouth. I don’t know what he wanted me to say. I sat there, continuing to pick at my muffin and finish my fruit. Either he would get tired of the silence and go find Gavin or sit here waiting for something that wasn’t going to come. I got up and carried my plate and bowl over to the sink to wash it.
“Londyn? Are you going to forgive me?” he whispered. The hairs on my arms stood up when the warmth of his breath hit my neck.
I spun around, wrapping my arms around his neck, pulling him into a kiss. I melted in his arms the second his strong lips touched mine.
“I take it that you forgive me.” He smiled, turning to walk out of the kitchen.
It wasn’t really forgiveness. I couldn’t fight my feelings for him any longer. I guess they had always been there and just got buried under the hurt of him, leaving me without a word.
Most wouldn’t be able to get past the fact that he brought danger to my house that caused my father’s death if, in fact, he was truly dead. I didn’t blame him for my father. I felt Genevieve would’ve found us eventually, with or without Hunter’s help. I cared about Wyatt, but I couldn’t stay away from Hunter. There was something about him that kept me from getting too far away. He made me feel alive, despite the danger that seemed to consume every waking minute of my life.
“Hey. I take it everything is better between you and Hunter?” Gavin asked, walking up beside me. He was dressed in khakis and a dark red and black plaid shirt.
“I don’t know about better. I don’t know what it is about him, but I can’t stay mad for long. It’s annoying as hell, though.” I tossed the towel down on the counter. “You look nice. You leaving?” I asked,
“Hunter said something about the three of us doing something. Honestly, you need to get out for a while.” Gavin grabbed a glass from the cabinet. “Stop squinting your eyes shut, too.”
“What are you talking about?” I said, glaring over at him.
“You know exactly what I’m talking about. You squint your eyes shut whenever you don’t want to do something,” he said, raising an eyebrow.
“Whatever.” I stormed out of the kitchen.
“You can “whatever” me all you want!” he hollered.
I took a couple more steps and could hear faint chuckles from the kitchen. I paused, rolling my eyes quickly before anyone caught me.
“Londyn, I thought the three of us could go out for a little bit. I will be close to you, so you don’t have to worry about anything,” Hunter said, walking up to me in the entryway.
My eyes studied his five o’clock shadow, the little dimples by his mouth when he smiled, and lastly, his gorgeous eyes. Staring into his eyes never got old.
“Okay,” I said, blinking my eyes.
“Great.”
“Are we leaving?” Gavin asked, walking out of the kitchen.
“Yeah. I’m in the mood for some coffee,” Hunter said, taking my hand.
“Mom, do you want me to bring you back anything?” I asked, looking over Hunter’s shoulder at her in the living room.
She didn’t say anything but gave me a little shake of her head no, not taking her eyes off the book she was reading. I told the guys I was ready whenever they wanted to leave. I hurried down the hall to my room to grab my wristlet and was back within a couple of minutes. I told Gavin to grab his wallet and key to the car. He reached into his pockets, producing his wallet and key. I wrapped my arm around Gavin, then told Mom we would be back later.
Gavin freed his arm from mine and opened the passenger door for me. I told him Hunter could ride up front with him, that I wanted to check out the backseat. He closed the door and opened the back passenger door for me. I just wanted to sit back and enjoy being around my best friend and my “unofficial” boyfriend.
“Where do we want to go for coffee?” Gavin asked, backing out of the driveway.
“We could go to Express,” I said, looking down at my phone.
“Are you sure you want to go there, Londyn? After what happened the last time we were there?” Hunter asked, looking over at Gavin.
“Hunter’s got a good point,” Gavin agreed, looking back at me in the rearview mirror.
“I can’t be afraid all the time. That’s no life,” I stated, staring out the window at the cloudless blue sky.
“Well, I guess you heard the girl? Express café it is.” Hunter smiled.
Gavin sped toward Downtown Mall, asking what everyone was going to get. I wasn’t in the mood for my normal latte and mentioned that a good cold brew sounded good. Something different.
“Not your usual?” Gavin chuckled. “Wow, you are living dangerously today.
“Funny.” I rolled my eyes.
“I thought it was pretty funny,” Hunter laughed, turning his head to peek back at me.
“You both can kiss my ass,” I smirked.
The rest of the day went by in the blink of an eye. I didn’t want Monday to come. I wasn’t prepared to face Delaney.
I woke up the next morning to a dreary, grey sky, but it wasn’t raining yet. I wanted to pull the covers over my head and go back to sleep, but I had to get going before Jules beat me to the shower. Honestly, I wanted to go back to yesterday, enjoying the day out with Gavin and Hunter. It was great not having to worry about accidentally hurting someone or someone trying to hurt us. I slid my feet out from under my warm comforter, letting the soft plush fibers of my area rug tickle the bottom of them.
I cracked my door open, listening to see if Gavin or Jules was in the bathroom. I didn’t hear banging cabinet doors or running water, so I made a mad dash for the bathroom.
“Londyn! I need in there!” Jules banged on the door.
“I’ll be out in a minute!” I yelled over the running water.
I could’ve been mean, taking a little longer than normal, but I was nice and got out fast. I opened the bathroom door, and yelled for her down the hall. She came flying out of her room, running toward me. I managed to jump out of the way in fear she was going to tackle me.
I closed my bedroom door behind me, exhaling as I made my way over to my closet. I shivered when I grabbed the doorknob, opening the closet door. I shuffled through my clothes, trying to find something that I hadn’t worn that was also “school appropriate.”
“Londyn?” Gavin asked through my closed door.
“You can come in. I’m dressed.”
“Are you sure?” He barely cracked my door open.
“Will you get in here?”
“Wow… You look great.” His mouth was hanging wide open.
“You don’t think it’s too much?” I said, looking down at my floral, black dress.
“A little bit, but that’s why I love it!” He walked over to my closet, flipping through my clothes. “But I’d wear a jean jacket over it. You might make some guy horny with your bare shoulders.” He rolled his eyes, helping me slip the jacket on. “Please, tell me you aren’t wearing heels or flats with your dress? That’s so basic.”
“No. I was going to wear my new canvas shoes with it. I know, still basic, but it’s better than heels or flats.” I gave a quick smirk, then grabbed my shoes out of the closet.
“I’ll forgive you this one time.” He laughed. “Oh, I almost forgot why I came in here. Your mom sent me to tell you breakfast was almost ready. She made French toast this morning and bacon.”
I sat the box on the bed, flipping the lid off my brand new, white canvas shoes. I grabbed my phone off the nightstand and noticed it blinking, letting me know I had a notification. I swiped the screen open, and there was a text from Hunter.
Good morning! I can’t wait to see you this morning.
The corners of my mouth started curling up in a big smile as I stood there, staring down at the simple text that made my heart skip.
“I take it Hunter sent you something?” Gavin smiled, turning to walk out of my room before I could say something.
I pushed the button, putting my phone in sleep mode. I made sure I had everything before I walked out of my room because I wouldn’t have time later for one last look. I walked out of my room right as Mom yelled at the top of her lungs that breakfast was ready. It was the simple things like this that I longed for the most.
“I love your outfit,” Jules said, walking out of her room.
I had a good feeling about the day when I pulled into the school parking lot. Kids were scattered throughout the school grounds. Some were sitting at the picnic tables, some were playing basketball, but the majority of them were walking to the school entrance. The dreary day I woke up to was now gone, welcoming the warm sun in its place.
Jules took off with her friends the minute her foot hit the pavement. Gavin and I headed into the school to our lockers. I caught myself looking over my shoulder as we made our way down the crowded halls in an attempt to get to our lockers before the first bell.
“Londyn?” Gavin questioned.
“Huh?” I mumbled, looking in every direction.
“Everything okay? You seem preoccupied at the moment.”
“Yeah, sorry. I thought Hunter would’ve caught up to us by now. Guess I will see him when I get to Math class.” I redirected my focus back to Gavin.
“I’m sure he’s all right, Londyn.” Gavin’s mouth curled up in a half-smile.
“You’re probably right. I’m just being paranoid,” I admitted.
We talked about going to Express after school for some coffee, and I mentioned that we needed to invite Delaney. Gavin quickly reminded me that I needed to tell her about Hunter and me before it was too late.
“Hey, Londyn. Sorry about not being able to hang out over the weekend,” Delaney said, walking up to the left of us.
“Hey, Delaney. It’s okay. Sorry, you had to work pretty much all weekend. I hope you got to enjoy a little bit of it at least.”
“Not much of it. When I wasn’t working, I was stuck in my room, trying to do my homework, so I didn’t fall behind. I’m so tired.” She yawned.
“You look great, though.” I peeked over at her, smiling. I wasn’t lying. She did look great. She was wearing her hair down again, and her makeup was a little more than a natural look. It played up her eyes more.
“Thanks, Londyn. You look great today. I really like your dress. Nice touch with the canvas shoes,” she said, smiling down at my shoes.
“You don’t think it’s too much?” I asked, looking down at my dress.
“No.” Her smile widened.
Hunter walked past us and smiled at me when Delaney looked away for a split second. I felt terrible for lying to Delaney, but I knew the truth would hurt even more. I had to figure out a way to let her know soon.
“Everything okay, Delaney?” I asked real quick as Miss Flynn walked in, closing the door behind her, letting us know class was about to begin.
“Yeah. Londyn, you don’t have to pretend anymore. I know you like Hunter and that he likes you too.”
I couldn’t say anything except sit there wide-eyed with my mouth hanging open. I blinked a couple of times, closing my mouth. The only thing I could think of to say was why she thought that. By the time she was about to answer me back, Miss Flynn had started talking about the test review coming up in a few days. I tried to pay attention in class but kept glancing over at Delaney, trying to figure out if she was hurt, mad, or both. I didn’t know her well enough to know her expressions that well, so it was turning into a guessing game.
She didn’t talk much in the next class, and I couldn’t really fill Gavin in on what was going on because she sat at the same table. I would have to wait until I saw him on the way to the cafeteria to tell him. Hunter was texting in between all this too, which made it even harder not to smile. The bell rang for the class to end, and my smile quickly disappeared, knowing I had to go deal with Elena and Denise in English class. The mere thought of them made my blood boil. I wasn’t in the mood right now to deal with their snide remarks about me.
Delaney hopped down out of her chair, telling us she would see us at lunch. The minute her foot hit the hall floor, she got mixed in the crowds of kids, rushing by the classroom, heading to their lockers or next class.
“What’s wrong with Delaney? You told her about Hunter? No, that can’t be it; she wasn’t that upset,” he stated, picking up his book off the table.
“She knows,” I mumbled, hoping he wouldn’t hear me.
“She brought it up to me right before Math class started.” I grabbed my books and headed for the doorway.
“Wait a minute. I’m confused,” he said, hurrying behind. “So, you didn’t tell her anything?”
“Nope. Trust me; I was just as surprised as you are now. I didn’t know what to say to her. I fought with the question was she upset or not all through class, not able to pay attention to the review. Now tonight, I have to cram for the test in a few days.” I sighed.
“I will help you study tonight at home,” he said, heading for the door.
“Thanks, Gavin. I’ll see you at lunch,” I said, following close behind him out into the hall craziness.
The closer I got to English class, the desire to run out of the school grew by the second. I tilted my head back, exhaling. I counted to ten, then forced a smile on my face. I gripped the sides of my books and walked through the doorway. My eyes darted over toward Elena and Denise, who were leaning over their desks into the aisle. I had to laugh when one guy went out of his way to walk in between them every few minutes, making them mad.
“You look nice today, Londyn,” Jacob said, looking up at me as I walked past him.
“Thanks.” I smiled.
“Have you heard from Wyatt?” he asked, turning sideways in his chair.
I paused a few steps away from my desk. I turned slightly to my right, peeking back at him over my shoulder. “No, I don’t think I’m going to hear from him for a long time.” I took the next couple of steps, placing my books on my desk.
“I’m sorry. I’m not saying now, but when you are up to it, maybe we can do something? As friends.” He smiled.
“We are going to Express after school today. Want to join us?” I said, sitting down in my seat.
“It’s going to be me, Gavin, Delaney, and Hunter. You are welcome to come along if you want.” I smiled, getting my phone out of my bag.
“Sure. I’ve heard that place is really good. How about I meet all of you there after school?”
“Great. I’ll let the others know at lunch.” I smiled.
Mrs. Sykes walked in and told everyone to get their books out with a no-nonsense tone, and we did exactly what she said. I was new, but I could tell she wasn’t in the mood for kids clowning around in class today.
“You look beautiful,” Hunter said from behind me.
“You haven’t seen the front of me.” I giggled, turning around to face him.
“Wow…” His eyes lit up, and the corners of his mouth curled up in an even bigger smile.
“Thank you.” I looked up at him, biting the right side of my lip.
He took my hand, pulling me closer to him, his eyes wild with desire. He lowered his head, his mouth less than an inch from mine.
“Hunter…” I paused, looking to my right to make sure no one was paying attention to us.
“Londyn, I don’t care who sees us. I’m tired of pretending there is nothing going on between us,” he whispered. He took a step back, widening the space between us to avoid drawing attention to us. Then again, I didn’t think anyone was paying much attention to us, whizzing by in a hurry to get to the cafeteria or their other class.
We started walking in the direction of the cafeteria, talking about after school and what we were going to order from Express. I stopped in the middle of the hall, kids bumping into me as they flew by.
“What’s wrong, Londyn?” Hunter asked, his eyes looking over the top of my head.
“I hope you aren’t mad at me, but I invited Jacob from my English class to go with us later to Express. He’s just a friend.” I took a couple of steps toward him, searching his eyes for reassurance that he wasn’t mad.
“That’s fine.” He smiled. “Londyn, I’m not insecure like Wyatt. I’m not going to lash out at every guy that talks to you. You are allowed to have friends other than Gavin.”
“Thanks for understanding.” My eyes darted toward the cafeteria doors. I knew what lay beyond those doors, and I wasn’t in the right frame of mine to deal with it. Delaney did say she knew Hunter liked me, but life was never that simple anymore.
I took a deep breath and stepped through the doorway. I glanced around and found Gavin and Delaney at what had become our normal table. Delaney motioned me to go sit next to her while Gavin was to the right of her. I couldn’t help but breathe a sigh of relief when she smiled, motioning at me.
“Jacob told me on the way to the cafeteria that you invited him to Express with us. Thanks for inviting him. He hasn’t been going out much since the breakup. I’ve been trying to get him to go out.”
“No problem. He’s a nice guy. She will realize what she’s lost one day when it’s too late,” I said, pulling the chair back.
“Again, thanks.” She smiled.
I made my way up to the salad bar to see if there was anything worth eating. Much to my surprise, it looked decent today. I grabbed a salad bowl and started filling it up with veggies. I made one last trip around to make sure I didn’t miss anything. Denise and Elena came parading up to the salad bar, but it wasn’t for anything to eat.
Before I could make a fast getaway, they were there in my face, trying to intimidate me with their resting bitch faces. I tried to move around them, but they mimicked my moves. After three failed attempts of trying to get around them, I planted my feet a few inches apart, making sure the bowl was in my right hand. I didn’t want to accidentally throw an energy ball at them, no matter how much they deserved it.




Chapter 14





“What the hell do you two want?” I asked, gripping the bowl.
“We want to know your secret? First, it was Wyatt, and now you walk in with Hunter. They are both hot. So, who kisses better?” Elena said, raising an eyebrow.
“Can you keep a secret?” I whispered, leaning in closer to both of them.
“Yes,” they both answered at the same time.
“So can I.” I dashed around both of them as they stood there dumbfounded.
I was back at the table by the time they turned around. They wouldn’t dare come over here and start shit with me around Hunter.
Hunter asked me what that was all about. I told him there were a couple of girls who had a crush on him and Wyatt and the presidents of my fan club. Gavin and Delaney busted out in laughter as Hunter’s eyes narrowed. I forgot he didn’t know about how much they hated me. I told him about how they went out of their way most days to harass me. I made sure he understood they were harmless, and I could handle them.
I shivered as a cold chill ran down my back. I shot up out of my chair, knocking it to the floor with a loud thud that echoed throughout the cafeteria. I thought my head was going to spin around as fast as I was moving it from side to side, scanning the room. I paused, staring straight in front of me as I heard the faint clicking of heels, getting louder the closer they got. I spun around, extending my right hand out to the side of me, ready to generate an energy ball. The cafeteria was eerily quiet all of a sudden. Hunter stepped forward, trying to position himself between me and my chair, which was still on the floor. Out the corner of my eye, I could see Gavin’s hand suspended a few inches from his mouth, holding a French fry. I turned my head slowly from left to right, glancing at all the kids suspended in time, not having a clue shit was about to get real.
“Oh, isn’t that sweet? You think you can protect her from me,” an unrecognizable voice hissed.
“You know I can protect her better than you think!” Hunter’s voice was deep.
I shifted back around to see who Hunter was yelling at. The first thing that caught my eye was the familiar black cape with the red-lining. My eyes slowly made their way up the cape, stopping to study the perfect red ringlets that hung down past her shoulders. I didn’t have to look any further to know who was standing there in front of me. I opened my mouth, letting out the breath that I had been holding for a couple of minutes.
“Ryker was right. She doesn’t look like much. Which will make it all that much easier to kill her?”
I took a step forward, raising my right hand a little higher. Hunter moved, shielding me from her. It didn’t matter which direction I tried to get around him; his body moved in sequence with me. I wasn’t afraid of Genevieve, and I wanted to prove it. I managed to peek around him long enough to get a better look at her. Her skin looked as if it had never felt the warmth of the sun. Her eyes, from what I could tell, looked to be green.
“You’re too cute, protecting your love. Does she know about you? The whole story? I can tell by the look on your face that she doesn’t. What a pity.”
“What the hell do you want, Genevieve?” Hunter demanded.
“You know what I want.”
I escaped from behind Hunter, staring right at Genevieve as the corners of her lips curled up in a sinister smile. We stood there, studying one another. The hatred she had for me flashed in her eyes.
“Hunter, it would be my pleasure to tell her about you and Wyatt. I’m sure she’s dying to know now.” Her eyes shifted over to him, then back to me.
“Genevieve, I’m not going to ask you again? What the hell do you want?” His voice was filled with authority.
“Little boy, you don’t scare me. Either you tell her, or I will kill her friend with the pretty, red hair,” she said, looking past us back at Delaney, who was frozen with her phone in her hands.
“I’ll kill you if you harm her!” I screamed.
“Whatever,” she said, fanning her hand to the side as if I was a pesky fly. “Hunter, you have exactly five minutes to tell her before I kill the girl.”
“Tell me what?” I insisted, turning sideways, so I could keep an eye on Genevieve too.
“Hunter! What is she talking about?” I yelled, leaning back to make sure Delaney was still okay.
He looked at Genevieve, clenching his jaw, then moved closer to me. “Wyatt and I are warlocks,” he said.
I stood there, tilting my head to the right, trying to figure out why he told me something I already knew.
“Nice try. Now, tell her the truth, or the girl dies!” Genevieve demanded.
Hunter closed his eyes, exhaling. “Wyatt and I are older than you think.” He sighed.
“A couple of years older? Who cares?” I stated.
“No, we are nineteen and eighteen. But we’ve been those ages for a while now.”
I furrowed my brows more than I tried to make sense of what he had just told me. “What do you mean by a while?”
“A while as in years. I mean a lot of years,” he mumbled.
I let my mouth fall open, not able to say anything. My head was spinning from the information he’d just given me. I understood what he’d said, but I didn’t know how to comprehend it. I stood there, looking around the room, waiting for time to start back up again.
“I’ve been eighteen years old since 1865.” His eyes, fierce with anger, darted toward Genevieve.
“See, that wasn’t that hard now, was it?” She laughed. “I knew if I threatened to kill someone, you would confess your secret to her.”
“It doesn’t change how I feel about him. So, your little plan didn’t work. Nice try,” I blurted out.
“Wow, you’ve got a dumb one on your hands, Hunter. Maybe I should do you a huge favor and kill her now?” Her hands started, rising up on each side of her, flipping her cape up onto her shoulders.
Hunter put himself between Genevieve and me, keeping one hand on me so I wouldn’t dart out from behind him again. The lights flickered a few seconds; lightning flashed toward the ceiling. I had no idea what I was going to do to protect myself and my friends, but I had to do something. I raised my hands, hoping I could immobilize anything that came my way.
“Londyn! MOVE!” Hunter yelled.
Everything became a blur as my body crashed to the floor.
I opened my eyes, rolling over onto my back. I blinked a few times, trying to get my eyes to focus. The cafeteria was now filled with a smokey haze and the fire alarms going off. I turned my head slowly to my right, then to my left. Hunter was about a foot away from me, lying on his side, not moving. I stretched my hand out, calling his name. I managed to scoot a little closer to him, barely able to touch his fingers.
“Hunter, wake up. I need you to wake up.” My voice cracked as the tears started to flow.
He let out a moan. “Londyn, are you okay?” His voice was hoarse.
“I think so.” Then, I realized Genevieve could still be lingering around. I shot up off the floor, ignoring the pain that was riddling my body. I rubbed my eyes a little bit, then started scanning the room in front of me for any signs of Genevieve. Hunter was by my side within a matter of seconds, making sure I wasn’t hurt. I reassured him that I was fine.
Once I realized that she was no longer anywhere around and my mind calmed down for a split second. I turned around and noticed we weren’t by our table.
“OH MY GOD! Where’s Gavin and Delaney?” I screamed. I took a few steps, stumbling to the floor. I raised my head, turning to my left to find a blood-soaked hand laid out flat in front of me. I pushed up off the floor, peering down at the hand, afraid to see who it belonged to. My eyes traced up the bloody hand, and I knew without a doubt who was lying there before me.
“Oh, Jacob.” I knelt down beside him, checking to see if I could feel his pulse. I checked his wrist and neck, but there was nothing. I couldn’t leave him lying there with his eyes open. I slid my hand down his forehead to his eyes, closing his eyelids.
“Londyn, he’s gone. We need to find Gavin and Delaney. Please.” His voice was soft.
“I couldn’t save him,” I said, wiping a tear away before it had a chance to escape down my cheek.
“Londyn, you couldn’t have done anything, no matter how hard you tried. Come on. We need to find our friends.” Hunter said again, easing me up off the floor.
I glanced back at Jacob, lying there lifeless on the floor as Hunter led me away searching for our friends. Hunter had to pull me away from a couple of other kids who had been killed by them, yet I couldn’t stop thinking about how I had the power to help them but instead let them die. We helped a lot of them to their feet, ensuring they were all right before continuing our search through the rubble for Gavin and Delaney. Tables were split in half or shattered into a hundred pieces. Chairs had been thrown across the room; some were laying where the glass doors once led out to the courtyard. While standing in this horrific scene, I found myself wondering why no one had come running to the cafeteria. I paused, letting go of Hunter’s hand as I stood there amid smoke and debris.
“Why are you trying to lead me out of the lunchroom? We have to find Gavin and Delaney,” I said, peering back over my shoulder.
“They are safe outside,” he said, holding out his hand.
“Oh. Okay.” I went to take Hunter’s hand, unable to move my feet. It was like my feet were glued to the floor.
“Londyn, come with me. I need you to come outside with me.”
“Londyn! Don’t go with him!” I heard a voice scream off in the distance. “Londyn!”
“You aren’t real. None of this is real,” I stated, looking around the cafeteria.
“What do you mean this isn’t real? Londyn, take my hand,” he stated.
“Londyn! NO!”
I turned around to find Hunter standing a few feet behind me. I blinked a couple of times, trying to figure out how he got past me.
“Londyn, I need you to come with me.” His voice came from behind me.
“How are you doing that?” I asked, turning back toward the shattered doors.
“Londyn, I’m behind you. That isn’t me. Listen to your instinct. Why would I lure you out of the cafeteria without Gavin? You know I would never let you leave without your best friend.”
I shifted to the point I could see both Hunters standing a few feet away from me on either side. I took a couple of steps back, so I was able to keep a better eye on both of them. I had to be sure and choose the right one. Choosing the wrong one would lead to my death.
“Londyn, please come with me,” the one said over by the doorway. “You need to come with me.”
“Londyn, don’t go with her. She’s trying to lure you away. None of this is real. Gavin is sitting at the table with Delaney, talking about coffee at Express after school. You go with her; you’ll never see Gavin again.”
I raised my hands up in a flash, not taking my eyes off the Hunter that just spoke, standing close to the middle of the cafeteria. The familiar glow was coming from both palms instead of just my right hand. My eyes quickly darted toward the doorway as I hurled the left energy ball toward Genevieve, who dropped the Hunter facade. She raised her hand, absorbing the energy ball.
Hunter was by my side, staring down at Genevieve. “You’ve had your fun. You need to leave, now!” he bellowed, putting himself in front of me.
“Still with the threats. Who do you think you are talking to?” Genevieve said, taking a couple of steps closer, her eyes fierce.
Without drawing attention to myself, I slid to the left, trying to keep my right hand hidden behind Hunter. I kept it low, barely raising it up, generating an energy ball. I concentrated on Genevieve while she and Hunter traded insults back and forth, so I would have better control of my throw. I shoved Hunter out of the way with my left hand, throwing the energy ball toward Genevieve. She dodged out of the way, glaring back at me.
“You have no idea who you are messing with! I suggest you not do that again if you want to see your mother and sister again,” she hissed through gritted teeth.
“I’m not scared of you!” I seethed.
“You will be.” She lowered her head, raising an eyebrow. She quickly fled out of the doorway. The minute she passed through the shattered doors, everything was back to normal. The sun was beaming through the glass doors. The tables were all back in their original places, with kids sitting around them eating, talking, and laughing. I stood there, soaking in the delightful sounds of chairs banging against the tables, trays clanking together across the room, but nothing compared to my friend’s voice.
“Londyn, thanks again for inviting me to join you guys after school,” Jacob said. His voice was sheer music to my ears.
I turned around, smiling back at him. “You’re welcome,” I said, dabbing a joyful tear from the corner of my eye. I wanted to wrap my arms around him and hug him tight. A few minutes ago, I thought he was gone forever because of me.
“You okay, Londyn?” He lowered his head, glancing at me with sincere concern.
“Yeah, I couldn’t be better.” I smiled, glad that Jacob was still alive and that none of that was real. “I’ll see you back at class,” I said as he started to walk away.
I looked to my right to find Gavin and Delaney laughing as they gathered up their things to head back to class. At that moment, I realized I had to do everything in my power to protect my family and friends.
“You okay?” Gavin questioned, handing me my bookbag.
“Yeah.” I smiled, looking around the unscathed cafeteria.
Hunter grabbed hold of my hand as we made our way to the hall. I didn’t even pull my hand away in fear someone would see us. He saved me from being lured away by Genevieve’s trick. I could never let Mom know what happened today because she would freak out, making us move away from Charlottesville. I wasn’t for moving here at first, but it had started to grow on me, and it was starting to feel more and more like home.
“Thank you, Hunter,” I whispered, letting go of his hand to walk into English.
“You’re welcome. Thank you for trusting me enough to know I would’ve never led you away from your friends.”
I raised up on my tiptoes, kissing his cheek. “You’re welcome. Again, thank you.” I went into class, glancing over my right shoulder back at him.
I smiled down at Jacob on my way to my seat, overjoyed he wasn’t dead. I don’t know what I would’ve done had it been real. I closed my eyes, trying to get the thought out of my head. I took a deep breath in, turning to sit down in my seat. My eyes wandered over to the empty seat that was once Wyatt’s. He needed to be here, helping us with Genevieve. I know I hurt him, but to up and leave the way he did was selfish. Hunter abandoned me too. What was it with guys and me wanting to leave the minute things got tough?
I could hear whispering and giggles over in the direction of Elena and Denise, knowing full well it was directed at me. I wasn’t in the mood for their stupid antics. I was thrilled about Jacob, but Genevieve was still out there, making plans for her next move. I had to be ready to protect my loved ones.
“Did Wyatt finally get tired of you?” Elena said,
I kept looking straight ahead toward the front of the classroom because I knew if I turned around, something terrible was going to happen.
“Honestly, I don’t know what he ever saw in you in the first place.” Sarcasm rolled off her tongue.
I inhaled, tilting my head back, looking up at the ceiling. I stayed like that for a few minutes, trying to keep myself from jumping up out of my chair.
“Is that some type of meltdown you are attempting?” She laughed.
I flew out of my chair over at her, glaring down, grasping both sides of her desk. “You have no idea what I’m capable of, so I suggest you shut the fuck up,” I said, through gritted teeth.
“I’m not scared of you,” Elena said, staring up at me.
“That may be true. But you should be.” I stood up, not taking my eyes off her.
“You’re crazy. You know that.” she mocked.
“You have no idea,” I said, backing up toward my desk.
I could see she was about to say something else when I heard Mrs. Sykes shoes click across the floor. I quickly sat down in my seat before I had to come up with a lie as to why I was backing away from Elena.
I walked with Jacob to Marketing class, talking about what we were going to get at Express later after school. I wasn’t in the mood for a latte today and felt the need to switch things up a bit. I remembered seeing they had a honey cinnamon cold brew listed as a new drink.
“You seem to be in a good mood,” Jacob said, stepping to the side to let me walk in Marketing first. 
“I’m thankful for friends like you.” I smiled, walking past him.
Hunter was waiting for me out in the hall after the last bell of the day. He was leaning against the wall across from my class, looking down at his phone. I stood there in the doorway, staring at him for a few minutes. I reached down into my bookbag, grabbing my phone, and quickly snapped his picture.
“Hey, beautiful.” He raised his head up, smiling over at me. “Are you ready to go to Express, or do we need to take Jules home first?” He stood up straight, walking over toward me.
“Oh, crap. I completely forgot about Jules.” I sighed.
“Hey, Londyn. I’ll see you guys at Express,” Jacob said, walking past.
“Jacob! Wait!” I yelled, hoping my voice was loud enough over the banging locker doors., loud laughter, and other yelling in the hall as well.
Before I could yell again, Hunter dashed down the hall after him. I moved away from the doorway, letting them talk. Hunter turned, motioning me to him.
“I told Jacob we had to take Jules home and that we would meet him there afterward.” Hunter smiled, taking my hand. “Do you need to go to your locker?”
“Yeah, I have to get my Spanish book to finish up my homework for tomorrow.” I smiled, gazing down at our interlocked fingers.
Jules and Gavin were already in the car by the time Hunter and I made it out of the school. There were a few cars left scattered across the parking lot, but the majority had already left. Hunter walked me to the car, opening the back passenger door for me. He said he would follow us back to the house.
“I thought we were going to Express to meet Delaney and Jacob,” Gavin said, starting the car.
“We are, but first, we are going to take Jules home.”
“Why can’t I go with you guys?” Jules asked.
“Because I’m meeting my friends. Do I go hang with you and your friends?” I stated.
“No.” She sighed. “Can we go sometime this week, then?”
“Yes.” I reached up, acting like I was scratching her shoulder with my fingernails.
“Thanks, Londyn.”
Mom was home when we arrived at the house, but I still went in to make sure everything was all right because of what happened today at lunch. Mom was in the kitchen, getting herself a drink. I told her that I was headed to Express with Hunter, Gavin, and a couple of friends from school and that I would be back later.
I dashed to my room, checking my makeup to see if I needed to do a touchup before heading back out to the car with Gavin and Hunter. I didn’t want to go back out there with eyeliner smudges under my eyes or a shiny nose that screamed Rudolph. My nose was the only area screaming for attention when I looked in the mirror.
I yelled that I was leaving as I flew out the front door.
“Hunter, do you want to sit up front with Gavin? I can sit in the back,” I said, walking up to the car.
“No. I’m fine back here.” He smiled, motioning to all the room he had back there.
“Okay.” I laughed, opening the passenger door. “I’m so ready for some coffee.”
We arrived at Downtown Mall about fifteen minutes later, parking not quite two blocks away. Gavin walked a few steps in front of Hunter and me, turning his head slightly every now and then when talking. He mainly went on about what he was going to order and asked if we had an idea of what we were going to order. I think I told him a couple of times that I was going to try their new honey cinnamon cold brew. After about the third time, I heard chuckling coming from Hunter in failed attempts to cover them up.
Out of nowhere, the image of Jacob lying there lifeless on the floor came to mind. It would haunt me forever as a reminder of what could happen if I let my guard down for a brief second. I looked away toward the street, watching the few cars drive down the road to their destination. One little girl in the backseat of an SUV waved as the vehicle slowed down to stop at the red light. I smiled and waved back at her before the SUV took off down the road again. I felt jealous of that little girl. She didn’t have to worry about hiding her true identity from her friends in fear that it would get them killed.
The light squeeze of my hand reminded me that I wasn’t alone. A smile spread across my face as I turned to look at Hunter. These brief little moments in the middle of everything going on meant the most to me.
“You okay?” he whispered close to my ear.
“Yeah.” I smiled back. I wasn’t lying to him. I was okay, even though I didn’t know what the near future held for us.
I could see Delaney and Jacob sitting at a table near the window the closer we got to Express. I watched them for a few minutes, laughing and talking. They looked really cute together. I knew they were nothing more than friends, but some would disagree by the way they were so comfortable with each other.
“Hey, Londyn,” Delaney said when we walked into Express.
“Sorry, we’re a little late. I let my mom know where I was going,” I said, sitting down next to her.
“We got here a few minutes before you got here. Let’s go order. I’m starving,” she said, getting up from her chair.
We all walked up to the counter, the guys letting Delaney and me order first. Hunter told the barista that it was all on one ticket. I told him he didn’t have to pay for everyone, but he insisted on it. Everyone ordered and thanked him for paying. He ordered two pieces of German chocolate cake and his drink, smiling over at me. He remembered what kind of cake I liked, bringing a smile to my face. Again, the little things are what matter the most.
“You look surprised,” he said, taking my hand in his.
“Maybe a little bit.”
“How could I forget?” He smiled, sitting down beside me.
“What did you get?” Delaney asked.
“I ordered their new honey cinnamon cold brew. It sounded so good the last time we were here.”
“That does sound good. I will have to try that next time,” she said, swiping her finger across her phone.
She had us all gather around the one side of the table and had Hunter hold the phone up since he was the tallest. That way, it would get all of us in the picture. We took a couple to make sure it didn’t chop anyone’s head off in the picture. I asked if she could send me some pictures, so I could have some on my phone. She sent all of them to me.
A couple of baristas brought out our drinks and food. I took a bite of the cake, closing my eyes, enjoying the delicious flavor. I’m glad he ordered it for me, even though I wasn’t that hungry. Hunter scooted over closer to me as we sat there, talking, enjoying our cake while forgetting the world around us for a few minutes.
“You two actually look great together,” Jacob said, out of nowhere.
I grabbed my drink to help wash down the cake that I almost spit out all over the table.
“Thanks.” I took a sip of my coffee.
“Sorry,” Jacob said, staring curiously at us both. “Are you not a couple?” I’m confused.
“No. We aren’t officially a couple,” Hunter said, peering over at me.
I was shocked by how deep those words cut. It was true; we weren’t an official couple. I had to wonder if maybe we already had our chance, and he blew it by leaving like he did. Our chemistry was more dynamic, and the chemistry with Wyatt was safe, comfortable.
There was nothing wrong with safe and comfortable, but it wasn’t enough for me. Wyatt trying to hold me back was not a smart move on his part, no matter his intentions.
I looked down at my smartwatch and saw it was almost five. I hopped up out of my chair, motioning Hunter and Gavin to do the same.
I told them I promised Mom that I would be home for dinner. Well, “we” would be home for dinner.
I told Delaney that I would text her later. I told Jacob I would see him in English. I gave them both a hug, then headed outside, where Gavin and Hunter were waiting for me. I looked back over my shoulder at Jacob and Delaney, and I knew I had to help get them together. They were so cute in how they leaned in toward one another.
Gavin took the lead on the way back to the car as Hunter, and I sauntered behind him, talking about Delaney and Jacob. He agreed that they did look good together, but we weren’t exactly the greatest people to play matchmakers. I paused for a few, thinking about the comment he had just made, and agreed with him.
“Hey, what’s Mom making for dinner?” Gavin asked, slowing down his stride.
“Mom?” I raised an eyebrow.
“Sorry. I forgot to tell you the other day she told me to call her Mom. I hope you don’t mind.”
“Gavin, you know I don’t mind.” I giggled. “She made chicken cordon bleu, parmesan-crusted asparagus, roasted new potatoes, and rolls.”
“I hope it’s ready or close to being ready when we get home.” He smiled, picking up his pace again.
“Hunter, she said you are staying for dinner as well.” I smiled, giving his hand a light squeeze.
“It sounds amazing.” He gripped my hand a little tighter, pulling me closer to his side, kissing the corner of my forehead.
Gavin got in the backseat, tossing Hunter the key to the car. Hunter opened the passenger door for me when I walked around the front of the car, opening the driver-side door.
We arrived home twenty minutes later, just in time to help Mom finish dinner. The guys went into the living room, and I went to the kitchen. I apologized for not being home earlier, and she told me it was fine. She made the comment that she was glad I was out having fun with friends.
I set the table while she got dinner out of the oven. I walked around the counter, leaning down, inhaling the savory aroma of the chicken.
“Is it too much?” Mom asked, putting the potholders down on the counter.
“No, it’s perfect.” I smiled, inhaling it again. “I will go tell everyone that dinner is ready.”
I went to go tell Jules first to get her food before the guys came in to get theirs. She hurried out of her room to the kitchen because she knew she had a matter of minutes before they were in there. I went to the kitchen and told Mom to get her plate before I sent the guys in here, but she’d already beat me to it and got my plate as well. I was starving. I stuck my head out of the kitchen and yelled at the guys that dinner was ready. I got myself a glass of lemonade, then grabbed my plate off the counter. I sat at the opposite end of the table, so Gavin and Hunter could sit on either side of me. Mom asked us how our day was while we waited for the boys to get their plates. She didn’t like to eat while others were getting their food. I looked down at the steam rolling off the asparagus and potatoes.
“Thank you for dinner,” Hunter said, setting his plate down on the table.
“Thanks, Mom,” Gavin said, sliding down into the chair.
“I hope everyone likes it. I got a little carried away with the garlic,” she said, cutting her piece of chicken.
I cut the end off my piece of chicken, letting the cheese run down onto my plate. I cut it again into smaller pieces, stabbing one with my fork. “Mom, this is delicious,” I said, taking a bite of potato next. I took turns, glancing at Gavin and Hunter as they enjoyed the dinner. I knew Gavin loved it because he hadn’t said five words since sitting down to eat.
The guys gathered up everyone’s plates while Mom and Jules went to the living room to watch their show. I stayed in the kitchen to help the guys with the dishes so that it wouldn’t take that long. I had my reasons for helping, and yes, one of them was I wanted to spend time alone with Hunter.
“What are you two going to do this evening?” Gavin asked, handing Hunter a clean dish to dry.
Hunter looked over at me, smiling. “I don’t know; whatever Londyn wants to do.”
Now, I had to figure out what we could do. I wasn’t about to stay here. We wouldn’t get much time alone, but going back to his house was out because of what happened the last time we were there.
“Want to go for a drive?” I asked, hanging the towel over the oven door handle.
“Sure. We can take my car. Now, where do you want to drive?” Hunter asked, wrapping his arms around my waist.
“Surprise me.” I smiled. I eased out of his arms, heading out of the kitchen to my room. I wanted to check my makeup. I sat down at my vanity, grabbing my powder. I turned my head from side to side, checking to make sure I didn’t have any hairs sticking out of my bun.
I walked out of my room, bumping into Hunter. He told me he had come to check on me since I had been gone for a little bit. I apologized, taking his hand and leading him toward the dining room.
Tuesday morning came, no matter how much I wished for it to stay away. I dreaded going to school in fear Genevieve would show up again and kill someone. I had to get over my fear of her, or I could never defeat her. Fear wasn’t an option. I laid there watching the sunlight peeking in through the crack of my curtains. I flung back my comforter, sliding my feet out, letting them dangle over the side of my bed.
I jumped in the shower, letting the hot water wash over me. I closed my eyes, running my hands down over the back of my hair.
I was out and in my room getting ready by the time Jules got up.
I scooped up my bookbag, tossing my phone in one of the side pockets and closing my door partway. The smell of smoky bacon hit me a few feet from the kitchen doorway.
“Morning, Mom,” I said, walking over to the kitchen table, setting my bag down on the floor.
“Morning, Londyn.” Mom sat a plate of scrambled eggs, bacon, and toast on the counter.
“Thanks,” I said, getting a glass of orange juice.
A few minutes later, Gavin and Jules came walking in, getting their glasses and plates. Gavin asked if we were going to Express again today after school for coffee. I agreed that sounded good and asked Jules if she wanted to join us today.




Chapter 15





I let Gavin drive Jules to school while I rode with Hunter. I wanted to spend time with Hunter, away from prying eyes and listening ears. I knew we weren’t an official couple, but it didn’t matter. I wanted to spend as much time with him alone as possible. I wasn’t going to lie and say I didn’t feel guilty about what happened between us. Of course, I felt guilty, knowing I hurt Wyatt, but he had been lying to me about helping me with my powers. In his mind, he probably did think he was doing what was best for me, but that wasn’t his decision to make.
“Londyn, you okay?” Hunter asked, peeking over at me as he turned his car off.
“Huh?” I responded, staring out the passenger window.
“Do you want me to take you home, or we can go somewhere else?” His voice was low.
“I’m fine. I don’t want to leave Gavin here alone unprotected.” I opened the passenger door. I grabbed my stuff out of the backseat. Hunter was by my side within a couple of minutes, taking my hand. We stood by the car, waiting for Gavin and Jules to pull into the parking lot. I didn’t want to let Hunter know that I was getting worried about them because they should’ve been here by now. They were right behind us most of the way to school. Then, it hit me where they had gone. We lost them right around Starbucks. Sure enough, Jules was holding up to Starbucks cups when Gavin pulled in next to us. I was fuming but more relieved than anything.
“Sorry. Thought everyone could use a pick me up before school today,” Jules said when I opened the passenger door.
I tilted my head, raising an eyebrow. “Just say you wanted the coffee, Jules.” I took the iced latte out of her hand.
“Okay, I wanted coffee. But I knew you’d be like… where’s mine?” She closed the back passenger door.
“Not to take sides, but she’s right.” Gavin laughed, walking around the back of the car. We all headed toward the school while sipping on our lattes. I refused to admit either one of them was right. I needed the coffee. I walked into the school, pausing for a minute. I quickly handed Jules my latte, dropping my book bag to the floor. The hairs on my arms stood up; chills seized my body. They stopped the minute I looked to my left, then right. I looked down the hall in front of me, chills engulfing me again. Without saying a word, I took off running as fast as I could down the hall, not knowing why or where I was running to exactly. All I did know was that I needed to be somewhere down this hall. I shoved kids out of the way, ramming them into lockers. My heart was pounding so hard that I couldn’t hear anything around me. My body came to an immediate halt right in front of the Math classroom. It was as if I’d hit an invisible wall, trapping me there. I inhaled deeply, holding my breath for a few seconds before letting it out. I waited a few seconds, but Hunter was nowhere to be seen. This time, I was on my own. Not knowing what was waiting for me in the room, I took another deep breath in, moving my right foot forward, when I felt a hand on my shoulder.
“Did you really think I would leave you alone?” Wyatt said from behind me.
“Yeah, what are you doing here, brother?” Hunter demanded.
“I came back to help, Londyn. What does it matter to you?” Wyatt inquired.
“Help her? You kept her from mastering her powers. That’s not helping her.” Hunter stepped closer to Wyatt.
“Will you two stop?” I scolded. “You two fighting is not going to help me in any way. If you two really want to help me, then you’ve got to stop.”
“Okay,” Hunter quickly agreed.
“Okay,” Wyatt said a few minutes later, his eyes shifting back and forth between Hunter and me.
I turned back around, facing the doorway to the classroom, inching closer to it, stretching my neck, trying to look in but keep my distance at the same time.
“Help, Londyn!” Delaney screeched.
I bolted into the room, not thinking twice about if it could be a trap or not. My eyes flashed over to Delaney, sitting at her desk, tears streaming down her face. There were a couple of girls huddled in the back left corner of the room. I couldn’t get a good look at them because most of their hair was covering their faces. I stared at them for a few minutes, trying to see if they were hurt or not. I turned around, bumping into Hunter. Wyatt was right behind him, looking at girls in the corner.
I started to walk over to Delaney when I hit another invisible wall. I put my hands up, feeling how far up and across the barrier expanded.
“Londyn, I’m so scared. Please help me,” Delaney sobbed.
“Delaney, don’t…” my voice paused as black and indigo flames shot up next to her. I started to raise my right hand.
“Londyn, no. It will only fire back at us,” Hunter said, lowering my hand.
“Well, well. Looks like someone couldn’t stay away after all.” Ryker laughed, glaring at Wyatt. Ryker’s long black jacket blew as he walked over closer to us. “Told you three to be careful. You didn’t listen.” He turned slowly back toward Delaney. He stood off to the right of her, lifting a section of her hair up, studying it before letting it fall back down. “Such a shame.”
I started pounding on the barrier, then fired an energy ball up high only for it to ricochet back, shattering the clock behind us. I raised my hands up, hoping to make the barrier explode, but nothing.
Ryker strolled behind Delaney, shifting his eyes between her and us. I kept my teary eyes on Delaney, not breaking our gaze. I motioned for her to keep looking at me. Hunter and Wyatt were trying their best to break through the barrier, but nothing was working.
“No!” I screamed in horror as Ryker forced Delaney’s head back, plunging a jagged-edged knife into her chest. He disappeared in black and indigo flames. The minute he was gone, the barrier disappeared, and I rushed over to Delaney. She raised her head up slowly, staring straight-ahead, then turned toward me. “Why did he do this to me?” She questioned, gazing down at the knife sticking out of her chest. The blood was pouring out around the knife. “I’m so cold.” Her eyes rolled back as her head fell forward. Hunter and Wyatt eased her out of the chair onto the floor. I knelt down beside her. “Don’t go, Delaney.” I sobbed, clutching her hand to my chest.
Hunter went over to the girls to make sure they weren’t hurt. I heard him mumble something to them, and they walked past Delaney, unphased by her lifeless body, lying on the floor.
“They were so calm. I don’t get it,” I said, watching them walk out of the room.
“I altered their memories,” Hunter said, walking up. “They won’t remember any of it; trust me.”
“You can alter people’s memories?” I asked, staring down at Delaney’s face.
“Unfortunately, it won’t work on you, Londyn.” Hunter knelt down beside me. “It only works on non-magical people.”
“I didn’t ask anything,” I whispered, laying Delaney’s hand down beside her.
“You didn’t have to.” He put his arm around me. “I need you to stop time, so we can leave before anyone comes in here.”
“I can’t leave Delaney. All she wanted was true friends.” The tears rolled down my cheeks.
“We were her friends,” Hunter said.
“Some friends. We got her killed.”
“Londyn, you have to stop time, now,” Wyatt said, peeking out the door into the hall. “Stop time!” He bellowed.
I raised both of my hands up, waving them back and forth, not taking my eyes off Delaney. I found myself wanting to wipe the mascara off her cheeks. My eyes trailed down to the knife sticking out of her blood-soaked pale pink shirt. I didn’t want to leave her like this, but I knew I had to.
I failed her, all because I hadn’t mastered my powers. She was dead, and it was my fault. The blame fell solely on me, no one else. I leaned closer to her and even though she couldn’t hear me.
“I’m so sorry, Delaney. Please forgive me,” I whispered.
“Londyn, we have to go. Please.” Hunter got up, reaching down, taking my hand. “We have to go.”
I got up, looking down at her, wishing she’d open her eyes. I wiped the tears from the corner of my eyes, turning to walk with Hunter. I glanced back over my shoulder, guilt rising from the depths of my soul for leaving her there on the floor. I turned back around, and I caught a tear run down the side of her face into her hair. I closed my eyes, turning to face the hall, letting Hunter lead me through the doorway. When I felt we had turned to the left, I knew we were in the hallway, and I opened my eyes back up. I thought closing my eyes would somehow help. Hunter led me down the hall toward the front of the school, where I hoped Gavin and Jules were still waiting. We raced past crowds of kids frozen in groups, pairs, and some reaching inside their lockers. I envied them for the fact they had no idea a girl was just murdered in a classroom. I missed my life back home in Maryland, but when all I had to worry about was Dad lecturing at me about who I talked to that day. I didn’t have to worry about my family or friends being in danger all the time.
I dropped Hunter’s hand when Gavin and Jules came into view. They were frozen in time like everyone else in the school. I walked around them both to make sure they weren’t hurt in any way. I bent over, picking up my book bag right where I’d left it, down by Gavin’s black and white canvas shoes. I reached down in my bag, shuffling things around in search of my powder compact. I didn’t want them to see I’d been crying. I knew I had to tell them, but I didn’t want to tell them here in the school. I placed my bag straps on my shoulder, opening the compact to find my cheeks streaked with mascara. I headed to the bathroom to clean up my cheeks, and under my eyes.
“Londyn, what are you doing?” Wyatt asked, looking puzzled.
“She’s trying to make it look like nothing happened,” Hunter snapped.
“Hunter’s right. They don’t need to see me like this. The minute I start time up again, we are going to leave. I will tell them, but not here at school,” I said, walking back over to Gavin and Jules.
“Are you two ready for me to start time back up?” I asked, motioning them closer.
“You sure you want to leave the minute you start time back up?” Wyatt asked, walking closer to me.
“Yes.” I sighed. I raised my hands above my head, waving them in a figure-eight motion.
“Are you ready to head to class?” Gavin asked, taking a drink of his ice latte.
“I have an idea. How about we skip school for the day?” I said, easing toward the door.
“What?” he asked, looking puzzled.
“Sounds like a great idea to me,” Hunter agreed.
“What are you doing here?” Gavin demanded, glaring over at Wyatt.
“Gavin, let’s go.” I tugged on his arm.
A scream echoed throughout the school as a girl sped toward us from down the hall. It was a girl from Math class, and I knew she must have found Delaney.
“Gavin! Come on!” I screamed.
“Okay. Let me throw away my cup first,” he said, walking over toward the trash can. He tossed the cup from a few feet away, then bolted down the hall. Hunter and Wyatt took off running after him.
“Jules, I want you to go out to the car and lock the doors.” I handed her the key to the car.
“Londyn, what’s going on?” she asked, looking wild-eyed down the hall at the guys sprinting through the crowds of kids running our way.
“Jules! Go!” I hollered, opening the door for her. “Just do what I said! Please!”
Jules turned, heading out the door, running toward the car. I stood there, watching her fumble the keys in her hands, trying to get the door unlocked. After a couple of minutes, she was in the car. I turned my focus back toward the hall where I couldn’t see the guys anymore. I took off running down the hall, my bag slamming into my lower back.
“OH. MY. GOD!” Gavin bellowed, running out of Math.
“Londyn, don’t go in there!” He grabbed hold of me as tears started to roll down his cheeks.
“Gavin, Gavin, I know,” I mumbled.
“You know? How do you know?” He stepped back, his eyes narrowing.
“We saw her die.” My lip started to quiver.
He took another step back, turning his head toward the classroom. He stood there, staring in at Delaney. He went to say something but closed his mouth as the teachers and principal raced past us into the classroom. A few minutes later, Principal Young walked back out of the classroom, paler than his normal warm ivory skin tone.
“Did either of you see who did this to Delaney?” His voice cracked.
“No, sir,” I said, trying not to look toward the doorway.
“No,” Gavin mumbled.
“Okay. School is going to be dismissed for the day. Go home. Don’t be alarmed if the police call wanting to talk to all of you. I’m sure it will be to ask if you saw anything. In the meantime, you are dismissed. I’m going to go dismiss the rest of the students for the day,” he said, walking past us.
“I’ll explain at home, Gavin. I promise,” I said, taking his hand.
“I know.”
Hunter and Wyatt stayed a few steps behind us as we made our way down the empty hall. Principal Young and another teacher started roping off the hall. They had put chairs on each side of the hall, then used party streamers to block off the room.
“Londyn, come on. There’s nothing else left for us to do,” Wyatt said.
“Don’t tell me what to do,” I scolded, walking past him.
I got outside, dropping my bookbag on the ground. “NO!” I screamed, running over to the car. “Where’s Jules? I saw her get in the car!” I spun around in a circle, trying to see the parking lot through my tear-filled eyes. “Jules! Jules! Where are you?” I screamed.
“Are you sure she got in the car?” Gavin asked, trying to find his keys.
“Yes! I stood at the doors and watched her fumble my keys in her hands, then get in. That is when I turned and took off after you guys.”
“She’s right. The keys are in the cup holder,” Hunter said, looking in the passenger window.
“How did they take her…” My voice trailed off.
Hunter turned around, glancing over at Wyatt, then to me, not saying a word. I knew exactly what he was thinking by the solemn look on his face.
“Ryker took her, didn’t he?” I whimpered.
Wyatt and Hunter exchanged worried glances. They didn’t have to answer me because their expressions gave it away.
“Hunter, you take Londyn back to the mansion while Gavin and I go get Elizabeth. Don’t even go to her house. They probably have a trap waiting for her there. We can get their stuff later. First, I want to make sure they are safe for the time being,” Wyatt said, motioning at Gavin to give him the keys.
“Again, don’t go by her house. There is nothing there that she absolutely needs at the moment. Her safety is the most important thing.”
Hunter took my hand, leading me over to his car. I broke free of his grasp, running over to Gavin, throwing my arms around him. “Please be careful. I can’t lose you too. I love you,” I sobbed.
“I love you too, Londyn. Go with Hunter. I’ll be okay with Wyatt.” He squeezed me tight, then lowered me down. “Go.” He opened the door, getting in the passenger seat.
Hunter took my hand again, leading me over to his car. I turned, watching Wyatt and Gavin speed out of the parking lot and down the road. I just prayed they would find Mom and return to the mansion together.
“Londyn, we have to go,” Hunter said, trying to get me to sit down in the passenger seat. He closed the door behind me, then ran over to grab my bookbag. He tossed it in the backseat, then jumped in the driver’s seat, speeding toward the road. I watched the blurry trees as we zoomed out of town to their house. I had no idea where to begin searching for Jules. I just prayed that she would still be alive by the time I found her. I already felt tremendous guilt over Delaney’s death, but I didn’t know what I’d do if Jules died too.
“How am I going to explain to my mom that Jules is missing?” I mumbled, turning to look out the front of the car.
“Londyn, this isn’t your fault. She’s not going to blame you.” Hunter placed his hand on top of mine. “We’re going to get her back. I promise.” He turned to face the road.
I wanted to believe him, but we had no idea where they took her or if she was even alive. I closed my eyes, trying to get the thought out of my head.
I knew one thing for sure; I had to have better control over my powers if we were going to get my sister back and defeat Ryker and Genevieve.
Hunter pulled in front of the house, blocking us from the rest of the world. I got out of the car while Hunter grabbed my bookbag from the backseat.
“We will go out later to get you some clothes and other things. Wyatt’s right though, you can’t go back to your house. Not saying she knows you live there, but we can’t assume otherwise.” He led me inside the house and down to the living room.
I sat down on the couch, staring down at the floor, twisting my ring around my finger. “I have to go back to the house. My necklace is there.”
“Londyn, you need to have that with you at all times, whether you are wearing it or not. We will go get it after Wyatt and Gavin get here with your mom.” He grabbed a glass, pouring himself a drink.
“A drink? Are you kidding me right now?” I scolded. “You’re only eighteen.”
“Londyn, you seem to forget something.” He raised an eyebrow.
“Right. You’ve been this age for a while. Sorry.” I slumped back in the corner of the couch.
“Can I ask you something while we wait for them to get here?” I peeked up at him from underneath my lashes.
“You can ask me anything.” He sat down beside me.
“How have you been eighteen since 1865?”
Hunter moved closer to the fireplace. “Wyatt and I were cursed by a powerful witch.” He swirled his drink around, then downed it.
“Why did she curse you both?”
“She cursed us because we betrayed her. We pretended to love her in order to help destroy her. She managed to curse us with her last dying breath.”
“Is there a way to break the curse?” I asked, getting up off the couch.
“If there is a way, we haven’t found it yet.”
“It doesn’t change how I feel about you.” I placed my hands on each side of his face.
“Londyn!” Mom yelled down the hall.
I took off running to her. “Are you okay?” My eyes scanned over her for injuries.
“I’m fine. What’s going on? Wyatt and Gavin wouldn’t tell me. Where’s Julie?” she asked, leaning to the side, looking into the living room.
“Mom, she’s not here,” I said, slower. “Someone took her.”
“What! Who? Who took her?” She spun around.
“Elizabeth, we believe Ryker took her,” Wyatt said from behind us.
“Ryker? Why would he take her…” His eyes widened with fright. “Genevieve.”
“Ryker killed Delaney at school a little over an hour ago,” Hunter said, not turning away from the fireplace.
“Oh my god. They’ve got Jules now. Do either of you have an idea of where they took her?” Mom said, sliding down onto the couch.
“No.” I stepped down off the step into the living room. “But we’re going to get her back.”
“You don’t even know where to look?” Mom’s voice quivered.
She was right; we didn’t know where to look, but I wasn’t going to let my sister die either. I made a promise to Mom that I would get Jules back, and I intended on keeping that promise.
“We have to run Londyn by their house,” Hunter said, setting his glass down on the table.
“No. No way!” Wyatt hollered.
“Will you stop fighting for two seconds? Neither of you is helping the situation right now. I moved in between them. “I have to get my necklace and clothes.”
“You don’t have your necklace? Londyn, you need to have that at all times.” Wyatt ran a hand through the top of his hair.
“I already told her,” Hunter said, heading up the step toward the door. “We should go now.”
“Mom, you and Gavin stay here. Both of you should be safe here. I’ll grab some clothes for all of us. Don’t worry, Hunter and Wyatt are going to be with me.” I wrapped my arms around her, kissing her cheek. “I love you.”
Her arms tightened around me to the point I couldn’t exhale at all. I told her she had to let me go with them. After a few minutes, her grip loosened, and she took a step back.
“Promise me you will come back.” She whispered, making sure that I was looking her in the eyes.
“I promise.” I turned to leave with Wyatt and Hunter. I couldn’t look back at her as I walked out the front door. I didn’t want to leave her and Gavin, but I knew I had to go with them back to the house.
Wyatt opened the driver-side door while Hunter held open the back passenger door for me. He was barely in the car when Wyatt took off down the driveway. I sat there, staring out the window, thinking about Delaney and Jules and how I couldn’t save either one of them today. I failed them both. I couldn’t stop my friend from being killed or my sister being taken. Yet, I was the one chosen to put an end to Genevieve and her followers. I was so lost in my own thoughts that I hadn’t realized we were already at my house.
“Hunter and I are going to go in first to make sure it’s safe for you to enter.” Wyatt opened the car door.
“You aren’t leaving me in the car by myself,” I said, opening the door.
Hunter and Wyatt took off, walking up to the door, side by side. They stood a few feet away from the door, glancing behind them. Hunter tried blocking most of the view from in front of the house as Wyatt used his powers to open the door. Wyatt went inside first, with Hunter right behind him.
I inched my way up closer to the front of the house, stretching my neck out, listening for any kind of commotion. I stood like that for about five or ten minutes, praying no one would walk by wondering what the hell I was doing. I didn’t have it in me today to come up with a lie. Lying wasn’t high on my list of priorities at the moment.
I couldn’t take the suspense any longer and eased up closer to the door. I knew they would be furious with me for being this close, but I had to know both of them were all right. I couldn’t lose anyone else.
“Wyatt. Hunter. Are you two okay?” I yelled into the house.
“Didn’t we tell you to stay by the car?” Hunter raced around the corner.
“Yes. I had to make sure you two were okay.” I sighed.
“The house seems to be clear. She can come in long enough to get clothes for everyone,” Wyatt said, walking from the hall. “I’ll stand by while you help her get things together.”
I walked in, leaving the front door cracked open enough for Wyatt to look out. Hunter and I went to Gavin’s room first to get his things. I knelt down, reaching in the bottom of his closet for a duffle bag. I threw it over on the bed and started tossing clothes over to Hunter to pack.
Next, we went to Mom’s room and did the same thing, except for her bras panties; I packed those myself. I didn’t want Hunter manhandling my mother’s underwear. That would be gross on so many levels. I grabbed her favorite picture of Jules and me from last summer while we were on vacation at the beach. I wanted to go back to that moment in time where things were simple. The only thing I would’ve changed back then was Lucas. I would’ve broken up with him after the first time I caught him cheating on me. I honestly don’t know why I stayed with him.
We left her bag out in the hall next to Gavin’s. I threw another huge bag on the bed, tossing jeans, leggings, and shirts over at Hunter. I packed my own bras and panties. I tossed a few pairs of shoes, realizing I forgot to pack my Mom and Gavin shoes.
Hunter tossed the bag out into the hall next to the rest, keeping guard while I grabbed shoes for them. I went to the bathroom, grabbing my purple toothbrush next to Jules’s in the holder.
“Are you ready?” Wyatt yelled down the hall.
“Londyn, we’ve got to go,” Hunter said, peeking in the bathroom, holding two of the bags.
“Okay. Let me grab their toothbrushes.” I tucked the toothbrush holder down in my bag.
“I’m ready,” I said, walking out of the guest bathroom. “Wait! I almost forgot my necklace.” I took down the hall toward my room, flinging the door open. I opened my jewelry box, and there was my crescent moon necklace, glowing. Images flashed before my eyes when I picked it up. I wasn’t in the house anymore, but I couldn’t make out where I was at either. My head remained still as my eyes studied my whereabouts, trying to find a clue. I scooted my foot forward, glancing around the room. I’d never seen this place. There were brick walls, with tapestries hanging down. The tapestries looked to be old Oriental prints hanging from gold rods.
“Londyn? Londyn,” Hunter’s faint voice called my name.
“Huh?” I blinked my eyes a couple of times.
“You okay? You seemed out of it there for a few minutes. We need to go.”
I grabbed an empty little earring box and put my necklace inside it. I noticed it wasn’t glowing anymore.
Hunter handed Wyatt the two bags, then went back for the third one. Wyatt and Hunter kept me between the both of them as we headed out of the house. They loaded up the bags in the trunk of the car while I stood there staring at my house, wondering if I would be able to come back to it or not.
“Londyn, we need to go,” Hunter said, easing me to the passenger side car door.
“Huh?” I mumbled, my eyes fixated on my house. I didn’t want to leave, but I knew it wasn’t safe to stay here anymore either.
“Londyn,” Hunter said, holding the door open for me.
I barely got in the car when Wyatt sped down the road back to the mansion.
Gavin flew out the front door when we pulled up. He wrapped me up in one of his hugs the minute I climbed out of the car.
“Uh, Gavin,” I gasped.
“Yeah.” His grip got a little tighter around me.
“I can’t breathe.”
“Sorry.” He lowered me down.
Hunter motioned for Gavin to help him get the bags out of the trunk. Wyatt pulled off to the side as we went inside. I stood there looking around the magnificent mansion in complete awe that this was going to be our home for a while.
“There are six bedrooms. My room is at the end of the hall on the right, and Wyatt’s is by the stairs on the left. You can choose from the other rooms,” Hunter said, carrying my bag up the stairs. Gavin took the room next to Hunter, Mom took the room across from Wyatt’s, and I took the one diagonally across from Hunter’s. It was big, but not as big as my room in Maryland. There was a queen-size bed in the far left corner of the room and a cherry armoire next to it. Hunter placed my bag on the bed.
“I’m going to go get you some lemonade from the kitchen. Are you hungry?” he asked, walking to the doorway.
“Thank you. No, I’m not hungry right now. You might want to ask Gavin if he wants some lemonade.”
“Yeah, right,” Hunter walked out of the room.
I opened the armoire doors and started to unpack my clothes. I pulled out a pair of jeans, staring down at them in my hands, questioning how I could be doing such mundane things when my sister was missing.
“We’re going to find her,” Wyatt said.
“How do you know? We have no idea where she’s at,” I said, sitting down on the bed.
“Here’s your drink, Londyn.” Hunter walked into the room.
“Thanks. Where’s Gavin and Mom?” I asked, trying to look around Hunter out into the hallway.
“Gavin’s down in the kitchen talking to Angela, and your Mom is in the living room. Why?” Hunter sat my drink down on the table in the middle of the room.
I got up, walking in between Hunter and Wyatt, sticking my head out into the hallway, looking to make sure no one was walking up. I grabbed hold of the doorknob, turning it as I closed the door.
I walked back over to the bed and started to unpack my clothes, hoping the noise would muffle my voice a little bit. “Something happened back to the house with my necklace,” I said, grabbing a hanger from the armoire. “It was glowing from inside my jewelry box, and when I touched it, it transported me to another place.” I glanced at them out the corner of my eye. I didn’t want to see the skeptical looks on their faces.
“Another place?” Hunter tried to keep his voice indifferent.
“I wasn’t in my house anymore. I’m not quite sure where I was, but it wasn’t here either. The walls were dark brick/stone, and there was an old Oriental tapestry hanging up. I was in there by myself.”
“You sure you’d never been in that room before?” Wyatt asked, crossing his arms.
“Yes, I’m sure.” I finished, hanging up my shirt, then went over and opened the door back up. I didn’t want Mom to think something was up or that we were hiding something from her. She had enough to worry about right now.
“We’re going to let you finish unpacking, and we can talk about it later.” Wyatt turned, heading for the hall.
“I’m going to go down to the kitchen and check on Gavin if you need me.” Hunter moved closer, lowering his head, and kissed my forehead. “We’ll find her, Londyn.”
“I hope so.” I sighed.
I stood there looking around, finally realizing there was a partially opened door across the room. I laid my shirt on the bed and headed across the room to the door. I knew I didn’t have to be afraid of anything here.
I cracked the door open a little more, peeking my head in. The sunlight filled the room from the window above the deep tub. I walked across the black tile floor over to the glass shower in the corner. There was a big square shower head on the same wall as the window. I turned to my left, looking at the big wooden counter with two square sinks, each with their own mirror. It was modern yet old-fashioned at the same time. I loved it.
I went back into the bedroom and finished unpacking my clothes so I could go downstairs.
“We need to figure out where Jules could be,” I said, walking into the living room.
“Well, we know she’s nowhere around the area. Genevieve wouldn’t be that dumb,” Wyatt said, pouring himself a drink.
“By the way, where’s Mom?” I asked, looking around the living room.
“She went to the kitchen to see if Angela needed any help.”
“What about the place I saw when I touched the necklace?” I asked, sitting down on the couch across from Hunter.
“You mean the vague image of a partial room?” Hunter smarted off.
I glared over at him, not saying a word in response to his snide remark.
“Is there anything else you can remember about the room? Anything at all.” Wyatt took a sip of his drink.
“I don’t know. I can try. It was cool; the stone was dark, maybe grey. The tapestry was Oriental, hanging from gold or brass rods. No one else in the room.” I glanced over at Hunter and Wyatt, who was now standing behind the couch.
“Have you tried touching the necklace again?” Wyatt asked, narrowing his eyes.
“No. I guess I could try again.” I got up from the couch.
Hunter and Wyatt followed me upstairs to my temporary room. Deep down, I had a feeling we were going to be here for a while.
I pried open the bag, searching for the box that held my necklace. I found it shoved all the way in the corner of the bag. I opened the box, lifting it out by the chain.
“Well, anything?” Hunter asked.
“Nothing. It was glowing before.” I sighed, lowering it back into the box.
“Don’t put it back in the box. You need to wear it,” Wyatt said, moving closer. “It’s part of you and your magic.”
“I hate to admit it, but he’s right, Londyn.” Hunter took the necklace out of the box, putting it on for me.
“Okay.” I looked down at it resting on my chest.




Chapter 16





We went back downstairs to the living room to find Mom and Gavin sitting on the couches. I knew Mom was worried about Jules, and nothing I could say would make her feel better, but I had to try.
“Mom, don’t worry. We’re going to find Jules. I promise.” I sat down beside her. “This is my fault. I sent her out to the car by herself. I’m sorry, Mom.” My voice quivered.
“Londyn, this isn’t your fault. You were trying to keep her safe. The fault is ours, not yours. We kept the truth from you instead of helping you master your powers.” A tear trailed down her cheek.
“I promise I will find her,” I stated, trying to look Mom in the eye.
“You don’t even know where she’s at.”
She made a valid point, but I was going to find Jules, one way or another.
“Well, we figured Genevieve wouldn’t keep Jules anywhere close to the area. I know that’s not much to go on, but it’s a start,” Wyatt said, crossing his arms.
I closed my eyes, letting out a low sigh. “I wasn’t going to tell you, but I don’t want to keep secrets from you.” I peeked over at Mom.
“Tell me what?” she asked, dabbing tears away from her eyes.
“Earlier, back at the house, my necklace was glowing. When I touched it, it showed me a room. The stone was dark or grey with an Oriental tapestry hanging from rods.
Mom shot up off the couch, wide-eyed. “I know where Jules is at.”
“What do you mean, you know where she’s at?” Hunter raised an eyebrow.
“I know where she’s at. You and Wyatt are right about her not being anywhere close. In fact, she’s not even in the same country. She’s in England.”
“How do you know that?” Wyatt asked, tilting his head.
“Londyn’s necklace showed her a room in Genevieve’s castle. Genevieve’s castle is filled with tapestry, most of which are Oriental. I’m sure they have Jules locked somewhere under the castle.”
“What’s all the shouting about?” Gavin asked, walking in with a glass of lemonade.
“Good news. We might know where Jules is at. Bad news is she’s out of the country,” I said, slumping down in the couch.
“We have to devise a plan. If we go right away, Genevieve will be expecting us. We have to catch her off guard. We still wait a few days before we leave. Genevieve isn’t going to kill her right away, so we have a few days to get ready. Right now, we need to get Londyn ready.” Wyatt walked around the couch, headed to the sitting area with the big pane glass doors. “Come on! We’ve got a lot of work to do before we are able to leave for England.” He motioned for Hunter and me to follow him.
Hunter led the way while I followed close behind him.
I looked up at the beautiful cloudless sky and wondered how bad things could happen on such a wonderful day. My friend was dead, and my sister was kidnapped, and I felt responsible for both. I knew Mom meant what she said about it not being my fault, but I still blamed myself for the horrible things.
“I want to see the level of skill you have with your powers. We can’t have you facing Genevieve with limited skills,” Wyatt remarked, walking out to the middle of the lawn.
“Well, we know she can create an energy ball with her right hand.” Hunter followed Wyatt out to the lawn.
“Hello? You do know I’m right here. Both of you can stop talking like I’m not here.” I crossed my arms, pressing my lips together.
“We know,” Hunter chuckled.
“Londyn, no offense, but I don’t want you standing so close to the house while practicing your powers.” Wyatt motioned me over to them.
Their ridiculous comments didn’t amuse me, but I had to save Jules from Genevieve. I knew I couldn’t do it alone, either, and I needed them more than I cared to admit. Not just one, but both of them.
“We are going to try something different. I want you to try and create an energy ball with your left hand.”
I started to raise my left hand, concentrating on the palm of my hand.
“Wait!” Hunter yelled, moving toward me. He walked behind me, turning me toward the edge of the woods again.
“Really?” My voice was filled with sarcasm.
“Don’t act all surprised. I don’t need you blowing up the house.” He tried to keep his voice indifferent.
I had some control over my powers, and they knew it. I didn’t know why they kept insinuating that I didn’t. To be honest, it was starting to piss me off.
“Are you done? Can I do this now?”
“Are we done?” Hunter smirked, glancing over at Wyatt.
Wyatt looked down, keeping his arms crossed, but I could still see the grin on his face.
“Seriously?” I glared over at both of them. Rage was sweeping over me like a wave. I raised up my left hand, focusing on my palm. I could see a hint of blue radiating from my palm. I focused on the guilt and anger over Delaney and Jules, letting it consume my body. The blue light began to move faster and faster in a circular motion. As I moved, it started to form into a ball. Once the ball was fully formed, I raised my left hand, and in no time, another energy ball had formed, pulsating less than an inch from my palm.
“Wow,” Wyatt marveled.
“I know, right?” Hunter agreed, smiling.
“Where do you want me to get rid of them?” I asked, motioning my head down at my hands.
“Sorry. Throw them over there at the trees like you did the other night. Try to focus on one specific tree, though. Aim it at that one tree.” Hunter took a couple of steps back to the side. Wyatt followed in his lead. I couldn’t get mad at either of them. My aim needed some work. Well, a lot of work, to be honest.
I inhaled, turning to the right, keeping my concentration on a leaning tree with barely any leaves at the edge of the lawn. I raised my left hand, not taking my eyes off the tree, and hurled the energy ball.
The tree exploded, pieces falling from the blue sky. I did the same with my right hand. I focused on another puny-looking tree. I threw the energy ball at the tree and watched it explode in the same manner as the first one. I did better, but I had to be able to focus on moving objects and be accurate enough to hit them and not anything else. I also had to be able to create an energy ball without much concentration.
“That’s great!” Hunter cheered. “You doing okay? Do you need to rest for a minute? You aren’t used to creating two energy balls.”
“No, I’m fine. Actually, I feel pretty good. Let’s try that again.” I smiled.
“Okay. First, let’s make sure you have complete control of your aim. Then we’ll try moving objects,” Wyatt said, placing his hands on his hips.
“I can’t keep blowing up trees, and I need something smaller.” I kept my voice indifferent.
Wyatt and Hunter swapped glances, then started looking around their property; I assumed for something small that didn’t have value and could be blown up.
“Wait a minute.” Wyatt took off running around the far corner of the house.
“Where’s he going?” I asked Hunter, tilting my head to the side.
He shrugged. “I don’t know,” he said, staring toward the corner of the house.
Wyatt was back within minutes, rolling a tire about fifteen feet from where I was standing. He stood it up, then took off around the corner again.
“You want me to blow up a tire?” I raised an eyebrow.
“You got any better ideas?” Wyatt said, standing up the second, turning a few feet to the right of the other one.
I didn’t have a better idea, so I quickly created an energy ball in my right hand and flung it at the tire straight in front of me. I was surprised by how quickly I was able to create the energy ball in my left hand. This wasn’t just practice anymore. My sister’s life depended on me having full control of my powers. I was out of time. It was either gain complete control or let my sister die at the hands of Genevieve.
“Hey, do you care if I come out and watch?” Gavin said, peeking his head around the far corner of the house.
“No, but I’d stay up on the patio,” Wyatt said, pointing behind me.
Once Gavin was settled in one of the chairs up on the patio out of harm’s way, we went back to work. They had me practice a few more times with non-moving objects. They kept asking me if I needed to take a break and rest. They didn’t understand; I didn’t have time to rest. Jules was depending on us to find her. I couldn’t go into battle half prepared. Although I needed a break from energy balls for a while, I wasn’t about to admit to them that I was feeling a little bit tired.
“How about if we practice something easy like Telekinesis?” Wyatt said, walking around the far corner again.
Within a couple of minutes, he came back with a rock and sat it down on the edge of the patio. He told me to move the rock off the patio to the middle of the lawn. He walked back over by Hunter, crossing his arms.
I turned my hand palm side up and raised it slightly. The rock rose up off the patio. I moved my hand in the direction I wanted it to go. I could see Gavin sitting there with his mouth hanging wide open. I turned my head toward the rock so that I wouldn’t get distracted.
We practiced a few more hours on my powers. We switched between telekinesis, molecular immobilization, and molecular combustion. Each time, Gavin sat there in complete awe. He never said a word the whole time.
“Gavin, you okay?” I asked, walking up to the patio.
“That was incredible, Londyn. You’re amazing. Do you have any other powers?” He got up out of the chair.
“I can stop time, summons objects.
“That is really cool!” he boasted.
“Come on, Gavin, I’m a little hungry. Let’s go inside,” I said, motioning my head toward the house. He continued to stand there. “Gavin?” I waved my hand in front of his face.
“Huh?” He blinked a couple of times.
“Let’s go inside.” I pulled on his arm.
We went inside while Hunter and Gavin disappeared around the house. Mom was sitting on the couch, looking down at her phone at a picture of Jules. I wished there was something I could’ve said to take her worry away, but I knew nothing would’ve helped. I sat down on the couch beside her, glancing down at the picture. You could tell Mom took the picture without Jules knowing because she wasn’t looking at Mom. Jules was lying on the couch looking at something, probably her phone.
“I know you, Wyatt, and Hunter are going to do everything in your power to get her back.” Her voice was barely above a whisper.
“I promise.” I hugged her.
Angela walked into the living room, apologizing for interrupting, and asked if she could get us anything to eat. She said she could either fix us something or go pick up food from
somewhere.
Mom tried to say she wasn’t hungry, but I told her she needed to try and eat. I wasn’t that hungry either, but I knew I had to keep my strength up.
I offered to go help Angela, but she insisted that it wasn’t necessary. I told her it would help keep my mind busy. I had Gavin stay with Mom while I followed Angela back to the kitchen.
“Londyn, I’m sorry about your friend and sister,” Angela said, walking over to the refrigerator.
“Thanks.” I sighed, placing my hands on the granite countertop.
“You don’t know me that well, but I’m a good listener.” She placed the containers of deli meat on the counter.
“I’m scared of letting people down,” I admitted without a second thought.
“Letting them down?” She asked, glancing over at me.
“What if I can’t save my sister?” I lowered my head.
“I think you are stronger than you know.”
I stood there staring down at the swirls of grey, black, and white on the counter. I didn’t know what to think of her confidence in me. She didn’t really know me, yet she believed in me.
Wyatt and Hunter walked into the kitchen about five minutes later and poured themselves glasses of lemonade.
I was puzzled as to why they were so calm while I was on the verge of a nervous breakdown. Everyone being so calm was intensifying my fear by one thousand percent and the immense pressure to not screw up by one million percent.
I picked up my glass of lemonade, about to walk out of the kitchen when Angela told me to go sit at the table because she was making my sandwich now. I told her I needed to go get Mom and Gavin. She sent Wyatt to go get them instead. I think she knew if I disappeared out of the kitchen, she wouldn’t be able to get me to eat.
Wyatt was back about ten minutes later with Mom and Gavin. Mom walked into the kitchen and stared at the wall behind Hunter and me. The entire wall was a glass cabinet filled with old china dishes and crystal wine glasses of every shape and size.
“I’ve never seen anything like it,” she professed.
“It’s been collected over the past century. Some of it is rather priceless,” Wyatt said, smiling at the collection.
“Please, let me help you,” Mom insisted, washing her hand at the sink.
Angela obliged and handed her a plate, moving to the side to give Mom more room. Mom asked Gavin what he wanted on his sandwich. He glanced in the meat container and told her ham.
Once the guys and I cleaned the kitchen after lunch, I made my way up to my room. I needed a little time alone to help process everything that had happened today. I wanted to grieve for my friend in peace. I couldn’t save her, and that guilt would be with me forever. I knew we had to leave for England soon to get Jules and would miss Delaney’s funeral. I closed the door behind me, blocking out the rest of the world for a few minutes. I knew it wouldn’t be long before Hunter or Wyatt would be up to check on me. I appreciated them caring about me, but I also needed time alone once in a while. They didn’t know this side of me, and I hoped they wouldn’t take offense to it either. I crawled up on the bed, curling up in the middle. I wrapped my arms around the other pillow, pulling it closer, and sobbed into it.
“Londyn…” Hunter whispered, entering the room and walking closer to the bed.
I continued to cry, unable to answer him.
“There was nothing any of us could do. Please don’t blame yourself. I could tell Delaney cherished your friendship.”
I felt his fingers glide across my cheek, moving strands of my hair away. I tilted my head back slightly, gazing up at him through my tears. “I couldn’t save her. I stood there and watched her die. What kind of friend does that?” I sobbed.
“We couldn’t save her either. They had some kind of barrier up that kept us trapped from getting to her. There was no way around it or through it. I know you feel sad about her, but we’ve got to concentrate on getting Jules back. We will get her back, but in order to do that, we need you to stay focused.” He brushed another piece of hair away.
“We can’t even go to her funeral.” I lowered my head back down on the pillow.
“I know, and I’m sorry. We should be able to grieve our friend the way normal people do. But we aren’t normal, Londyn. Normal doesn’t pertain to us anymore.”
He scooted closer to me, removing the pillow from my arms. He laid there and held me while I grieved the loss of my new friend.
I opened my eyes, blinking a couple of times. Once my eyes focused, I realized I was now facing the bookcase across the room. I went to roll over and ended up elbowing Hunter in the stomach.
“Ouch,” He whimpered.
I eased myself over, giving him a kiss on the cheek to make up for inflicting pain on him.
“It still hurts,” he said, rubbing his stomach.
“I’m sorry.” I leaned over, pressing my lips to his.
“Can you two stop for a minute?” Gavin laughed. “Mom sent me up here to make sure you were okay. I’m not going to tell her what I walked in on. That wouldn’t help her mood.” He smirked.
“We’re coming down. What time is it?” I yawned.
“It’s almost three.” He turned and headed back downstairs.
“I can’t believe I’ve slept for almost two hours. Thank you for staying with me.”
“You’re welcome.” He leaned over, kissing me on the forehead.
I got up and shuffled my way over to the bathroom, closing the door behind me. The bathtub was calling my name, but it would have to wait until tonight. I washed my hands, still glancing at the inviting deep tub. Then again, the shower looked enticing too. I was standing there, letting the water run down over my body. Just the thought of it was beginning to relax me. I dried my hands then opened the door to find Hunter had already gone downstairs.
I heard raised voices coming from the living room as I approached the lower-level stairs. One of the voices was my Mom, and to my surprise, the other was Wyatt’s. I paused a few stairs from the bottom, trying to make out what they were arguing about. I listened for a few minutes, becoming more and more confused. I tiptoed down the rest of the stairs.
“What’s all the yelling about?” I glanced between Mom and Wyatt.
“Your mom wants to go with us to England to get Jules back. I told her she needed to stay here with Gavin.” He frowned, crossing his arms.
“I’m going!” Mom yelled, glaring over at him.
“No! You aren’t!” Wyatt flung his arms down to his sides.
“Mom, you haven’t practiced your magic for years, and I don’t need to be worried about you too. I know you want to go, but I really need you to stay here and watch over Gavin. Please.”
“Who’s going to watch over you?”
“We will be there by her side, Elizabeth,” Hunter said, moving closer to me.
“I think I should go too.” She started to fidget with her earring. She wasn’t one to fidget with things normally, so her messing with her earring let me know she was beyond stressed out. She didn’t even fidget right after Dad’s death or the following weeks.
“Mom, I need you to stay here with Gavin. I don’t want to leave him here alone, unprotected. So please, for me, stay and take care of him. I can’t go get Jules if I’m worried about my best friend.”
She glanced back and forth between all of us, then folded her arms across her chest. She pressed her lips together. “Okay, I’ll stay here,” she sighed.
I wrapped my arms around her. “I will bring Jules home. I promise. Thank you.” I kissed her cheek.
“When will you be leaving?” she asked, letting go of me.
“We will be leaving tomorrow morning sometime,” Wyatt said.
“Tomorrow? I thought we were leaving in a few days,” I asked, my eyes shifting between Wyatt and Hunter.
“We were, but Wyatt took it upon himself to book the plane for tomorrow morning.” Hunter lowered his brows.
“You didn’t bother to ask me or anyone else what they thought. Once again, you decided everything on your own, without consideration for anyone else. Are you even with us on this? You hold me back from perfecting my powers, disappear without even a word, and now want to tell the rest of us what to do. You can go fuck yourself!” I yelled.
“Londyn, I admit what I did was wrong. But how can you forgive Hunter for leaving and bringing Genevieve and Ryker, along with the others, to your house, yet crucify me for leaving?” Wyatt’s voice was low and deep.
“I trusted you! You promised me you would never hurt me! When I needed you the most, you left without feeling guilty.” Tears trickled down my cheeks.
“Londyn, I’m sorry.” He moved closer to me.
“You broke my heart.” I wiped a tear from the corner of my eyes.
“Please forgive me.” Wyatt took my hand in his.
I looked over at Hunter, who was standing there with his eyes fixated on our hands. I could see the hurt in his eyes. I knew I had to decide between Hunter and Wyatt because it wasn’t fair to either one. But right now wasn’t the time to make such a decision. I needed them to help me get my sister back.
Furthermore, I didn’t think I would be able to choose after this was over. I cared about them both. No matter who I chose, one would be hurt, and I would be the cause of his heartache.
“We should probably practice a little more since we are leaving tomorrow.” Hunter walked past us, headed for the sitting room that led out to the patio.
I eased my hand out of Wyatt’s and headed for the double glass doors in the sitting room.
“Londyn…” Wyatt called out.
“Wyatt, I care about you, but I need to get my sister back. Please,” I said, pausing in the middle of the room. I walked up the step to find Hunter standing by the double glass doors.
“I’m sorry,” I mouthed.
“I know,” he mouthed back, opening the door.
We went outside and started with energy balls right away. My aim was a little better with moving objects than it was earlier. Not the greatest, but better. Gavin joined us outside a little later, staying up on the patio. He was mesmerized with each power. His eyes never wandered away from what we were doing.
“You doing okay?” I asked, walking up onto the patio.
“Yeah. The important question is, are you doing okay?” he said, patting the cushion beside him.
“I don’t know.” I sighed.
Gavin asked Wyatt and Hunter to give us a few minutes alone. He wanted to spend some time with me before tomorrow. He watched them walk inside, closing the glass doors behind them.
“You’re confused on who you want to be with?” He wrapped his arm around me.
I lowered my head down on his shoulder. “I care about them both. Yet they’ve each hurt me in their own way.”
“True. They aren’t perfect, but they both care about you. Once all of you are back home with Jules, you need to decide. One of them is going to get hurt, but you can’t keep stringing them along either.
“I know. I know…” I wiped a tear off my cheek.
“You don’t want to hurt either of them, but you have to set one of them free. It’s a decision only you can make. I’m not saying you have to do it the minute you get back in the States, but don’t wait too long after.” He gave me a light squeeze.
“How is it you know exactly what to say?”
“Because I’m amazing.” He laughed.
“You’re amazing. I’m so glad you are here with me. I know I don’t say it enough, but thank you.”
“You’re welcome. You have been more of a family to me than my own family has ever been. You have always accepted me for who I am, no questions asked; even when we argue, you’ve never made me feel ashamed. I wasn’t about to let my best friend go.”
“He’s out there looking for you, Gavin. And when he finds you, it’s going to last forever. I’m sure of it.” I raised my head up, kissing him on the cheek.
Gavin stood up, pulling me up with him, and gave me a big “Gavin” type hug to the point I couldn’t breathe. He apologized, letting my feet lower back down.
“Everything okay?” Mom asked, sitting on the couch facing the sitting room.
“Yeah. Gavin wanted to spend some time with me before tomorrow.” I forced a fake smile.
“I’m going to go get some lemonade.” I walked toward the dining room. Once I got to the table, I paused for a brief second, waiting to see if Gavin was going to join me. Just like I’d figured, he yelled for me to wait. I let out a little giggle. He was way too predictable at times, but I wouldn’t change him for anything.
Angela was in the kitchen, chopping vegetables for dinner. She asked if we were getting hungry and said that dinner would be ready in about ninety minutes. I offered to help, but she insisted that she was fine.
Gavin and I sat at the table and talked to her while we drank our lemonade. She asked us things like how we met and became best friends. It was nice to talk about something other than my powers or the fact I needed to choose between Wyatt and Hunter.
“What are you two doing in here?” Mom asked, walking into the kitchen.
“Talking to Angela and drinking lemonade,” I said, holding up my glass.
“Do you need any help with dinner, Angela?” Mom asked, walking closer to the counter.
“I’m almost done with this. Then, I’m going to put everything in the oven for an hour. Thank you for offering.” She smiled.
“Well, I think I’m going to go for a walk.” Mom disappeared through the doorway.
Angela joined us at the table after she put dinner in the oven. We continued to talk about our friendship and how Gavin spent the majority of his time over at my house while his parents were gone on trips. Right as we finished talking, the timer on the oven went off. It felt great to be able to take my mind off things for a brief minute. Angela got up and pulled the food out of the oven, and asked if we could let the others know dinner was ready. Gavin told me to stay and that he would go. Angela started taking the tenderloin and vegetables out of the pan but paused for a moment, glancing down the hall. She walked around the counter, still looking toward the hall.
“I see why they care about you so much. But you can only love one of them. As hard as it will be, you have to let the other one go. I’m here if you ever need someone to talk to.” She smiled, walking back around the counter and finishing up dinner.
After dinner, the guys told Mom and me they would clean up the kitchen. Mom and I went to the living room. She walked over to the fireplace, standing there watching the roaring flames.
“Mom, you doing okay?” I asked, trying to see her eyes.
“Yes,” she said, not taking her eyes off the flames.
I could tell by the uneasy tone of her voice that she was definitely not okay and trying to be strong for me. She was going to worry no matter what I told her. Her youngest daughter was being held captive by witch hunters, and her oldest was about to set out on a dangerous mission. There was nothing that anyone could say that would make her feel better, so I did the next best thing. I moved closer to her, putting my arm around her. She reached up, patting my hand softly. We stood there watching the fire, not saying a word. Sometimes words aren’t necessary for letting someone know you are there for them. Your presence alone speaks volumes.
“Sorry, but Londyn, can I talk to you?” Wyatt asked.
I looked over my shoulder to find him standing in the doorway. “Sure.” I turned back around, giving Mom a light squeeze, then walked over to Wyatt.
“Can we talk outside?” he asked, looking past my shoulder. He started walking toward the front door. He opened the door, stepping to the side and letting me walk out first. I walked over to the stone wall and sat down, gazing up at the stars.
“What do you want to talk about?” I asked, still looking up at the stars.
“I want to talk about us. I know you have feelings for Hunter, but I know you still have feelings for me too.”
I raised up my hand, pressing a finger to his lips to stop him before he said another word. Now wasn’t the time to talk about him or Hunter. “Wyatt, I care about you both, but I’ve got more important things to worry about right now. Genevieve has my sister, and I pray she’s still alive. I promised my mom I would bring her back home, and I can’t do that alone. I’m going to need you both. We can’t bring her home if we are preoccupied by other things. I’m sorry if that isn’t what you wanted to hear, but my sister’s life depends on me.” I lowered my hand back down.
“I’m sorry. Seems like I’m always apologizing to you. I think I’m doing right by you, only to disappoint you over and over again.” He lowered his head.
“You don’t disappoint me.” I smiled.
He raised his head, turning to look out into the darkness. “We’ll bring her home.”
I wanted so badly to believe him, but I was worried about us traveling to England to get Jules. We had no idea where in the castle she was being held prisoner or how many witch hunters were occupying the place either.
I shook my head, unable to say anything that would give away my apprehension over this blind attack we were preparing for. It would be the three of us against Genevieve, Ryker, and whoever else was there with them. I knew we were going to try our hardest to bring Jules home, but part of me was still worried. I couldn’t stop thinking about what would happen if I couldn’t save her and I came home without her. How would I be able to tell my mom that I failed, unable to save Jules? I closed my eyes before tears started to trickle down my cheeks. I couldn’t let myself think like that.
“Londyn, everything’s going to be okay,” Wyatt said.
I opened my eyes, glancing over at him, then lifted my head to gaze up at the stars. “I hope you’re right,” I whispered.
“Hunter and I will be with you. We aren’t going to leave you. I promise.” He put his arms around me.
A cough echoed under the archway. I turned around to find Gavin standing in the doorway.
“Mom wanted me to come to get you.” He lowered his head, raising an eyebrow.
I knew what he was thinking, but that wasn’t the case. I wasn’t going to take the time to explain it to him either.
“Okay.” I turned and headed back inside with him.
“What was that all about?” he whispered.
“It was nothing, Gavin. We’re friends.”
“Yeah.”
I went into the living room, where Mom was sitting on the couch, staring over at the fire.
“You wanted me?” I asked, sitting down beside her.
“I was just wondering where you were.” She sat back, putting her arm around me. I leaned back with her, laying my head down on her shoulder.
“I know you are worried. I will be careful. Hunter and Wyatt will be with me too.” I curled up closer to her.
“I’m trying not to worry, but I can’t help it. I’m glad they are going with you. They’ve been around longer than people realize.” She peeked down at me.
“I know.” My eyes met hers briefly.
We sat there for a little bit on the couch, talking about when Jules and I were little and all the trouble we’d get into, thanks to me. I’d come up with the idea, and Jules would follow along without hesitation.
Mom went to the library for a little bit, hoping a book would help take her mind off things. I went upstairs to my room to decide between a nice hot shower or bath. I looked over at the deep tub and decided on a nice hot bath. I knew Wyatt and Hunter wouldn’t have any bubbles, so I’d have to improvise.
I went over to the bathroom cabinet, opening the door in search of a towel. I grabbed my loofa, shampoo, and conditioner from my bag, then headed back into the bathroom. I turned on the hot water, letting it run for a few minutes, while I pulled my hair up off my neck. I squeezed a little bit of shampoo into the water, letting it lather up. I eased myself down into the hot water, feeling the warmth envelope my body. I laid my head back against the tub, sinking a little farther down into the water.
“Do you mind if I join you?”
“Hunter, what are you doing in here?” I looked down to find the bubbles disappearing. I swished my hand, trying to make a few more.
“Really, Londyn? I’ve seen you naked, remember?” He smirked.
“Yes, I know. We shouldn’t with everyone in the house, especially my mom.” I peeked around him, looking toward the door.
“Wyatt is in the library having a drink. Your mom went to the kitchen. I think she went to talk to Angela for a little bit. Gavin, I think, went to the library with Wyatt. You told everyone good night before you came up here, so they think you are going to bed after your bath. Again, do you care if I join you?” Hunter asked, unbuttoning his shirt.
“I haven’t said you can join me yet.” I smiled, watching him take his shirt off. His abs were finely chiseled. I could stare at him all day. He walked over, locked the bathroom door, and then got a towel out of the cabinet across the bathroom. I scooted forward in the bathtub as he slid in behind me.
“Damn, Londyn.”
“Too hot?” I asked, giggling.
“How can you stand it?” he asked, raising his arms out of the scalding water. His body shivered the second his arms touched the cold edges of the tub. “Okay, that’s not much better.” He laughed.
“Are you going to be okay?” I asked, resting back against him.
“My ass might have third-degree burns.”
I couldn’t hold it in any longer and busted out laughing.
“Laughter, when my ass is on fire.”
“I’m sorry.” I pressed my lips together to keep from laughing but failed.
Hunter wrapped his arms around me, pulling me in tighter. “I know you are worried about tomorrow, and it doesn’t matter what any of us say to you. Just know that Wyatt and I are going to be with you the entire way. We aren’t going anywhere.” He gave me a light squeeze.
“Thank you,” I whispered. We stayed like that, not really talking. It was nice just having someone there for me, not expecting me to say anything. Wyatt would expect me to talk and tell him what I was thinking at the moment. I didn’t always know what I was thinking or how I was feeling.
After another twenty minutes, I reached over to the chair that held our towels, struggling to grasp one.
“You ready to get out? Here, let me help.” Hunter climbed out of the tub and wrapped a towel around his waist. He held up my towel, wrapping it around me as I stepped out of the water. I felt guilty for enjoying this time with him, considering everything that had been going on. I had no right to feel any kind of happiness with my sister being held captive and my friend dead. I walked over to the mirror, staring at the girl in it, judging her for having fun.
“What’s wrong, Londyn?” Hunter walked up behind me, gazing into the mirror.
“I’m a horrible person. My sister is probably being tortured, my friend is dead, and I’m enjoying a bath with my boyfriend. I have serious issues.” I sighed.
“Don’t be hard on yourself. We are leaving sooner than planned. I know Jules and Delaney haven’t left your thoughts all day today. So, no, you aren’t a horrible person. You are human. We will get Jules back. As for Delaney, hopefully, we will be back in time to pay our respects to her. If not, we will go later as a small group and pay our respects in private. Why don’t you go put your pajamas on while I get dried off and slip out of here real quick.” He leaned down, kissing my shoulder.
I went into the bedroom and got dressed while Hunter cracked open my bedroom door, making sure the coast was clear for him to sneak to his room. Ten minutes later, there was a knock on my door. I had a good suspicion it was Hunter, so I told him to come in.
"How did you know it was me?” he asked, closing the door behind him.
“I had a hunch. Is there any more lemonade in the kitchen?” I got up off the bed.
“Yeah. I’ll go get us a couple of glasses. Don’t move.” He smiled, heading back out into the hall.
I hated lying to him, but I needed a few minutes alone before he came back with our drinks, a few minutes to try and wrap my head around tomorrow. I was worried about whether I’d be able to rescue Jules. I would never let Mom know I was feeling this way because she’d want to go with us for sure, and I needed her here with Gavin.




Chapter 17





I woke up the next morning with the sun barely shining in through the window across the room. I knew the guys would still be asleep, and I was sure Mom was in the kitchen, trying to figure out their hot/cold coffee system.
I laid there, looking around the room, wondering if this was going to be our new residence or if we would ever be able to go back home. Then again, it never really felt like home either. I miss being at Mom’s house, having friends over on the weekends, enjoying time with everyone, and not having a care in the world. I slid my feet out from under the warm comforter, letting them dangle over the side of the bed. My toes brushed against the area rug fibers. In a few hours, we would be leaving for England to rescue Jules. I stood up and fell back down on the bed.
“Are you okay?” Gavin said, rushing into my room promptly.
“Huh? Yeah.” I peered up at him. “I don’t know what happened.”
Gavin offered me his hand, easing me up off the bed. “You didn’t eat much yesterday, and you are getting ready to leave soon.” He wrapped his arms around me, pulling me in closer to his chest. His heartbeat pounded against the side of my head. After a few minutes, the pounding was starting to give me a headache. I wiggled myself free of his death grip, trying not to hurt his feelings by stepping back away from him.
“Sorry.” Gavin wiped a tear from the corner of his eye.
“Don’t apologize. I was getting a headache from the pounding against my head.” I laughed, holding the right side of my head. “Gavin, I promise I’ll come back.” I reached for his hand.
“You better. I don’t know what I’d do without you. I almost forgot what I’d come up here for. Breakfast is almost done. Wyatt and Hunter are getting things ready. I’ll let them know you are up and getting ready.” He swooped me up in a hug, then lowered me down slowly. He opened the door, glancing over his shoulder. “I love you, Londyn.” He no more than got the words out of his mouth when he shut the door behind him.
“I love you too, Gavin,” I whispered, standing there staring at the closed door. I stood there in the middle of the bedroom, looking around as if I’d forgotten what I was doing. I turned around slowly, walking over to the dresser, sifting through what little clothes I had brought from the house. I paused, staring down at my necklace, thinking about how much of a mess everything had become in the last few months. I put my hair up in a ponytail, trying not to freak out at the thought of not being able to save Jules.
“Londyn, do you want me to get you a plate?” Mom asked, standing in the doorway.
“Honestly, I’m not hungry,” I said, turning away from the bathroom mirror.
“At least let me get you some juice or something.” Her expression was unreadable.
I shook my head in agreement because I knew I wouldn’t be able to get out of that.
“I’ll go down to the kitchen with you,” I insisted, grabbing my phone off the nightstand. I didn’t want to be left alone with my thoughts. We walked down the stairs in silence, but it wasn’t awkward. It was more of a calming, peaceful silence.
“Londyn, I got you a plate,” Gavin said, motioning to the seat next to him.
I walked over to the table as Gavin jumped up, pulling my chair out for me. I glanced down at my plate full of fruit and my favorite white chocolate raspberry muffin.
I didn’t have the heart to tell him that I wasn’t hungry, so I managed to force down a couple of bites of fruit and muffin. Mom sat down on the other side of me, reaching over, taking my hand in hers.
“Londyn, do you have everything?” Wyatt asked, walking into the kitchen.
“What do you mean everything?” I asked.
“Anything you want to take with you on the jet? It’s an eight-hour flight.” He picked up a muffin off the tray.
“Oh…”
“You okay, Londyn?” Wyatt asked, moving closer to the table.
“Huh? Yeah. I forgot we were going to be on the jet that long. I’ll go grab my charger and a few things.” I pushed myself away from the table.
“I’ll help you,” Gavin said, picking up our plates.
“What are you going to take with you?” Gavin asked as we made our way up the stairs.
“I have no idea. What the hell am I doing, Gavin? I mean, seriously.” I sighed.
“I know you’re scared, but you are the only one that can bring Jules back. Hunter and Wyatt will be with you. I have a really good feeling about everything.” He stopped, wrapping me up in a hug.
“Thanks, Gavin.” I inhaled his cologne, hoping it would calm my fears.
“For what?”
“For always knowing what to say.” I squeezed him tighter.
I grabbed my phone charger, tossing it into my backpack, and checked to make sure I had something to write on. It had been a long time since I wrote any of my thoughts down, and I couldn’t think of a better time to start than now. Gavin had me take my brush with me for some strange reason. I didn’t have the strength to try and figure out why he insisted that I take it. I opened up the front pocket of my backpack and tossed my brush in it. I made sure all the pockets were zipped up, then stood there scanning the room for anything I might have forgotten.
“Londyn, promise me that you’ll come back.” Gavin’s voice sounded strange.
“I promise. You aren’t going to lose me, Gavin.” I raised up on my toes, throwing my arms around his neck. “I’ll be back before you know it.”
“Londyn, we need to go,” Hunter said off in the distance.
I tightened my arms around Gavin for a brief minute, not wanting to let go of him. I slowly lowered myself back down. “I guess it’s time for us to go.” I sighed.
I reached over, flinging my backpack over my arm and up onto my shoulder. I raised my head, gazing up into Gavin’s watery hazel eyes. I caressed his freshly shaven cheek, forcing a brave smile on my face to help ease his worries. He placed his warm hand over mine, pressing it harder to his cheek.
I eased my hand out from under his grasp, turning to join Hunter over by the door. I didn’t want Gavin to see me cry. Hunter wiped a tear that was starting to run down the side of my cheek.
“We have to go now.” He took my hand.
“Gavin, I’ll see you soon. I love you.” I glanced back at him over my shoulder.
“Let’s go,” I whispered to Hunter.
Hunter led me down the hall before Gavin had a chance to say anything back to me. Hunter pulled my hand closer to his side, smiling down at me. I think he knew if I waited any longer, I wouldn’t be able to leave Mom and Gavin.
Wyatt was already in the driver’s seat by the time we got out to the car. Hunter popped open the trunk and put my backpack in. He was kind enough to offer me the front seat, but I opted for the back seat instead. I didn’t want to make things any more awkward than they already were. I knew I had to decide between Hunter and Wyatt, but now wasn’t the time for such a decision. I need them both so much right now. I didn’t look back at the house as Wyatt turned onto the road that would lead us to the airport. I couldn’t bear the thought of not being able to rescue my sister like I’d promised my mom.
“How far is the airport?” I asked, looking at the back of Hunter’s head.
He glanced over his left shoulder back at me. “We’ll be there in about thirty minutes. Are you doing okay, Londyn?”
That seemed to be the question of the month. Everyone kept asking me if I was okay, and of course, I felt obliged to tell them what they wanted to hear instead of what I really wanted to say. Surely, they had to know I wasn’t okay. Maybe they were playing along too. Were any of us truly okay?
“Yeah.” My voice was barely above a whisper. I was afraid if I said it any louder, he’d be able to hear the distress in my voice.
He reached over the seat, moving his hand in a waving motion. I moved my hand over an inch, brushing against his finger. His finger hooked around mine, then let go.
My phone vibrated against my legs, and I knew it was a text from Gavin without having to check. I flipped my phone over, brushing my finger across the screen. I clicked on the notification, and there was a picture of Gavin and Mom blowing me kisses.
I texted them back, telling them that I loved them and the picture. I paused for a brief second, staring down at my phone, then typed that I would see them soon, even though I didn’t know if I would ever see them again. I mean, we were on our way to a jet that was taking us to England in search of Genevieve’s castle to rescue my sister.
“We’re here,” Wyatt said, looking back at me through the rearview mirror.
I peered up from my phone as we drove past big metal buildings occupied with planes. We turned left past the fourth building and headed toward a white jet with red stripes down low. It wasn’t anything I expected to see; a smaller plane, where we would be stuffed like sardines, was more along the lines of what I had imagined. It was a pleasant surprise to see this big jet waiting for us to board.
I was so preoccupied by it that I hadn’t realized we’d stopped. I nearly fell out of the car when Hunter opened the door for me.
I looked up to find him pressing his lips together to keep from laughing at me. I couldn’t get upset at him because I was having a hard time trying not to laugh myself. He offered me his left hand, holding our bags in his right.
“Did you rent this?” I asked, still staring at the jet.
“No.” He smiled, turning toward the jet.
“Hunter, Londyn! Come on!” Wyatt yelled, sticking his head out of the entrance.
Hunter closed the car door behind me, then handed the key to the guy who was dressed in a black suit. The guy got in the driver’s seat and drove toward the empty hanger behind us. I watched, trying to figure out where he was going with Wyatt’s car.
“It’s okay, Londyn. He’s parking the car in the hanger until we get back.” Hunter tugged on my hand, pulling me toward the steps.
I walked up the five steps, almost hitting my head as I stepped up into the jet. I caught myself before I fell flat on my face. I stood up, awestruck by the interior.
“It’s pretty amazing, isn’t it?” Hunter said, walking past me and tossing our bags onto a beige leather couch with dark brown and red pillows on each end. A few feet away from the couch was a table with loveseat-like chairs on each side. A light brown carpet extended from the entrance all the way to the other end where I noticed a closed door. Hunter moved to the side, letting me have the window seat. A few minutes later, a man wearing a pilot’s uniform emerged from behind the closed door, announcing that we’d be leaving for England in about ten minutes.
“Londyn, when we arrive in England, it will be night there. We will wait about an hour to leave for Genevieve’s castle. Hopefully, she won’t suspect us coming,” Wyatt said. He gritted his teeth when his eyes caught how close Hunter and I were sitting. Hunter followed Wyatt’s gaze down to our shoulders, touching, not moving away from me. I knew if I tried scooting away from Hunter, it would upset him and give Wyatt a false sense of hope.
A few minutes later, the captain came over the intercom, telling us to fasten our seatbelts because we would be taking off in less than five minutes. I fumbled the buckles in my hands for a few seconds before I was able to fasten them.
“Everything’s going to be okay,” Hunter said.
I turned my head slightly, peeking at him through a few strands of hair that had fallen out of my ponytail.
The pilot turned the jet around, moving slowly at first, then picking up speed as we headed down the runway. Once we were in the air, soaring over Charlottesville, the captain came over the intercom, telling us we could now unbuckle our seatbelts. He estimated that we should be arriving in England around two in the morning their time. I sat there, looking out the window as we flew through the clouds, trying to take my mind off Genevieve and her group of witch hunters.
Hunter got up out of his seat, holding out his hand for me to take. “Let me show you the rest of the jet.”
“Rest of the jet?” I repeated.
“This isn’t all of it.” He chuckled, leading me toward the back of the jet. He walked me past a couple of beige leather swivel chairs and stopped in front of what looked to be a sliding door. He slid it to the right, stepped to the side, and motioned for me to walk past him. I gazed over at him, stepping into an enclosed area. I looked to my right, and there was a queen size bed with ivory sheets, and a soft brown faux fur blanket draped over the end.
“There’s a bed…” I paused.
“Yeah. And back there is a shower.” He smiled, pointing to the doorway.
“What? No way.” I took off walking toward the doorway. I stepped inside the small bathroom, staring at the square glass shower off in the corner. “This is amazing,” I said, turning around and bumping into Hunter.
“Yeah, it is.” He took my hand, his eyes holding my gaze. “We’re going to get Jules back.”
“I know.” I smiled, my eyes drifting down to our hands. “We should get back before Wyatt gets suspicious,” I said, letting go of Hunter’s hand.
“Right…” His smile faded, leaving disappointment in its place.
I didn’t want to cause unnecessary conflict between Wyatt and Hunter. I needed both of their help to get my sister back and added stress wouldn’t be good going into a blind fight with a bunch of witch hunters.
“Did he show you the bathroom?” Wyatt smiled, not taking his eyes off the book.
“It’s amazing. I’ve never seen anything like it.” I scooted across the seat.
“Definitely not your typical plane bathroom,” Wyatt chuckled, turning the page.
Hunter turned to the cabinet across from us. He opened the door, revealing a small refrigerator, and grabbed two bottles of water. “Do you want anything to eat?” he asked, looking back over his shoulder at me.
“No, I’m fine.” I smiled, taking the bottle of water.
“Wyatt, want a bottle of water?” Hunter asked.
“Yeah, toss me one,” he said, turning another page before taking the bottle of water. “Thanks.”
We got up and moved to the swivel chairs so we wouldn’t bother Wyatt. Hunter started telling me things that I would need to know before we got to England, like how we would have to exit the plane the minute we landed and head for the castle. I was confused as to why he said we had to get off the plane right away when Wyatt said we’d have to wait. I didn’t want to say anything for fear it would start an argument between them.
He also told me I needed to stay focused on rescuing Jules and not let my emotions take over my thinking.
“Hunter’s right. If you do that, you will get hurt,” Wyatt advised, peeking over the top of his book. “You must stay in control at all times. Emotions are what get you hurt or, even worse, dead,” he blurted out; his voice was cold.
“Wyatt!” Hunter yelled.
“What? She needs to know. You got mad at me for protecting her; now you are getting mad at me for being honest. Make up your damn mind,” he criticized. His eyes were full of anger.
“You don’t have to be so blunt. You could’ve said it a little nicer.” Hunter leaned to the left, glaring back at Wyatt.
“I’m going to go lay down.” I got up, walking past Hunter to the back of the jet. I pushed the door to the right, taking a step inside, then slid it back partway. I sat down on the bed, slipping my canvas shoes off, then sliding my feet under the plush blanket on the bed. I laid the rest of the way back, looking out at the clouds as we zipped through them. I thought about what Wyatt had said, about not letting my emotions guide me as we go into battle. I wasn’t mad at him for telling the truth now. I was angrier at the fact he wasn’t honest with me from the beginning.
“Londyn, I’m sorry if I was blunt,” Wyatt said, easing the door open enough to step inside.
“I’m fine. I’m not upset or anything. Well, I’m upset, but not for what you think,” I said, keeping my eyes focused on the window.
“Why are you mad?” He sat on the bed, facing me.
I sat up, propping the pillows against the back of the wall. Once I got them situated, I slid myself back against them, putting more space between Wyatt and me. “Why couldn’t you be honest with me from the beginning?” My eyes shifted down to my hand, fidgeting with the trim of a small decorative pillow.
“I made a mistake. One that I can’t take back, and I will have to live with that forever. I didn’t mean to lie to you. In my heart, I believed that I was truly helping you. Somewhere along the way, my own needs got in the way of helping you. I’m sorry, Londyn.” His eyes were filled with remorse. He reached out for my hand, giving it a light squeeze.
“You’re here now, and that’s the important thing.” I smiled. “I’m so glad you and Hunter are helping me get Jules back. I don’t know what I’m going to do if we get there too late.” I sighed.
“Don’t think like that. If I know Genevieve, she’s playing a game with us. We have to be able to beat her at that game.”
“And how do we do that?”
“We have to get into the castle and back out with Jules. That’s how we win.”
I happened to look down, noticing he was holding his hands together in his lap, something I’d never seen him do before. It didn’t help my anxiety. He must have caught me staring down at his hand because he quickly moved them, getting up off the end of the bed.
“Wyatt, before you go, can I ask you something?”
“Sure. You can ask me anything.” He paused, turning back around to face me.
“Is it true that you and Hunter have been 18 and 19 for a long time?” I noticed my voice was low.
His mouth fell open, then quickly turned away. “You know?”
“Yes. Is it true?” I asked again, reaching for his hand.
“Unfortunately, yes. I take it, Hunter told you,” he said, still looking away from me.
“It doesn’t bother me.” I eased up off the bed.
“Everything okay in here?” Hunter said, peeking his head in.
“Yeah. I was just checking on Londyn to make sure she was okay,” Wyatt said, easing past Hunter.
I crawled back up on the bed, pulling the blanket up. Hunter closed the door partway, curling up next to me. He motioned me to raise my head up as he slid his arm underneath, pulling me closer to him. I laid there wrapped up in his arm, staring toward the bathroom, wishing there was a bathtub instead of a shower. I wanted to sink down into a nice hot bath, letting the water work on my tense muscles.
“How many more hours?” I asked, gazing up at Hunter to find him asleep. I continued to lay there for a few more minutes, admiring everything about him. I didn’t want to wake him up. The longer I laid there staring toward the bathroom, the heavier my eyelids got. After about ten minutes of fighting sleep, I gave up, letting my eyes close.
I found myself at the entrance of a long rose-covered iron archway. There was an array of different colored roses covering the connected archway. I took a step forward, gazing up at the white roses hanging from the top. Vines of pink roses grew up along the sides. I followed the brick walkway around the corner. The roses began disappearing, and branches were taking their places, slinking up the archway. The sunlight was now replaced with dark clouds that hovered low in the sky. I kept inching my way down the walkway as I studied the eerie surroundings. I knew I shouldn’t keep walking, but something was coaxing me along.
“Londyn! Help me!” Jules's voice echoed throughout the archway, coming at me from all directions. She kept screaming it over and over, but I couldn’t tell which direction her screams were coming from. I spun around each time I heard her call out my name.
“Jules! Where are you?” I yelled back but got nothing in response except her calling my name over and over again.
The branches started moving toward me, pricking me with their thorns. I took off running, screaming for Jules.
“Londyn! Londyn, wake up.”
I shot up, blinking my eyes, trying to get them to focus. My breathing was heavy, as if I’d been running forever. “Where. Am. I?” I managed to get out in between gasps.
“Londyn, you’re on the jet with Wyatt and me,” Hunter said, rubbing my back.
“We’re on our way to get Jules.”
“Yeah. Let me go get you some water.” Hunter got up and disappeared around the corner. He was back within a few minutes with a bottle of water. “Do you feel like eating?” he asked, handing me the bottle of water.
I wasn’t really hungry, but I knew there would be no use in trying to argue with him. “Yeah, I’m a little hungry.” I took a sip of my water.
“I’ll go get you something to snack on.”
“Wait.” I scooted out from under the blanket, sliding my feet over the edge of the bed.
“Londyn, I can bring it to you.”
I didn’t want to be by myself after that dream. I reached for his hand. “No, I’m fine.” I tried to sound convincing. He helped me up off the bed, not responding to what I’d just said. I could tell he didn’t believe me by his narrow eyes, watching my every move as if I was going to burst into flames at any moment.
“Where are we?” I caught the darkness outside the window.
“We’re about two hours away from Canterbury, England,” Wyatt said, peeking up from his book. “Are you okay? I heard you call out a couple of times.”
“Yeah. I kept hearing Jules call out for me in my dream, and I couldn’t find her. And there were vines attacking me, pricking me with their thorns as I tried to run to the end of the archway,” I said, looking out into the darkness.
“Archway?” Wyatt questioned.
“Yeah. First, it was adorned with different colored roses; then it quickly turned to twisting branches.” I noticed Wyatt’s eyes were narrow, which let me know that he wasn’t telling me something.
Hunter sat a plate of fruit, cheese, and crackers down on the table. He glanced over at Wyatt, pressing his lips together. He slid down in the seat, pulling the plate closer to me. “Well, if he’s not going to tell you, then I will.” Hunter’s voice was lower than usual.
“Really?” Wyatt’s brow furrowed.
“Really, what? You obviously aren’t showing any signs of telling her, and she needs to know.” Hunter clenched his jaw. They sat there for a few minutes engaged in a death-stare and probably would’ve kept it going longer had I not stopped it.
“Will you two stop?” I yelled. “You aren’t helping me stay calm. In fact, you both are doing the opposite.” I took turns, glaring at both of them. “Someone better tell me what the fuck is going on. I’m done with this playing around, not telling me anything. I’m the one whose sister was taken, who let her friend die. So I have the right to know!” I yelled, keeping my eyes on Wyatt.
Wyatt closed his book, setting it down on the table. He ran his hand through his hair. “Genevieve has an archway like the one you described in your dream. It’s located behind the castle in her rose garden.” Wyatt raised an eyebrow.
“Londyn, your necklace,” Hunter gawked down at it.
“What?” I looked down and saw it glowing. I wrapped my hand around it to see if it would show me anything like before.
I could see the brick walls, the tapestries hanging down, but something was different. I could hear Jules’s voice, but it wasn’t calling out to me like in my dream. Her voice echoed throughout this room I was seeing, but I couldn’t tell which direction I needed to look. I put all my focus on her voice, trying to see if I could make out who she was talking to, but I didn’t hear anyone other than her talking.
I blinked my eyes a couple of times, letting go of my necklace. I slumped back in my seat, looking out the window.
“What did you see?” Hunter asked. “Londyn?”
“Huh?” I mumbled.
“Londyn, what’s wrong?” Wyatt asked, scooting closer to the table.
“I’m not sure. I don’t think she wants to be rescued,” I blurted out. I kept my head turned toward the window, so I didn’t have to see their expressions.
“Have. You. Lost. Your. Mind?” Hunter enunciated every syllable as if I were a complete moron that didn’t understand a word he was saying.
I frowned over at him. “No.”
“Hunter, give her a minute,” Wyatt suggested.
“Did you not hear what she said?” Hunter muttered.
“Yes, I heard her. But you haven’t given her a chance to explain.” Wyatt tilted his head to the side.
“Londyn, what did you see?” Wyatt asked, leaning in toward the middle of the table.
I swapped glances between Hunter and Wyatt, deciding if I should really tell them what I saw or lie. Then again, they would probably be able to pick up on the fact I was telling them a lie. I let out a sigh, leaning forward, clasping my hands together on the table.
“It wasn’t so much what I saw, but more what I heard. It wasn’t like my dream. I could hear Jules talking to someone, but I couldn’t make out who. The strange thing was she didn’t seem scared or anything. She seemed rather calm to whoever it was she was talking to. It was eerie.”
“What do you mean, calm?” Wyatt’s brow furrowed.
“Calm. You know… Like she was having a conversation with someone she trusted.”
“Calm,” he clarified, running his hand through his hair again.
“Yeah, calm. You know the opposite of frantic.” Sarcasm flew out of my mouth.
“Are you two done?” Hunter snapped, shifting his eyes between the both of us.
“Sorry.” I sighed. “I got the feeling she wasn’t scared or anything like that by the way she was talking to this person.” I turned toward the window again. “Are we making a trip for nothing?” I blurted out before I had a chance to stop the words from coming out.
“We’ll be landing in about twenty minutes,” the captain announced over the intercom.
I took a deep breath in, closing my eyes as my heart pounded in my chest. I opened my eyes, taking a deep breath in, blowing the breath out slowly through my mouth. I did that a couple of times, hoping it would help calm me down, but it only made it worse. The warmth of Hunter’s hand caressing my fingers sent a sensation through my body. At that minute, I knew no matter what happened; he’d be there with me. It wasn’t a calming feeling, but one more of assurance that he wasn’t going anywhere.
“Please fasten your seatbelts as we prepare to land,” the captain instructed.
A few minutes later, the plane jerked as the tires skidded on the runway.
“We’re just outside Canterbury. There is a car waiting, just as you asked for Mr. Butler. We are going to go rest for a little bit in the hanger. Call or text us when you are on your way back to the airport, and we will make sure everything is ready to go,” the captain said, opening up the door.
I sat there with my eyes fixated on the door, unable to move. The chilly air quickly filled the cabin of the jet. I shivered a couple of times, rubbing my arms when the hairs stood up.
“Londyn here put this on,” Hunter said.
I managed to pull my eyes away from the door to see what he was talking about. There in his hand was a dark grey hooded sweatshirt. Hunter tossed Wyatt a sweatshirt, then put one on too.
“Londyn, we need to go.” Hunter stood there, offering me his hand.
I knew we had to go, but my body wasn’t allowing me to get up out of the chair. I took Hunter’s hand, scooting across the seats. He tightened his grip around my hand before letting go so I could walk down the few steps. Wyatt walked past me, climbing in the driver’s seat of a black car parked a few feet away from the jet. Once we were in the car, Wyatt sped away toward the exit, turning right. I assumed we were heading farther away from Canterbury. There were no street lights, so that I couldn’t make out anything except for the dark shadowy outline of trees.
“We should be there in about thirty minutes. We’re going to park a few miles away and walk the rest of the way to Genevieve’s castle. You doing okay?” Wyatt asked, looking back at me through the rearview mirror.
All I could do was shake my head, afraid if I spoke that my fear would come spilling out in an incoherent babble. The last thing I needed was for them to worry more about me as we made our way to a surprise attack on a powerful witch/witch hunter. I continued to sit there in the back, staring blankly out the window. I couldn’t stop thinking about what I heard when I touched my necklace and the fact that Jules sounded so calm to whoever she was talking to at the time of the vision.
“I want you to be prepared for what could happen once we get close to the castle. Remember, Genevieve is still a witch, even though she hates everything witches stand for. She may know we are coming. If, in fact she does know we are coming, she’s going to have it heavily guarded. With that being said, you might have to kill those in your way. Are you prepared for that?” Hunter stated, glancing back over his shoulder.
I sat there contemplating what he’d just said, knowing full well I wasn’t ready to kill anyone. I laid my head back against the seat, closing my eyes, hoping it wouldn’t come to that. Then again, I was marching into enemy territory, so it would most definitely come to me having to kill someone.
“We’re here,” Wyatt announced.
I raised up, looking out into the darkness that was going to guide my way to Genevieve’s castle. Hunter opened the door, offering me his hand. I got out, peering around in the darkness as if I was going to recognize anything.
“Londyn, I want you to stick close to Hunter and me when we get closer to the castle. It’s going to be chaotic, to say the least, and if we stick together, then we should be able to have a better chance of reaching Jules.”
“Wyatt’s right, Londyn.” Hunter agreed.
Wyatt turned, leading the way into the unknown darkness. He made sure to keep close to the road to avoid the sound of cracking twigs beneath our feet. I made sure to stay in the middle of them, following Wyatt’s footsteps.
I paused for a brief minute when I happened to catch the glint of moonlight rippling across the water off in the distance. I stood there, gazing at the water, trying to imagine how beautiful it looked in the daytime. The sun glistening across the water, wildflowers blowing in the gentle breeze.
“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Hunter whispered close to my ear. “I promised after all this is over, I’ll bring you back for a real vacation. Just the two of us.”
The mere thought of coming back with Hunter made the corners of my mouth curl up in a slight smile.
I felt a gentle tug of my hand and knew that we had to keep moving. Hunter walked beside me, keeping me close to his side as Wyatt led the way. I figured we must be close when Wyatt detoured away from the roadway and headed straight for a patch of trees. In the deafening silence, my racing heartbeat echoed in my ears. I was praying they didn’t have something important to tell me because I wouldn’t have been able to hear them. Once we got through the patch of trees, my eyes zoomed in on the big castle sticking up above the trees. After standing there for a few minutes staring at it, the more I realized it looked like an oversized mansion. There were no towers or anything that castles in the movies had.
I leaned over closer to Hunter. “I thought you said it was a castle.”
“It is, in a way. No, it’s not like castles in the movies.” He squeezed my hand. “We have to keep going.”
Hunter put me between him and Wyatt as we kept walking closer to the castle. Wyatt and Hunter were moving their heads in every direction possible, watching for Genevieve’s band of witch hunters. About ten minutes later, we reached the edge of the rose garden, and there, a few feet from me was the iron archway adorned with roses. I hadn’t realized I was holding my breath until I opened my mouth, and the breath came rushing out as my shoulders dropped down.
“Remember, try to keep your mind clear and stay focused when you are using your powers. Stay focused,” Wyatt emphasized. He took off walking through the archway, peeking over his shoulder to make sure we were right behind him. Hunter was a few inches behind me, not leaving much room between us as we hurried to catch up with Wyatt.
I took another couple of steps, then stopped causing Hunter to run into me.
“Londyn, what’s wrong?” Hunter mumbled.
“Something’s not right.”
“What do you mean?” Hunter asked, moving next to me. 
“I must say, you two are getting more and more predictable as the years go by.” An unfamiliar voice said off in the distance.
“Blaine, don’t try and stop us,” Wyatt demanded.
“I know why you’re here, and I can’t let you take her.” Blaine lowered his voice.
“I’m telling you to back away. Please don’t provoke us,” Hunter pleaded, keeping me close to him.
“Is that her? Ryker’s right. There’s really nothing impressive about her. Genevieve will want to see her. Then again, I could kill her.” He took a couple steps closer.
He wasn’t as tall or muscular as Ryker, but I had this overwhelming feeling that he was more dangerous. I couldn’t tell what color his hair or eyes were because he was standing in the shadows.
I tightened my grip around Hunter’s hand. Pure hatred started to consume every inch of my body. “He’s going to kill me,” I whispered.
“What?” Hunter asked.
I sighed. “He’s going to kill me. I can feel his hatred for me.”
Hunter took a couple of steps in front of me, raising his hands.
“Hunter! No!” Wyatt seethed.




Chapter 18





Blaine screamed in agony as his body burst into flames. Hunter lowered his hands, glancing over his shoulder at me. I stood there with my mouth open, staring in horror as the fire engulfed Blaine’s body.
“Hunter, what have you done?” Wyatt moaned. “We’ve got to go before someone discovers Blaine’s body. He took off into the dark shadows.
Hunter took my hand, leading me away from Blaine’s now smoldering body. Part of me felt saddened that he had to die, yet relieved because I knew he would’ve tried to kill me if Hunter hadn’t stopped him.
“Londyn, I’m sorry you had to see that side of me,” Hunter sighed. “I don’t like losing control like that, but when you said he wanted to kill you, I lost it for a minute.”
“It’s okay,” I whispered. My response sounded so lame after I’d said it, but I was still in shock. Shock that he possessed such an evil power. I may not have known everything about being a witch, but I knew evil when I saw it. Most would’ve been instantly afraid of him, but I still felt safe. And the same people probably would’ve questioned my sanity at that point. Here lately, I had to question it a little bit too.
Hunter used his power to melt the lock on a door, then stepped aside to let Wyatt go in first. I was rather confused as to why he would let Wyatt go first, seeing as he can throw fireballs. We walked up a few steps to the biggest kitchen I’d ever seen. It made the kitchen at Hunter and Wyatt’s look tiny in comparison. The walls, floor, and countertops were a perfect match of color. I may not have known much about being a witch, but I knew elegant class. The wall was called Venetian plaster, a relatively expensive way to paint your walls and ceilings. As we tiptoed across the kitchen, I happened to look up past the archway to crisscrossed wooden beams with a round chandelier hanging from the middle.
“Remember to stay focused,” Wyatt whispered from the doorway which led down a long hall.
“What the hell are you two doing here?” A soft petulant female voice said from behind us.
Wyatt’s shoulders dropped, lowering his head. “Liza, just let us go.” He sighed.
“Now, why should I let you go? You lied to me years ago, saying you’d come back for me, but you never did. And here you are with her, trying to rescue her sister. She knows you’re here, and there’s no escaping this time.”
Wyatt turned around slowly, easing his way back to the female voice. Once he was past us, I turned toward Hunter, peeking to the right to catch a glimpse of the girl. I couldn’t get a good look at her without turning all the way around. All I could make out was that her hair was long, and she wasn’t dressed like Ryker or the other guy. She had on what appeared to be leggings and a T-shirt.
“Liza, stop being your normal bitch self and let us go. You know what Genevieve is doing is wrong.” Hunter fumed.
“How dare you talk to me like that!” she yelled, moving closer to us.
“Liza, I wouldn’t try to provoke me,” he advised, turning around, keeping his back to me.
“I’m not scared of you. Maybe I should just kill her and spare her the torture that awaits her.”
“Try it, and I’ll light you up before you can even get your hand up.”
“Liza, seriously, I wouldn’t try it,” Wyatt insisted.
I couldn’t see anything except for Hunter’s sweatshirt. No matter how hard I tried to look around him, his body moved in sync with mine. It was getting to be rather annoying, to say the least.
Hunter turned in a failed attempt of shielding my view of Liza, who was frozen with her right hand extended out in front of her. I immediately turned and looked at Wyatt, who was standing there with his head down, staring at his hand.
“Is she dead?” I squinted, trying to see Wyatt’s face better in the dark.
“Yes.” Hunter took my hand. “We’ve got to keep looking and fast, especially if Genevieve knows we are in the castle.” He paused, looking over at Wyatt. “Wyatt, you had no choice. She was going to try and hurt Londyn. We’ve got to go.”
“I know,” Wyatt mumbled, touching Liza’s frozen hand.
Hunter put me between him and Wyatt as we headed down the hall. They kept touching the walls after every few steps we took. I didn’t want to ask them what they were doing exactly, so I let my imagination run away with itself. I had a hunch they were probably looking for a secret door or passage that would lead us to Jules.
I couldn’t stay quiet anymore and had to ask why they didn’t tell me about their powers. I felt betrayed that they didn’t trust me enough to tell me the truth. I stopped dead in my tracks, causing Wyatt to bump into me.
“Why did you stop? We have to keep going. We have a matter of minutes to figure out where Jules is at,” Wyatt cautioned, looking over both shoulders, then over my head.
“You both should’ve told me the type of powers you possessed instead of keeping them a secret.” I stood there, shifting my eyes between them. “You want me to trust you, yet I keep catching you in lies. Well, the lies have to stop right now if we are to find my sister. Do we have a deal?” I crossed my arms in front of me.
They both agreed without hesitation as Hunter took my hand. Wyatt faced me in the same direction, pushing me gently to keep walking.
“Someone’s in the castle!” A deep voice bellowed.
Before I could say or do anything, I was shoved into a room. The room was so dark that I could barely see Hunter or Wyatt, let alone anything else in there.
“What do you mean someone’s in the castle?” Genevieve demanded, right outside the room.
“We found Blaine’s body outside and Liza’s in the kitchen,” the deep unfamiliar voice declared.
“I see.” Her heels clicked against the tile floor, pausing right past the door. “I want the castle searched. They’ve got to be somewhere in here.”
My heartbeat echoed in my ears as I strained to listen. I opened my mouth to say something, but Hunter placed his hand over my mouth, pulling me tighter into him. The door flung open, and Genevieve appeared in the doorway. Hunter clamped down on my mouth, not letting me utter a sound. She took a couple of steps inside, pausing a few feet from the doorway, turning her head slowly from side to side.
“I need you to search the rest of the castle, now. Find them before they reach her sister. Go!” Genevieve demanded, slamming the door behind her. The clicking of her heels faded away after a few minutes.
“I’m sorry I had to cover your mouth. Did I hurt you?” Hunter whispered.
“No, I’m fine. How did she not see us?” I asked, opening my mouth wide.
“I let her mind think that the room was empty. That’s why Hunter had to put his hand over your mouth. If she’d heard one of us, then it wouldn’t have worked,” Wyatt said, walking over to the door.
“So, you manipulated her mind into thinking the room was empty?” I hinted.
“Yes.” Wyatt cracked the door open, peeking out. “It’s clear. We have to keep looking before Genevieve sicks her entire group on us.”
I eased up behind Wyatt as we tiptoed out into the hall. Hunter was inches away, guarding me from behind. We decided to take our chances and go upstairs before heading down to the basement. We stood at the top of the stairs, staring down the long hallway and what seemed to be an infinite number of doors lined up along the wall. We all sighed in unison, then headed for the first door on the right.
“I think we should go down to the basement first. There’s no way in hell Jules is up here in one of these rooms,” Hunter mumbled.
“I have this feeling she’s up here somewhere. I can’t explain it,” I whispered over my shoulder back at him.
“I don’t care what you have to do; I want them found!” Genevieve bellowed from the staircase.
Wyatt didn’t care what was on the other side of the door. He opened it, flinging me inside with him and Hunter right behind. It wasn’t as dark as the other room; sheer curtains couldn’t keep the moonlight out. I could see Hunter’s hand raise up close to my face. I spun around, glaring at him.
“Don’t even think about it,” I whispered.
“I wasn’t going to cover your mouth,” he whispered back, pulling me closer to him.
“Shhh.” Wyatt pressed his finger to his lips.
“Make sure you check the grounds as well,” Genevieve demanded from what sounded like the top of the staircase. “I want you to stand guard at her room. Kill anyone that tries to get in there.”
I turned my head, trying to see over Hunter’s shoulder, hoping that we had found her by some miracle. My heart sank when I raised my head enough to notice a bed with the blankets flipped back. It was empty.
After what seemed like an eternity, waiting there in the dimly lit room, Wyatt cracked the door open enough to look down the hall. When he stood up and opened the door the rest of the way, it let me know that Jules wasn’t anywhere up here in these rooms. I let out a sigh as I stood up.
“Londyn, we’re going to find her.” Hunter took my hand.
I gazed up into his grey eyes, knowing he and Wyatt were doing everything possible to find her. He leaned down, kissing my forehead, then turned me around, easing me toward the door.
“Where are we going?” I whispered, stepping out into the hall.
“I guess we head downstairs to the basement. That’s the only other place Jules could be.” Wyatt headed for the stairs.
We hurried down the stairs and across the castle. I had no idea where we were going or if we were ever going to find my sister. All I did know was that we were running out of time and someone was going to find us. Wyatt was able to manipulate on guard into thinking we weren’t there instead of letting Hunter kill him.
“This is the entrance to the basement,” Wyatt stated, heading down the stairs.
I hurried down a few steps to where I was practically right up against Wyatt’s back. I was not prepared for this, unsure if I’d be able to summons my powers in a split second. I kept taking deep breaths in, exhaling slowly out my mouth.
“Londyn, don’t be afraid. We aren’t going to leave you,” Hunter whispered next to my ear.
We made it to the last corner, that would lead us the rest of the way to the basement. Wyatt paused quickly, causing me to knock him off the step. He raised up, staring straight ahead, not moving. A few seconds later, he was back with us around the corner.
“I’m sorry,” I mouthed to him.
“There’s one guard. He’s in front of her room,” Wyatt whispered.
“I think it’s a trap,” Hunter mumbled back. “You need to listen to me on this one, Wyatt.”
Wyatt’s eyes narrowed, staring at Hunter for a few seconds as if he was crazy. Wyatt turned back around, stepping down off the step and around the corner.
“I found them!” A deep voice bellowed from down the hall.
Hunter dashed past me, grabbing my hand, pulling me down off the step. He placed himself in front of me, shielding me once again.
“Edward, you still follow her around like a puppy. That’s truly sad and pathetic,” Wyatt mocked.
“If I remember right, you did the same thing at one time,” the deep voice responded. “Who’s that behind Hunter?”
“No one you need to worry about,” Wyatt retorted.
“Which means I definitely need to be worried about her.”
“Let my sister go!” I yelled, breaking free from Hunter’s grasp.
“Genevieve will be pleased that you’re here. Then again, she will be angry when she finds out that I killed you.” His lip curled up over his crooked teeth. His hair was dark blonde, short on the sides, and spiked in the front. He looked to be about the same size as Ryker but not as muscular. He had on the same long black jacket like the rest of the guys.
“Sorry to disappoint you, but I have no intention of dying tonight.” I planted my feet, holding my hands out to the sides of me. “I’m not going to tell you, again. Let my sister out.” I caught the glow of the energy ball in my right hand.
“Edward, don’t be an ass. I’d do what she says,” Hunter advised, moving closer to me.
“I’m sure in the hell not going to listen to you.” Edward laughed.
“Fine. Don’t say I didn’t warn you.”
I raised my hand, concentrating on Edward. In a flash, the energy ball zinged toward Edward, his body crashing against the wall behind him. I stood there, staring at his body crumpled on the floor against the wall in complete disbelief.
“Jules! Jules! Are you in there?” Wyatt yelled through the door.
“Yes! Get me out!” Jules screamed.
Wyatt raised his hand up close to the hinges, freezing them. “Move away from the door, Jules! Let me know when you are clear,” he yelled through the door again.
“I’m away from it!”
Wyatt held his hand up again to the hinges until they cracked, causing the door to fall back against the floor with a thunderous bang. Wyatt ran into the room first, while I still found myself staring over at Edward’s body.
“Londyn!” Jules cried out.
Her voice brought me out of my trance. “Jules! Are you okay? Did they hurt you?” I wrapped my arms around her, squeezing her tight.
“I’m fine.” She squeezed me back.
“Londyn, we really have to go. Now.” Wyatt climbed over the fallen door.
Hunter was halfway up the stairs when he started walking back down them. Wyatt froze, putting his hand in front of Jules and me. I stood there, watching Hunter back down the stairs as if he was moving in slow motion. Once he stepped down off the last step, he turned his head slowly to the side, glancing back at us.
“Did you honestly think you’d get away just like that?” a hauntingly familiar voice said from the stairs.
I stood there with my mouth open, unable to say anything. Part of me was happy, yet I was angry to have spent the last few months believing he was dead.
“Londyn…” His voice trailed off the moment his eyes met mine.
The longer I stood there looking at him, the angrier I got. I took a step closer, keeping my stance wide, making fists so I couldn’t accidentally generate an energy ball. No matter what he had done, he was still our father. I looked over at Jules, who was standing there with her mouth open, wide-eyed, staring at Dad.
“I can’t let you leave. I’m sorry,” Dad stated, moving closer to Hunter.
“Stay away from him!” Wyatt demanded, moving a few steps away from Jules and me. “Jonathan, you don’t want to hurt Londyn or Jules. Let them go, at least.”
“I can’t. She’ll know. I’m sorry,” he grumbled.
“Do you really want to hand over your daughters? I don’t think you do because you know deep down Genevieve will kill them both without a second thought,” Wyatt stated.
“Stop! I can’t let them leave. Ever,” he said, matter-of-factly, without an ounce of remorse in his voice.
I didn’t know who this man was before us. He looked like our father, but there was no love in his eyes. Even before everything, when he’d lecture at me for hours about how I should act, I could still see the love in his eyes. Now, all I see is disgust and hatred.
“I hate to disappoint you, but she’s not staying.” Wyatt raised his hands.
Dad held up his shield, deflecting the ice toward the wall. “I’m not like the other idiots you were able to overthrow.” He chuckled, shifting his weight, slamming Wyatt with his shield.
I pushed Jules behind me, backing up to the room. I had to keep myself between her and Dad. Hunter lunged at Dad, and they began trading hits back and forth. I stood there in horror, watching my dad and boyfriend battle it out over Jules and me.
“I don’t know what she sees in you!” Dad barked, taking another swing at Hunter.
“At least I didn’t let her think I was dead because I was too big of a coward to face her,” Hunter scoffed back at him.
Dad pulled a jagged knife out, thrashing it at Hunter, who barely dodged the blade. Dad had him backed up close to a wall, adorned with the tapestry from my vision. Hunter jumped up, pulling it down off the wall, and began swinging it at my father. I wanted to bring a stop to their fight, but I was afraid of hitting Hunter by accident. Hunter managed to swing the brass rod, catapulting the knife out of my father’s hand.
“I don’t want to kill you, but I will to protect Londyn and her sister,” Hunter hissed through gritted teeth.
“You don’t have what it takes to kill me,” Dad warned. In one swift motion, he stretched out his hand behind him. The knife flew into his hand, and he plunged it into Hunter’s side. Hunter dropped the rod, stumbling back a few steps, falling to the floor.
“No!” I screamed in horror. Rage seized over me like a wildfire spreading across dry grass. My arms extended out on each side of me, my breathing became erratic. My eyes managed to pull away from Hunter lying there on the floor and drifted up to my father’s emotionless face.
“Londyn…” he stopped talking when he looked up at me. “He wasn’t good for you. I did you a favor. He was just going to hurt you.”
The mere sound of his voice fueled my anger even more than I could’ve imagined. Before I could stop myself, my hands were not stretched out in front of me. I pulled my arms in toward me for a brief second, extending them with force, concentrating on my Dad as beams of energy flew out of my hands toward him. He raised his arms up in front of his head, trying to block the beams. His body flew back, hitting the wall before falling onto the stairs. I lowered my arms and ran over to Hunter. I got down close to his face, caressing his cheek, begging him to please open his eyes.
“Londyn, I can help him,” Jules said, kneeling down beside me.
“What?”
“I can help him,” she repeated herself. “I need you to grab the knife and remove it.”
“He’ll die if I remove it.” I stared blankly at the black handle sticking out of his side.
“Londyn, he’s dying now. If we don’t do this, then he will surely die. Now, take the knife out of his side,” she insisted, motioning to the knife.
I closed my eyes, taking a deep breath in, holding it as I opened my eyes and grasped the knife.
“Londyn, you got to take it out, now!” she ordered, leaning over him.
I closed my eyes and swiftly yanked the knife out of his side. I opened my eyes, gawking down as the blood ran down the blade, dripping onto the floor. I tossed the knife a few feet away from us, focusing my attention back on Hunter. Jules lifted up the front Hunter’s shirt, exposing the nasty wound, and placed her hands a couple of inches above his side. She leaned her head back a little, closing her eyes. I sat there staring at the wound, and within a few minutes, it started closing up. Jules opened her eyes, lowering her hands back down to her sides.
“Londyn, what happened?” Hunter coughed.
Tears started streaming down my face. “Thank you, Jules. I thought you didn’t have powers. I don’t understand.” I wiped the tears from the corners of my eyes.
“Somehow, Genevieve knew my power was going to be healing, even when someone is moments from death. It showed up right after she brought me here.”
“What happened?” Wyatt asked off in the short distance.
“Oh my god, Wyatt.” I scooted over to him. “Are you okay?” I asked, analyzing the bump on his head.
“Yeah. We need to get out of here. What happened to Hunter?” Wyatt grabbed his head as he stumbled to stand.
“My dad stabbed him with that knife over there, and Jules healed him.” I smiled down at her.
“Hunter, are you able to get up?” Wyatt asked, trying to kneel down beside him. “We’ve got to get out of here fast.”
“Yeah.” He sat up, extending his hand out for help.
“Let me help you.” I took his hand, helping him up.
“What happened to your dad?” Hunter asked, glancing over at the stairs. “Really, Wyatt?” He pressed his lips together.
“Me? I wasn’t out cold. Don’t look at me.”
They stood there staring at one another, then turned toward me simultaneously with sorrowful expressions on their faces.
“I killed him,” I faltered, refusing to look over at him. Deep down, I knew what I did was justified, but he was still our father. “I’m sorry, Jules.” My voice cracked, trying to keep from crying.
“Londyn, I don’t blame you. He would’ve killed us or handed us over to Genevieve, who would’ve eventually killed us. You did what you had to do.” She took my hand.
“Wyatt, didn’t you escape through a secret passage from the basement?” Hunter stated.
“What?” I narrowed my eyes.
“Oh, yeah. I almost forgot. It’s this way.” Wyatt motioned us toward the end of the hall where Edward’s body was still crumpled up. He walked past the room where Jules was being held, stopping between it and the next room. He started touching bricks. “One of these opens up the secret passage that leads away from the grounds.”
I stood back as Hunter joined in on the pressing of bricks, and I couldn’t help but wonder how he managed to escape the first time and not get caught. The longer they pressed on the bricks, the more my brow furrowed. Before I could stop myself, the words came flying out of my mouth.
“How does Genevieve now know about this passage?” I balked.
“This hasn’t always been her castle. She took it over a few years ago. Besides, she has numerous places throughout the world she stays at. She hardly ever stays at this one,” Wyatt said, moving his hands over the bricks. He found what seemed to be a smoother-looking brick, pressing it. The brick sunk in past the others, activating the hidden door. The door slid back, opening enough for us to squeeze through. Right as I was about to go into the passage, I glanced back at my father’s lifeless body sprawled out over the stairs. I had no idea how I was going to explain killing my father to Mom when I got back home.
“Londyn, we have to go.” Hunter eased me inside the passage; once all of us were inside the narrow tunnel, Wyatt closed the door, leaving my father’s body behind.
“Unfortunately, we are going to have to walk in a single line for close to a mile. I’ll lead the way, with Londyn and Jules between us.” Wyatt looked over at Hunter.
I thought guilt would’ve started to take hold of me, but I felt nothing. No guilt, no shame for killing our father.
We didn’t talk inside the passage in fear that Genevieve and the others would hear us through the ground. After what seemed like an eternity, the tunnel finally came to an end when Wyatt announced he could make out the door. The passage door opened up in the middle of the sewer drain, on the edge of the water I saw earlier. I knew we weren’t far from the car and that we’d be able to breathe a little easier. Something deep inside kept telling me this was far from over and that Genevieve would be coming after me.
“I just want to tell the three of you thank you for coming to get me,” Jules cried.
I wrapped my arms around her, not having the heart to tell her the worst was yet to come. I know Genevieve was coming for us and wouldn’t stop until we were dead.
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